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Easton Balfour



Order of Service

Welcome

Opening Prayer



Opening 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,
Ev’n for his own name’s sake.

 
Yea, though I walk in death’s dark vale,

Yet will I fear none ill:
For thou art with me; and thy rod

And staff me comfort still.
 

My table thou hast furnishèd
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 for evermore

My dwelling-place shall be.



Eulogy
read by Donnette Balfour, Easton’s daughter

Scripture Reading
Psalm 121

read by Fabian Turner, Easton’s step-nephew

Open Tributes



Hymn
How deep the Father’s love for us,

How vast beyond all measure,
That He should give His only Son
To make a wretch His treasure.

How great the pain of searing loss -
The Father turns His face away,

As wounds which mar the Chosen One
Bring many sons to glory.

Behold the man upon a cross,
My sin upon His shoulders;

Ashamed, I hear my mocking voice
Call out among the scoffers.

It was my sin that held Him there
Until it was accomplished;

His dying breath has brought me life -
I know that it is finished.

I will not boast in anything,
No gifts, no power, no wisdom;
But I will boast in Jesus Christ,

His death and resurrection.
Why should I gain from His reward?

I cannot give an answer;
But this I know with all my heart -
His wounds have paid my ransom.

Stuart Townend (b.1963)







Scripture Reading
John, Chapter 14: verses 1-10 

read by Joseph Johnson, Easton’s step-son

Sermon 

Trilogy of Prayers

Notices 

God Bless



Closing Hymn
Abide with me; fast falls the eventide;

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide!
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 

Help of the helpless, O abide with me.

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day;
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away;

Change and decay in all around I see;
O Thou who changest not, abide with me.

I need Thy presence every passing hour;
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s power?

Who, like Thyself, my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me.

I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless;
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness.

Where is death’s sting? Where, grave, thy victory?
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me.

Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies:

Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee;
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me!

Henry Francis Lyte (1793-1847)



Pallbearers
Colin Balfour, Easton’s son

Richard Balfour, Easton’s son
Jonathan Balfour, Easton’s son

Joseph Johnson, Easton’s step-son
Jon Johnson, Easton’s step-son

Micheal Balfour, Easton’s nephew
Winston Balfour, Easton’s nephew
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