
Going Home Service for

Saturday, October 1, 2011 - 9:30 a.m.

HERBERT T. MCCALL FUNERAL HOME INC.
984 Prospect Ave.

Bronx, New York 10459

 Officiating, Elder Anita Robinson
The Bible Church of Christ, Inc.

Sunrise
February 5, 1932

Sunset
September 27, 2011



Prelude ..................................................................................... Organist

Officiating ............... Missionary Ideila James and Sister Andréa Wood

Processional

Prayer Hymn .................................... “Tis So Sweet To Trust In Jesus”

Prayer

Scripture Readings ..................................... Deacon Anthony Chapman
  Old Testament - Psalm 23
  New Testament - St. John 14:1-2

Soloist ........................................................................ Sis. Andréa Wood
“Precious Lord”

Obituary/Condolences

Remarks .................................................................... Rev. Leroy Benton
True Gospel Tabernacle

Selection ........................................................................................ Choir

Sermon ................................................................ Elder Anita Robinson
The Bible Church of Christ, Inc.

Final

Recessional

Postlude ................................................................................... Organist

Interment .. Forest Green Memorial Park Cemetery • Morganville, NJ



Erylene Wood was born in St. Thomas Virgin Islands

on February 5, 1932.

Erylene moved to New York in the mid 50’s settling in

the borough of the Bronx, where she made it her new

home. Erylene touched many lives and will be surely

missed.

We love you Erylene. She leaves to mourn her four

daughters, Helene, Patricia, Andréa and Marie; one

son, Michael; and a host of grandchildren, great

grandchildren, other relatives and friends.

May God Bless!



The family wishes to express their deepest appreciation and sincere
thanks for all acts of kindness shown to them in their time of sorrow.

984 Prospect Ave.
Bronx, NY 10459

(718 ) 589-8428

Professional Services Provided By

w w w . h o n o r y o u . c o m

Crossing The Bar
Sunset and evening star,

And one clear call for me!
And may there be no moaning of the bar,

When I put out to sea,
But such a tide as moving seems asleep,

Too full for sound and foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless deep

Turns again home.
Twilight and evening bell,

And after that the dark!
And may there be no sadness of farewell,

When I embark;
For though from out our bourne of Time and Place

The flood may bear me far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face

When I have crossed the bar.
~Alfred, Lord Tennyson~


