
Matilda Veronica McMillan will be lovingly remembered as the

Daughter of: Daniel and Zilpha McMillan

Sister of: Doddridge, Selvin McMillan, Janice McMillan-Cowie, Horace (Canada),
Hollison, Dorna McMillan and Glenda McMillan-Elliot.

Niece of: Una John, Victor Baird, George Baird, Lauralyn Grant-Munroe (U.K.)
and James Grant.

Sister-in-law of: June Romeo-McMillan, Mary McMillan, Shermin Roberts-McMillan, 
Leon Elliot and Rudolph Cowie.

Aunt of: Nicole Rhonda Cowie, Patrice McMillan-Roberts, Karema McMillan, Krystal 
McMillan (Canada), Lisa McMillan, Kelisha McMillan, Walter McMillan, Kim McMillan 
(deceased), Marlon McMillan, Keyon McMillan, Travis McMillan (Canada), Sean-Daniel 

Buddingh, Andre Elliot and Akeil Lopez.

Friend of: Ebby Scipio, Laura Spencer, Raymond, Claude Baynes, Marsha Moses, Irma, 
Gracelyn Wills and the BNCDH Group.

Great aunt of: Sy’ron Roberts, Thokozile and Tanasha McMillan.

Cousin of: Yvette Isaac, Esla Band, Sherrie Marcelle, Carol John, Roycott McMillan, 
Keith, Kurt, Collin, Clive, Everette, Tracey, Andrea, Barbara, Ann-Marie Johnson,

Marlyne Taylor and Many Others.

Relative of: the Grant, McMillan, Alfred and Baird families

The family of the late

Wishes to express their gratitude to everyone who lent support during this difficult time. Your 
words of comfort, prayers and help extended are greatly appreciated

Matilda Veronica McMillan
Tuesday 08th September, 2020 at 10:00am

Montgomery Moravian Church
Bethel, Tobago

Burial: Churchyard Cemetery

Officiating Ministers:
Rev. Selvin McMillan
Rev. Nevin T. Lewis



ORDER OF SERVICE

Opening Sentence

Opening Hymn Children of the Hevenly King

Opening Prayer

Tributes  Sean-Daniel Buddingtion,
   Harrison McMillan

Special Song  Zandra Baynes

Scripture Reading Job 19:23-27

Offertory Hymn  All to Jesus I Surrender

Prayer of Dedication

Homily

Closing Prayer and Commendation

Benediction

Recessional Hymn Guide Me Oh Thou, Great Jehovah

How Great Thou Art

O Lord my God,
when I in awesome wonder,

Consider all the world
thy hands have made

I see the stars,
I hear the rolling thunder,

Thy pow'r throughout
the universe displayed.

Then sings my soul, 
My Saviour God to Thee,

How great Thou art!
How great Thou art! (Repeat)

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 burdens gladly bearing

He bled and died to
take away my sin.

When Christ shall come
with shouts of acclamation

To 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.
Forever as loving you.

Come Ye That
Love the Lord

Come, we that love the Lord,
and let our joys be known;

join in a song with sweet accord,
and thus surround the throne.

Let those refuse to sing
who never knew our God;

but children of the heav'nly King
may speak their joys abroad. 

The hill of Zion yields
a thousand sacred sweets

before we reach the heav'nly fields,
or walk the golden streets. 

Then let our songs abound,
and ev'ry tear be dry;

we're marching through
Emmanuel's ground

to fairer worlds on high.

Guide Me Oh Thou,
Great Jehovah

Guide me, O Thou great Jehovah,
Pilgrim through this barren land.
I am weak, but Thou art mighty;

Hold me with Thy powerful hand.
Bread of heaven,

Feed me now and evermore;
Bread of heaven,

Feed me now and evermore.

Open now the crystal fountain,
Whence the healing waters flow;

Let the fire and cloudy pillar
Lead me all my journey through.

Strong Deliverer,
Be Thou still my Strength and Shield.

Strong Deliverer,
Be Thou still my Strength and Shield.

When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside;

Death of death, and hell's destruction,
Land me safe on Canaan's side.

Songs of praises, I will ever give to Thee;
Songs of praises, I will ever give to Thee.
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Children of the heavenly King,

Children of the heavenly King,
as ye journey, sweetly sing;

sing your Saviour's worthy praise,
glorious in his works and ways.

We are travelling home to God
in the way the fathers trod;
they are happy now, and we

soon their happiness shall see.

Lift your eyes, ye sons of light!
Zion's city is in sight;

there our endless home shall be
there our Lord we soon shall see.

Fear not, brethren! joyful stand
on the borders of your land;

Jesus Christ, your Father's Son,
bids you undismayed go on.

Lord, obedient we would go,
gladly leaving all below;
only thou our leader be,

and we still will follow thee.

When Peace like a River

When peace, like a river, 
attendeth my way,

When sorrows like sea billows roll;
whatever my lot,

Thou has taught me to say,
It is well, it is well with my soul.

It is well with my soul,
It is well, it is well with my soul!

Though Satan should buffet,
tho' trials should come,

Let this blest assurance control,
That Christ has regarded

my helpless estate,
And hath shed his own

blood for my soul.

My sin oh, the bliss
of this glorious tho't,

My sin not in part, but the whole
Is nail'd to the cross

and I bear it no more,
Praise the Lord, Praise the Lord 

O my soul!

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

The clouds be roll'd back as a scroll,
The trump shall resound and 

the Lord shall descend,
“Even so” it is well with my soul.

When The Roll Is Called 
Up Yonder

When the trumpet of the
Lord shall sound,

and time shall be no more
And the morning breaks eternal, 

bright, and fair;
When the saved of earth shall 

gather over on the other shore,
And the roll is called up yonder 

I'll be there.

When the roll is called up yonder
When the roll is called up yonder
When the roll is called up yonder
When the roll is called up yonder, 

I'll be there.

On that bright and cloudless morning,
When the dead in Christ shall rise

And the glory of his
resurrection share;

When his chosen ones shall gather to
there home beyond the skies,
And the roll is called yonder,

I'll be there.

Let me labour for the 
Master from the 

dawn till setting sun,
Let me talk of all his

wonderous love and care;
Then, when all of life is over, and my 

work on earth is done,
And the roll is called up yonder,

I'll be there.
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