
Gathering/ Call  

 

 

 

We have gathered here in this sad hour to take our leave of Jemima 

Neish Vavasour, whom we all know as Moira, to remember her 

life with sadness and with gratitude and to commend her to God’s 

grace. We remember Moira with sadness because a loved and 

loving mother, grandmother and friend is no longer with us, we 

remember her with gratitude for the privilege to have known her 

and for a life that may be beyond our reach, but that is still, as I 

firmly believe in God’s good hands, as was promised to us by the 

apostle Paul when he said that we will be raised to eternal life. 



2. Prayer 

 

Let us pray 

 

Gracious God, 

 

You have promised to be our rock and our salvation, that your 

comfort will surround us all the days of our lives, that you will not 

forsake us in times of grief. And so, we bring our loss and our grief 

before you in the trust that we are under your care.  

 

And in this trust, we bring to you in gratitude Moira’s life all that 

she was to all who had the privilege to have known and loved her. 

We give you thanks for her caring nature, for the ability to see the 

best in people and to make the best of life’s hardships, for the love 

she gave and received. May it be a comfort to all that Moira is now 

at peace.  

 

We thank you for cherished memories of an affectionate marriage, 

of holidays in the sun, of a lady who never turned anyone away 

who needed her help. We thank you that we can hold on to those 

memories, in times when grief and loss threaten to become 

overwhelming.  



We give you thanks for your promise that as your son has risen 

from the dead you will raise us all to eternal life, where weakness 

and suffering give way to joy and comfort, In this sad hour let us 

all remember that you have sent your son Jesus Christ, so none of 

us is lost, that we will all be raised to eternal life , let us live in the 

assurance that Moira has now found a place with you, as we all 

will. 

 

Loving God, 

 

You know that times of grief and loss can be overwhelming for us, 

in these challenging times, that we need a space for our sadness. 

May we be able to seek and find your comfort in times of pain and 

may we be assured that you keep us in your loving hand. 

Loving God, we know that you have loved us before we were born 

and that your son has given his life as a ransom for many. We 

entrust our sister Moira and ourselves to your loving and forgiving 

care in this time of sadness and grief. 

 

And we pray all this through Jesus Christ, the first to have risen 

from the dead. AMEN 

 

3. Music: How great thou art 



Readings  

Reading OT:  Psalm 23 

 

The LORD is my shepherd, I lack nothing. 

He makes me lie down in green pastures, 

He leads me beside quiet waters, he refreshes my soul. 

He guides me along the right paths for his name’s sake. 

Even though I walk through the darkest valley,[a] 

I will fear no evil for you are with me; 

Your rod and your staff,  they comfort me. 

You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies. 

You anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows. 

Surely your goodness and love will follow me all the days of my 

life, and I will dwell in the house of the LORD for ever. 

 

 

Reading NT:  John 14, 1-4,20,27 

Do not let your hearts be troubled. You believe in God[a]; believe 

also in me. 2 My Father’s house has many rooms; if that were not 

so, would I have told you that I am going there to prepare a place 

for you? 3 And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come back 

and take you to be with me that you also may be where I am.  You 

know the way to the place where I am going.’ Before long, the 

world will not see me anymore, but you will see me. Because I 

live, you also will live.  On that day you will realise that I am in 

my Father, and you are in me, and I am in you.   Peace I leave with 

you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world gives. 

Do not let your hearts be troubled and do not be afraid. 

 

 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Psalm+23&version=NIVUK#fen-NIVUK-14240a
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=John+14&version=NIVUK#fen-NIVUK-26670a


 EULOGY 

 

Let us now take the time to remember Moira’s life, the love she 

gave and the love she received, let us honour the memories we 

have of her, the good times and the challenges, let us give thanks 

for a life that left a mark on us, a life that is, that was, that always 

will be precious to God.  

The psalmist says that even when we walk through the darkest 

valley, we need fear no evil, because God is with us, and I would 

like to share with you my firm hope and belief that Moira is now 

with God as He has promised in his holy word. 

And yet, it is hard for all who loved Moira, shared her life that she 

is now beyond our reach and so let us take the time to share the 

sorrow we feel for a person who was important to all who have 

come here and let us take time to share the memories of who Moira 

was and who could do this better than her son Paul and her 

grandson Adam. 

Paul: 

Mum was born in Blochairn, Glasgow in 1934. When other kids 

were evacuated in 1939, she was too young, as she was only 4, she 

often talked about low-flying bombers overhead and Clydebank 

blitz. Thankfully, they were all tucked up in their Anderson 

Shelter, hoping and praying they passed them by – that’s 

something that stayed with her all her days. 



