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1. In heavenly love abiding, 2. Wherever He may guide me,
No change my heart shall fear; No want shall turn me back;
And safe is such confiding, My Shepherd is beside me,

For nothing changes here, And nothing can 1 lacle

The storm may roar without me, His wisdom ever waketh,

My heart may low be laid; His sight is never dim;

But God is round about me, He knows the way He taketh,
And can | be dismayed? And 1 will walk with Him,

3. Green pastures are before me,
Which yet | have not seen;

Bright skies will soon be o'er me,
Where darkest clouds have been.
My hope | cannot measure,

My path to life is free;

My Saviour has my treasure,

And He will walk with me.

Reflection 1 George's early life
Reuben Lowe (Brother)

Born 15" January 1924 - Died 21 March 2013



Reading from Scripture

Psalm 23
Tom Lowe {Cousin)

Reflection 2 George as father
Compiled by sons Gavin, Bruee & Matthew

Reflection 3 Grandad George
Lauren Chadlowe (Granddaughter)

Song Hastings Boys High School Choir

Reflection 4 George the mountaineer
Peter Hillary (Godson)

Reflection 5 Teaching, retirement, lasting legacy
Mary Lowe (Widow)
Gospel reading Read by Martyn Norrie (Nephew)

The Holy Gospel according to Matthew 5:1-10
Praise and Glory to God

This is the Gospel of Christ

Praise to Christ the word

Prayers St Matthew's Primary School
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The Lord’s Prayer

The Peace

Our Father in heaven,

hallowed be your name,

your kingdom come,

your will be done, on earth as in heaven.
Give us today our daily bread.

Forgive us our sins

as we forgive those who sin against us.
Save us from the time of trial

and deliver us from evil.

For the kingdom, the power, and the glory
are yours now and for ever. Amen

Reverend Helen:

The peace of Christ be always with you.
And also with you,

[All share the peace]

[There will be a collection during the hymn, cash donations
will go to the Himalayan Trust NZJ.

Offertory Hymn Be thou my vision

1. Bethou my vision, O Lord of my heart,

be all else but naught to me, save that thou arl;
be thou my best thought in the day and the night,
both waking and sleeping, thy presence my light.

2. Be thou my wisdom, be thau my true word,
be thou ever with me, and I with thee Lord;

be thou my great Father, and | thy true heir;

be thou in me dwelling, and [ in thy care,



3. Riches I heed not, nor all the world's praise:
be thou mine inheritance now and always;

be thou and thou only the first in my heart;

0 Sovereign of heaven, my treasure thou art.

4. High King of heaven, thou heaven's bright sun,
0 grant me its joys after victory is won;

great Heart of my own heart, whatever befall,

still be thou my vision, O Ruler of all.

The Preparation of the Gifts

Reverend Helen:

Blessed are you, God of all creation; through
your goodness we have these gifts to share.
Accept and use our offerings for your glory
and for the service of your kingdom.

Blessed be God for ever

The Great Thanksgiving

The Lord is here.
God’s Spirit is with us.

Lift your hearts to heaven.
Where Christ in glory reigns.

Let us give thanks to God.
It is right to offer thanks and praise.

It is the joy of our salvation, God of the universe,
to give you thanks through Jesus Christ.

You sent your Son to be for us the way we need to
follow and the truth we need to know.

You sent your Son to give his life to release us from
our sin. His cross has taken our guilt away.

You send your Holy Spirit to strengthen and to guide,
to warn and to revive your church.

Therefore, with all your witnesses who surround us on
every side, countless as heaven's stars,

we praise you for our creation and our calling, with
loving and with joyful hearts.

Holy God, holy and merciful, holy and just,
Glory and goodness come from you.
Glory to you most high and gracious God.

Blessed are you, most holy, in your Son, who washed his disciples’
feet. ‘I am among you' he said ‘as one who serves.’

On that night before he died, Jesus took bread and gave you thanks.

He broke it, gave it to his disciples, and said: 'Take, eat, this is my
body which is given for you; do this to remember me.’

After supper, he took the cup, and gave you thanks.

He gave it to them and said: ‘Drink this. It is my blood of the new
covenant, shed for you, shed for all, to forgive sin, do this to
remember me.'

Therefore with this bread and wine we recall your goodness to us:

God of the past and present,

We your people remember your Son.

We thank you for his cross and rising again,
We take courage from his ascension;

We look for his coming in glory

And in him we give ourselves to you.
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Send your Holy Spirit, that we who receive Christ's body may indeed Final Hymn How Great Thou Art
be the body of Christ, and we who share his cup, draw strength from
the one true vine.
0 Lord my God when | in awesome wonder

Called to follow Christ,. consider all the works thy hand hath made,
Help us to reconcile and unite, [ see the stars, | hear the mighty thunder,
Called to suffer, give us hope in our calling, thy power throughout the universe displayed:

For you, the heavenly one, make all things new; You are the beginning Then sings my soul, my Saviour God; to thee,

and the end, the last and the first. How great thou art, how great thou art!
Then sings my soul, my Saviour God; to thee,
Praise, glory and love be yours this and How great thou art, how great thou art!
every day, from us and all people,
here and everywhere. Amen. When through the woods and forest glades | wander,
and hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees;
Christ's body was broken for us on the cross. when [ look down from lofty mountain grandeur,
Christ is the bread of life. and hear the brook, and feel the gentle breeze;
His blood was shed for our forgiveness, Then sings my soul, my Saviour God; to thee,
Christ is risen from the dead, How great thou art, how great thou art!
Then sings my soul, my Saviour God; to thee,
Come God's people, How great thou art, how great thou art!

come to receive Christ’s heavenly food.
And when I think that God, his Son not sparing,
[You are very welcome to come and receive communion whatever sent him to die-I scarce can take it in
Your denomination, the ushers will direct you to the appropriate place]. that on the cross, our burden gladly bearing,
] . he bled and died to take away our sin;
Songs during communion sung by h i
; Then sings my soul, my Saviour God, to thee,
St Joseph's Maori Gi i : y ' ’
J : P . Girts College Fho:r & How great thou art, how great thou art!
Hastings Boys High School Choir Then sings my soul, my Saviour God; to thee,

; How great thou art, how great thou art!
Final Prayers and Blessing J .

