


Order of Service

Presiding Minister:
Ushers:

Master of Ceremony:

Rev. Maromba

David Muthuri and others

Mr. Muriuki Manene

Hymn: Amazing Grace
Eulogy: Mr. Mutuma Marangu
Hymn: Blessed Assurance
Tributes:
Family Member: Mr. Cornelius Muthuri
Friends : Amb. Francis Muthaura
Lady Justice Martha Koome
Dr. Bryant Orijiako
Dr. Victoria Waldock to be read by
Prof. L. Ethangatta
Family Tribute: Mr. Peter Marangu.
Hymn: When Peace like a River
Readings:

First reading:
Second reading:

Sermon:

Offertory Hymn:
Prayer for the family:
Vote of thanks:
Benediction:

Exit Hymn:

Revelations 7:9-17:  Brenda Muthuri
Romans 8:31-39: Kinya Marangu.

Rev. Elijah Wanje

How great though art

Rev. Maromba & Rev. Cindy North
Lady Justice Martha Koome

Rev. Maromba/Rev. Wanje

Abide with me






HOW GREAT THOU ART

O Lord my God! When | in awesome wonder
Consider all the works Thy hand hath made,

| see the stars, | hear the mighty thunder,

Thy power throughout the universe displayed;

Chorus

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!

When through the woods and forest glades |
wander

and hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees;
when | look down from lofty mountain gran-
deur,

and hear the brook, and feel the gentle breeze;

Chorus

And when | think that God His Son not spar-
ing,

Sent Him to die - | scarce can take it in,

That on the cross my burden gladly bearing,
He bled and died to take away my sin:

Chorus

When Christ shall come with shout of acclama-
tion

And take me home- what joy shall fill my heart!
‘hen | shall bow in humble adoration

there proclaim, my God, how great Thou

WHEN PEACE LIKE A RIVER

When peace, like a river, attendeth
my way,

when sorrows like sea billows roll;
whatever my lot, thou hast taught
me to say,

It is well, it is well with my soul.

Refrain:
It is well with my soul,
it is well, it is well with my soul.

Though Satan should buffet, though
trials should come,

let this blest assurance control,

that Christ has regarded my helpless
estate,

and hath shed his own blood for my
soul.

(Refrain)

My sin, oh, the bliss of this glorious
thought!

My sin, not in part but the whole,

is nailed to the cross, and | bear it no
more,

praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O
my soul!

(Refrain)

And, Lord, haste the day when my
faith shall be sight,

the clouds be rolled back as a scroll;
the trump shall resound, and the
Lord shall descend,

even so, it is well with my soul.
(Refrain)












































































































































































