IN LoviING MEMORY OF

DAPHNE ANN RIPPEY

2nd February 1935 - 19th June 2024

The family would like to thank everyone
for their kind words and support at this sad time.

All are welcome for light refreshment at
The Lambley, Main Street,
Lambley, Nottinghamshire NG4 4PN.

Donations in memory of Daphne for
Dementia UK
may be sealed in the donation envelope
and placed in the box on leaving the service,
left online at
www.lymn.co.uk/obituaries
or by scanning the QR code below or sent care of

A.W_lYMN

The Family Funeral Service

St. Albans House
32 High Street

Gedling Crematorium

Arnold
NG5 7DZ Tuesday 23rd July 2024
www.lymn.co.uk at 2.00 pm
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ORDER OF SERVICE

Conducted by Colum O’Shea

PROCESSIONAL MUSIC
I'll Remember April
George Shearing

WORDS OF WELCOME

THE, LORD’S PRAMESS
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.

RECESSIONAL MUSIC
There Must Be A Reason
Frankie Laine




REFLECTION
I'd like the memory of me to be a happy one.
I’d like to leave an afterglow of smiles when life is done.
I’d like to leave an echo whispering softly down the ways,

Of happy times and laughing times and bright and sunny days.

I’d like the tears of those who grieve, to dry before the sun;
Of happy memories that I leave when life is done.

FINAL FAREWELL

POEM
Remember Me
by Anthony Dawson
read by Juliet Rippey

Speak of me as you have always done.
Remember the good times, laughter, and fun.

Share the happy memories we’ve made.
Do not let them wither or fade.

I'll be with you in the summer’s sun
And when the winter’s chill has come.

I’ll be the voice that whispers in the breeze.
I’m peaceful now, put your mind at ease.

I've rested my eyes and gone to sleep,
But memories we’ve shared are yours to keep.

Sometimes our final days may be a test,
But remember me when I was at my best.

Although things may not be the same,
Don’t be afraid to use my name.

Let your sorrow last for just a while.
Comfort each other and try to smile.

I've lived a life filled with joy and fun.

Live on now, make me proud of what you’ll become.



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 fire!

I will not cease from mental fight,
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand,
Till we have built Jerusalem
In England’s green and pleasant land.
William Blake (1757-1827)

EUE® S
read by Colum O’Shea, Civil Funeral Celebrant

PICTURES OF DAPHNE
Music: How Do You Keep The Music Playing?
Tony Bennett




