
Life Is But A Stopping Place 

Life is but a stopping place, 

A pause in what's to be, 

A resting place along the road, 

to sweet eternity. 

We all have different journeys.  

Different paths along the way, 

We all were meant to learn some things, 

but never meant to stay... 

Our destination is a place, 

Far greater than we know. 

For some the journey's quicker, 

For some the journey's slow. 

And when the journey finally ends, 

We'll claim a great reward, 

And find an everlasting peace, 

Together with the lord 

Anon 

 



One of the things all of us here valued about Ted was his friendship. 

A Harvest of People  

Let us give thanks for a bounty of people: 

Let us give thanks; 

For generous friends…with hearts…and smiles as bright as their blossoms; 

For feisty friends, as tart as apples; 

For continuous friends, who, like scallions and cucumbers, keep reminding us that 
we’ve had them; 

For crotchety friends, sour as rhubarb and as indestructible; 

For handsome friends, who are as gorgeous as aubergines and as elegant as a row of 
corn, and the others, as plain as potatoes and so good for you; 

For funny friends, who are as silly as Brussels sprouts and as amusing as Jerusalem 
artichokes; 

And serious friends as complex as cauliflowers and intricate as onions 

For friends unpretentious as cabbages, as subtle as summer squash, as persistent as 
parsley, as delightful as dill, as endless as zucchini and who, like parsnips, can be 
counted on to see you through the winter; 

For old friends, nodding like sunflowers in the evening-time, and young friends 
coming on as fast as radishes; 

For loving friends, who wind around us like tendrils and hold us, despite our blights, 
wilts and witherings; 

And finally, for those friends now gone, like gardens past that have been harvested, 
but who fed us in their times that we might have life thereafter. 

For all these we give thanks. 

Revd Max Coots 

Thank you Ted for being our friend. 



Ecclesiastes 3:1-11  

3 To every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven: 

2 A time to be born, and a time to die; a time to plant, and a time to pluck up that 
which is planted; 

3 A time to kill, and a time to heal; a time to break down, and a time to build up; 

4 A time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, and a time to dance; 

5 A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together; a time to 
embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing; 

6 A time to get, and a time to lose; a time to keep, and a time to cast away; 

7 A time to rend, and a time to sew; a time to keep silence, and a time to speak; 

8 A time to love, and a time to hate; a time of war, and a time of peace. 

9 What profit hath he that worketh in that wherein he laboureth? 

10 I have seen the travail, which God hath given to the sons of men to be exercised in 
it. 

11 He hath made every thing beautiful in his time: also he hath set the world in their 
heart, so that no man can find out the work that God maketh from the beginning to 
the end. 

King James’ Version 

 

 

This is the Night Mail 

This is the Night Mail crossing the border, 
Bringing the cheque and the postal order, 
Letters for the rich, letters for the poor, 
The shop at the corner and the girl next door. 
Pulling up Beattock, a steady climb: 
The gradient's against her, but she's on time. 
Past cotton-grass and moorland boulder 
Shovelling white steam over her shoulder, 
Snorting noisily as she passes 
Silent miles of wind-bent grasses.



Birds turn their heads as she approaches, 
Stare from the bushes at her blank-faced coaches. 
Sheep-dogs cannot turn her course; 
They slumber on with paws across. 
In the farm she passes no one wakes, 
But a jug in the bedroom gently shakes. 

Dawn freshens, the climb is done. 
Down towards Glasgow she descends 
Towards the steam tugs yelping down the glade of cranes, 
Towards the fields of apparatus, the furnaces 
Set on the dark plain like gigantic chessmen. 
All Scotland waits for her: 
In the dark glens, beside the pale-green sea lochs 
Men long for news. 

Letters of thanks, letters from banks, 
Letters of joy from the girl and the boy, 
Receipted bills and invitations 
To inspect new stock or visit relations, 
And applications for situations 
And timid lovers' declarations 
And gossip, gossip from all the nations, 
News circumstantial, news financial, 
Letters with holiday snaps to enlarge in, 
Letters with faces scrawled in the margin, 
Letters from uncles, cousins, and aunts, 
Letters to Scotland from the South of France, 
Letters of condolence to Highlands and Lowlands 
Notes from overseas to Hebrides 
Written on paper of every hue, 
The pink, the violet, the white and the blue, 
The chatty, the catty, the boring, adoring, 
The cold and official and the heart's outpouring, 
Clever, stupid, short and long, 
The typed and the printed and the spelt all wrong. 

Thousands are still asleep 
Dreaming of terrifying monsters, 
Or of friendly tea beside the band at Cranston's or Crawford's: 
Asleep in working Glasgow, asleep in well-set Edinburgh, 
Asleep in granite Aberdeen, 
They continue their dreams, 
And shall wake soon and long for letters, 
And none will hear the postman's knock 
Without a quickening of the heart, 
For who can bear to feel himself forgotten? 

W H Auden 


