
Invitation
Following Joan’s service you are warmly invited to continue 
sharing in memories and refreshments in the Church Hall.

The family invites you to continue sharing memories of  Joan 
at the Sellars residence, 17 Pilmuir Street, Lower Hutt from 3.30pm

 
Book of  Remembrance

If  you have not already done so, please sign the pages in the
foyer as a record of  your attendance here today. 

 Tributes
If  you wish to make a tribute to Joan, please do so in her 

online tribute book at www.tributes.co.nz

Shirley Joan Black
‘Joan’

8 September 1925  – 1 June 2014



Amazing  Grace
 Amazing Grace how sweet the sound

That saved a wretch like me
I once was lost but now I’m found

Was blind but now I see.
 

‘Twas grace that taught my heart to fear
And grace my fears relieved

How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed.

 
Through many dangers toils and snares

We have already come
‘Twas grace that brought us safe thus far

And grace will lead us home.
 

When we’ve been there ten thousand years
Bright shining as the sun

We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise
Than when we first begun.

 
The Lord’s Prayer

 Our Father, who art in heaven,
hallowed be thy Name,

thy kingdom come,
thy will be done,

on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread.

And forgive us our trespasses,
as we forgive them

that trespass against us.
And lead us not into temptation,

but deliver us from evil.
For thine is the kingdom, the power, and the glory

for ever and ever.
AMEN.

St James Anglican Church, Woburn Rd, Lower Hutt

Thursday 5th June 2014 at 1pm

 followed by private cremation
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How Great Thou Art
 O Lord my God, when I in awesome wonder
Consider all the works Thy hands have made;

I see the stars, I hear the mighty thunder,
Thy power throughout the universe displayed.

 
Then sings my soul, my Saviour God to thee
How great Thou art, How great Thou art.

Then sings my soul, my Saviour God to thee
How great Thou art, How great Thou art.

 
And when I think that God, His Son not sparing,

Sent him to die, I scarce can take it in.
That on the cross, my burden gladly bearing,

He bled and died, to take away my sin.
 

When Christ shall come, with shout of  acclamation,
And take me home, what joy shall fill my heart,

Then I shall bow, in humble adoration,
And there proclaim, my God, how great Thou art.

 
When through the woods and forest glades I wander

And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees;
When I look down from lofty mountain grandeur

And hear the brook and feel the gentle breeze;


