
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We Remember 

Beryl May Cutts 
 

12
th
 January 1926 ~ 3

rd
 August 2023 

 

 

 

Memorial Service held at 

William Sheahan Chapel, 

Drysdale 

 

 

Friday, 18
th
 August 2023 

 



 

 

 

“ I’ll Walk Beside You ” 

 

I’ll walk beside you through the world today, 

While dreams and songs and flowers bless your way, 

I’ll look into your eyes and hold your hand, 

I’ll walk beside you through the golden land. 

 

I’ll walk beside you through the world tonight, 

Beneath the starry skies ablaze with light, 

Within your soul love’s tender words I’ll hide, 

I’ll walk beside you through the eventide. 

 

I’ll walk beside you through the passing years, 

Through days of cloud and sunshine, joys and tears, 

And when the great call comes, the sunset gleams, 

I’ll walk beside you to the land of dreams. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

ORDER OF SERVICE 

 

Opening Song 

“Dream A Little Dream Of Me” by Doris Day 

 

Welcome & Introduction 

Jake Hogendoorn – Celebrant 

 

Reflection 

“I’ll Walk Beside You” 

 

Eulogy & Memories 

Beth Ghiotti & Peter Cutts 

Grandchildren’s Memories – Laura, Jane & Cara 

 

Photo Presentation 

“Memories” by Andre Rieu 

 

Reflection 

“Do Not Stand At My Grave And Weep” 

 

Final Words 

 

Departure Music 

“We’ll Meet Again” by Vera Lynn 

 

 

 

 

 

Beryl’s family thank you all for attending today’s celebration of her life. 
 

Your care and support is very much appreciated. 

 
 

You are warmly invited to stay and join the family for refreshments. 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

“ Do Not Stand At My Grave And Weep ” 

 

 

Do not stand at my grave and weep, 

I am not there; I do not sleep. 

I am a thousand winds that blow, 

I am the diamond glints on snow, 

I am the sun on ripened grain, 

I am the gentle autumn rain. 

When you awaken in the morning’s hush 

I am the swift uplifting rush 

Of quiet birds in circling flight, 

I am the soft star-shine at night. 

Do not stand at my grave and cry, 

I am not there; I did not die. 

 

By Mary Elizabeth Fry 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


