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Processional

Selection

Invocation

Scripture Reading
   Old Testament - Psalm 96
   New Testament - Matthew 19:24

Selection............................................................. “Precious Lord”

Remarks

Selection ..........................................................“Amazing Grace”

Acknowledgements

Obituary

Selection ..................................... “His Eye Is On The Sparrow”

Eulogy ......................................................Reverend James Logan

Committal

Benediction

Final Viewing

Recessional

Calverton National Cemetery
Calverton, New York



 was born in Fayetteville, North Carolina on

February 5, 1927 to the late Pauline and Frank Harris.

Ida Mae met and married the late Felton Lynch. From this union

nine children were born. Seven sons, and two daughters, one

daughter Lorenia Lynch and two sons, Winford (aka) Wink

Lynch and Carl Lynch preceded her in death.

Ida Mae and Felton relocated to the Bronx, New York in 1956.

In 1961, Ida Mae, Felton and family moved into the Millbrook

Housing Complex.

She leaves behind to mourn, one daughter, Gail Lynch; five sons,

Dennis Lynch, Charles Lynch, Donald Lynch, Ronald Lynch and

Leonard Lynch; one sister, Hattie Rhee Holmes of Fayetteville,

North Carolina, two daughters-in-law, Easter Lynch of

Sandersville, Georgia, and Shirley Lynch. A host of grandchildren,

great-grandchildren; other relatives and friends.

Rest In Peace Mom We Love You.



To everyone in Millbrook that we know and love, and to all
that came to us in our time of need. And most of all to our

extended family, Thank You.
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(718 ) 589-8428
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When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown
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