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At the conclusion of the Service a Private Cremation will be held. 

 

Margaret’s family warmly invite you to join them for light refreshments at the 

Brougham Arms Hotel, 150 Williamson Street, Bendigo. 

Jack, Michael and Helen together with their families 

would like to thank you all for your comfort, support  

and for joining with them today  

to celebrate the life of their much loved  

Wife, Mother, Nan and Nan Nan, 
 

 

Margaret Wilson 



 
ORDER OF SERVICE 

 
Opening Song:   In The Mood  (Glenn Miller) 
 

Welcome:   Mark Robinson 
 

Eulogy:   Delivered by Mark Robinson on behalf of the Wilson Family 

 

Family Reflections: Read by Kylie Wilson & Kelly Fitzgerald  (Grandchildren) 
 

Photo Presentation: True Blue  (John Williamson) 

    Love Me Do  (The Beatles) 

  
Prayer: 
 

The Lord’s Prayer 
(all say together) 

 

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 those who 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. 
 
 

Farewell:     Mark Robinson 

 

Recessional Song: Crunchy Granola Suite  (Neil Diamond) 

 

 

A Mother's Love 
 

A Mother’s love is something that no one can explain,  
it is made of deep devotion and of sacrifice and pain. 

It is endless and unselfish and enduring come what may 
for nothing can destroy it or take the love away . . . 

It is patient and forgiving when all others are forsaking 
and it never fails or falters even though the heart is breaking . .. 
It believes beyond believing when the world around condemns 
and it glows with all the beauty of the rarest, brightest gems . . . 

It is far beyond defining, it defies all explanation 
and it still remains a secret like the mysteries of creation . . . 

A many splendored  miracle we cannot understand 
and another wondrous evidence of God's tender guiding hand. 


