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The family would like to thank everyone who has 

attended the service and for the many cards and messages of  

sympathy received.  

 

Donations, if desired, may be given for 

Dementia UK 

by retiring collection or c/o 

Braddicks & Sherborne Funeral Directors, 

1 Abbotsham Road, Bideford, EX39 3AF or 
 

 
at 

www.braddicksandsherborne.co.uk 

 and click Obituaries. 

     

 

In Loving Memory 
 

Of 
 

 

 
 

 

Richard Sydney Brend 
‘Dick’ 

 

 

 

Who passed away on Tuesday 5th January 2016 

 

 

Aged 92 

 

 

Service at The North Devon Crematorium 

On Friday 22nd January at 11.40am. 

 



 
 

 

MUSIC 

Cherry Pink and Apple Blossom 

Eddie Calvert  

 

 

HYMN 

On a hill far away stood an old rugged cross 

The emblem of suffering and shame; 

And I love that old cross 

Where the dearest and best 

For a world of lost sinners was slain. 

 

 So I'll cherish the old rugged cross 

Till my trophies at last I lay down 

I will cling to the old rugged cross 

And exchange it some day for a crown. 

 

Oh, the old rugged cross, 

So despised by the world,  

Has a wondrous attraction for me; 

For the dear Lamb of God 

Left His glory above 

To bear it to dark Calvary. 

 

In the old rugged cross, 

Stained with blood so divine, 

A wondrous beauty I see; 

For 'twas on that old cross 

Jesus suffered and died 

To pardon and sanctify me. 

 

To the old rugged cross 

I will ever be true, 

Its shame and reproach gladly bear; 

Then He'll call me some day 

To my home far away, 

Where His glory forever I'll share. 

 
 

 

 

                  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. 

 

The tall trees in the greenwood, 

The meadows where we play, 

The rushes by the water, 

We gather every day. 

 

He gave us eyes to see them, 

And lips that we might tell, 

How great is God Almighty, 

Who has made all things well. 
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Eddie Calvert 

 


