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Welcome by the Rev. Peter Dewey, Sanderson’s 1951-1957 

Introit by the Choir 

 
 

Come, my Way, my Truth, my Life, 
Such a Way as gives us breath, 

Such a Truth as ends all strife, 

Such a Life as killeth death. 
 

Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart, 

Such a Joy as none can move, 
Such a Life as none can part, 

Such a Heart as joys in love. 

 

Come, my Light, my Feast, my strength, 

Such a Light as shows a Feast, 

Such a Feast as mends in Length, 

Such a Strength as makes his Guest. 
 

George Herbert (1593-1639) 

Music by Vaughan Williams 

Prayer read by the Rev. Peter Dewey 
 

Forgive us our sins, O Lord; forgive us the sins of our youth and the sins of our riper 
years, the sins of our souls and of our bodies, the sins we remember and the sins we 

have forgotten – even those sins for which we cannot get to forgive ourselves, forgive 

them too for the sake of your son Jesus.  
 

After John Wesley (1703-91) 

 

All comments in italics were written by John Dancy  

for this Order of Service 
 
It was the Methodists who started the tradition of hymn singing as a central feature of worship in 

the Reformed Churches. But in 1849 the Church of England decided to follow suit by building a 
collection of its own. A committee sent out invitations to all possible authors inviting submissions to 

a collection to be called ‘Hymns Ancient and Modern’. One of those who responded was the Master 
of the Choristers at Winchester College, who sent in the hymn that now begins with the words 
‘Eternal Father’. He had written it for one of his Choristers whose parents would be in New York 

for Christmas, just when the Altantic crossing would be at its most hazardous. 
 

The committee said they would accept it if he agreed to changing the order of lines in v.1, opening 
with his line 4, and sent him a cheque for 2 guineas as a fee. He, being a modest man, immediately 

agreed to their request and returned the 2 guineas fee. The Chorister crossed safely, and the hymn 
has become the anthem of Christian navies and lifeboat services the world over. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hymn 
Eternal Father, strong to save, 

Whose arm does bind the restless wave, 

Who bids the mighty ocean deep 

Its own appointed limits keep;  

O hear us when we cry to Thee  

For those in peril on the sea! 

 

O Saviour, whose almighty word 

The winds and waves submissive heard, 

Who walked upon the foaming deep, 

And calm amid the rage did sleep;  

O hear us when we cry to Thee  

For those in peril on the sea! 

 

O Holy Spirit, who did brood 

Upon the waters dark and rude, 

Who bid their angry tumult cease, 

And give, for wild confusion, peace;  

O hear us when we cry to Thee  

For those in peril on the sea! 

 

O Trinity of love and power, 

Our children shield in danger’s hour; 

From rock and tempest, fire and foe, 

Protect them wheresoe’er they go;  

Thus, evermore shall rise to Thee  

Glad hymns of praise from land and sea. 
 

Words: William Whiting (1825-78)  

Music: John B. Dykes (1823-76) 

  



 

A Tribute by David Lloyd, OBE, Gibbs’ 1954-1959 
 

 

 

John in Head Master’s Study, at Lancing c 1958 
 

 

 

 

 

John with Angela at Lancing celebrations for his 90th Birthday 

 

When we moved to Mousehole, we found the property next door, where our daughter Nick now 

lives, was occupied by a carpenter called Willie Grenfell. He told us he made all the coffins in the 
village and was indeed the village undertaker. The conversation then turned to funerals of which he 
said, with unexpected authority, ‘...and you will of course have “Will your hanchor old?” – which 

of course we will. 

  



Hymn 
Will your anchor hold in the storms of life, 

When the clouds unfold their wings of strife? 

When the strong tides lift, and the cables strain, 

Will your anchor drift, or firm remain?  
We have an anchor that keeps the soul  

Steadfast and sure while the billows roll;  

Fastened to the Rock which cannot move,  

Grounded firm and deep in the Saviour’s love! 

 

Will your anchor hold in the straits of fear? 

