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[i carry your heart with me

i carry your heart with me(i carry it in
my heart)i am never without it(anywhere
i go you go,my dear;and whatever is done
by only me is your doing,my darling)
                                                      i fear
no fate(for you are my fate,my sweet)i want
no world(for beautiful you are my world,my true)
and it’s you are whatever a moon has always meant
and whatever a sun will always sing is you

here is the deepest secret nobody knows
(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud
and the sky of the sky of a tree called life;which grows
higher than soul can hope or mind can hide)
and this is the wonder that’s keeping the stars apart

i carry your heart(i carry it in my heart)

e e cummings
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Hymn

He who would valiant be ‘gainst all disaster,
Let him in constancy, follow the Master.

There’s no discouragement 
shall make him once relent

his first avowed intent to be a pilgrim.
Who so beset him round with dismal stories,

do but themselves confound—
his strength the more is.

No foes shall stay his might, 
though he with giants fight;

he will make good his right to be a pilgrim.
Since, Lord, Thou dost defend 

us with Thy Spirit,
we know we at the end 

shall life inherit.
Then, fancies, flee away! 
I’ll fear not what men say,

I’ll labour night and day to be a pilgrim.




Welcome & Bidding 
The Rev. Dave Crees Chaplain to the Household Division 

We meet today to celebrate the life of Bamber Gascoigne, 
a polymath, a giant, a man whom Samuel Johnson might 
have recognised and admired: a conversationalist. 
We remember his ability to make friends in the blink of 
an eye, and his relaxed lightness of touch.
We remember his love of the river at Richmond and his 
love of the opera. And as we mourn his death, we think 
of his gentle smile and his reckless generosity, which 
enhanced the lives of people who knew him – and people 
whom he had never met.


Tribute – Christina Gascoigne


Handel Lascia ch’io pianga from Rinaldo  

Ailish Tynan, Iain Burnside

Lascia ch’io pianga  
mia cruda sorte,  
e che sospiri a libertà.
Il duolo infranga  
queste ritorte,  
de’ miei martiri  
sol per pietà.

Leave me to weep  
over my cruel fate,  
let me sigh for my freedom.
Oh may the pain that I feel  
– if only out of pity –  
shatter the chains  
of my tribulations.

Handel uses this melody as a sarabande in Act 3 of Almira (1705). He re–uses it in 
his 1707 oratorio Il trionfo del Tempo e del Disinganno and then again in 1711, for 
his London opera Rinaldo, when Almirena pleads with her abductor Argante.
The text is by Giacomo Rossi, an Italian who settled in London early in the  
18th century, writing libretti for Handel between 1710 and 1729.



Tribute – Michael Frayn


Schubert String Quintet in C major, 2nd movement
 John Mills, David Alberman,  

Max Mandel, Kate Gould, Tim Posner


Reading – Joanna Lumley 
When Autumn Mists were Falling Dank  

by Patrick Barrington


Strauss Morgen!  
Ailish Tynan, Iain Burnside, David Alberman

Und morgen wird die Sonne wieder scheinen
Und auf dem Wege, den ich gehen werde,
Wird uns, die Glücklichen, sie wieder einen
Inmitten dieser sonnenatmenden Erde . . .
Und zu dem Strand, dem weiten, wogenblauen,
Werden wir still und langsam niedersteigen,
Stumm werden wir uns in die Augen schauen,
Und auf uns sinkt des Glückes stummes Schweigen . . .

Translation
And tomorrow the sun will shine again
And the path that I will travel,
Will reunite us, lucky ones,
Amidst this sun–breathing earth . . .
And to the shore, broad, blue–waves,
We will descend quietly, slowly,
Silent, we will look into one another’s  eyes,
And upon us will fall happiness, mute, silent . . .



Reading – Alexander Creswell
Ecclesiastes 3: 1–11

To every thing there is a season, 
and a time to every purpose under heaven:

A time to be born, and a time to die;
A time to plant, and a time to uproot; 

A time to kill, and a time to heal;
A time to tear down, and a time to build; 

A time to weep, and a time to laugh; 
A time to mourn, and a time to dance; 

A time to scatter stones, and a time to gather them;
A time to embrace, and a time to refrain; 
A time to search, and a time to give up; 

A time to keep, and a time to throw away; 
A time to tear, and a time to mend; 

A time to be silent, and a time to speak; 
A time to love, and a time to hate; 

A time for war, and a time for peace.
God has made everything beautiful in its time.
He has also set eternity in the hearts of men.


Tribute – Susan Attenborough


The Commendation & Prayers – The Rev. Adam Ford

The Last Post 
The Grenadiers’ Return 

Reveille


Hymn
For all the saints, who from their labours rest,
Who Thee by faith before the world confessed,

Thy Name, O Jesus, be forever blessed..
Alleluia! Alleluia!

Thou wast their Rock, their Fortress and their Might;
Thou, Lord, their Captain in the well fought fight;
Thou, in the darkness drear, their one true Light.

Alleluia! Alleluia!
O may Thy soldiers, faithful, true and bold,
Fight as the saints who nobly fought of old,

And win with them the victor’s crown of gold.
Alleluia! Alleluia!

And when the strife is fierce, the warfare long,
Steals on the ear the distant triumph song,

And hearts are brave, again, and arms are strong.
Alleluia! Alleluia!

The golden evening brightens in the west;
Soon, soon to faithful warriors comes their rest;

Sweet is the calm of paradise the blessed.
Alleluia! Alleluia! 

From earth’s wide bounds, from ocean’s farthest coast,
Through gates of pearl streams in the countless host,

Singing to Father, Son and Holy Ghost:
Alleluia! Alleluia!


A Gaelic Blessing 






