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I'd like the memory . eﬁf me
to be a happ_y one

I'd like to leave an afterglow
of smiles when life is done.

21d like to leave an echo
Whispering softly down the ways

e

"-..._____.

Ol happy times and faughi -{iﬁigs.
‘and bright and sunny-..days. |

\,.

I'd like the tears of those WhD gnqlfe
to dfy before the sun™>

L

Of happjy m

b ories that | leave




Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me !
And may there be no moaning of the bar
When | put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,
When that which drew from out the
Boundless deep turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark !
And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When | embark.
For, through from out our bourne and place,
- The flood may bear me far,
T hope to
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At Rest

Think of me as one at rest,
For me you should not weep;
| have no pain, no troubled thoughts
For | am fast asleep.

The living, thinking me that was
Is now forever still
And life goes on without me
As time forever will.

If your heart is heavy now )

Because ['ve gone away; 3

Dwell not long upon it friend |
For none of us can stay

Those of you who liked me
| sincerely thank you all
And those of you who loved me
| thank you most of all.

The answer to life’s riddle
In life I never knew;
I go with hope that now I will
And even so will you.

Oh foolish, foolish me that was
| who was so small
To have wondered, even worried
At the mystery of it all.

And in my fleeting lifespan
As time went rushing by
| found some time to hesitate
To laugh, to love, to cry.

Matters it now, if time began
If time will ever cease,
[ was here, | used it all
And now | am at peace.




Footprints legft By You

You'll no longer greet me,
As | walk through the door.
You won't be there to make me smile,
Or make me laugh anymore.
Life is quiet without you.

You were far more than just a man,
You were a husband, father and friend.
A loving soul I'll never forget.

It will take me a lifetime to heal -
For the silence to go away.

I'll still listen for you.

And I'll miss you every day.

You were my great companion,
Constant, loyal and true.

My heart will always wear,

The footprint left by you.




RBetoved AMeother

You can only have one mother
Patient kind and true;
No other friend in all the world,
Will be the same to you.

When other friends forsake you,
To mother you will turn,
For all her loving kindness,
She asks nothing in return.

As we look upon her picture,
Sweet memories we recall,
Of a face so full of sunshine,
And a smile for one and all.

Sweet Jesus, take this message,
To our dear mother up above;
Tell her how we miss her,
And give her all our love.

Alternative last verse

Let angles take this message,
To our dear mother up above;
Tell her how we miss her,

. A | Servi
/ And give her all our love. ST G TR

www.aorakifuneralservices.info



are the mﬁthersM

Funeral Services
SOUTH CANTERBURY.




7 OO
e %@m}fg«w{ and
Hrweelness a/ ?/)zmce

After the clouds, the sunshine
After the Winter, the Spring,
After the shower, the rainbow,
For life is a changeable thing.

Alter the night, the morning
Bidding all darkness cease,
After life’s cares and sorrows
The comfort and sweetness of peace.

Helen Steiner Rice




o Tho Bestof Bk Dy Gyl
J , Outside my window a new day | see ': .

42 And only I can determine what kind of day it will be. » &f" i
It can be busy, sunny, laughing and gay,
Or boring and cold, unhappy and grey.
My own state of mind is the determining key.
For 1 am the only person I let myself be.
I can be thoughtful and do all [ can to help,
Or be selfish and think just of myself.
| can enjoy what | do and make it seem fun,
.. Or gripe and complain and make it hard on someone. £
" 1 can be patient with those who may not understand, §&§
3 Or belittle and hurt them as much as | can.
gedne But | have faith in mysell and believe in what I say,
%2 And | personally intend to make the best of each da_y
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Yo Mot i
at My Grave and Weefs

by Mary Elizabeth Frye

Do not stand at my grave and weep,
| am not there, I do not sleep.
| am in a thousand winds that blow,
| am the softly falling snow.
| am the gentle showers of rain,
| am the fields of ripening grain.
[ am in the morning hush,
| am in the graceful rush
Of beautiful birds in circling flight,
[ am the starshine of the night.
| am in the flowers that bloom,
| am in a Quiet room.
[ am in the birds that sing,
| am in each lovely thing.
Do not stand at my grave bereft
[ am not there. I have not left.

