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On behalf of the parish of St Faith’s 
Havant, please accept our condolences 

on your recent loss. 

We sincerely hope that this collection of 
readings and poems may offer you some 

comfort in what may, at times, be 
difficult days ahead.  They are taken 

from a wide range of biblical and other 
sources. 

Please be assured of our prayers during 
the coming days and let us know if there 

is anything else we can do to be of 
assistance. 

 

 

 

 

Canon Tom Kennar 

Rector 
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BIBLE READINGS 

 
Jesus goes to prepare a place for his followers 

 
Jesus said to his disciples: “Do not be worried and upset.  Believe in God, 
believe also in me.  There are many rooms in my Father’s house.  If it 
were not so, would I have told you that I go to prepare a place for you?  
And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again and will take 
you to myself, so that where I am, there you may be also.  And you know 
the way to the place where I am going.”   
 
Thomas said to him, “Lord we do not know where you are going. How 
can we know the way?”  Jesus said to him, “I am the Way, and the Truth, 
and the Life. No-one comes to the Father except through me.” 

John 14: 1-6 
 
 

Jesus Promises Eternal Life 

 
Then Jesus declared, "I am the bread of life. He who comes to me will 
never go hungry, and he who believes in me will never be thirsty. But as I 
told you, you have seen me and still you do not believe. All that the 
Father gives me will come to me, and whoever comes to me I will never 
drive away. For I have come down from heaven not to do my will but to 
do the will of him who sent me. And this is the will of him who sent me, 
that I shall lose none of all that he has given me, but raise them up at the 
last day. For my Father's will is that everyone who looks to the Son and 
believes in him shall have eternal life, and I will raise him up at the last 
day." 

John 6: 35-40 
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St Paul contemplates death in the light of Christ 
 
In fact Christ has been raised from the dead, the first fruits of those who 
have died.  For since death came through a human being, the resurrection 
of the dead has also come through a human being; for as all die in Adam, 
so will all be made alive in Christ.  But each in his own order: Christ the 
first fruits, then at his coming those who belong to Christ.  Then comes the 
end, when he hands over the Kingdom to God the Father, after he has 
destroyed every ruler and every authority and power.  For he must reign 
until he has put all his enemies under his feet.  The last enemy to be 
destroyed is death. 
 
But someone will ask, “How are the dead raised?  With what kind of body 
do they come?”  Fool!  What you sow does not come to life unless it dies.  
And as for what you sow, you do not sow the body that is to be, but a 
bare seed, perhaps of wheat or some other grain.  But God gives it a body 
as he has chosen, and to each kind of seed its own body. 
 
So it is with the resurrection of the dead.  What is sown is perishable, 
what is raised in imperishable.  It is sown in dishonour, it is raised in glory.  
It is sown in weakness, it is raised in power.  It is sown a physical body, it 
is raised a spiritual body. 
 
For this perishable body must put on imperishability, and this mortal body 
must put on immortality.  When this perishable body puts on 
imperishability, and this mortal body puts on immortality, then the saying 
that is written will be fulfilled: 
‘Death has been swallowed up in victory!’   
Where, O death is your victory? 
Where, O death is your sting? 
 
The sting of death is sin, and the power of sin is the law.  But thanks be to 
God, who gives us the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ. Therefore, my 
beloved, be steadfast, immovable, always excelling in the work of the 
Lord, because you know that in the Lord your labour is not in vain. 

1 Corinthians 15.20-26, 35-38, 42-44A, 53-end 
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St Paul considers how nothing  
can separate us from God 

 

What, then, shall we say in response to this? 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 is he that condemns? 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?  
 
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. 

Romans 8: 31-35, 37-39 

 

 

St John sees a vision of the future 
 
I, John, saw a new heaven and a new earth; for the first heaven and the 
first earth had passed away, and the sea was no more.  And I saw the holy 
city, the new Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven from God, prepared 
as a bride adorned for her husband.  And I heard a loud voice from the 
throne saying, 
 
“See, the home of God is among mortals. 
He will dwell with them; 
they will be his peoples, 
and God himself will be with them; 
he will wipe every tear from their eyes. 
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Death will be no more; 
mourning and crying and pain will be no more, 
for the first things have passed away.” 
 
