In Loving Memory

Anthony James
Spottiswoode Alexander
11 January 1945 - 11 April 2020
12.20pm, Monday 27 April 2020, West Herts Crematorium

Opening Music
O Mio Babbino Caro
Puccini
Welcome And Gathering Of Thoughts
James Fields, Celebrant
Reading
Let Us Be Contented
Winston Churchill (read by James Fields)
Let us be contented with what has happened and
be thankful for all that we have been spared.
Let us accept the natural order of things in which we move.
Let us reconcile ourselves to the mysterious rhythm of our destinies,
such as they must be in this world of space and time.
Let us treasure our joys but not bewail our sorrows.
The glory of light cannot exist without its shadows.
Life is a whole, and good and ill must be accepted together.
The journey has been enjoyable and well worth making... once.
Hymn
Jerusalem
William Blake
And did those feet in ancient time,
Walk upon England’s mountains green:
And was the holy Lamb of God,
On England’s pleasant pastures seen!

Bring me my Bow of burning gold:
Bring me my Arrows of desire:
Bring me my Spear: O clouds unfold:
Bring me my Chariot of fire!

And did the Countenance Divine,
Shine forth upon our clouded hills?
And was Jerusalem builded here,
Among these dark Satanic Mills?

I will not cease from Mental Fight,
Nor shall my Sword sleep in my hand:
Till we have built Jerusalem,
In Englands green & pleasant Land.

Reading
The Dash
Linda Ellis (read by Jenny Alexander)
I read of a man who stood to speak
at the funeral of a friend.
He referred to the dates on the casket
from beginning to the end.
He noted that first came the date of birth
and spoke of the following date with tears,

But he said what mattered most was the
dash between those years.
For that Dash represents all the
time that he spent on earth
And now only those that loved him know
what that little line is worth.

For it matters not, how much we own,
the cars, the house the cash.
What matters is how we live and love
and how we spend our dash.

And be less quick to anger and
show appreciation more
And love the people in our lives like
we have never loved before.

So think about this long and hard.
Are there things you would like to change?
For you never know how much time is left
that can still be re-arranged.

If we treat each other with respects
and more often wear a smile.
Remembering that this special
dash might only last a while.

If we could just slow down enough to
consider what is true and real
And always try to understand the way
other people feel.

So when your eulogy is being read with
your life’s actions to rehash,
Would you be proud of the things they
say about how you spent your dash?

Reading
Parable Of Immortality
Henry Van Dyke (read by Nigel Alexander)
I am standing by the seashore.
A ship at my side spreads her white
sails to the morning breeze
and starts for the blue ocean.
She is an object of beauty and strength,
and I stand and watch
until at last she hangs like a
peck of white cloud
just where the sun and sky come
down to mingle with each other.
Then someone at my side says,
“There she goes!”
Gone where?
Gone from my sight - that is all.

She is just as large in mast
and hull and spar
as she was when she left my side
and just as able to bear
her load of living freight
to the places of destination.
Her diminished size is in me, not in her.
And just at the moment
when someone at my side says,
“There she goes!”,
there are other eyes watching her coming,
and other voices ready
to take up the glad shout:
“Here she comes!”

Words From The Family
Tribute
James Fields
Music
The Best Is Yet To Come
Colin Blunstone

The Committal
James Fields
Thanks
James Fields
Celtic Blessing
Anon (read by James Fields)
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 Son of Peace to you.
May the road rise to meet you;
May the wind be always at your back;
May the sun shine warm upon your face;
May the rains fall softly upon your fields.
Until we meet again,
May God hold you in the hollow of His hand.
Closing Music
Take Me Home, Country Roads
John Denver

Donations in memory of Tony may be made to the RNLI

