
 

 

 
 

We Plough the Fields and Scatter 
 

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. 
 

All good gifts around us 
Are sent from heaven above; 

Then thank the Lord, 
O thank the Lord, 
For all his love. 

 
Prayers 

 
The Lord’s Prayer 

 
Prayers of commendation and committal 

 
Blessing 

 
Exit Music: I am Sailing, Rod Stewart 
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Donations if desired for; 
 

RNLI (Whitstable) 
Pilgrims Hospice (Canterbury) 

MS Society (Canterbury) 
 

To : John Kemp, 26 Harbour Street, Whitstable, CT5 1AH 
  



 

 

Introductory Music: Canon in D, Johann Pachelbel 
 
 

Welcome & Prayers: Rev. Penny Ward 
 
 

Tribute: My Dad. Paul Howard 
 
 
 
 

Eternal Father Strong to Save 
 
 

Eternal Father, strong to save, 
Whose arm hath bound the restless wave, 

Who bidd’st the mighty ocean deep 
Its own appointed limits keep; 

Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee, 
For those in peril on the sea! 

 
O Christ! Whose voice the waters heard 
And hushed their raging at Thy Word, 
Who walkedst on the foaming deep, 
And calm amidst its rage didst sleep; 

Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee, 
For those in peril on the sea! 

 
Most Holy Spirit! Who didst brood 
Upon the chaos dark and rude, 
And bid its angry tumult cease, 

And give, for wild confusion, peace; 
Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee, 

For those in peril on the sea! 
 

O Trinity of love and power! 
Our family shield in danger’s hour; 

From rock and tempest, fire and foe, 
Protect us wheresoe’er we go; 

Thus evermore shall rise to Thee 
Glad hymns of praise from land and sea. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Reading: Laura Howard 
 

W. H. Davies Leisure 
 

What is this life if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare? 

 
No time to stand beneath the boughs, 
And stare as long as sheep and cows: 

 
No time to see, when woods we pass, 

Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass: 
 

No time to see, in broad daylight, 
Streams full of stars, like skies at night: 

 
No time to turn at Beauty's glance, 

And watch her feet, how they can dance: 
 

No time to wait till her mouth can 
Enrich that smile her eyes began? 

 
A poor life this if, full of care, 

We have no time to stand and stare. 
 