Funeral Services
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Babies are stars come down to earth to shine their light
and bring us joy, laughter, hope;
but most of all to bring us the priceless gift of love.
They are angels who have chosen
to come to earth and teach us the true meaning of life
and how to live it,

Some can only stay a while, we have to let them go.
This is very hard because we don't understand
and may never know the reasons
or have the answers to our “Why? Why? Why?

In our overwhelming grief
and desperation, loss and pain
there is one anchor stone that we must hold on to.
While we hold our memories
close within our broken hearts,
the love we shared will never, never die.

Our baby angel will always be with us
in the movies of our minds.

We can play those movies forever.

Funeral Services
SOUTH CANTERBURY



Funeral Services /
SOUTH CANTERBURY

www.aorakifuneralservices.info

Funeral Directors

S
s

he Dash

| read of a man who stood to speak at the funeral of a friend
He referred to the dates on his tombstone from the beginning.... to the end.

He noted that first came the date of his birth and spoke of the date following with tears
But he said what mattered most of all was the dash between those two years.

For the dash represents all the time that he spent alive on earth...
And now only those who loved him knew what that little line was worth.

For it matters not, how much we own: the cars... the house... the cash.
What matters is how we live and love and how we spend our dash.

So think about this, long and hard...are there things you'd like to change?
For you never know how much time is left - you could be at “dash mid-range’

If we could just slow down enough to consider what's true and real
And always try to understand the way other people feel.

And be less quick to anger, and show appreciation more
And love the people in our lives like we've never loved before.

If we treat each other with respect, and more often wear a smile...
remembering that this special dash might only last a little while.

So, when your eulogy's being read with your life's actions to rehash...
Would you be proud of the things they say and how you spent YOUR dash?



oA Reflection:

Spread love everywhere you go.
First of all in your own home.
Give to your children, wife or husband,
To a next door neighbour.

Let no-one ever come to you

Without leaving better or happier. \ N

Be the living expression of good NN A
kindness. =4

-

Kindness in your face
".!"-""""1-;.

‘l(mdness in y(}ur e S
Ph

--‘-7!-1‘

Kindness in your sny

~Kindness |11y0ur warm greetin,
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by Max Ehlrmann

Go placidly among the noise and haste
and remember what peace there may be in silence.
As far as possible, without surrender, be on good terms with all persons.
Speak your truth quietly and clearly; and listen to others,
even the dull and ignorant; they too have their story.
Avoid loud and aggressive persons, they are vexations to the spirit.
If you compare yourself with others, you may become vain and bitter;
for always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself.

Enjoy your achievements as well as your plans.
Keep interested in your career, however humble;
it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time.
Exercise caution in your business affairs; for the world is full of trickery.
But let this not blind you to what virtue there is;
many persons strive for high ideals and everywhere life is full of heroism.

Be yourself. Especially, do not feign affection.
..Neither be cynical about love;
for in the face of all aridity and dLsenchantment it is perennial as the grass.
Take kindly the counselgpf they .-acefullj,f surrenderlng the things of youth.
Qﬂeldyou in sudden misfortune.
But -. tedis -,J.‘_ ourself with magmmgs

"

orn of fatigue and loneliness.
Beyond a wh 0 ne discipline, be gentle with _Tgirself.
child _nf the Universe:
no less than the trees he stars; you have a right to be here.
And whether or not it is clear to y@E#n0 doubt the universe is unfolding as it should.

Therefore be at peace with God, whatever you conceive Him to be,
and whatever your [abours and aspirations,
in the noisy confusion of life* peace with your soul.
With all its sham and drudg.-__
it is still a beautiful world.
Be careful. Strive to be happy.

Funeral Services
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Do not stand at my grave and cry,
| am not there, | did not die,
| am the thousand winds that blow,
| am the diamond glint on snow,
When you awaken in the morning hush,
| am the swift uplifting rush,
Of quiet birds in circled flight,
| am bright stars that shine at night,
| am the sunlight on ripened grain,
| am the gentle autumn rain.
Do not stand at my grave and weep,
| am not there, I do not sleep.

