‘Bob’

A service of celebration for the life of

Robert Edward Huskinson

9th July 1944 ~ 9% October 2024

The Priory Church of Lady St Mary
Wareham

Friday 22nd November
11am




Entry Music
Let it be, The Beatles

Welcome, Notices and Opening Prayer

The Reverend Michael Young

Hymn

We plough the fields and scatter
the good seed on the land;
but it is fed and watered
by God’s almighty hand
he sends the snow in winter,
the warmth to swell the grain;
the breezes and the sunshine
and soft refreshing rain.

All good gifts around us
are sent from heaven above:
then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord

for all his love.

He only is the Maker
of all things near and far;
he paints the wayside flower,
he lights the evening star:
the winds and waves obey him,
by him the birds are fed;
much more, to us his children
he gives our daily bread.




We thank you, then, our Father,
for all things bright and good;
the seedtime and the harvest,
our life, our health, our food:

accept the gifts we offer
for all your love imparts;
and that which you most welcome —
our humble, thankful hearts!

Family Tribute
John and Jenny on behalf of the family and friends
Henry Chamberlayne on behalf of Bob’s cricketing family

Poem
Read by Ian Huskinson
A Cricketer’s Last Boundary, by Michael Ashby

Weeping willows formed an honour guard
For the cricket ball writ with a noble name
A team of ten, which had once been eleven
Would never be the same side again
No bails united the forlorn stumps
Since this wicket had fallen some days ago
And as the bowler delivered to the lone batsman
The hushed crowd willed for a six to go
The magical sound of leather on willow
The sweet smell of freshly cut grass
A cricketer crossing the last boundary
To a third innings that would forever last

Reflection Music & Slideshow

Amazing Grace, Kathryn Jenkins




Hymn

And did those feet in ancient time
Walk upon England's mountain 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 those 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.

Bible Reading
Romans 8: 31-39
Read by Jon Moulton

If God is for us, who can be against us? He who did not spare his own
Son, but gave him up for us all—how will he not also, along with him,
graciously give us all things? Who will bring any charge against those
whom God has chosen? It is God who justifies. Who then is the one who
condemns? No one. Christ Jesus who died —more than that, who was raised
to life—is at the right hand of God and is also interceding for us. Who shall
separate us from the love of Christ? Shall trouble or hardship or persecution
or famine or nakedness or danger or sword? As it is written: “For your sake
we face death all day long; we are considered as sheep to be slaughtered.”
No, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him who loved
us. For I am convinced that neither death nor life, neither angels nor
demons, neither the present nor the future, nor any powers, neither height
nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from
the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord.




Address
The Reverend Michael Young

Prayers

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.

Commendation

John 14:2-3
My Father’s house has many rooms; if that were not so, would I have told
you that I am going there to prepare a place for you? And if I go and prepare
a place for you, I will come back and take you to be with me that you also
may be where I am.




Hymn

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.

Blessing

Exit Music

Sweet Caroline, Neil Diamond

The service will conclude with a private family interment at Hill View Cemetery.




Thank you everyone for joining us here today. The family warmly
invite you to join them at Swanage and Wareham Rugby Football
Club from 12:00 for a final ‘cricket tea’.

Address: Bestwall Rd, Wareham BH20 4HY.

As was Bob’s wish there will be a retiring collection which will be
shared among Wareham Disabled Club, SWANS Youth Rugby, and
Poole Hospital Critical Care Unit.

To donate to the National Rheumatoid Arthritis Society please visit
www funeraldirector.co.uk/robert-huskinson