When the breakers roar and the reef is near; 

While the surges rave, and the wild winds blow, 

Shall the angry waves then your bark o’erflow? 

 

Will your anchor hold in the floods of death, 

When the waters cold chill your latest breath? 

On the rising tide you can never fail, 

While your anchor holds within the veil. 

 

Will your eyes behold through the morning light 

The city of gold and the harbour bright? 

Will you anchor safe by the heavenly shore, 

When life’s storms are past for evermore? 
 

Words by Priscilla Jane Owens (1829-99) 

Music by W.J. Kirkpatrick (1838-1921) 

 

 

John and Angela lecturing on a Greek Cruise c 1965 

  



A reading by Sir Tim Rice, OBE, Second’s 1958-1962 
from Ithaca, a poem by the modem Greek poet Cavafy (1863-1933) 
 

The poem is a reflection on the voyage home of Odysseus at the end of the Trojan War. In Cavafy’s 
telling, the voyage to Ithaca symbolises the journey of a lifetime. 

 

When you set out for Ithaca, ask that the journey be long, full of adventures, full of 

things to learn. Pray that there be many summer mornings when with what joy, what 
delight, you will enter harbours you have not seen before: you will stop at Phoenician 

trading ports and acquire beautiful merchandise, you will visit many Egyptian cities to 

gather stores of knowledge from the learned. 
 

Have Ithaca always in your mind. Your destination is always to arrive there, but do not 

hurry your journey in the least. Better that it may last for many years, that you drop 
anchor at that island when you are old, rich with all that Ithaca gave you on the way, 

not expecting that Ithaca will give you wealth; Ithaca gave you that splendid journey. 

Without her you would not have set out. She has nothing more to offer. 
 

And if you find her poor, Ithaca has not deceived you. You will doubtless have acquired 

such wisdom, so much experience, that you have already realised what these Ithacas 
mean. 
 

Note on Cavafy’s text. The Greek word here translated ‘doubtless’, is (surprisingly) altogether 

omitted in the official English translation of Cavafy’s poem, but John wanted its ironical presence 

here. He used to claim that it was not until his 80th birthday that he was first accused of ‘wisdom’. 

 

  



 

Choir Anthem: A Gaelic Blessing  
 

Deep peace of the running wave to you. 

Deep peace of the flowing air to you. 

Deep peace of the quiet earth to you. 

Deep peace of the shining stars to you. 

Deep peace of the gentle night to you. 

Moon and stars pour their healing light on you. 

Deep peace of Christ, 

of Christ the light of the world to you. 

Deep peace of Christ to you.  

 

John Rutter 

 

The Old Testament 
 

In later life John took the tools of literary criticism from Greek to its Hebrew contemporary, known 
to us as the Old Testament. This too is not one book but a whole library, which contains many 

different styles and points of view.  
A picture of God is painted by an earlier poet known to us as Second Isaiah. He wrote when the 

greatest single misfortune suffered by the Jews in their history, namely the exile of their leading 
people to Babylon, was about to be reversed after sixty years by the Persian King Cyrus. 
Its tone of expectant joy is artfully expressed by the poet. The literary critic notes his use of a rare 

trope, the inverted crescendo, where the sequence ‘mount up as eagles, run and not be weary, walk 
and not be faint.’ is the opposite of the expected.  

 

 

Reading by Dominic Oliver, Head Master  
from Isaiah ch.40 (sixth cent. B.C.) 

 
Hast thou not known? Hast thou not heard? 
That the everlasting God, the creator of the ends of the earth, 

giveth power to the faint, 

and to them that have no might he increaseth strength. 
Even the youths shall faint and be weary, 

and the young men shall utterly fall; 

But they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength: 
they shall mount up with wings as eagles; 

they shall run and not be weary;  

and they shall walk and not be faint.  

