
A service  

celebrating the life of 

Anthony 

William 

Johnson 

27th February 1949 — 25th May 2020 

Wilford Hill Crematorium 

8th June 2020 



An obituary can be found at  www.funeralguide.co.uk/obituaries/77974 

You can also use this link to make donations to, 

the Lake District Mountain Rescue Search Dogs 

and the RSPB.  



Order of Service 

The family welcome you to join us in celebrating the life 

of Tony (Anthony) Johnson.  

Tony was great husband, dad, and grandfather, and a 

friend to many. He will be sadly missed.   

 

 

Processional 

 

Swing low sweet chariot (Eric Clapton)  

This is the song Tony sang along with the rest of the team when 

he first met Pip who was working behind the bar at  

Brooklands Hockey club.  

 

Welcome  and Introduction 

 

 

Jerusalem 

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. 

Prayer 

 

 

Readings 

 

Bible readings– Andrew Barker 

Ecclesiastes 3 verses 1-4  

Psalm 139, verses 7-12, and 23-24 

Psalm 23  

Family reflections 

 

Thought for the day– Andrew Barker 



Commendation and Committal 

 

Prayer 

 

Lord of all hopefulness 

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. 



Recessional 

Always look on the bright side of life  

Tony loved Monty Python, much to the confusion of Pip. He 

was often heard exclaiming but it is only wafer thin and 

accusing people’s mums of being a hamster. 

Blessing 



A final tribute… 

Lovingly adapted from a eulogy by John Cleese, 

Monty Python 

e has ceased to be, bereft of life, he 
rests in peace, he has kicked the 
bucket, hopped the twig, bit the 

dust, snuffed it, breathed his last, and 
gone to meet the great umpire in the sky. 

 
nd I guess that we’re all thinking 
that I should say how sad it is that 
a man of such talent, such athletic 

prowess and kindness, of such intelligence, 
should now be so suddenly spirited away 
at the age of only seventy-one, before he’d 
made it onto the first team... 

 
ell, I feel that I should say, 
“Nonsense. Good riddance to him, 
the freeloading bastard.” 



Tony Johnson 

Not the Messiah - just a very 

naughty boy! 


