
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dona�ons for the Bri�sh Lung Society may be sent 
c/o Ian George (Funerals) Ltd 

251 Gloucester Road, Cheltenham, GL51 8NW 
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In Loving Memory of

MARILYN BRADLEY

(LYN)

18TH JANUARY 1945 - 26TH DECEMBER 2015

FRIDAY 15TH JANUARY 2016
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ORDER OF
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 SENTENCES

 

& OPENING

 

PRAYERS

 
 
 

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 furnished

 

In presence of my foes;

 

my head thou dost with oil anoint,

 

and my cup overows

 
 

Goodness and mercy all my life

 

Shall surely follow me;

 

and

 

in God’s house for evermore

 

my dwelling place shall be.

 
 
 

TRIBUTE

 
 
 

READING

 

Death is nothing at all.,

 
 
 

TIME FOR SILIENT

 

REFLECTION

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

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 re!

 

I will not cease from mental ght,

 

nor shall my sword sleep in my hand,

 

till we have built Jerusalem

 

in England’s green and pleasant land.

 
 
 

COMMENDATION

 
 
 

COMMITTAL

 
 
 

BLESSING

 
 
 
 
 
 
 