ORAKI
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Even though our phySICEﬂ body
is limited,
Our true nature
opens us to the limitless -
To that bCyOI’ld
our birth and death,
To a Wholeness
and indivisibility
with all things.

-----

From “A Path to the Heart”
by Jack Kornfeld




Death is Nothing at all

Death is nothing at all. It does not count.
| have only slipped away into the next room.
Nothing has happened. Everything remains exactly as it was.
[ am | and you are you,
and the old life that we lived so fondly together is untouched,
Unchanged.
Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.
Call me by my old familiar name,
Speak to me in the easy way which you always used.
Put no difference in your tone;
Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow.
Laugh as we always laughed
At the little jokes that 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 an effort,

| - Without the ghost of a shadow 1nT-_"‘“‘"_

S = ~ Life means all that it ever mea;ntp'. =t o <

— m——— e SR

= It ISThe sanEaSHU ETET oS-
‘There is absolute and unbroken continuity. =
e .;,}th is death but a negllglble deeidenty=——— = me—
_H.“”i .:T"'_' d because | am ot e
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The first candle represents our grief.
The pain of losing FIyt::u is intense
It reminds us of the depth of our love for you

The second candle represents our courage.
To confront our sorrow,
To comfort each other,
To change our lives.

This third candle we light in your memory.
For the times we laughed,
The times we cried,
The times we were angry with each other,
The silly things you did,
The caring and the joy you gave us.

The fourth candle we light for our love.
We light this candle that your light will always shine
As we enter this sad time and share this day of remembrance
With family and friends.
We cherish the special place in our hearts
That will always be reserved for you.

We thank you for the gift
Your living brought to each of us

SOUTH CANTERBURY
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Family & Friends

We all have a cherished
Garden we tend
It is planted with love
Of family and friends

The memories and dreams
We treasure and share
Are like beautiful flowers
Found blooming there.

The most vallﬁble thing
Is the time we spend
Tending this garden

With family and friends.

When counting our blessings

|

We know from the start




pﬁ"ﬂ%--}fﬁ}i s en the Jand
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One night | dreamed
| was walking along the beach with the Lord.
Many scenes from my life flashed across the sky.
In each scene | noticed footprints in the sand.
Sometimes there were two sets of footprints,
other times there was one only.
This bothered me because I noticed
that during the low periods of my life,
when | was suffering from anguish, sorrow or defeat,
| could see only one set of footprints.
So | said to the Lord,
“You promised me Lord, that if | followed you,
you would walk with me always.
But [ have noticed that
during the most trying periods of my life
there has only been one set of footprints in the sand.
Why, when I needed you most, __
have you not been there for me?"
‘The Lord replied, “The%ears when you have seen
only one set of footpriffts, my child,
is when I carried you.”

Funeral Services
' SOUTH CANTERBURY
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God bless you dad in your grave,
God keep you in his care
And may he listen to my heart
And hear my fervent prayer

| pray that you are safe with him
For all eternity
And that he will bless you for your love
Ot all your family

May you have peace and rest at last
From every care and woe
And may you sleep in comfort
From the wind, the rain and the snow

God bless you for your smiling lips
And all you tried to do
To bring us happiness on earth
And make our dreams come true

So up in heaven, my father dear
Please say a prayer for me
And in my heart forever
You and Mum will always be.

ORAKI
Funera | Services

SOUTH CANTERBURY
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When | feel a bit lonely
Or just a bit low
To lighten my spirits
Out gardening | go.
It's a garden of friendship.
Each plant that I tend
Reminds me of someone
And each one of a friend.
When | gaze on the beauty
Friends' faces | see
And | think of the plants
They have given to me.
The bulbs and the seedlings
The cuttings and all;
If it wasn't for friends
I'd have no flowers at all
In my garden of friendship
Midst colour and scent
My friends are all with me
And | am content

ORAKI
Funeral Services

SOUTH CANTERBURY
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SHis Lot is
a%ma&%&/m

His life is a beautiful memory,
His death is a silent grief,

He sleeps in God's beautiful garden,
In sunshine of perfect peace.
We miss him, oh so much,

But realise God knew best,

He let us have him many years,
Then gently let him rest.

