
It wasn’t the funeral that any of us would have 

wished for him, but I found it very moving all the 

same. 

Alan, who has been a stalwart of our 8am congrega-

tion since before I can remember, died only a few 

weeks after having been diagnosed with cancer earli-

er this year. He was popular, so though he was in his 

nineties, I’m sure there would have been close to a 

hundred at the funeral had it been in normal times. 

As it was, there were five of us at Kingston crematori-

um: me, his son, his daughter in law, his grandson, 

and the organist. 

We sang ‘Onward Christian Soldiers’, we read from 

the Book of Common Prayer and the King James ver-

sion of the Bible, for he was that kind of person, and I 

led the prayers of commendation and committal: ash-

es to ashes, and all that. It was rightly prayerful, prop-

er and good, but the real kicker came at the end. 

We left the crematorium to ‘Nimrod’ by Elgar on the 

organ. Normally, it’s good to have a piece which goes 

on for several minutes because it takes a while for 

the congregation to file out of the chapel. In this case, 

of course, we were out in half a minute and so that 

left the casket behind the curtain, and the organist. 

I stood just outside by the door, as the organist 

played on. If you are familiar with the piece, you will 

recognise the various cadences that build up to a tre-

mendous crescendo that finally fades away. 

And there is a school of thought that would, I sup-

pose, just have stopped playing, once the congrega-

tion had gone away. The chapel was empty. Who was 

he playing for, after all? 

But not this organist. He kept going, and not just go-

ing through the motions either. This was a beautifully 

rendered performance of the music, honouring the 

departed. I think there was something magnificent in 

that rendition of ‘Nimrod’. I have heard it hundreds 

of times, of course, but not like that. Its beauty rang 

out for Alan, unhearing behind the curtain, for the 

human spirit, that refuses to be contained by a virus, 

for God, receiving Alan into his Kingdom. 

I have heard this from other clergy who’ve taken 

these ultra-thin funerals in the last few weeks: the 

dignity in some ways is enhanced; the prayer is purer. 

Not that it matters if anything is better or worse, but 

what is good is that dignity is there. 

I don’t think even its biggest fans would claim that 

the Kingston Crematorium Chapel is a place of aes-

thetic beauty, but it is performing fantastic service to 

the community now. There will be another eleven 

funerals there today; yesterday, there were fourteen. 

(In a typical May day, you would have five or six, I 

suppose.) 

God bless the attendants and, of course, the organist. 

For what they are doing is good. 

 

Dignity of a low key ending 
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