In loving memory of

Robert Charles Lowson

28t February 1921- 2 August 2013

Thursday 19th September 2013
St Barnabas Church



Welcome address by Reverend Elaine Bisson.

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,



Lead us, Heavenly Father, Lead us

Written by James Edmeston, 1821; music by Mannheim, Dulce Carmen

Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us
o'er the world's tempestuous sea;
guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us,
for we have no help but thee;
yet possessing every blessing,
if our God our Father be.

Saviour, breathe forgiveness o'er us;
all our weakness thou dost know;
thou didst tread this earth before us;
thou didst feel its keenest woe;
yet unfearing, persevering,

to thy passion thou didst go.

Spirit of our God, descending,
fill our hearts with heavenly joy;
love with every passion blending

pleasure that can never cloy;
thus provided, pardoned, guided,

nothing can our peace destroy.



To Be a Pilgrim
From "The Pilgrim's Progress” by John Bunyan

"Confessed that they were strangers
and pilgrims on the earth.”
~ Hebrews 11:13 ~

Who would true valour see,
Let him come hither;
One here will constant be,
Come wind, come weather,
There's no discouragement
Shall make him once relent
His first avowed intent,

To be a pilgrim.

Whoso beset him round
With dismal stories
Do but themselves confound;
His strength the more is.
No lion can him fright,
He'll with a giant fight,
But he will have a right
To be a pilgrim.

Hobgoblin, nor foul fiend,
Can daunt his spirit:
He knows, he at the end
Shall life inherit.
Then fancies fly away,
He'll fear not what men say,
He'll labour night and day
To be a pilgrim.



Epitaph on a Friend

An honest man here lies at rest,

The friend of man, the friend of truth,
The friend of age, and guide of youth:
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm'd,
Few heads with knowledge so inform'd;
If there's another world, he lives in bliss;
If there is none, he made the best of this.

Robert Burns

All are welcome to come to the committal at Landican.

Donations may be made in memory of Bob to Claire House Hospice.
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