Though his smile is gone forever
And his hand we cannot touch,
Still we had so many memories,
Of the one we loved so much,
His memory is our keepsake,
With which we'll never part;
God has him in His keeping,
We have him in our heart.



by Henry Van Dyke

| am standing upon the seashore.

A ship at my side spreads her white sails to the morning breeze
and starts for the blue ocean. She is an object of beauty and strength.
I stand and watch her until at length she hangs like a speck of white
cloud just where the sea and sky come to mingle with each other.
Then someone at my side says:

"There, she is gone!"

"Gone where?"

Gone from my sight. That is all.

She is just as large in mast and hull and spar
as she was when she left my side
and she is just as able to bear her load of living freight
to her destined port.

Her diminished size is in me, not in her.

And just at the moment when someone at my side says:
""There, she is gone!" there re other eyes watching her coming,

1 OLn VOICES I'E 1
»




oot Sppy Man

When these graven lines you see,
Traveller, do not pity me;
Though | be among the dead,
Let no mournful word be said.

Children that I leave behind,
And their children, all were kind;
Near to them and to my wife,

I was happy all my life.

My three sons | married right,
And their sons | rocked at night;
Death nor sorrow never brought
Cause for one unhappy thought.

Now, and with no need of tears,
Here they leave me, full of years,--
Leave me to my quiet rest
In the region of the blest

Funeral Services
SOUTH CANTERBURY
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Sone Fishin'

I've finished life's chores assigned to me,
So put me on a boat headed out to sea.
Please send along my fishing pole
For I've been invited to the fishin' hole.

Where every day is a day to fish,
To fill your heart with every wish.
Don't worry, or feel sad for me,
I'm fishin' with the Master of the sea.

We will miss each other for awhile,
But you will come and bring your smile.
That won't be long you will see,

Till we're together you and me.

To all of those that think of me,
AR —
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You can shed tears that he is gone
or you can smile because he has lived.

You can close your eyes and pray that he'll come back
or you can open your eyes and see all he's left.

Your heart can be empty because you can't see him
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 him and only that he's gone
or you can cherish his memory and let it live on.

You can cry and close your mi
be empty and turn your back
or you can do what he'd want:

smile, open your eyes, love and go on‘

ORAKI
Funerol Ser\uces
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Don't gricVeMOr me, f
ollowing the path God ha
iook His hand when [ hea
‘*I turned my back and left it

ar_ Ay /
I could not stay another day ™8 I
§ To laugh, to love, to work, to play y

P Tasks left undone must stay that way
| found that peace at the close of day.

|

If my parting has left a void
Then fill it with remembered joy.
A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss
Oh yes, these things | too will miss.

Be not burdened with times of sorrow

[ wish you the sunshine of tomorrow.

My life’s been full, I savoured much
Tood friends, good times, a loved one’s touch.

Perhaps my time seemed all'too brief
Don't lengthen it now with undue grief.
e to thee

M - Lift up your hearts aﬁd
Funeral Services God Wﬁntf!d ITIE.' ['Iﬁw He I

et me free.
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Don't grieve for me, now I'm free
I'm following the path laid for me

| | could not stay another day

* o laugh, to love, to work and play
Tasks left undone must stay that way

| found that place at the close of day

If my parting leaves a void
Then fill it with remembered joy
A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss
Ah yes, these things | too will miss

Be not burdened with times of sorrow
| wish you the sunshine of tomorrow
My life’s been full, I savoured much

Good friends, good times, a loved one’s
touch

Perhaps the time seemed all too brief

Don’t lengthen it now with undue grief

Lift up your hearts and share with me
/My time had come and now I'm free.

ORAKI
Funeral Services
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In the Garden

Count your gar&fen

6y the TlOWeErs,
N\ Never 6y the leaves that fu{[

y

Count your days
by the gﬂ(d;‘,’ﬂ hours, ‘

Don’t remember the

clouds at all

Count your nigﬁts
Evy stars not Ey shadows.

Count your l:ife
with smi[es not tears,

And witﬁjﬂy through
all your life.

SO Count your age By.ﬁ‘feﬂd:‘)‘

not yﬂﬂ?’.‘i !
ORAKI :
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lsove lsives On

Those we LOVE
are never really lost to us
We feel them in so many SPECIAL ways
Through FRIENDS they always cared about
and dreams they left behind.