And the One who was seated on the throne said, “See, I am making all 
things new”. Also he said, “Write this, for these words are trustworthy 
and true”.  The he said to me, “It is done!  I am the Alpha and the Omega, 
the beginning and the end.  To the thirsty I will give water as a gift from 
the spring of the water of life.  Those who conquer will inherit these 
things, and I will be their God and they will be my children. 

Revelation of John 21: 1-7 

 

Psalm 23: The Lord is My Shepherd 

 
The Lord is my Shepherd; I shall not want. 
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: 
He leadeth me beside the still waters. 
He restoreth my soul: 
He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness  
for His name's sake. 
 
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil: For thou art with me; 
Thy rod and thy staff, they comfort me. 
 
Thou preparest a table before me  
in the presence of mine enemies; 
Thou annointest my head with oil;  
My cup runneth over. 
 
Surely goodness and mercy  
shall follow me all the days of my life, 
and I will dwell in the House of the Lord forever. 
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Some Short Verses of Scripture 

“I am the resurrection and the life,” says the Lord.  “Those who believe in 
me, even though they die, will live, and everyone who lives and believes in 
me will never die.”   

John 11: 25-26 
 
Since we believe that Jesus dies and rose again, even so through Jesus, 
God will bring with him those who have died.  So we will be with the Lord 
for ever.  Therefore encourage one another with these words.   

1 Thessalonians 4:14,17-18 
 
Blessed are those who mourn, for they will be comforted. 

Matthew 5:4 
 
God so loved the world that he gave his only Son, so that everyone who 
believes in him may not perish but may have eternal life.   

John 3:16 
 
The eternal God is your refuge, and underneath are the everlasting arms. 

Deuteronomy 33:27 
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PRAYERS 
 

The Lord’s Prayer 
 

Our Father in heaven 
Hallowed be your name 

Your kingdom come 
Your will be done on earth 

As it is in heaven 
Give us this day our daily bread 

Forgive us our sins 
As we forgive those who sin against us 

Lead us not into temptation 
But deliver us from evil 

For the Kingdom, the power and the glory are yours 
Now and for ever, 

Amen. 
 

A Prayer of Mourning  
 

Heavenly Father,  
be with me in the difficult days ahead. 
My heart cries out in pain for my loss 
and yet I rejoice in your promises of  
eternal life for those who love you. 

I offer to you my grief,  
And I pray for the one I have lost... 

Gather them to you,  
embrace them in your loving arms, 

grant to them joy and peace everlasting. 
Work within me too, Heavenly Father, 

so that together with the one I have lost 
we may one day, together,  

sing your praise throughout eternity. 
Amen 
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POEMS AND PROSE 

 

 

All Is Well  

Death has not taken me far; 
I have only slipped into the next room  
I am I and you are you  
Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.  
Call me by my old familiar name,  
Speak to me in the easy way which you always used  
Put no difference in your tone,  
Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow,  
Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes we enjoyed together.  
Play, smile, think of me - pray for me.  
Let my name be ever the household world that it always was,  
Let it be spoken without effect, without the trace of shadow on it.  
Life means all that it ever meant.  
It is the same as it ever was, there is unbroken continuity.  
Why should I be out of mind because I am out of sight?  
I am waiting for you, for an interval, somewhere very near,  
Just around the corner.  
All is well. Nothing is past, nothing is lost.   
One brief moment and all will be as it was before,  
only better, infinitely happier,  
and forever we will all be together with Christ 
 
Henry Scott Holland 
1847-1918 
Canon of St Paul's Cathedral 
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High Flight  

Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth  
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings.  
Sunward I've climbed and joined the tumbling mirth  
Of sun split clouds - and done a hundred things  
You have not dreamed of; wheeled and soared and swung  
High in the sunlit silence. Hovering there  
I've chased the shouting wind along, and flung  
My eager craft through footless halls of air;  
Up, up the long delirious burning blue  
I've topped the windswept heights with easy grace,  
Where never lark nor even eagle flew;  
And while, with silent lifting mind I've trod  
The high, untrespassed sanctity of space  
Put out my hand and touched the face of God.  
 
Fl. Officer John Gillespie McGee  
1922-1941  
 
 

 
Sayings from Around the World 
 
Say not in grief 'he is no more' but live in thankfulness that he was. 
   
