
 

Rennie Temple Phillips 
 

16th July 1927  -  9th November 2018 

 

Cave Ab Homine Unius Libri 

Invitation 
  
 

Frances and Chris would like to thank you for being with 

them today and for the kind thoughts and support received. 

Following the service, you are warmly invited  

to gather with them for light refreshments  

and further sharing of memories in the Foyer.  

 

Donations 

If you would like to make a donation in Rennieõs memory,  

this can be made to the Wellington Free Ambulance  

and placed in the box provided in the foyer.   

Thank you 
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Our Father, which art in heaven,  
Hallowed be Thy name; 

Thy kingdom come;  
Thy will be done 

In earth as it is in heaven.   
Give us this day our daily bread. 
And forgive us our trespasses,  

As we forgive those                                      
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. 

 

Service held at the Whenua Tapu Crematorium, Pukerua Bay on Wednesday 14th November 2018 at 1.30pm 

Officiating: Shirley Jarden 

Welcome & Introduction 
 
Candle Lighting 
Frances Phillips 
 
Eulogy 
 
Family Tributes 
 
Open Tributes 
 
Photographic Memories 
 
Verse 
�´�6�R�X�Q�G�V���R�I���W�K�H���%�X�V�K�µ 
By Mike McGee 
 
Committal & Blessing 
 
Recessional Music 
�´�*�R�R�G�E�\�H���2�O�G���*�L�U�O�µ 
�)�U�R�P���W�K�H���0�X�V�L�F�D�O���´�'�D�P�Q���<�D�Q�N�H�H�V�µ 

Sounds Of The Bush--Mike McGee 
 

Though Wordsworth penned his poetry, about the daffodils 
When poems flow beneath my hand, they seem to be of hills. 
Of beautiful New Zealand bush, out where the Bellbird sings. 

Of silence broken by the swish, of swooping Tui wings. 
The cry of wild Hawk high above 

That breaks the morning still 
Or whistle of the rare blue duck, 

Upon the gorge's rill. 
My pen picks out the sights and sounds 

By hill or bush or stream 
And they bring to me a feeling 

That most folk only dream. 
To stand in doorway of a hut 

and hear the Kiwi call 
Or gently murmur of the creek, 

Below the waterfall. 
Come sit with me beside the fire 

And watch the embers die, 
Then listen long into the night 

To friendly Morepork cry. 


