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Thanksgiving and Celebration 
For the life of  

 

Breeda Sweeney  
(Née Murphy ) 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

20th  August 1928 - 10th May 2015 

 

“May her gentle soul rest in peace” 



 
 

 

 
 

“The world is like a mirror 

If you face it smiling 

It smiles right back at you” 
 

 

 



Receiving the Coffin into the Church 
 

 

A song for St. Therese 

 
 
 

Saint Therese you journey with us still, 

For you want the world to know your little way, 

That the strength of love, is a gift that’s free, 

And the gift of love is given everyday 
 

Entrance Hymn 

 

Abide With Me  

 

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, oh, 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 pow’r? 

Who, like Thyself, my guide and stay can be? 

Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me. 

 



Symbols of Breeda Sweeney’s life 
 Read by  

Amy Sweeney 
 

 

Photograph of New Quay brought to the altar by 

Gerard Sweeney  

 

Flowers brought to the altar by Stephanie Flood 

 

Family Photographs brought to the altar by Kian & 

Caoimhe Mahony 

 

Prayer Book brought to the altar by Michelle Delaney 

 

Crochet Shawl brought to the altar by Tadhg Mahony 

 

Music CD brought to the altar by Gerard Mc Inerney 

 

Rose brought to the altar by Eugene Kelly 

 

 



First Reading 

 
Read by Ruth Kelly 

 
 

A reading from the book of Ecclesiastes (3:1-8. 11) 
 

For everything there is a season, 

And a time for every matter under heaven: 

a time to be born, and a time to die;  

a time to plant, and a time to pluck up what is planted;   

a time to kill, and a time to heal;  

a time to break down and a time to build up;   

a time to weep, and a time to laugh;  

a time to mourn, and a time to dance;   

a time to scatter stones, and a time to gather them;  

a time to embrace, and a time to refrain;   

a time to seek, and a time to lose;  

a time to keep, and a time to cast away;   

a time to tear, and a time to mend;  

a time to be silent, and a time to speak;   

a time to love, and a time to hate;  

a time for war, and a time for peace 

God has made everything beautiful in its time. 

 

This is the word of the Lord. 

 

 

 

 

 



Responsorial Psalm  
sung by  

The Cathedral Choir 

Response: The Lord is my Shepherd; there is nothing I shall want. 

 The Lord is my shepherd; 

There is nothing I shall want. 

Fresh and green are the pastures 

Where he gives me repose. 

Near restful waters he leads me, 

To revive my drooping spirit.      Response. 

  

He guides me along the right path; 

He is true to his name. 

If I should walk in the valley of darkness 

No evil would I fear. 

You are there with your crook and your staff; 

With these you give me comfort.      Response. 

  

You have prepared a banquet for me 

In the sight of my foes. 

My head you have anointed with oil; 

My cup is overflowing.       Response. 



  

Surely goodness and kindness shall follow me 

All the days of my life. 

In the Lord’s own house shall I dwell 

For ever and ever.         Response 

 

 

 

 

 

“Precious moments – never forgotten” 
 



Second Reading 

A reading from the first letter of Saint Paul to the Corinthians 

Read by Clodagh Farrell 

Strive eagerly for the greatest spiritual gifts.  

But I shall show you a still more excellent way.  

If I speak in human and angelic tongues but do not have  

love, I am a resounding gong or a clashing cymbal.  

And if I have the gift of prophecy and comprehend all  

mysteries and all knowledge; if I have all faith so as to  

move mountains, but do not have love, I am nothing.  

If I give away everything I own, and if I hand my body over  

so that I may boast but do not have love, I gain nothing.  

Love is patient, love is kind. It  

is not jealous, is not pompous,  

it is not inflated, it is not  

rude, it does not seek its own  

interests, it is not quick- 

tempered, it does not brood  

over injury, it does not rejoice over wrong doing but  

rejoices with the truth.  

It bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things,  

endures all things.  

Love never ends  

This is the Word of The Lord 



 

Gospel Acclamation 

 

Alleluia, Alleluia 

I have come that you may have life,  

and have it more abundantly  

says the Lord. 

Alleluia 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



Gospel 
  

 

A Reading from the Holy Gospel according to John  

(15: 26-27, 16:1,2,3 & 4) 

 

But when the Comforter is come, whom I will send unto you from the 

Father, even the Spirit of truth, which proceedeth from the Father, he 

shall testify of me: 

 And ye also shall bear witness, because ye have been with me from 

the beginning. 

These things have I spoken unto you, that ye should not be offended. 

They shall put you out of the synagogues: yea, the time cometh, that 

whosoever killeth you will think that he doeth God service. 

And these things will they do unto you, because they have 

not known the Father, nor me. 

But these things have I told you, that when the time shall come, ye 

may remember that I told you of them. 

And these things I said not unto you at the beginning, because I was 

with you. 

 

 
 

This is the Gospel of the Lord. 
  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Offertory 

 

Bread & Wine  

brought to the altar  

by 

 Marie Kelly and Martina Sweeney 
 

 

 

 

 
Presentation of Gifts 

 

Take our Bread 

 

Take our bread, 

We ask you take our hearts, 

We love you take our lives, 

O Father we are Yours, we are Yours. 

