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Kim and 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 

Macmillan Cancer Support 

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. 

     

 

 
 

 

Neal Stephen Prestidge 
 

 

 

 

30th September 1962  ~  25th January 2016 

 

 

 

 

Service at The North Devon Crematorium 

On Tuesday 9th February at 11.40am. 

 



 

MUSIC 

‘Imagine’ 

Emeli Sande 

 

WELCOME AND INTRODUCTION 

 

READING 

 

HYMN 

 

TRIBUTE 

 

MUSIC 

‘Wings’ 

Birdy 

 

READING 

 

THANKSGIVING & COMMITTAL 

 

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 

 

MUSIC 

‘My Destiny’ 

Lionel Ritchie 

 

 

 
 

 

 

                  HYMN 

Amazing grace how sweet the sound 

that saved a wretch like me; 

I once was lost, but now am found, 

was blind, but now I see. 

 

‘Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 

and grace my fears relieved; 

how precious did that grace appear, 

the hour I first believed! 

 

Through many dangers, toils and snares 

I have already come; 

‘tis grace that brought me safe thus far, 

and grace will lead me home. 

 

The Lord has promised good to me, 

his word my hope secures; 

he will my shield and portion be 

as long as life endures. 

 

Yes, when this heart and flesh shall fail, 

and mortal life shall cease, 

I shall possess within the veil 

a life of joy and peace. 

 

When we’ve been there a thousand years, 

bright shining as the sun, 

we’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 

than when we first begun. 

  

 


