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In memoriam – for those we love
Norah Anderson

On Sunday 3rd December at 10.00 am we will 
hold our annual service commemorating the 
departed.   These  verses,  written  over  the 
years give us to remember and honour those 
we love.

Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night
Dylan Thomas 1914-53

Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night
Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green 
bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding 
sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on that sad height,
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Hym To God, My God In My Sickness 
John Donne 1572-1631

Since I am coming to that holy room, 
Where, with thy choir of saints for evermore, 
I shall be made thy music; as I come 
I tune the instrument here at the door, 
And what I must do then, think here before. 

Whilst my physicians by their love are grown 
Cosmographers, and I their map, who lie 
Flat on this bed, that by them may be shown 
That this is my south-west discovery, 
Per fretum febris, by these straits to die, 

I joy, that in these straits I see my west; 
For, though their currents yield return to none, 
What shall my west hurt me? As west and east 
In all flat maps (and I am one) are one, 
So death doth touch the resurrection. 

Is the Pacific Sea my home? Or are 
The eastern riches? Is Jerusalem? 
Anyan, and Magellan, and Gibraltar, 
All straits, and none but straits, are ways to them, 
Whether where Japhet dwelt, or Cham, or Shem. 

We think that Paradise and Calvary, 
Christ's cross, and Adam's tree, stood in one 
place; 
Look, Lord, and find both Adams met in me; 
As the first Adam's sweat surrounds my face, 
May the last Adam's blood my soul embrace. 

So, in his purple wrapp'd, receive me, Lord; 
By these his thorns, give me his other crown; 
And as to others' souls I preach'd thy word, 
Be this my text, my sermon to mine own: 
"Therefore that he may raise, the Lord throws 
down." 

Crossing the Bar 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson 1809-92

Sunset and evening star, 
And one clear call for me! 
And may there be no moaning of the bar, 
When I put out to sea, 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
Too full for sound and foam, 
When that which drew from out the boundless 
deep 
Turns again home. 

Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark! 
And may there be no sadness of farewell, 
When I embark; 

For through from out our bourne of Time and 
Place 
The flood may bear me far, 
I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
When I have crossed the bar. 

Editor’s note: The Donne is as originally spelt!

    


