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To Celebrate the Life 
of



Order of Service

Music In
Hen Wlad Fy Nhadau

Bryn Terfel

Welcome and Prayer





Hymn
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.

’Twas 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 has brought me safe thus far,
And grace will lead me home.

The Lord has promised good to me,
His word my hope secures;

He will my shield and portion be
As long as life endures.

Yes, when this flesh and heart shall fail,
And mortal life shall cease:

I shall possess, within the veil,
A life of joy and peace.

When we’ve been there ten thousand years,
Bright shining as the sun,

We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise
Than when we’d first begun.

John Newton (1725-1807)



Reading
Psalm 23 

Eulogy
Conor 



Poem
Somebody’s Mother

read by Jo

 The woman was old and ragged and grey
And bent with the chill of the winter’s day.

 
The street was wet with a recent snow

And the woman’s feet were aged and slow.
 

She stood at the crossing and waited long,
Alone, uncared for, amid the throng

 
Of human beings who passed her by

Nor heeded the glance of her anxious eyes.
 

Down the street, with laughter and shout,
Glad in the freedom of “School let out!”

 
Came the boys like a flock of sheep,

Hailing the snow piled white and deep.
 

Past the woman so old and grey
Hastened the children on their way.

 
Nor offered a helping hand to her —

So meek, so timid, afraid to stir
 

Lest the carriage wheels or the horses’ feet
Should crowd her down in the slippery street.

 



At last came one of the merry troop,
The gayest laddie of all the group:

 
He paused beside her and whispered low,

“I’ll help you cross, if you wish to go.”
 

Her aged hand on his strong young arm
She placed, and so, without hurt or harm,

 
He guided the trembling feet along,

Proud that his own were firm and strong.
 

Then back again to his friends he went,
His young heart happy and well content.

 
“She’s somebody’s mother, boys, you know,

For all she’s aged and poor and slow.
 

And I hope some fellow will lend a hand
To help my mother, you understand,

 
If ever she’s poor and old and grey,

When her own dear boy is far away.”
 

And “somebody’s mother” bowed low her head
In her home that night, and the prayer she said

 
Was, “God be kind to the noble boy,

Who is somebody’s son, and pride and joy!”



Reflection  

Prayers

Hymn 
Guide me, O Thou great Jehovah,
Pilgrim through this barren land.
I am weak, but Thou art mighty;

Hold me with Thy powerful hand.
Bread of Heaven, Bread of Heaven,

Feed me till I want no more;
Feed me till I want no more.

Open now the crystal fountain,
Whence the healing stream doth flow;

Let the fire and cloudy pillar
Lead me all my journey through.

Strong Deliverer, strong Deliverer,
Be Thou still my Strength and Shield;
Be Thou still my Strength and Shield.

When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside;

Death of deaths, and hell’s destruction,
Land me safe on Canaan’s side.

Songs of praises, songs of praises,
I will ever give to Thee;
I will ever give to Thee.

William Williams (1717-1791)



Poem
 Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night

written by Dylan Thomas
read by Mark

Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.

Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.



Commendation 

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.

Committal 
Silence 



Final Prayers

Blessing

Music Out
Welcome To My World

Jim Reeves



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

All are welcome for light refreshment at
Mapperley Golf Club, Central Avenue, Plains Road, 

Mapperley, Nottingham NG3 5LD. 

Donations in memory of John for the
Nottingham University Hospitals Charity Patience 1 Ward

may be sealed in the donation envelope
and placed in the box on leaving the service,

left online at
www.lymn.co.uk/obituaries

or by scanning the QR code below or sent care of

St. Albans House
32 High Street

Arnold 
NG5 7DZ

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


