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Order of Service

E n t r a n c e  
R h i n e s t o n e  C o w b o y

I n t r o d u c t i o n

E u l o g y
S a r a h  L e e s

C h i l d r e n ’ s  T r i b u t e s
L a u r a ,  S a l l y  a n d  W y a t t  L e e s

R e f l e c t i o n  M u s i c
I ’ m  a  B e l i e v e r

P o e m s
D o  N o t  S t a n d  a t  m y  G r a v e  a n d  W e e p

R e a d  b y  M a r e e  M c C r u m

T h e  M a n  o f  O l d  T r a f f o r d
W r i t t e n  a n d  r e a d  b y  P a t r i c k  L e e s

R e f l e c t i o n

W o r d s  o f  T h a n k s

C o n c l u d i n g  M u s i c
E v e r y t h i n g  I  O w n

B a g p i p e s
A u l d  L a n g  S y n e





















Fune ra l  B l ues .  

S top  a l l  t he  c l ocks ,  cu t  o f f  t he  t e l ephone ,  
P reven t  t he  dog  f rom ba rk ing  w i th  a  j u i cy

bone ,  
S i l ence  t he  p i anos  and  w i th  mu f f l ed  d rum,  

B r i ng  ou t  t he  co f f i n ,  l e t  t he  mourne rs  come .  

L e t  ae rop lanes  c i r c l e  moan ing  ove rhead ,  
Sc r i bb l i ng  on  t he  sky  t he  message  'He  i s

Dead ' .  
Pu t  c repe  bows  round  the  wh i t e  necks  o f  t he

pub l i c  doves ,  
L e t  t he  t r a f f i c  po l i cemen  wea r  b l ack  co t ton

g loves .  

He  was  my  No r th ,  my  Sou th ,  my  Eas t  and
Wes t ,  

My  work ing  week  and  my  Sunday  r es t ,  
My  noon ,  my  m idn igh t ,  my  t a l k ,  my  song ;  

I  t hough t  t ha t  l o ve  wou ld  l as t  f o reve r :  I  was
wrong .  

The  s t a rs  a re  no t  wan ted  now ;  pu t  ou t  eve r y
one ,  

Pack  up  t he  moon  and  d i sman t l e  t he  sun ,  
Pou r  away  t he  ocean  and  sweep  up  t he  wood ;
Fo r  no th ing  now  can  eve r  come  to  any  good .  

G r i f f i t h  R e g i o n a l  F u n e r a l  S e r v i c e s
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