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Song

Old Testament - Psalm 23:1-6

New Testament - John 14:1-7

Prayer of Consolations

Acknowledgement/Obituary

Message of Comfort

A Closing Song

Order of Service

Interment
Rosedale Cemetery
Orange, New Jersey
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Obituary
Baby Ny’zayyah Rozina Silva leaves behind
her mother, Ms. Rosa Silva; sisters, Nailah
Silva and Amayah Peppers; brothers, Nyssiah
Silva and Niseem McBain; grandparents, Mr.
Zoilo Silva and Ms. Deborah Muito; and a host
of other relatives.

A Bud That Never Bloomed
My dear little baby,

That once inside me grew,
I'm so unbearably saddened that,

I'll never get to meet you.

I will never be able to
Watch you sprout and grow,
and bloom into the person

That I wanted so much to know.

So for now I'll tend your memory,
Water it with tenderness, feed it with love,

And one day I'll see you blossom
When we meet in Heaven above.



Acknowledgement
Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.
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Little Angel
When God calls little children to dwell with Him above,
We mortals sometime question the wisdom of His love.

For no heartache compares with the death of one small child
Who does so much to make our world, seem wonderful and mild

Perhaps God tires of calling the aged to his fold,
So He picks a rosebud, before it can grow old.

God knows how much we need them, and so He takes but few
To make the land of Heaven more beautiful to view.
Believing this is difficult still somehow we must try,

The saddest word mankind knows will always be "Goodbye."
So when a little child departs, we who are left behind

Must realize God loves children, Angels are hard to find.


