Don’t think of her as gone away
Her journey’s just begun,

Life holds so many facets

This earth is only one.

Just think of her as resting

From the sorrows and the tears

In a place of warmth and comfort
Where there are no days and years.

Think how she must be wishing
That we could know today
How nothing but our sadness
Can really pass away.

And think of her as living

In the hearts of those she touched
For nothing loved is ever lost

And she was loved so much.

Read by Richard Stone

We are here to celebrate your life
And the measure of its worth

And every single life you touched
While you were on this earth.

We wish to pay our last respects.
That's why we all are here,

To thank you for your friendship
And all the memories we hold dear.
It's been a privilege to have known you.
We were family, not just friends,
And we will carry you in spirit

Until we meet up once again.

Read by Sandra, Wendy’s Friend



You can shed tears that she is gone

Or you can smile because she has lived.

You can close your eyes and pray that she will come back

Or you can open your eyes and see all that she has left.

Your heart can be empty because you can’t see her

Or you can be full of the love you shared.

You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday

Or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday.

You can remember her and only that she’s gone

Or you can cherish her memory and let it live on.

You can cry and close your mind, be empty and turn your back,
Or you can do what she’d want: smile, open your eyes, love and go on.

Read by Gillian, a Lifelong Friend

My Mother kept a garden.

A garden of the heart;

She planted all the good things,
That gave my life it's start.

She turned me to the sunshine,
And encouraged me to dream:
Fostering and nurturing

The seeds of self-esteem.

And when the winds and rains came,
She protected me enough;

But not too much, she knew I'd need
To stand up strong and tough.

Her constant good example,

Always taught me right from wrong;
Markers for my pathway

To last my whole life long.

I am my Mother's garden,

| am her legacy.

And | hope today she feels the love,
Reflected back from me.

Read by Sarah



