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Welcome
Pealm 2% (The Lord is my Shepherd)
Poem — Stop all the Clocks (PT0)
Fathers spoken fribute to Declan
Poem - Footprints in the Sand
Reading of Finlays Special Letter
Video Montage and Music
The Lords Prayer (PT0)
The Committal
Poem - Wit is Death?
The Plessing




Shp al the Clcks

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prexent the dog from barking with 4 picy bone,
Sllence the pianos and with muffled drum

Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let aeroplanes circle moaning wverhead

chibblmg on the sky the meseage He s Dead,

Put crepe bows vound the white necks of the public doves,

Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

He was my North, my Southr, my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest,
My 1oon, y Midvxigln’r, my talk, my 5010

| thought that lve would last for exer: | was Wrong,

The stars are vob wanted ow: put out exery one;
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun;
Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood

For nothing now can ever Come to any @ood.

Lords Praver

Our Father, which art in heaven,
Hallowed be iy Name.
Thy ingdom come.
Thy wil be done in earth,
ho it s N heaven.

Gine s this day our dal bread
And forgive us our trespasses,
hs we forgive them that trespass against us.
Mnd lead us ot info temptation,
But deliver us from el
For thine s the kingdom,
The power, and the glry,
For exer and exer.

Amen.