Yesterday is a memory, tomorrow is a mystery and today is a gift,  
which is why it is called the present 
 
What the caterpillar perceives is the end, to the butterfly is just the 
beginning 
 
Everything that has a beginning has an ending.   
Make your peace with that and all will be well 
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Life Goes On  

If I should go before the rest of you  
Break not a flower  

Nor inscribe a stone  
Nor when I am gone  

Speak in a Sunday voice  
But be the usual selves  

That I have known  
   

Weep if you must  
Parting is hell  

But life goes on  
So .... sing as well  

 
Joyce Grenfell  

1910-1979  
 
 

Native American Prayer  

When I am dead 
Cry for me a little 

Think of me sometimes 
But not too much. 

Think of me now and again 
As I was in life 

At some moments it's pleasant to recall 
But not for long. 

Leave me in peace 
And I shall leave you in peace 

And while you live 
Let your thoughts be with the living. 

 
Traditional 
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A Child Loaned  

"I'll lend you for a little time 
A child of Mine." He said. 

"For you to love the while he lives 
And mourn for when he's dead. 

It may be six or seven year 
Or twenty-two or three 

But will you, till I call him back 
Take care of him for Me? 

He'll bring his charms to gladden you 
And should his stay be brief, 

You'll have his lovely memories 
As solace for your grief. 

  
I cannot promise he will stay 
Since all from Earth return, 

But there are lessons taught down there 
I want the child to learn. 

I've looked this wide world over 
In my search for teachers true, 

And from the throngs that crowd life's lanes,  
I have selected you; 

Now will you give him all your love, 
Nor think the labour vain 

Nor hate Me when I come to call 
And take him back again? 

  
Anonymous 
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On the death of a child 
 

I fancied that I heard them say, 
"Dear Lord, Thy will be done, 

For all the joy Thy child shall bring, 
For the risk of grief we'll run. 

We'll shelter him with tenderness, 
We'll love him while we may, 

And for the happiness we've known, 
Forever grateful stay. 

But should the angels call for him 
Much sooner than we planned, 

We'll brave the bitter grief that comes 
And try to understand." 

 
Anonymous 

 

 

 

Farewell  

Farewell to Thee!  But not farewell 
To all my fondest thoughts of Thee; 
Within my heart they still shall dwell 
And they shall cheer and comfort me. 

  
Life seems more sweet that Thou didst live 

And men more true that Thou wert one; 
Nothing is lost that Thou didst give, 

Nothing destroyed that Thou hast done. 
 

Anne Bronte 
1820-1849 
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If I Should Go Tomorrow 
 
If I should go tomorrow 
It would never be goodbye, 
For I have left my heart with you, 
So don't you ever cry. 
The love that's deep within me, 
Shall reach you from the stars, 
You'll feel it from the heavens, 
And it will heal the scars. 
 
Anonymous 
  
 
He is Gone 
  
You can shed tears that he is gone, 
Or you can smile because he lived, 
You can close your eyes and pray that he will come back, 
Or you can open your eyes and see all that he has left. 
  
Your heart can be empty because you can't see him 
Or you can be full of the love that you shared, 
You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday, 
Or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday. 
  
You can remember him and only that he is gone 
Or you can cherish his memory and let it live on, 
You can cry and close your mind be empty and turn your back, 
Or you can do what he would want:  
smile, open your eyes, love one another, and go on. 
 
Anonymous       
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 The Ship 
 
I am standing on the sea shore, 
A ship sails in the morning breeze and starts for the ocean. 
She is an object of beauty and I stand watching her 
Till at last she fades on the horizon and someone at my side says: 
"She is gone." 
  
Gone! Where? 
Gone from my sight - that is all. 
She is just as large in the masts,  
hull and spars as she was when I saw her 
And just as able to bear her load of living freight to its destination. 
The diminished size and total loss of sight is in me, 
not in her. 
  
And just at the moment when someone at my side says, 
"She is gone",  
There are others who are watching her coming,  
and other voices take up a glad shout: 
"There she comes" 
- and that is dying.  An horizon and just the limit of our sight. 
Lift us up, Oh Lord, that we may see further. 
 
Bishop Brent 
1862 – 1926 
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Remember  

 
Remember me when I am gone away,  

Gone far away into the silent land:  
When you can no more hold me by the hand,  

Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.  
Remember me when no more day by day  

You tell me of our future that you planned:  
Only remember me; you understand  
It will be late to counsel then or pray.  
Yet if you should forget me for a while  

And afterwards remember, do not grieve:  
For if the darkness and corruption leave  

A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,  
Better by far you should forget and smile  

Than that you should remember and be sad.  
 