Reverend Helen



When Christ shall come with shout of acclamation
and take me home-what joy shall fill my heart!
Then shall I bow in humble adoration,

and there proclaim: My God, how great thou art!

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!
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Collection in George's Memory shared between St Matthew's Church

and the Jimalayan Trust N2

Following the Service Light Refreshments will be served For Family
and Friends in the Church Hall

It is planned to scatter Georges ' ashes in the snows of the
New Zealand Southern Alps



GEORGE AS A FATHER,

Wruce hadloue

o can ane possibly start to sunmarise what a man fas meant to you as a father. Lol
There are too Ry MEMOTIes, $0 nany ﬂmﬁugs auera fffl.’:‘fmc.
So I only attempt to sfare a few inadequatefy expressed thouglits, from uy feart wihicl miisses
fiimm,

1 loved [iis sense of fimmour, everyone fas oed Ais sense of fumour, it was fiy shining quality,
I will afways see fime with a grn on fiis face, winkfes forming, either a cheefy self tudilgent
smife after telling one of fis inevitable puns or a sparkle eyed contented one.

He was souretines a Bit of aw enigma, o very private feserved person. Me was so sensitive to the
thouglits and feelings of others, fie really cared about people, 1 e this, coen if e was not
always able to express it

[tk that is where his wonderfufl fumour always shone tirongl.
M foved poctry, a great romantic deep down underneatli a tough stell
Ta pinclt ane of vur_favourtte fnes of poetry that e would love:
‘There is a crack in everytliing, thats how the fighe gets in”

What a childhood he and our wother, then jorned by ther uew partiers, Mary and Gere, ace
quided ws sous through. The kalewdoscope of joy, excitement, adventures as well as the difficuftivs
andd painful voents. We all shared so much togetfier which fas formed ies into the people we are,

1 remember fiis phiysical prosence. Steangely, it feels the sane it my meniory as an adult as it did
as a clild, I remember folding onto fis shonlders, big broad shouldees, Ranging onto fits back in a
swinming pool as a swall efild.

I can siill serse the shape of htm o,

1 temember ca mpig trips in Clele, warm sumaers on the roarimg Sontd American -F.:f{ﬁ: cost,

or searcling for stone-age arrow fivads or tarantulas under vocky in the Andes mountadns.
Dad alivays there with cameras dangling from fiis neck;

When we moved to Sugland it seemed so strange, much colder and wet. Je becanie a keen
gardener and | fyoed going with fim to the fetle alfotment where we dug the cactl and potted
things in the polytnnnef,

e fad wonderful adventures around ‘Burope.

[ thinf; us sons put fitn throngh wore anety as adolescents than any mountain dangers ever did.
e tested foth thase areas wihen we went on a climbing trip to Sewitzerfand. What memories
though. We ran oit of food and with aff the fints abundoned, being the end of the sumurer
season, T liad to make our fast meal fron a rock of stale bread"we found and an ofif packet of
saup. BWhat an fncredible sunset we fad though, and for the only time in our ife we got to share
a rope and to wateli fim cliip steps with s wooden handle ice axe. It seetied lifig we were iu
anather world.

It was such a difficudt thae wien e and onr mother separated.
Buet fie wet Mary and what a wonderful thing that fias tuned oni to be.
e was always a fuchy wan. Iwould count meeting Mary as one of fis greatest blessings. St
fias made fiim such a fappy contented man for over 30 years, Mary, we thank you for your
dedication, compassion amd extraordinary fove for our fatfier, really the greatest gift fe ever

recerved tm fiis (ife.

s | progressively go throwgh my own (ife journey £ so often thinfof his. § would ave foved to
frave Knowa fin as a Youlg man.

e fias feft me with a fove and fascination with storics of adventure. T never made a visit to fiim
without wanting to browse around fiis amazing collection of booky. He was a wondecfully well
pead wan and afways fad so many stories to tefl. I hace wallgd enthrafled literally in fis
Sootsteps when we teRfpd tirongh the rhododendron forest of castern Nepal, as the tales
tumbled ot of fiim. And fow we layghed at the end of that 1rip i our feech fufested tent
weaning crazy fats we'd made from the forest ferus.

1 wisti we coufid fave tofd him of the plans we have to retuen fim to the snows of the
magnificent New Zeabind Sotthern Mps, s Budiise sensibiltties would P'm sure be thriffed
at the idva of becoming a part of the great cyele of suows, forming into glaciees, then melting tnto
stréams, Gefore filling the rivers that spifl vut across plains to the sea and get swept up into fgge
souther ocean storm eycles to e tossed back among the mountains.

il miss fifm ternibfy Gut fpow we aifl afteays see fiin in the snows of distant memtain
Torizons.



Wallace George Lowe




