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

All are welcome for light refreshments at
OYO International Hotel,
288 Burton Road,
Derby DE23 6AD.
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Precious memories, unseen angels,
Sent from somewhere to my soul;
How they linger, ever near me,
And the sacred past unfold.

Precious memories, how they linger
How they ever flood my soul.
In the stillness of the midnight,
Precious sacred scenes unfold.

Precious father, loving mother,
Fly across the lonely years;
And old home-scenes of my childhood,
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In the stillness of the midnight,
Precious sacred scenes unfold.

In the stillness of the midnight,
Echoes from the past | hear;
Old time singing, gladness bringing,
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Precious memories, how they linger
How they ever flood my soul.
In the stillness of the midnight,
Precious sacred scenes unfold.

Thecersion

As | travel on life’s pathway,
Know now what the years may hold;
As | ponder, hope grows fonder,
Precious memories flood my soul.

Precious memories, how they linger
How they ever flood my soul.
In the stillness of the midnight,
Precious sacred scenes unfold.
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There's a land that is fairer than day,
And by faith we can see it afar;
For the Father waits over the way
To prepare us a dwelling place there.

In the sweet by and by,

We shall meet on that beautiful shore;

In the sweet by and by,

We shall meet on that beautiful shore.

We shall sing on that beautiful shore

The melodious songs of the blessed;

And our spirits shall sorrow no more,
Not a sigh for the blessing of rest.

To our bountiful Father above,
We will offer our tribute of praise
For the glorious gift of His love

And the blessings that hallow our days.

Sanford Fillmore Bennett (1836-1898)
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Rock of ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee;

Let the water and the blood,
From Thy riven side which flowed,
Be of sin the double cure:
Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

Not the labours of my hands
Can fulfil Thy law’s demands;
Could my zeal no respite know,
Could my tears for ever flow,
All for sin could not atone:
Thou must save, and Thou alone.

Nothing in my hand | bring,
Simply to Thy cross | cling;
Naked, come to Thee for dress;
Helpless, look to Thee for grace;
Foul, | to the fountain fly;
Wash me, Saviour, or | die.

While | draw this fleeting breath,
When my eyelids close in death,
When | soar through tracts unknown,
See Thee on Thy judgement throne;
Rock of ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in Thee.
Augustus Montague Toplady (1740-1778)
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Shall we gather at the river
Where bright angel feet have trod,
With its crystal tide forever
Following the throne of God?

Yes, we’ll gather at the river,
The beautiful, the beautiful river;
Gather with the saints at the river
That flows by the throne of God.

On the margin of the river,
Washing up its silver spray,

%% We will walk and worship ever,
All the happy golden day.
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John, Chapter 14: verses 1-6 Lay we every burden down;
Grace our spirits will deliver,
And provide a robe and crown.

At the shining of the river
Mirror of the Saviour’s face,
Saints, whom death will never sever,
Raise their songs of saving grace.

Soon we’ll reach the shining river,
Soon our pilgrimage will cease,
Soon our happy hearts will quiver
With the melody of peace.
Robert Lowry (1826-1899)
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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 | walk through death’s dark vale,
Yet will | fear none ill;
For Thou art with me, and Thy rod
And staff me comfort still.
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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)

Eunlogy

Seripture Keading

Romans, Chapter 8: verses 31-39
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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 | see;

O Thou who changest not, abide with me.

| 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.

| 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?
| 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)

Thecession

The interment will follow at
Nottingham Road Cemetery
at 12.30 pm.



