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A C elebration of [ ife

Prelude Joytul, _Joytul

Welcome & Call to Worship Rev. Christine Chakoian
Invocation

Flymn 138 HHoly, [Foly, Fioly, [ ord God Almighty
Poem Do Not Go Gentle Dylan Thomas

Corg Hill
Spcal(ing for Shcl’s MattaPoisctt Friends Ross [ dminster

Focm Into T his Si'cnt Nigl'nt Ann Weems
Lindsay Hill

50|o Vision
Pam Bergdal

Familg Remembrance Drew Hiill

Scripturc Kcading Psalm 139:1-18
Meditation Rev. Christine (Chakoian
SPcalcing for Shels |_ake Forestfriends Tom O'Mara



Fraycr of Consolation

Tl‘lc Lorcl’s Fraycr

Our f:at]':cr who art in hCavcn, hallowed be thg name.
Thy Kingdom come, t|15 will be done,
on earth as itis in heaven.
Give us this clay our c]ai|3 bread;
and Forgivc us our debts, as we Forgivc our debtors
and lead us not into tcmptation, but deliver us from evil.
For thine is the kingdom, and the power,
and the glorg, forever. Amcn.

Hymn 302 | Danced in the Moming
Benediction

Recessional For All the Saints

Farticipants in the Service
Reverend Christinc Cl’\alcoian
Pam Bcrgda" and Susan Noble, Vocalists
Jl“ Hunt, Organist

T he Eam/:/g will welcome reflections and remembrances from Shels Friends
a/un'ng a rcccption at the home of
Steve and K itty (ole, 340 Bfugﬁs £ c{gc Drive.
Diirections to the Cole house: Sheridan Road south to Westleigh Road.

Faston Wcstlcigh Koad to B]uFPs Eclgc.
[_cﬁ‘ (nort/;) on 5/1#5 Ec{gc to #340.



Psalm 139

O Lord, you have searched me and known me.
You know when 1 sit down and when I rise up;
you discern my thoughts from far away.
You search out my path and my lying down,
and are acquainted with all my ways.
Even before a word is on my tongue,

O Lord, you know it completely.

You hem me in, behind and before,
and lay your band upon me.

Such knowledge is too wonderful for me;
it is so bigh that | cannot attain it.

Where can I go from your spirit?

Or where can I flee from your presence?
If I ascend to heaven, you are there;
if I make my bed in Sheol, you are there.
If I take the wings of the morning
and settle at the farthest limits of the sea,
even there your hand shall lead me,
and your right band shall bold me fast.
If I say, “Surely the darkness shall cover me,
and the light around me become night,”
even the darkness is not dark to you;
the night is as bright as the day,
for darkness is as light to you.

For it was you who formed my inward parts;
you knit me together in my mother’s womb.
I praise you, for 1 am fearfully and wonderfully made.
Wonderful are your works;
that I know very well.
My frame was not hidden from you,
when I was being made in secret,
intricately woven in the depths of the earth.
Your eyes beheld my unformed substance.
In your book were written
all the days that were formed for me,
when none of them as yet existed.
How weighty to me are your thoughts, O God!
How vast is the sum of them!
I try to count them—they are more than the sand;
I come to the end—1I am still with you.