In BEAUTY that they added to our days
In words of wisdom we still carry with us
and MEMORIES that never will be gone
Those we love are never really lost to us

For everywhere their special

LOVE LIVES ON

ORAKI
Funeral Services
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In tears we watched you sinking
As we watched you fade away
Our hearts were almost broken
You fought so hard to stay
But when we saw you sleeping
So peacefully from pain
We would not wish you back
To suffer that again
God saw you getting tired
When a cure was not to be
So He closed his arms around you
And whispered “Come to me”
You did not deserve what you went through
And so He gave you rest
God's garden must be beautiful,
He only keeps the best.

Funeral Services
SOUTH CANTERBURY
www.aorakifuneralservices.info




The Srish Plessing

; the road rise up to'r

g /72y the wind be always at your back:

=/ ay the sun shine Wagm upon your face;

_/ he rains fall soft upon your fields

—

« <¥nd until we mectagain,

e

- : 1
.

ay God holdefou in THE palin.of His hand.
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In Handers Fields

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the Dead/ Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie

In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe;
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.
If ye break faith with us who die
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.
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D, but do not weep,
ny | ﬁé so full so deep.
, Ilfe, [ gave my best,

keep, | earned my rest.
0 be great or grand,
d to be a helping hand.
gl | helped in a
If I helped on my own,=
more than_repald

ends‘kn

- '_,,,_L_“_:»!-l .,.
ile.
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Think of-me as one at rest, for mexjm.should not weep
ve no-pain, no troubled thoughts, for 1 am just asleep.
The living, thinking me that was is now forever still,
And life goes on without me, as time forever will.

If your heart is heavy now because I've gone away,

Dwell Ml:g upon a friend for none of us can stay.

Those of you who like me, I'sincerely thank you all,

And those of you who lovgd mée,
| thank you most of all.

The answer to life's riddle. .in life 1 never knew
| go with hope thatfiow Lwill and even so will you.
Oh foolish, foolis | s, | who wgs so small
To have wondered, eve'Wertied at-the mystery of it all.
And in my fleeting lifespai,”As time went rushing by
| found some time to hesitate, To love, to laugh, to cry,
Matters it now if time began, if time will ever, céase?
| was here, 1 used it all
And now | am at peace.




Amf rﬁe Yy can never be taken away.

When first we grieve the pain cuts deep
Slowly ebbing away,.
Replaced by loving memories
Growing stronger every day.




They say memories are golden,
Well maybe that's true Dad.
But we never wanted memories,
We only wanted you.

A million times we've needed you.
A million times we've cried.
If love alone could have saved you Dad,
You never would have died.

In life we loved you dearly,
In death we love you still.
Dad in our hearts you hold a special place,
That no one could ever fill.

If tears could build a staircase,
And heartaches build a lane;
We'd walk the path to find you Dad,
And bring you back again.

Our family chain is broken ;
And nothing seems the same;
But as we are called one by one,

The chain will link again.
Funeral Services
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Miss me a little - but not too long
And not with your head bowed low.
Remember the love that we once shared
Miss me - but let me go.

" And each must go alone.
It's all a part of the Master plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lone!

L = TF
Be } B

And bury your sorrox _
‘Miss me - but let me go.

e
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Traditional verse for soldiers who have died.
Taken from the 1914 poem,"For the Fallen” by Laurence Binyon

They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning,

We will remember them.

For lhe Fallon

by Laurence Binyon

They went with songs to the battle, they were young.
Straight of limb, true of eye, steady and aglow.
They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted,
They fell with their faces to the foe.

They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning,

y remember them.

They mingle not with their laughing comrades again;

" They sit no more at familiar tables of home;
ORAKI They have no lot in our labour of the day-time;
Funeral Services

They sleep beyond England's foam
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-d is a-friend
ve from the start —
hstenmg €ar. _
The arm lovmg heart, *
,ihe hearty embrace.
e pal on th@sbbul .
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gep everalter.”
l—,lés s in'us &u tles
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The Momony of Mo

I'd like the memory of me to be a happy one.
I'd like to leave an afterglow of smiles when life is done.
I'd like to leave an echo whispering softly down the ways,
Of happy times and laughing times and bright and sunny days.
I'd like the tears of those who grieve, to dry before the sun,

Of happy memories that I leave when my life is done.

