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Anthony John Kent
A Service of Thanksgiving for the Life of

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

All are welcome for refreshment at
Thrumpton Village Hall,

 Church Lane, 
Thrumpton

 NG11 0AW.

Memorial donations for
Nottinghamshire Hospice 

and
 Treetops Hospice

may be left in the box provided
on leaving the service, left online at

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

Rutland House
128 Melton Road
West Bridgford 

NG2 6EP
www.lymn.co.uk
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BLESSING

EXIT MUSIC
Club Tropicana by Wham!

The committal will now take place at the graveside
for immediate family only please



ENTRANCE MUSIC
Faith’s Song 

WELCOME AND PASTORAL INTRODUCTION

EULOGY 
by Tony’s wife, Gail Kent

EULOGY TO OUR BROTHER
delivered by Adrian Markwick

COMMENDATION

HYMN
All things bright and beautiful,
All creatures great and small,

All things wise and wonderful,
The Lord God made them all.

Each little flower that opens,
Each little bird that sings,

He made their glowing colours,
He made their tiny wings:

The purple-headed mountain,
The river running by,

The sunset, and the morning
That brightens up the sky:

The cold wind in the winter,
The pleasant summer sun,

The ripe fruits in the garden,
He made them every one:

He gave us eyes to see them,
And lips that we might tell

How great is God Almighty,
Who has made all things well:

Cecil Frances Humphreys Alexander (1818-1895)



TRIBUTE TO A FRIEND
by Jane Harker

POEM 
All Is Well read by Eleanor Guest

SCRIPTURE READING
John, Chapter 21: verses 1-14

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
And did those feet in ancient time

Walk upon England’s mountains green?
And was the Holy Lamb of God

On England’s pleasant pastures seen?
And did the countenance divine

Shine forth upon our clouded hills?
And was Jerusalem builded here
Among these dark satanic mills?

Bring me my bow of burning gold!
Bring me my arrows of desire!

Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold!
Bring me my chariot of fire!

I will not cease from mental fight,
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand,

Till we have built Jerusalem
In England’s green and pleasant land.

William Blake (1757-1827)


