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Order of Ceremony

The ceremony will be conducted by Malcolm Cook, Civil Celebrant
Entrance: 
Crusell: Clarinet Concerto No. 3 (3rd Movement) 



Chosen by Geoff Clarke

Welcome: 
Malcolm Cook
Tribute:
Malcolm Cook and Roger Clarke

Poem:

The Road to Martyrs Green by Geoff Clarke 



Read by Lesley Clarke

Music:
Schubert: Variations on an Original Theme in A Flat Major: Variation 1 



Chosen by Geoff
Anecdotes:
Read by Jill, Lesley & Dan Clarke, visitors & Malcolm Cook

Poem:

The Enthusiast by Geoff Clarke


Read by Jill Clarke
Moment of Silence

Entrance: 
Crusell: Clarinet Concerto No. 3 (3rd Movement) 

The Road to Martyrs Green
I’ve known this road for forty years that runs through Martyrs Green.

I’ve always liked it best of all the roads I’ve ever seen, 

For memories come flooding back of cycle rides of old,

Of club runs on a summer eve or in the winter’s cold.

I rode it first alongside Bill. We rode it many times

And very soon I came to love its twists, its dips and climbs,

Its low-cut hedges, dappled woods and cottages of brick;

Of all the roads that I had known this had to be the pick.

We used it as a through route on the Section’s Sunday runs

When one often rode with Harold and his never-ending puns

Or perhaps with little Jimmy who would keep us in a roar

With his fund of funny stories of his service in the war.

There was Harold Two, a quiet man who s-s-stuttered now and then

And Dick, a grizzled veteran of three score years and ten

But all the riders, young and old, when feeling tired and worn

Would stop at Poplar Cottage and have tea upon the lawn.

And that’s how I remember them a happy, hungry bunch, 

Demolishing the tea as if they’d not had any lunch,
With talk of gears, or racing, or of someone’s new machine,

All revelling in the sunshine, on the grass at Martyrs Green.
I cycled home that way tonight and came down Hungry Hill –

A lovely summer’s evening with the air so warm and still

And thought of all the forty years that now have rolled between 

And all the many changes that have come upon the scene.

For Maurice bought himself a car and joined the other side

And Bill retired to Sussex and the Wealden countryside

And John gave up, for cycling didn’t suit his other half

And Sid is dead, and how I miss his loud and cheerful laugh.

And Sid is dead – aye, there’s the rub, for so, alas, is youth

For very few of us are left and all are long in tooth.

With Poplar Cottage long since closed the road alone remains;

That forty years has passed it by, this loveliest of lanes.

So that is why I’ll ride this road until the very end,

For memories I hold in trust for every long-lost friend

And many of the happiest hours that I have ever seen 

Were cycling with the club along the road to Martyrs Green.

Geoff Clarke
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The Enthusiast

I’ve cycled in the springtime, I’ve cycled in the fall,

In every season of the year I’ve had a cycling ball.

I’ve cycled to Cathedral towns, I’ve cycled through the night,

I’ve cycled all around these isles to seek out every sight.

I’ve ridden up an Alpine pass, I’ve struggled in the Fens,

I’ve cycled through a farmyard that was full of flustered hens,

I’ve been out riding in the snow and in a London smog,

And when I wasn’t careful I once ended in a bog.

I’ve cycled in the forest, I’ve cycled in the hills,

And even when the weather’s bad I’ve forded streams and rills.

I’ve tried on sticky summer days to cycle past the tar,

And ridden on a motorway (before it bore a car!)

But there’s one thing I’ve not done yet, it must of course, be last,

It cannot be delayed for long, the day’s approaching fast,

And when it comes I’ll say goodbye to all those flaming dogs;

I’ll cycle into history the day I pop my clogs.

Geoff Clarke
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[image: image17.jpg]‘Daddy’s going to ride 158 miles today
so that he can beat last year’s mileage.”




