
The Sailing Ship - Bishop Charles Henry Brent 
What is dying? 
I am standing on the seashore. 
A ship sails to the morning breeze and starts for the ocean. 

She is an object and I stand watching her 
Till at last she fades from 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. 

 

 

All Is Well 
By Henry Scott Holland (1847-1918), Canon of St Paul’s Cathedral 
Death is nothing at all, 
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 word 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. 



I’m Free 
Unknown 
Don’t grieve for me, for now I’m free 
I’m following the path God has laid you see. 
I took His hand when I heard him call 

I turned my back and left it all. 
 
I could not stay another day 
To laugh, to love, to work, to play. 
Tasks left undone must stay that way 
I found that peace at the close of day. 
 

If my parting has left a void 
Then fill it with remembered joy. 

A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss 
Oh yes, these things I too will miss. 
 
Be not burdened with times of sorrow 

I wish you the sunshine of tomorrow. 
My life’s been full, I savored much 
Good friends, good times, a loved one’s touch. 
 
Perhaps my time seemed all too brief 
Don’t lengthen it now with undue grief. 

Lift up your hearts and peace to thee 
God wanted me now; He set me free. 

 

Epitaph on a Friend 

Robert Burns 
An honest man here lies at rest,  
The friend of man, the friend of truth,  

The friend of age, and guide of youth:  
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm'd,  
Few heads with knowledge so inform'd;  

If there's another world, he lives in bliss;  
If there is none, he made the best of this. 

  



Don’t Cry for me 
 
Don't cry for me now I have died, for I'm still here I'm by your side, 
My body's gone but my soul's is here, please don't shed another tear, 

I am still here I'm all around, only my body lies in the ground. 
I am the snowflake that kisses your nose, 
I am the frost, that nips your toes. 
I am the sun ,bringing you light, 
I am the star, shining so bright. 
I am the rain, refreshing the earth, 
I am the laughter, I am the mirth. 

I am the bird, up in the sky, 
I am the cloud, that's drifting by. 
I am the thoughts, inside your head, 

While I'm still there, I can't be dead. 
 

AFTERGLOW 

Author: Helen Lowrie Marshall 
I’d like the memory of me to be a happy one. 

I’d like to leave an afterglow of smiles when life is done. 
I’d like to leave an echo whispering softly down the ways, 
Of happy times and laughing times and bright and sunny days. 
I’d like the tears of those who grieve, to dry before the sun; 

Of happy memories that I leave when life is done. 


