
Ron’s family would like to thank you for your presence here today.
Your messages of sympathy and kind thoughts are greatly appreciated.

The family would like to invite you to join them 
for refreshments afterwards at 

The Radcliffe on Trent Golf Club
Dewberry Lane

Radcliffe on Trent
Nottingham NG12 2JH

Donations in memory of Ron for
Hayward House

may be left in the donation box at the back of the chapel 
or left with Gift Aid where appropriate at
www.lymn.co.uk/obituaries or sent care of 

A. W. Lymn
The Family Funeral Service

59 Main Road, Radcliffe on Trent
Nottingham NG12 2BJ

The Family Funeral Service
CCLI Copyright Licence 508305

Radcliffe & District

Wilford Hill Crematorium

West Bridgford

A Service of Celebration and Thanksgiving

for the life of

Ron Fowler
th th15  June 1928 – 4  November 2016

rdWednesday 23  November 2016

Jane Cook officiating



Order of Service

Entry Music 
‘Welcome To My World’ - Jim Reeves

Welcome and Introduction

Opening Prayer

Hymn

Tribute
Gordon McKellar

Poem
‘God’s Garden’ - author unknown

Address
Minister, Jane Cook

Prayers and The Lord’s Prayer

Hymn

Commendation and Farewell

Committal

Prayers and Final Blessing

Music to lead out to
‘My Way’ - Frank Sinatra

All things bright and beautiful,
All creatures great and small,
All things wise and wonderful,
The Lord God made them all.

    
    
    

                    2
Each little flower that opens,
Each little bird that sings,
He made their glowing colours,
He made their tiny wings:

                    4.
The cold wind in the winter,
The pleasant summer sun,
The ripe fruits in the garden,
He made them every one: 

    
    

    

                   3.
The purple-headed mountain,
The river running by,
The sunset and the morning,
That brightens up the sky:

                   5.
He gave us eyes to see them,
And lips that we might tell
How great is God Almighty,
Who has made all things well:

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 in death’s dark vale
Yet will I fear no 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 overflows.

Goodness and mercy all my life
Shall surely follow me,
And in God’s house for evermore
My dwelling place shall be.


	Page 1
	Page 2

