“I long woo’d your daughter, my suit you denied;—
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide—
And now I am come, with this lost love of mine,
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far,
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.”

The bride kiss’d the goblet: the knight took it up,
He quaff’d off the wine, and he threw down the cup.
She look’d down to blush, and she look’d up to sigh,

With a smile on her lips and a tear in her eye.

He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar,—

“Now tread we a measure!” said young Lochinvar.

So stately his form, and so lovely her face,
That never a hall such a galliard did grace;

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume,
And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume;
And the bride-maidens whisper’d, “’twere better by far
To have match’d our fair cousin with young Lochinvar.”

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear,
When they reach’d the hall-door, and the charger stood near;
So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung,
So light to the saddle before her he sprung!
“She is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur;
They’ll have fleet steeds that follow,” quoth young Lochinvar.

There was mounting 'mong Graemes of the Netherby clan;
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran:
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee,

But the lost bride of Netherby ne’er did they see.

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,

Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?



Music - Abide with Me, Perry Como

Speech - Finula

Music - Daisy Bell, Clinton Ford

Speech - 7im

Speech - Belinda

Don't Cry For Me
Anon.

Don’t cry for me now I have died, for I'm still here I'm by your side,
My body’s gone bult my soul’s here, please don’t shed another tear,
I am still here I'm all around, only my body lies in the ground.

I am the snowflake that kisses your nose,

[ am the frost, that nips your toes.

I am the sun, bringing you light,

I am the star, shining so bright.

I am the rain, refreshing the earth,

I am the laughter, I am the mirth.

I am the bird, up in the sky,

I am the cloud, that’s drifting by.

[ am the thoughts, inside your head.

While I'm still there, I can’t be dead.



Pardon Me for Not Gelting Up
by Kelly Roper

Oh dear, if you're reading this right now,
I must have given up the ghost,
I hope you can forgive me for being
Such a stiff and unwelcoming host.

Just talk amongst yourself my friends,
And share a toast or two.
For I am sure you will remember well
How I loved to drink with you.

Dont worry about mourning me,
I was never easy to offend.

Feel free to share a story at my expense
And we'll have a good laugh at the end.

Closing Speech - Moya Corcoran

Closing Music - Smaointe, Enya



Thank vou

The family would like to thank you all so much for vour

kind support during this time

Lunch will be served after the service at
Dun Restaurant
The Roval Marine Hotel
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