She was a real daredevil in her younger days, she’d dress up in 

high heels and older clothes to get into the local picture hall, to 

watch the latest films – in fact, if she didn’t come home for tea, her 

dad always knew where she was. As she got older, she had various 

jobs – She talked about being able to go to work in the morning 

and, if you didn’t like it, start another job at lunchtime. She worked 

in a tobacco factory, accountants office, Wylie & Lockhead 

amongst others. 

She loved the Speedway; Glasgow Tigers were her team. She got 

to know all the stars and that’s where she met Ronnie – a young 

photographer from the Daily Express. He took a photo of her 

riding round the track on the back of a bike, holding aloft the 

British Championship Trophy, Ronnie was smitten, and they 

married in 1956. They stayed in Blochairn, a scary part of Glesga 

(so dad said) while they saved for their own house. Stephen came 

along in 1958 and Linda shortly after. 

In 1961, they got the chance to move to Ayr with dad’s job at the 

Daily Express and purchased the family home, which mum lived in 

for 60 years. They were proud Glaswegians but struggled with the 

local dialect, I think that’s why I came along in 1966 – they needed 

someone to translate ‘Ayrshire’ for them. Mum said Drongan (it 

was Drungin); Coylton (was Culton). 

Mum loved hosting parties in our house, this was a chance for her 

to dress up and look a million dollars, which she did. Us kids were 

told to hide upstairs but, after a while, we’d sneak downs and help 

ourselves to food or drink, or both, as they night wore on. They 

also loved going to various functions, which allowed her to 

purchase yet another hat and get her hair done – I’ve never known 

anyone to use as much hairspray as ma mum. They were regulars 

at the Darlington, in Ayr, where they saw The Drifters, Vince Hill, 

Bruce Forsyth and Tony Christie amongst others. 



As they got older, parties were replaced with dogs, our mum 

always loved dogs, Tara was the first and always had at least one 

for over 40 years. At one point they had 4 – which was a real 

challenge – I never knew that dogs loved false teeth but, they do, 

she must’ve lost 5 or 6 pairs over the years to those dogs. (I always 

expected one to come out with the teeth in their mouth). Eventually 

old age caught up and when the last one passed, decided that was 

it. 

One of the most amazing things she could do was to hold a 

conversation with you, going off at various tangents during it and 

then come back and complete the original story half an hour later, 

leaving you mesmerised at how she was able to do that. Something 

I’ve never heard anyone else be able to do – thankfully. 

Finally, holidays were a big thing for us and usually involved a 

caravan. Exotic continental places like Matlock, Devon and Silloth 

were our destinations – where they spoke a different language and 

had strange customs. No matter where we ended up, they were 

always filled with fun, laughter and dogs. As they got older, they 

bought a wee flat in Majorca, which was perfect for them to enjoy 

in their old age. Dad learnt Spanish and mum learnt more about 

drinking wine & cocktails in the sun. Cheers Mum x 

Adam: 

Gran’s love of family and fun continued into her later years when I 

knew her. As a grandmother my wee granny was special. She was 

a very involved grandparent and a huge part of all of her 

grandchildren’s lives. My childhood is filled with countless 

beautiful and happy memories spent with her and Grandpa, and I 

know my siblings and cousins are the same. Holidays, family 

events, she was always there, and always delighted to see us. 

She loved a story my Gran, and she knew her way about one. She 

would regale us with anecdotes that would amaze and amuse in 



equal measure. Stories would range from her early life, to meeting 

Grandpa, to escapades with the girls and adventures she had with 

family and friends. Over the years I got to know some of her 

favourites pretty well, but they would never fail to make me smile. 

And that’s what my Gran did – she would always make you smile. 

Gran loved the cinema. She was my favourite person to watch a 

film with as she had this encyclopaedic knowledge of film stars. 

By the end of a film, you’d know everything there is to know about 

it, and its actors, and their personal lives. 

Gran also loved music. She had played the piano, but always used 

to say that she had wanted to play the trumpet to be like Louis 

Armstrong. Recently she got good at using her Alexa speaker, and 

when I last saw her, she decided to treat me to a sing and a dance 

to Neil Diamond. Not bad for an old girl. 

She also loved theatre. This passion began in the music halls as a 

wee girl and continued throughout her life as she would catch 

musicals and plays from Edinburgh to London. Only two years ago 

I saw the Lion King with her, and her feet were tapping from start 

to finish. 

