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To Celebrate the Life 
of

When I come to the end of the road and the sun has set for me,
I want no rites in a gloom-filled room; why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little, but not too long and not with your head bowed low.
Remember the love that we once shared; miss me, but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take and each must go alone.
It’s all a part of the Master’s plan, a step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick of heart, go to the friends we know,
And bury your sorrows in doing good deeds; miss me, but let me go.

The family would like to thank everyone
for their kind words and support at this sad time.

All are welcome for light refreshments at
The Rancliffe Arms, 139 Loughborough Road, 

Bunny, Nottingham NG11 6QT.

Memorial donations for the
RNLI (Poole HQ)

and
Lincs and Notts Air Ambulance

may be left in the box provided using our donation envelopes
on leaving the service, left online at

www.lymn.co.uk/obituaries
or sent care of

Albert Oliver and Sons
45 Easthorpe Street 

Ruddington 
NG11 6LB

www.lymn.co.uk
CCLI Copyright Licence No. 508305



Order of Service

Music on Entering
Going Home from the New World Symphony

by Dvořák

Sentences

Welcome and Opening Prayer

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)

Commendation

Blessing

The committal will take place at Wilford Hill Crematorium

Music on Leaving
The Skye Boat Song



Address

Prayers

The Lord’s Prayer
Our Father, who art in heaven, 

hallowed be Thy name;
Thy Kingdom come;

Thy will be done,
on earth as it is in heaven. 

Give us this day our daily bread. 
And forgive us our trespasses, 

as we forgive those who trespass against us. 
And lead us not into temptation,

but deliver us from evil. 
For Thine is the Kingdom, 

the power and the glory, 
for ever and ever.

Amen.

Hymn
I vow to thee, my country, all earthly things above,

Entire and whole and perfect, the service of my love:
The love that asks no question, the love that stands the test,

That lays upon the altar the dearest and the best;
The love that never falters, the love that pays the price,

The love that makes undaunted the final sacrifice.

And there’s another country I’ve heard of long ago,
Most dear to them that love her, most great to them that know;

We may not count her armies, we may not see her King;
Her fortress is a faithful heart, her pride is suffering;

And soul by soul and silently her shining bounds increase,
And her ways are ways of gentleness and all her paths are peace.

Cecil Spring-Rice (1859-1918)

Tribute 
by Susan Walley

Prayer for the WRVS



Hymn
Eternal Father, strong to save,

Whose arm hath bound the restless wave,
Who bidd’st the mighty ocean deep

Its own appointed limits keep:
O hear us when we cry to Thee

For those in peril on the sea.

O Christ, whose voice the waters heard
And hushed their raging at Thy word,
Who walkedst on the foaming deep,

And calm amid the storm didst sleep:
O hear us when we cry to Thee

For those in peril on the sea.

O Holy Spirit, who didst brood
Upon the waters dark and rude,

And bid their angry tumult cease,
And give, for wild confusion, peace:

O hear us when we cry to Thee
For those in peril on the sea.

O Trinity of love and power,
Our brethren shield in danger’s hour;
From rock and tempest, fire and foe,
Protect them wheresoe’er they go:

Thus evermore shall rise to Thee
Glad hymns of praise from land and sea.

William Whiting (1825-1878)

Reading
John Chapter 14: verses 1-6 and 27 

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,
E’en for His own Name’s sake.

Yea, though I walk through 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.

Scottish Psalter (1650)


