
A Service Of Celebration  
FOR THE LIFE OF

Roger
Wynn

ST MARY’S CHURCH ROSS-ON-WYE  
MAY 16TH 2022 AT 12:00

  

DONATIONS
It is Roger’s wish that any kind donations are 
made to either of the following charities who 
have provided exceptional care and support.

mariecurie.org.uk/donate#donate

Roger aged 2 1 2 years

st-michaels-hospice.org.uk/donate-now/
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E Entrance Music
Schmücke dich o liebe seele bwv 654 - J.S. Bach 
Three Preludes - Rhosymedre 

Welcome/Introduction 
The Revd Tiffany Jackson

Hymn - Choir & Congregation 
Praise, my soul, the King of heaven 
Henry Francis

Eulogy 
Richard Morgan-Price

Bible Reading - Ecclesiastes 3:1-11 
Grandaughters Natalie & Abbigail

Reflection

Hymn - Choir & Congregation 
Immortal, invisible, God only wise 
Walter C. Smith

Prayers - Congregation 

Commendation 
Blessing & Dismissal

Exit Music 
Nimrod (from Enigma Variations) - E. ElgarRoger Anthony Wynn

3RD AUGUST 1946 ~ 30TH APRIL 2022



A New Time for Everything
Read by grandaughters Natalie & AbbigailRead by grandaughters Natalie & Abbigail

For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter 
under heaven:

a time to be born, and a time to die; a time to plant, and a time 
to pluck up what is planted;

a time to kill, and a time to heal;

a time to break down, and a time to build up;

a time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, and a time 
to dance;

a time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together;

a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;

a time to seek, and a time to lose;

a time to keep, and a time to cast away;

a time to tear, and a time to sew;

a time to keep silence, and a time to speak;

a time to love, and a time to hate;

a time for war, and a time for peace.

What gain have workers from their toil?

I have seen the business that God has given to everyone to be 
busy with.

God has made everything suitable for its time; and moreover has 
put a sense of past and future into their minds, yet they cannot 
find out what God has done from the beginning to the end.

Ecclesiastes 3:1-11

Praise, My Soul, The King Of Heaven
Praise, my soul, the King of heaven, 
to his feet your tribute bring; 
ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
who like you his praise should sing? 
Alleluia, alleluia! 
praise the everlasting King.

Praise him for his grace and favour 
to our fathers in distress; 
praise him, still the same as ever, 
slow to blame and swift to bless; 
Alleluia, alleluia! 
glorious in his faithfulness.

Father-like, he tends and spares us, 
All our hopes and fears he knows; 
in his hands he gently bears us, 
rescues us from all our foes: 
Alleluia, alleluia! 
widely as his mercy flows.

Angels, help us to adore him; 
you behold him face to face; 
sun and moon, bow down before him, 
praise him all in time and space. 
Alleluia, alleluia! 
praise with us the God of grace.

Henry F. Lyte (1834)



Wedding day for Helen & Roger Island Shangri-La Hotel - Hong Kong

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.

Immortal, invisible, God only wise
Immortal, invisible, God only wise, 
In light inaccessible hid from our eyes, 
Most blessed, most glorious, the Ancient of Days, 

Almighty, victorious, thy great name we praise.

Unresting, unhasting, and silent as light, 
Nor wanting, nor wasting, thou rulest in might: 
Thy justice, like mountains high soaring above, 
Thy clouds which are fountains of goodness and love. 

To all, life thou givest, to both great and small; 
In all life thou livest, the true life of all; 
We blossom and flourish like leaves on the tree, 
Then wither and perish, but naught changeth thee.

Great Father of Glory, pure Father of Light 
Thine angels adore Thee, all veiling their sight; 
All laud we would render, O help us to see: 
’Tis only the splendor of light hideth Thee.

Walter C. Smith (1867)




