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Frank Edmund Guilfoil, Jr. 
Aug. 26, 1927 – Feb. 17, 2022   

                    

 

Celebration Service:   1:00 pm 

 

 

Saturday, Ma y 21, 2022 
T. Revels-Gibson Funeral Home 

144 Eagle Street, Utica, NY 13501 

 

 

 

 

 

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want 
 

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he 

leadeth me beside the still waters. 

 

He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of 

righteousness for his name's sake. 

 

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow 

of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy 

rod and thy staff they comfort me. 

 

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of 

mine enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my 

cup runneth over. 

 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the 

days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the 

Lord forever. 

 

 



 

 

   

 
Welcome:                            Susan Parsons  

 

Eulogy:     Valerie Guilfoil 

] 

Life in Review:                             Slide Presentation

     

Reflections:                           All are invited to  

share their stories 

and memories 

     

Thank you:                            Mona Guilfoil    

 

Refreshments 

 

Order of Service I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud 

I wandered lonely as a Cloud 

That floats on high o'er Vales and Hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host of golden Daffodils; 

Beside the Lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the Milky Way, 

They stretched in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay: 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced, but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:— 

A Poet could not but be gay 

In such a jocund company: 

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 

What wealth the shew to me had brought: 

For oft when on my couch I lie       

In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude, 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 

And dances with the Daffodils. 

                                     --- William Wordsworth 

 


