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Order of Service 
 
 
 

Entry Music 
English Country Garden 

 

Opening Prayers 

 
 

Hymn 
Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy, 

Whose trust, ever childlike, no cares could destroy, 
Be there at our waking, and give us, we pray, 

Your bliss in our hearts, Lord, 
At the break of the day. 

 
Lord of all eagerness, Lord of all faith, 

Whose strong hands were skilled at the plane and the lathe, 
Be there at our labours and give us, we pray, 

Your strength in our hearts, Lord, 
At the noon of the day. 

 
Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace, 

Your hands swift to welcome, Your arms to embrace. 
Be there at our homing, and give us, we pray, 

Your love in our hearts, Lord, 
At the eve of the day. 

 
Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm, 

Whose voice is contentment, whose presence is balm, 
Be there at our sleeping, and give us, we pray, 

Your peace in our hearts, Lord, 
At the end of the day. 

 
 

 



 

 

 

Reading 
Death is nothing at all - Henry Scott Holland 

Read by George Godfrey 
 

Death is nothing at all. 
I have only slipped away to the next room. 

I am I, and you are you. 
Whatever we were to each other, 

That, we still are. 
 

Call me by my old familiar name. 
Speak to me in the easy way 

which you always used. 
Put no difference into your tone. 

Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow. 
 

Laugh as we always laughed 
at the little jokes we enjoyed together. 
Play, smile, think of me. Pray for me. 

Let my name be ever the household word 
that it always was. 

Let it be spoken without effect. 
Without the trace of a shadow on it. 

 
Life means all that it ever meant. 

It is the same that it ever was. 
There is absolute unbroken continuity. 

Why should I be out of mind 
because I am out of sight? 

 
I am but waiting for you, 

for an interval, 
somewhere, very near, 
just around the corner. 

 
All is well. 

 
Nothing is past; nothing is lost. One brief moment and all will be as it was 

before, only better, infinitely happier, and forever we will all be one together 
with Christ. 

 



 

 
 

Hymn 
Morning has broken 
like the first morning, 
blackbird has spoken 

like the first bird. 
Praise for the singing! 
Praise for the morning! 

Praise for them, springing 
fresh from the Word! 

 
Sweet the rain’s new fall 

sunlit from heaven, 
like the first dewfall 
on the first grass. 

Praise for the sweetness 
of the wet garden, 

sprung in completeness 
where God’s feet pass. 

 
Mine is the sunlight! 
Mine is the morning 
born of the one light 

Eden saw play! 
Praise with elation, 

praise every morning, 
God’s recreation 
of the new day! 

 

Eulogy 
Read by Faye Godfrey  

 
 
 

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 
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 I see. 
O thou who changest not, abide with me. 

 
I need thy presence every passing hour. 

What but thy grace can foil the tempter's power? 
Who like thyself my guide and strength can be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me. 

 
I 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? 

I 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. 

 



 

 

 
Commendation 

 
 
 

Committal 
 
 
 

Final Prayer 
 
 
 

Blessing 
 
 
 

Exit Music 
We’ll Meet Again by Vera Lynn 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

There will be a retiring collection in Russell’s memory for 
British Heart Foundation 

which may be left at the door as you leave or sent c/o 
J Godfrey & Son, Funeral Services,  

20 Gloucester Street,  
Faringdon, Oxon, SN7 7HY 

 
 

 
Russell’s family warmly invite you to join them at 

Buckland Village Hall 
after this service for light refreshments and to                                                           

share further fond memories of him. 
 
 



 

 


