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Entrance Music

Schumann: 274 and 6 studies from Six Studies in Canon Form, Op 56

Welcome & Opening Prayer

Reverend Ian Jackson

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

My table Thou hast furnished
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 God’s house forevermore
My dwelling-place shall be.



John 14, verses 2 — 4
Read by Helen Wienand

In my father’s house are many mansions: if it were not so, I would have told
you. I go to prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare a place for you,
I will come again and will receive you unto myself; that where I am, there
ye may be also. And whither I go ye know, and the way ye know. Thomas
said to Him, “Lord, we do not know where You are going, and how can we
know the way?” Jesus said to him, “I am the way, the truth, and the life. No
one comes to the Father except through Me.”

From Captain Correlli’s Mandolin by Louis de Berniéres
Read by Bella Wienand

Love itself is what is left over when being in love has burned away, and this
is both an art and a fortunate accident. Those that truly love have roots that
grow towards each other underground, and when all the pretty blossoms
have fallen from their branches, they find that they are one tree and not two.

From The Tempest by William Shakespeare
Read by Fred Wienand

Our revels now are ended. These our actors,
(As I foretold you) were all spirits, and

Are melted into air, into thin air,

And like the baseless fabric of this vision,
The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces,
The solemn temples, the great globe itself,
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve,

And like this insubstantial pageant faded
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff
As dreams are made on; and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep.



Homeland by Michelle Frost
Read by Philip Wienand

Within my soul, within my mind,

There lies a place I cannot find.

Home of my heart. Land of my birth.
Smoke-coloured stone and flame-coloured earth.
Electric skies. Shivering heat.

Blood-red clay beneath my feet.

At night when finally alone,

I close my eyes - and I am home.

I kneel and touch the blood-warm sand
And feel the pulse beneath my hand
Of an ancient life too old to name,

In an ancient land too wild to tame.

How can I show you what I feel?

How can I make this essence real?

I search for words in dumb frustration
To try and form some explanation,
But how can heart and soul be caught
In one-dimensional written thought?

If love and longing are a "fire"

And man "consumed" by his desire,
Then this love is no simple flame

That mortal thought can hold or tame.
As deep within the earth's own core
The love of home burns evermore.

But what is home? I hear them say,
This never was yours anyway.

You have no birthright to this place,
Descendant from another race.

An immigrant? A pioneer?

You are no longer welcome here.



Whoever said that love made sense?
"Ilove" is an "imperfect” tense.

To love in vain has been man's fate
From history to present date.

I have no grounds for dispensation,
I know I have no home or nation.

For just one moment in the night

I am complete, my soul takes flight.
For just one moment.... then it's gone
and I am once again undone.

Never complete. Never whole.
White Skin and an African soul.




Hymn

Love divine, all loves excelling,
joy of heav’n, to earth come down,
fix in us thy humble dwelling,
all thy faithful mercies crown.
Jesus, thou art all compassion,
pure, unbounded love thou art.
Visit us with thy salvation;
enter ev'ry trembling heart.

Come, Almighty, to deliver,
let us all thy life receive.
Suddenly return, and never,
nevermore they temples leave.
Thee we would be always blessing,
serve thee as thy hosts above,
pray, and praise thee without ceasing,
glory in thy perfect love.

Finish, then, thy new creation;
true and spotless let us be.

Let us see thy great salvation
perfectly restored in thee.
Changed from glory into glory,
till in heav’'n we take our place,
till we cast our crowns before thee,
lost in wonder, love and praise.

Tribute

By Peter Wienand



Prayers & The Lords Prayer

Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name; thy kingdom come;
thy will be done; on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who 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.




Hymn

Who would true valour see,
Let him come hither;
One here will constant be,
Come wind, come weather
There's no discouragement
Shall make him once relent
His first avowed intent
To be a pilgrim.

Whoso beset him round
With dismal stories,

Do but themselves confound;
His strength the more is.
No lion can him fright,
He'll with a giant fight,
But he will have a right
To be a pilgrim.

Hobgoblin, nor foul fiend,
Can daunt his spirit;
He knows he at the end
Shall life inherit.

Then fancies fly away,
He'll fear not what men say,
He'll labour night and day
To be a pilgrim.

Who would true valour see,
Let him come hither;
One here will constant be,
Come wind, come weather
There's no discouragement
Shall make him once relent
His first avowed intent
To be a pilgrim.



Commendation

Exit Music

Brahms: How Lovely is Thy Dwelling Place from the German Requiem

This service will be followed by interment in the Cemetery.




There will be a retiring collection in memory of Harold for Dementia
UK or donations may be sent to Albert Marsh Funeral Directors, St
Michaels Road, Wareham, Dorset, BH20 4QU.

Or made online at: www.funeraldirector.co.uk/harold-wienand

Harold’s family wish to thank you for all your support, kind messages
of sympathy and for attending this Service of Celebration.

You are warmly invited to Church Knowle Village Hall for
refreshments following this service.
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