
Order of Services 
Family Prayer……………………….….…………….……………. RobTyler 
Prelude……………………………….…….……………….. Shelia Barboza 
Presiding/Conducting…………….….…….. Bishop Rick Stimpson 
Pianist……………………………………….…………………. Paul Jefferies 
Opening Song #284…………………..  If You Could Hie to Kolob 
Invocation………………………………………………………….. Zeb Tyler 
Life History by Lifelong  friend…………………….…….. Lon Hatch 

 
Musical Number   “Homeward Bound” 

Performed by - Shelia Barboza 
 

Speaker …………………………………..………………………… Rob Tyler 
Closing Remarks…………………..………….. Bishop Rick Stimpson 

 
Closing Song #165………….… “ Abide With Me; ’Tis Eventide” 

 
Benediction………………….….……..……………………. Reed Cotten 

 
Graveside Services 

Rupert Cemetery Rupert, Idaho 
 

Musical Number “I Thought He Walked on Water” 
Performed by - Barry Peterson 

 

Dedicatory Prayer ………………….……………….…….. Thane Tyler 
 

Pallbearers - Son’s 
Rob Tyler                                   Richard Cotten 
Scott Tyler                                     Roger Cotten 
Steve Seamons                                 Fred Hough 

 
Honorary Pallbearers – Grandson’s 

Terral Tyler.                               David Seamons 
Zeek Tyler                                  Todd Seamons 
Thane Tyler                                   Reed Cotten 
Zeb Tyler                                     Calvin Cotten 
Zech Lara                                       Scott Cotten 
Jacob Lott                               Kameron Cotten 

                    Chris Perado    
 
 

Hansen Mortuary 
Rupert, Idaho 

In Loving Memory 

Robert Leland Tyler 
 

Born 

 December 10, 1934 
Declo, Idaho 

 
 

Passed into Rest  

November 24, 2020 
Rupert, Idaho 



 

The Cowboy's Prayer by: Clem McSpadden 

Our gracious and heavenly Father, we pause in the midst of this 
festive occasion, mindful of the many blessings you have bestowed 

upon us. 
 

As cowboys, Lord, we don't ask for any special favors. We ask only 
that you will let us compete in this arena as in the arena of life. 

 

We don't ask that we never break a barrier, draw around a chute-
fighting horse, or draw a steer that just won't lay. We don't even ask 

for all daylight runs. 
We only ask that you help us to compete in life as honest as the horses 

we ride and in a manner as clean and pure as the wind that blows 
across this great land of ours. 

 
Help us, Lord, to live our lives in such a manner that when we make 

that last inevitable ride to the country up there, where the grass grows 
lush, green and stirrup high, and the water runs cool, clear and deep, 

that you’ll take us by the hand and say: 
“Welcome to Heaven cowboy, your entry fees are paid.” 

Amen. 
 

“Just A Plain ol’ Cowboy!” 


