HYMN

The Lord’s my Shepherd, I'll not want;
He makes me down to lie
In pastures green; He leadeth me
The quiet waters by.

My soul He doth restore again,
And me to walk doth make
Within the paths of righteousness,
E’en for His own name’s sake.

Yea, though | walk in death’s dark vale,
Yet will | fear no ill;
For Thou art with me, and Thy rod
And staff my comfort still.

My table Thou hast furnished me
In presence of my foes;

My head Thou dost with oil anoint,
And my cup overflows.

Goodness and mercy all my life
Shall surely follow me;
And in Cod’s house forevermore,
My dwelling place shall be.

Crimond, Scottish Salter (1650)

EULOGY
Christopher West - Ann’s Grandson




HYMN

God be in my head, and in my understanding;
God be in mine eyes, and in my looking;
God be in my mouth, and in my speaking;
God be in my heart, and in my thinking;

God be at mine end, and at my departing.
Sir Henry Walford Davies (1869-1941)

PRAYERS
Led by The Reverend Barbara Hammond

The Lord’s Prayer

Our Father, which art in heaven,
Hallowed be thy Name.
Thy Kingdom come.
Thy will be done on earth,
Asitisin heaven.

Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our trespasses,
As we forgive them that trespass against us.
And lead us not into temptation,
But deliver us from evil.

For thine is the kingdom,
The power, and the glory,

For ever and ever.

Amen.




POEM

Miss me, but let me go - by Robyn Rancman
Margaret West - Ann’s daughter

When | come to the end of the road
And the sun has set for me

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

Miss me a little, but not for long
And not with your head bowed low
Remember the love that we once shared
Miss me, but let me go.

For this is ajourney we all must take
And each must go alone.

It's all part of the master plan
A step on the road to home.
When you are lonely and sick at heart
Go to the friends we know.
Laugh at all the things we used to do

Miss me, but let me go.




HYMN

Ann’s teenage memory of the Salvation Army singing,
on her way to Holy Trinity Church, Hull

Guide me, O my great Redeemer,
pilgrim through this barren land;
| am weak, but thou art mighty;
hold me with thy powerful hand.
Bread of heaven, bread of heaven,
feed me till | want no more,
feed me till | want no more.

Open now the crystal fountain,
where the healing waters flow.
Let the fire and cloudy pillar
lead me all my journey through.
Strong Deliverer, strong Deliverer,
Be thou still my strength and shield,
Be thou still my strength and shield.

When | tread the verge of Jordan,
bid my anxious fears subside.
Death of death, and hell's destruction,
land me safe on Canaan's side.
Songs of praises, songs of praises
| will ever sing to thee,
| will ever sing to thee.

William Williams (1717-1791).
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