Her relationship with Grandpa was a constant source of happiness 

and hilarity. They had some unbelievable stories to tell, which 

would usually end up in a cheeky joke from Grandpa, and a cry of 

“Oh Ronnie!” from my Gran. We all might have worried for gran 

after his passing, but we needn’t have. Her last few years were 

good ones. She made pals with her brilliant carers, and even 

learned how to Facetime her family. How amazing is that? She was 

a very strong person - more strong and courageous than she would 

ever credit herself for. My Gran was always someone that defied 

expectations, and sometimes belief. She overcame some battles, 

but always kept that wicked sense of humour. 



Gran was often caring for someone – relatives or friends, whether 

an ear for a minute, a helping hand for a day or a home for a year. 

She was always there when needed. Kindness was just a part of 

Gran’s personality. Being sat in Gran’s living room was 

remarkable. The door was always open and all day there would be 

phone calls, friends visiting, carers laughing, family facetiming. 

She was very much loved. 

And that is how I’ll remember my Gran. With joy, laughter, 

kindness, care, strength and love. I’ll never meet someone quite 

like her. Truly loved by so many people, she was an amazing lady 

 

POEM: KIRSTY 

 

When I am gone, release me, let me go. 

I have so many things to see and do, 

You mustn't tie yourself to me with too many tears, 

But be thankful we had so many good years. 

I gave you my love, and you can only guess 

How much you've given me in happiness. 

I thank you for the love that you have shown, 

But now it is time I travelled on alone. 

So grieve for me a while, if grieve you must, 

Then let your grief be comforted by trust. 

It is only for a while that we must part, 

So treasure the memories within your heart. 



I won't be far away for life goes on. 

And if you need me, call and I will come. 

Though you can't see or touch me, I will be near. 

And if you listen with your heart, you'll hear, 

All my love around you soft and clear. 

And then, when you come this way alone, 

I'll greet you with a smile and a 'Welcome Home'. 

 

 

Intercession 

 

Let us pray, 

Loving God, 

 

We give you thanks for a life that was precious to us and is 

precious to you still, for a lady who cared, a lady who left an 

imprint on the hearts of those around her, a lady wo will be 

remembered and in offering our thanks we bring before you those 

who were closest to Moira. 

 

We pray for Stephen and Eileen, for Linda and Steve, for Paul and 

Alison, who knew Moira the longest, grew up with her, were 

shaped by her. Let them find the courage to grieve and the space to 



reflect on all that was and then grant to them the peace that is not 

of this world. 

 

We hold in prayer Kirsty and Bryan, Jennifer, Adam and Russel, 

Lauren, Erin and Jarron, who grieve together with their parents, 

who lost a proud grandmother in Moira and who will feel her loss 

keenly, a loss that cannot be replaced. 

May they all find comfort in you and in the support of those who 

love them. 

 

We pray for all who were close to Moira, cared for her, walked 

some of life’s journey with her, for June and her family, for Anne, 

Irene and Maureen, for all Moira’s friends, who now feel a gap, 

here there was friendship.  

May they find comfort in you and in each other.  

 

We pray for the doctors and nurses of Crosshouse hospital, who 

give their best to care for patients like Moira and who will feel the 

helplessness and sadness when there is a life they cannot save. 

Let them keep their commitment and resilience in their work so 

they may be able to continue serving our community. 

 

For all this we pray in Jesus’ name. AMEN 



 

Music: Amazing Grace  

 

9. Committal 

Blessed are those who die in the Lord, for they rest from their 

labour and their works will follow them. Jemima Neish (Moira) 

Vavasour is committed into the hands of God. In the sure and 

certain hope of the resurrection to eternal life, through our Lord 

Jesus Christ who died was buried and rose again for us and is alive 

and reigns for evermore. 

 

10. closing prayer 

 

Let us pray, 

 

Loving God, 

As we turn now from this place into the world, 

As we return to our daily lives of work and rest, 

As we return to a life that is changed because Moira, a loved 

mother, grandmother and friend, a lady we cared for and were 

close to is no longer here, is beyond our reach 

We pray that our troubled hearts may find rest,  

We ask that we find the courage to grieve and the strength to let 

go, 



And that in time the tears of loss will turn into smiles of 

reminiscence. 

We ask that we can find comfort in you and in each other, 

That we will find the peace you have promised to us and to 

everyone. 

For this we pray in Jesus’ name. AMEN 

 

 

11. Benediction  

And now go forth in peace and be comforted in the assurance of 

God’s love. 

 And the God who is higher than all our understanding, 

 God the father, son and holy spirit, be with us all now and forever. 

AMEN 

 
 


