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Jeff 
You were my partner, my lover and best friend.   
Thank you so much for over twenty years of happiness, all the surprises, well 
perhaps not all of them if they cost me money, all the laughs, all the good times. 
 I love you now and will love you forever, 
  Be at peace 
   Michael 

 
Love Divine, All Loves Excelling 

 
Love Divine, All Loves Excelling 

Joy of heaven, to earth come down 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling 
All thy faithful mercies crown 

 
Jesus, thou art all compassion 
Pure unbounded love thou art; 

Visit us with thy salvation 
Enter every trembling heart 

 
Come, almighty to deliver 
Let us all thy life receive 

Suddenly return, and never 
Never more thy temples leave 

 
Thee we would be always blessing 

Serve thee as thy hosts above; 
Pray and praise thee without ceasing 

Glory in thy perfect love 
 

Finish then thy new creation 
Pure and sinless let us be; 

Let us see thy great salvation 
Perfectly restored in thee 

 
Changed from glory into glory 

Till in heaven we take our place 
Till we cast our crowns before thee 

Lost in wonder, love and praise 
 

   Charles Wesley (1707 - 1788) 



 
 

All Is Well 
Read by Eddie Yeates 

 
Death is nothing at all 

I have only slipped away into the next room 
Call me by my old familiar name 

Speak to me in the easy way which you always used 
 

I am I and you are you 
Whatever we were to each other that we are still 

Put no difference into your tone 
Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow 

 
Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes we enjoyed together 

Play, smile, think of me, pray for me 
Let my name be ever the household word that it always was 

Let it be spoken without effect 
Without the ghost of a shadow upon it 

 
Life means all that it ever meant 

It is the same as it ever was; 
there is absolutely unbroken continuity 
What is death but a negligible accident? 

 
Why should I be out of mind because I am out of sight? 

I am but waiting for you, for an interval, 
somewhere very near, 

just around the corner... 
All is well 

 
   Henry Scott Holland (1847 - 1918) 

   Cannon of St. Paul’s Cathedral 

 

ORDER OF SERVICE 
 

Music on entering 
Elgar - Symphony No. 1 

 
Welcome 

by Fr. David Peck 
 

I Watch The Sunrise 
 

Opening Prayer 
 

Reading 
Corinthians 13   1-13 

read by Mark Criston 

 
Bryn Terfel and Andrea Bocelli - Bizets “In The Depths of The Temple” 

The Pearl Fishers Duet 

 
Eulogy 

by Jo Bissett 

 
Barbara Cook - “Stars” 

 
The Daffodils 
read by Ian Meyer 

 
All Is Well 

Read by Eddie Yeates 

 
Love Divine, All Loves Excelling 

 
Prayers 

 
Hugh Jackman - “Once Before I Go” 

 
Final Commendation 

 
Blessing 

 
Music on leaving 

Renata Tebaldi - “Easter Hymn” - Cavalleria Rusticana: Mascagni 



 
 

I Watch The Sunrise 
 

I watch the sunrise lighting the sky, 
Casting its shadows near, 

And on this morning bright though it be, 
I feel those shadows near me. 

 

Chorus 
But you are always close to me, 

Following all my ways. 
May I always be close to you, 

Following all your ways. 
 

I watch the sunlight shine through the clouds, 
Warming the earth below, 

And at mid-day, life seems to say: 
“I feel your brightness near me.” 

 

Chorus 
 

I watch the sunset fading away, 
Lighting the clouds with sleep. 

And as the evening closes its eyes, 
I feel your presence near me. 

 

Chorus 
 

I watch the moonlight guarding the night, 
Waiting till morning comes. 

The air is silent, earth is at rest, 
Only your peace is near me. 

 

Chorus 
 

John Glynn 

 
 

The Daffodils 
read by Ian Meyer 

 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o’er vales and hills 

When all at once I saw a crowd 
A host, of golden daffodils 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze 

 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on The Milky Way 

They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance 

 
The waves beside them danced; but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee 
A poet could not but be gay 

In such jocund company 
I gazed - and gazed - but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought: 
 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood 

They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude 

And then my heart with pleasure fills 
And dance with the daffodils. 

 

      William Wordsworth (1770 - 1850) 


