
 Do Not Stand At My Grave And Weep
Do not stand at my grave and weep

I am not there.  I do not sleep
I am a thousand winds that blow
I am the diamond glints on snow

I am the sunlight on ripened grain
I am the gentle autumn’s rain

When you awake in the morning’s hush
I am the swift uplifting rush of  birds in circled flight

I am the soft star that shines at night
Do not stand at my grave and cry

I am not there
I did not die.

u

Invitation
Following Pixie’s service you are warmly
invited to join the family for refreshments
 at The 7 Bar, 3 King Street, Upper Hutt.

Tributes
If  you wish to make a tribute to Pixie, 
please do so in her online tribute book 

at www.tributes.co.nz

Book of  Remembrance
If  you haven’t already done so please

sign the pages in the foyer as a record of  
your attendance here today. Thank you.

“No matter where you are, 
music will always have some meaning. 
When you have music in your heart, 

it stays with you. Music will always live on.”
		  – Pixie Costello (nee Williams) January 2010

12 July 1928 – 2 August 2013
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St Joseph’s Catholic Church
Cnr Main Street and Pine Avenue, Upper Hutt

Tuesday 6 August 2013 at 1.00pm

Minister: Fr. Ron Bennett
Organist: Teresa Jordan

Order of Service

Opening Hymn
How Great Thou Art

Welcome

Eulogy
Tony Eyles

Music
‘Sailing along on a Moonbeam’ by Pixie Williams

Opening Prayers

1st Reading
2 Corinthians 5: 1, 6-10

Amy Costello  

Responsorial Psalm
Psalm 23

George Boraman

2nd Reading
Do Not Stand At My Grave And Weep

Jordan Costello  

Gospel Reading  
John 5: 24-29  

Homily  

Prayers of  the Faithful
Megan Costello

Prayers of  Farewell & Final Commendation  

Hymn
Amazing Grace

Recessional Music
‘Begin the Beguine’ by Ella Fitzgerald

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.

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.


