Entrance Hymn

Be Thou my vision, O Lord of my heart
Naught be all else to me, save that Thou art
Thou my best thought, by day or by night
Waking or sleeping, Thy presence my light

Be Thou my wisdom, and Thou my true word
I ever with Thee and Thou with me, Lord
Thou my great Father, and I Thy true son
Thou in me dwelling and I with Thee one

Riches I heed not, nor vain, empty praise
Thou mine inheritance, now and always
Thou and Thou only first in my heart

High King of heaven, my treasure Thou art

High King of heaven, my victory won

May I reach heaven's joys, O bright heaven's sun
Heart of my own heart, whatever befall

Still be my vision, O ruler of all

First Reading - Wisdom of Solomon, 3:1-9

But the souls of the righteous are in the hand of God, and no torment
will ever touch them. In the eyes of the foolish they seemed to have
died, and their departure was thought to be a disaster, and their
going from us to be their destruction; but they are at peace. For
though in the sight of others they were punished, their hope is full of
immortality. Having been disciplined a little, they will receive great
good, because God tested them and found them worthy of himself;
like gold in the furnace he tried them, and like a sacrificial
burnt-offering he accepted them. In the time of their visitation they
will shine forth, and will run like sparks through the stubble. They
will govern nations and rule over peoples, and the Lord will reign
over them for ever. Those who trust in him will understand truth, and
the faithful will abide with him in love, because grace and mercy are
upon his holy ones, and he watches over his elect.



Psalm

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.

He makes me lie down in green pastures.

He leads me beside still waters.

He restores my soul.

He leads me in paths of righteousness for his name's sake.
Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,
I will fear no evil, for you are with me;

your rod and your staff, they comfort me.

You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies;
you anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows.

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life,
and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever.

Second Reading - 2 Corinthians, 4:14 - 5:1

We know that the one who raised the Lord Jesus from the dead will
also raise us with Jesus and present us with you to himself. All this is
for your benefit, so that the grace that is reaching more and more
people may cause thanksgiving to overflow to the glory of God.
Therefore we do not lose heart. Though outwardly we are wasting
away, yet inwardly we are being renewed day by day. For our light
and momentary troubles are achieving for us an eternal glory that far
outweighs them all. So we fix our eyes not on what is seen, but on
what is unseen, since what is seen is temporary, but what is unseen
is eternal. For we know that if the earthly tent we live in is
destroyed, we have a building from God, an eternal house in heaven,
not built by human hands.

Poem - "She is Gone"” by David Harkins

You can shed tears that she is gone,
Or you can smile because she has lived.

You can close your eyes and pray that she will come back,
Or you can open your eyes and see all that she has left.



Your heart can be empty because you can’t see her,
Or you can be full of the love that you shared.

You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday,
Or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday.

You can remember her and only that she is gone,
Or you can cherish her memory and let it live on.

You can cry and close your mind, be empty and turn your back,
Or you can do what she would want: smile, open your eyes, love and
g0 on.

Recessional Hymn

Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son,
endless is the victory thou o'er death hast won;
angels in bright raiment rolled the stone away,
kept the folded grave-clothes where thy body lay.

Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son,
endless is the victory thou o'er death hast won.

Lo, Jesus meets us, risen from the tomb;

lovingly he greets us, scatters fear and gloom;

let the church with gladness hymns of triumph sing,
for her Lord now liveth, death hath lost its sting.

Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son,
endless is the victory thou o'er death hast won.

No more we doubt thee, glorious Prince of Life;
life is naught without thee: aid us in our strife;
make us more than conquerors through thy deathless love;
bring us safe through Jordan to thy home above.

Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son,
endless is the victory thou o'er death hast won.





http://www.tcpdf.org