ORAKI
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WOF Expired

My chassis is stuffed - radiator leaks
not much happening
in the spark plug department.

Wiring shorted, headlights dim
shocks are shot, steering loose

transmission not reliable.

Been round the block a few times
and got where | wanted

Saw the sights, met the people, did the job
Blew the odd gasket, but never seized up.

. Loved it all
would do it again - but my WOF's expired

Just release the brakes
- I'll roll on for ever

ORAKI
Funeral Services
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Those old white lines are slowly fading
On this great highway that I roam
There's no street signs, no map is needed
This big rig's headed home

There's no cargo, not this time
I've done unloaded a world of strife
No log book entry will be needed -
My name's writ in the book of Life | 4{5

"'h.
AL

Those 18 wheels, hear them humming ,,9 ,;“ft;

Rock of Ages, cleft for me
I'm on my last run, journey's over
I've made Heaven home you see

Can't you hear my big horn blowing
No more wide turns left to make
I'm on a straight run, bound for Glory
Where I'll apply the final brake

Angels are riding on my shoulder
Hear them sing Amazing Grace
On this long highway to heaven

Where I'll retire in God's embrace

Those 18 wheels, hear them humming
Rock of Ages, cleft for me ORAKI
I'm on my last run, journey's over Funerd Services

I've made Heaven, my soul is free
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When S am gone
Vech not for me
Fior F have gone boyond loars
Beyond frain, boyond hurt.
(AR ekt venasions v
Fhat Fhane loft bokind fon you
% Love!




Those we love don't go away,
They walk beside us every day,
Unseen, unheard but always near
Still loved, still missed and very dear.

c

= ] ‘.'_- - ‘
=
L]
- 1 5 ] =
» servicel :
- * y ‘.



- o

%?mf%m/eﬁm

W H Auden

-

Stoi: all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking.with.a julcy bone;

'. " . Silence the pianos and with mufﬂed drum
Br_mg out the coffin, let the mourners come.

' Lef aeroplanes circle moaning overhead
Scribbling on the sky the message He Is Dead,
Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves. " . -

=

: He ,Was_ my North, my South.'my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest,*

My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;

| thought that .que would last for ever: | was w

The stars are not wanted now: put ‘t:lui;.E
Pack up the moon and dismantle
Pour away the ocean and
For n@thmg now can""
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The Rose Boyond the Wall

Near shady wall a rose once grew
Budded and blossomed in God's free light,
Watered and fed by morning dew
Shedding its sweetness day and night.

As it grew and blossomed fair and tall
Slowly rising to loftier height,
It came to a crevice in the wall
Through which there shone a beam of light.

Onward it crept with added strength
With never a thought of fear of pride,

It followed the light through the crevices length
) And unfolded itself on the other side.

The light, the dew, the broadening view
Were found the same as they were before,
And it lost itself in beauties new
Breathing its fragrance more and more.

Shall claim of death cause us to grieve
And make our courage faint or fail,
Nay, let us faith and hope receive,

The rose still grows beyond the wall.

Scattering fragrance far and wide,
Just as it did in the days of yore
Just as it did on the other side
Just as it will forever more.



People liked him, not because He was rich or known to fame;
He had never won applause As a star in any game

His was not a brilliant style, His was not a forceful way,
But he had a gentle smile And a kindly word to say

Never arrogant or proud, On he went with manner mild;
Never quarrelsome or loud, Just as simple as a child

Honest, patient, brave and true: Thus he lived from day to day,
Doing what he found to do In a cheerful sort of way

Wasn't one to boast of gold Or belittle it with sneers,
Didn't change from hot to cold, Kept his friends throughout the years

Sort of man you like to meet Any time or any place
There was always something sweet And refreshing in his face

Never lied to friend or foe, Never rash in word or deed,
Quick to come and slow to go In a neighbor's time of need

Never rose to wealth or fame, Simply lived, and simply died,
- But the passing of his name Left a sorrow, far and wide.
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