Ian Robert Readhead
OBE, QPM, LL.B
18.02.1955 – 17.06.2020

Funeral Service Readings

Jesus Comforts his Disciples [John 14:1-6,27]
read by Mark Cooper
Do not let your hearts be troubled. Trust in God; trust also in me. In my Father's house are many rooms;
if it were not so, I would have told you. I am going there to prepare a place for you. And if I go and
prepare a place for you, I will come back and take you to be with me that you also may be where I am.
You know the way to the place where I am going.
Thomas said to him, Lord, we don't know where you are going, so how can we know the way? Jesus
answered, I am the way and the truth and the life. No-one comes to the Father except through me. If
you really knew me, you would know my Father as well. From now on, you do know him and have seen
him.
Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world gives. Do not let your
hearts be troubled and do not be afraid.

A Hymn of Love [1 Corinthians 13]
read by Michael Readhead
If I speak in the tongues of men and of angels, but have not love, I am only a resounding gong or a
clanging cymbal. If I have the gift of prophecy and can fathom all mysteries and all knowledge, and if I
have a faith that can move mountains, but have not love, I am nothing. If I give all I possess to the poor
and surrender my body to the flames, but have not love, I gain nothing. Love is patient, love is kind. It
does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It is not rude, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily
angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth. It always
protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres. Love never fails. And now these three
remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love.

Because He Lived
read by Rachel Kitcher and Stuart Readhead
Because he lived, next door a child
To see him coming often smiled,
And thought him her devoted friend
Who gladly gave her coins to spend.
Because he lived, a neighbour knew
A clump of tall delphiniums blue
And oriental poppies red
He'd given for a flower bed.
Because he lived, a man in need
Was grateful for a kindly deed
And ever after tried to be
As thoughtful and as fine as he.
Because he lived, ne'er great or proud
Or known to all the motley crowd,
A few there were whose tents were pitched
Near his who found their lives enriched.

It is not the Critic that Counts – Theodore Roosevelt
read by Paul Readhead
“It is not the critic who counts; not the man who points out how the strong man stumbles, or where the
doer of deeds could have done them better. The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena,
whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood; who strives valiantly; who errs, who comes short
again and again, because there is no effort without error and shortcoming; but who does actually strive to
do the deeds; who knows great enthusiasms, the great devotions; who spends himself in a worthy
cause; who at the best knows in the end the triumph of high achievement, and who at the worst, if he
fails, at least fails while daring greatly, so that his place shall never be with those cold and timid souls
who neither know victory nor defeat.”