 

Yours as we stand at the table you set. 

Yours as we eat the bread, 

our hearts can't forget. 

We are the signs of Your life with us yet. 

We are Yours, we are Yours. 

 

 

 

 



Prayers of the Faithful 

 
 

1. Read by Conor Sweeney 

Let us pray for Breeda’s family, Michael, Gerard, Marie, and her sister 

Carmel, Breeda’s sons and daughter in law, grandchildren, great-

grandchildren, nieces, nephews and her wide circle of friends. May God 

fill their hearts with his comfort and consolation.  

Lord Hear Us 

 

2. Read by Sarah Mahony 

Lord, give your strength and healing to all those who are sad, lonely, or 

sick at this time. May God lay his healing hands on them and give them 

courage and hope. 

 Lord Hear Us 

 

3. Read by Owen Kelly 

We thank God for the gift and privilege of knowing Breeda and for the 

joy and laughter she brought into our lives.  

Lord Hear Us 

 

4. Read by Brian Sweeney 

We pray for all the Doctors, Nurses and carers who looked after Breeda. 

We thank the staff of Clarinbridge Nursing Home and in particular the 

wonderful staff at St. Brendan’s Home who cared for Breeda in her final 

days with such love and compassion. 

We ask God to bless them in their work. 

Lord Hear Us 

 

5. Read by Laura Kelly 

We pray for those who cannot be here with us today. We particularly keep 

in our thoughts Breeda’s grandsons Alan and Darragh. We present to the 

Lord their grieving, their loss, their mourning and their desire to be here. 

Lord Hear Us 

 

6. Read by Jack Mahony 

Today we pray for the deceased members of the Murphy & Sweeney 

family.  

We pray in particular for Breeda’s husband Brian and daughter Florence.  

May God now welcome Breeda into his heavenly home of eternal 

happiness and peace.  

Lord Hear Us 



 

Communion Hymns 

 

Ave Verum – Mozart 

 

 

Amazing Grace 

 

Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound, 

That saved a wretch like me. 

I once was lost but now am found, 

Was blind, but now I see. 

 

T'was Grace that taught my heart to fear. 

And Grace, my fears relieved. 

How precious did that Grace appear 

The hour I first believed. 

 

Through many dangers, toils and snares 

I have already come; 

'Tis Grace that brought me safe thus far 

and Grace will lead me home. 

Hail Queen of Heaven 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Reflection read by Aoife Sweeney 

 

Remember me with smiles not tears, 

For all the joy through all the years. 

Recall the closeness that was ours, 

A love as "sweet" as fragrant flowers. 

Don't dwell on thoughts that cause you pain, 

We'll see each other once again. 

I am at peace...try to believe, 

It was my time...I had to leave. 

But "what a view", I have from here, 

I see your face, I feel you near, 

I follow you throughout the day, 

You're not alone along the way. 

And when god calls you...you will be , 

Right by my side...right here with me. 

Till then, I'll wait by heaven's door, 

We'll be united...evermore 

 

 
 



Prayer to Saint Therese of Lisieux 

 

O Little Therese of the Child Jesus, Please pick a rose for me 

From the heavenly gardens, And send it to me 

As a message of love. 

O little flower of Jesus, Ask God today to grant the favours 

I now place with confidence, In your hands. 

St. Therese, help me to always believe, 

As you did, In God's great love for me, 

So that I might imitate your 

"Little Way" each day. 

Amen 



Going Home 

 
Going home, going home 

I am going home 

Quiet like, some still day 

I am going home 

 

It's not far, just close by 

Through an open door 

Work all done, care laid by 

Never fear no more 

 

Mother's there expecting me 

Father's waiting too 

Lots of faces gathered there 

All the friends I know 

 

I'm just going home 

 

No more fear, no more pain 

No more stumbling by the way 

No more longing for the day 

Going to run no more 

 

Morning star lights the way 

Restless dreams all gone 

Shadows gone, break of day 

Real life has begun 

 

There's no break, there's no end 

Just a living on 

Wide awake with a smile 

Going on and on 

 

Going home, going home 

I am going home 

Shadows gone, break of day 

Real life has begun 

 

 

 

 



 

Mother 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

“I’ll love my mother all my days, 

For enriching my life in so many ways. 

She set me straight and then set me free, 

And that’s what the word "mother" means to me.” 
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Sweeney  
(Nee Murphy)  

 

Cross Street, Loughrea, Co. Galway 

 and late of  

Abbeyleix Road, Portloaise, Co. Laois.  

 

Breeda. Predeceased by her husband Brian and daughter Florence.  

Deeply regretted by her children, Michael, Marie and Ger, her sister Carmel, 

Sons-in-law, daughter-in-law, grandchildren, great-grandchildren, nephews, 

nieces and extended family. 

 

Reposing at her residence this Monday from 4pm to 8pm.  

Funeral cortege arriving at  

  St. Brendan's Cathedral, Loughrea, Tuesday morning 

for Requiem Mass at 12 o clock 

 

followed by burial in  

Mount Pleasant Cemetery. 

 

May her gentle soul rest in peace. 