Christina Rossetti  
1830-1894 
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Death Be Not Proud 
  

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee  
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;  

For those whom thou think'st thou dost over throw  
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.  
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,  

Much pleasure - then, from thee much more must flow;  
And soonest our best men with thee do go,  

Rest of their bones and soul's delivery.  
Thou'rt slave to fate, chance, kings and desperate men,  

And dost with poison, war and sickness dwell;  
And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well,  

And better than thy stroke.  Why swell'st thou then?  
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,  

And death shall be no more.  Death thou shalt die.  
 

John Donne  
1572-1631  
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But Not Forgotten 
 

I think no matter where you stray, 
That I shall go with you a way. 

Though you may wander sweeter lands, 
You will not forget my hands, 

Nor yet the way I held my head 
Nor the tremulous things I said. 

You will still see me, small and white 
And smiling, in the secret night, 

And feel my arms about you when 
The day comes fluttering back again. 

I think, no matter where you be, 
You'll hold me in your memory 

And keep my image there without me, 
By telling later loves about me. 

 
Dorothy Parker 
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Someone Cares for You 
 

Holding on to something 
With hope in your heart 

But sometimes time can change things 
And hoping gets hard 

 
Don't give up, don't give in 

Others have been where you've been 
And just around the corner there's a smile 

 
You need to remember  

That someone cares for you 
That summer follows winter 

And life can be renewed 
You need to remember 

That sunshine follows rain 
That tears are prayers for laughter 

And life can come again 
You need to remember 

 
Understanding heartache 

It's hard just to trust 
But you'll find things will work out 

Just believe in love 
 

And don't give up, don't give in 
Others have been where you've been  

And just around the corner there's a smile 
 

Anonymous 
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The End of the Road 
 

When I come to the end of the road  
And the sun has set for me  

I want no rites in a gloom-filled room.  
Why cry for a soul set free?  

 
Miss me a little--but not too long  

And not with your head bowed low.  
Remember the love that we once shared,  

Miss me--but let me go.  
 

For this is a journey that we all must take  
And each must go alone.  

It's all a part of the Master's plan,  
A step on the road to home.  

 
When you are lonely and sick of heart  

Go to the friends we know  
And bury your sorrows in doing good deeds.  

Miss Me--But Let me Go!  
 

Anonymous 
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Crossing the Bar 
 

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 tho' 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 crost the bar. 

 
Alfred Lord Tennyson 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



22 

 

After I Have Gone” 

Speak my name softly after I have gone. 
I loved the quiet things, the flowers and the dew, 
Field mice, birds homing; and the frost that shone  
On nursery windows when my years were few; 
And autumn mists subduing hill and plain 
And blurring outlines of those older moods 
that follow, after loss and grief and pain – 
And last and best, a gentle laugh with friends, 
All bitterness foregone, and evening near. 
If we be kind and faithful when day ends, 
We shall not meet that ragged starveling ‘fear’ 
As one by one we take the unknown way – 
Speak my name softly – there’s no more to say. 
 
Vera I. Arlett 
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Footprints 
 

One night a man had a dream.  
He dreamed he was walking along the beach  
with the Lord.  
Across the sky flashed scenes from his life.  
For each scene, he noticed two sets of footprints in the sand: 
one belonging to him, and the other to the Lord. When the last 
scene of his life flashed before him,  
he looked back at the footprints in the sand.  
He noticed that many times along the path of his life there was 
only one set of footprints.  
He also noticed that it happened at the very lowest and 
saddest times of his life.  
This really bothered him and he questioned the Lord about it.  
"Lord, You said that once I decided to follow you,  
You would walk with me all the way.  
But I have noticed that during the most troublesome times of 
my life, there is only one set of footprints.  
I don't understand why when I needed You most You would 
leave me."  
The Lord replied, "My son, My precious child,  
I love you and I would never leave you.  
During your times of trial and suffering,  
when you see only one set of footprints,  
it was then that I carried you. 
 
Attributed to Mary Stephenson (1939) 
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Contact Details: 
 
Canon Tom Kennar 
Rector 
The Parish Office 
2 North Street 
Havant 
PO9 1PR 
 
Mob: 07881 025592 
 
Email: tomkennar@gmail.com 


