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Concerto in C Major for Flute and Harp

K299, 2nd movement - Andantino
Mozart
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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.
Jan Struther (1901-1953)
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Our Father, who art in :ZT
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.



The Lark Ascending
Vaughan Williams

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 His feet pass.

Mine is the sunlight! Mine is the moming
Born of the one light Eden saw play!
Praise with elation, praise every morning,
God's re-creation of the new day!
Eleanor Farjeon (1881-1965)



Gone From My Sight
by Henry Van Dyke

| am standing upon the seashore.
A ship, at my side, spreads her white sails
to the moving breeze and starts
for the blue ocean.

She is an object of beauty and strength.
| stand and watch her until, at length,
she hangs like a speck of white cloud

just where the sea and sky come
to mingle with each other.

Then, someone at my side says,
“There, she is gone.”
Gone where!?

Gone from my sight. That is all.

She is just as large in mast,
hull and spar as she was when she left my side.
And, she is just as able to bear her load
of living freight to her destined port.
Her diminished size is in me --not in her.

And, just at the moment when someone says,
“There, she is gone,”
there are other eyes watching her coming,
and other voices
ready to take up the glad shout,
“Here she comes!”

And that is dying.
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The family would like to thank everyone
for their kind words and support.

All are welcome for light refreshment at
38 Bressingham Drive,
West Bridgford
NG2 7PD.

Donations in memory of Kathleen for
St John’s Ambulance
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

Rutland House
128 Melton Road
West Bridgford
NG2 6EP

www.lymn.co.uk