 

 
 



A Tribute by great-grandson, Max Sargent 

 
We’re going to sing this last hymn in an unusual way. The words were originally written by a 

French parish priest, to go with the music of a chorus from Handel’s Judas Maccabaeus, for singing 
in church. When granddaughter Kate Dancy was married from our house in France, we decided to 

invite the mixed congregation to sing one verse of it in French in celebration of two millennia of 
Christian Europe. In their tiny village church the packed congregation of 170-odd really did raise 

the roof (French singing in church is usually abysmal), and prompted the Abbé to say to his own 
flock; “Voilà, mes amis: vous voyez que les Anglais ont toujours foi - ‘the English still have faith’. 

 

Hymn 
 

1. Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son  

Endless is the victory thou o’er death hast won.  

Angels in bright raiment rolled the stone away,  

Kept the folded grave clothes where the body lay. 

Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son,  

Endless is the victory thou o’er death hast won. 

OR 

A toi la gloire, Christ ressuscité,  

A toi la victoire pour l’éternité. 

Brilliant de lumière l’ange est descendu,  

II roule la pierre du tombeau vaincu. 

A toi la gloire, Christ ressuscité,  

A toi la victoire pour l’éternité. 

 

2. Lo! Jesus meets us, risen from the tomb;  

Lovingly he greets us, scatters fear and gloom; 

Let the Church with gladness hymns of triumph sing;  

For her Lord now liveth, death has lost its sting. 

Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son,  

Endless is the victory thou o’er death hast won. 

 

3. No more we doubt thee, glorious prince of life,  

Life is naught without thee; aid us in our strife. 

Make us more than conquerors, through thy deathless love, 

Bring us safe through Jordan to thy home above. 

Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son, 

Endless is the victory thou o’er death hast won. 
 

French original by E.L.Budry (1884)  

English translation by Richard Hoyle (1923) 

Tune from Handel’s Judas Maccabaeus (1746) 

  



Closing Prayers 
 

 

Read by Charles Anson, CVO, Olds 1957-1961 
from a sermon by John Donne (1572-1631) 

 

Bring us, O Lord God, at our last awakening  
into the house and gate of heaven, 

to enter into that gate and dwell in that house 

where there shall be no darkness nor dazzling, but one equal light;  
no noise nor silence, but one equal music; 

no fears nor hopes, but one equal possession;  

no ends nor beginnings, but one equal eternity;  
in the habitations of thy glory and dominion,  

world without end. 

Amen. 

 

 

Read by the Rev. Peter Dewey 
A prayer by J.H. Newman (1801-90) 

 

O Lord, support us all the day long of this troublous life, 
Until the shades lengthen, and the evening comes, 

And the busy world is hushed, the fever of life is over, 

And our work done. 
Then, Lord, in thy mercy, grant us safe lodging, 

A holy rest, and peace at the last; 

Through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen 

 

 

The Lord’s Prayer 
 
Let us pray with confidence as our Saviour has taught us 

All   Our Father, who art in heaven, 

hallowed be thy name; 

thy kingdom come; thy will be done; 

on earth as it is in heaven. 

Give us this day our daily bread. 

And forgive us our trespasses, 

as we forgive those who trespass against us. 

And lead us not into temptation; 

but deliver us from evil. 

For thine is the kingdom, 

the power and the glory, 

for ever and ever. 

Amen. 



The Blessing 
The God of peace, 

who brought again from the dead our Lord Jesus, 

that great shepherd of the sheep, 
make you perfect in every good work to do his will; 

and the blessing of God almighty, 

the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, 
be among you and remain with you always. 

All   Amen. 

 

 

Organ Voluntary Scipio's March by Handel  

 

Afterthoughts 
Prosaic: ‘She first departed; he for a little tried  

to live without her, liked it not, and died.’  
(after Sir Henry Wotton 1568-1639)  

 

Poetical: ‘Life is nothing without love,  

whereas love without life is still love.’  
(from a letter from Angela to John 25 April, 1944) 

 

 

Angela enjoying her 90th birthday 

 

If you wish to make a charitable donation in memory of John Dancy, there will be a 
retiring collection which will be divided between Alzheimer's and the Friends of 

Lancing Chapel. 

 

Everyone is warmly invited to join us for refreshments in the Megarry Room following 

the service. 


