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Musicians 

The Choir of St Botolph-without-Bishopsgate 
Organist and Director of Music: Iestyn Evans 

 
 

Charity collection 

In thanksgiving for Nick’s life and at the request of his family and 
colleagues, a collection will be taken up during the singing of the 
hymn ‘The Lord of the Dance’ which will be divided between the 

National Autistic Society (Registered Charity No 269425) and  
St Botolph-without-Bishopsgate (Registered Charity No 1135985). 

Please give generously, and if you are a UK taxpayer please 
complete the Gift Aid envelope provided so an additional 25% can 

be claimed on your donation. 

It is possible to make a contactless or card donation—there is a 
card reader available at the back of church—and these donations 

can also be Gift Aided. 

Any cheques should be made out to ‘St Botolph-without-
Bishopsgate’ as the collection will be counted, and the Gift Aid 
calculated, at the church, before the total amount collected is 

forwarded to the charities. 
 
 

After the service 

Please join us at  
Balls Brothers, Minster Court, 3 Mincing Lane, London EC3R 7PP 

to raise a glass in memory of our friend Nick Derrick 



 

Order of Service 
 
 
 

Please stand when the bell rings 
 
 

Welcome and Bidding Prayer 

The Revd David Armstrong 
 
 

Please remain standing 
 
 

Hymn 

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? 

And did the countenance divine 
Shine forth upon our clouded hills? 
And was Jerusalem builded here 
Among those dark satanic mills? 

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! 

I will not cease from mental fight, 
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand, 

Till we have built Jerusalem 
In England’s green and pleasant land. 

William Blake Jerusalem, Sir Hubert Parry 

 
 
Please sit 
 



Reading: Romans 8: 38-39 

read by Andrew Corton 

And I am convinced that nothing can ever separate us from God’s love. 
Neither death nor life, neither angels nor demons, neither our fears for 
today nor our worries about tomorrow—not even the powers of hell can 
separate us from God’s love. No power in the sky above or in the earth 
below—indeed, nothing in all creation will ever be able to separate us 
from the love of God that is revealed in Christ Jesus our Lord. 
 
 

Tribute 

given by Simon Kemp 
 
 

Choir: Psalm 23 (‘Brother James’s Air’) 

The Lord’s my Shepherd, I’ll not want, 
He makes me down to lie 

In pastures green: he leadeth me 
The quiet waters by. 

Yea, though I pass through shadowed vale, 
Yet will I fear no ill; 

For thou art with me, and thy rod 
And staff me comfort still. 

My soul he doth restore again 
And me to walk doth make 

Within the paths of blessedness, 
E’en for his own Name’s sake. 

My table thou hast furnished 
In presence of my foes; 

My head thou dost with oil anoint, 
And my cup overflows. 

Goodness and mercy all my days 
Will surely follow me: 

And in my Father’s heart always 
My dwelling-place shall be. 

And in my heart for evermore 
Thy dwelling-place shall be. 

Scottish Psalter, 1650               James Leith Macbeth Bain, arr. Gordon Jacob 



Readings 
 

Miss me, but let me go – Christina Rossetti  

Read by Melanie Buitendag 

When I come to the end of the road, 
And the sun has set for me, 

I want no rites in a gloom-filled room: 
Why cry for a soul set free? 

Miss me a little–but not too long, 
And not with your head bowed low. 

Remember the love that we once shared: 
Miss me–but let me go. 

For this is a journey that we all must take, 
And each must go alone. 

It's all a part of the Master’s plan, 
A step on the road to home. 

When you are lonely and sick of heart, 
Go to the friends we know, 

And bury your sorrows in doing good deeds: 
Miss me–but let me go! 

 
Gone from my sight - Henry Van Dyke 

Read by Isabelle Therrien 

I am standing upon the seashore. A ship, at my side, spreads her white 
sails to the moving breeze and starts for the blue ocean. She is an object 
of beauty and strength. I stand and watch her until, at length, she hangs 
like a speck of white cloud just where the sea and sky come to mingle with 
each other. Then, someone at my side says, "There, she is gone". 

Gone where? Gone from my sight. That is all. She is just as large in 
mast, hull and spar as she was when she left my side. And, she is just 
as able to bear her load of living freight to her destined port. Her 
diminished size is in me -- not in her. 

And, just at the moment when someone says, "There, she is gone," 
there are other eyes watching her coming, and other voices ready to 
take up the glad shout, "Here she comes!" 

And that is dying... 

Death comes in its own time, in its own way. 
Death is as unique as the individual experiencing it. 



Choir: Crossing the Bar 

Sunset and evening star, 
And one clear call for me! 

And may there be no moaning of the bar, 
When I put out to sea, 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
Too full for sound and foam, 

When that which drew from out the boundless deep 
Turns again home. 

Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark! 

And may there be no sadness of farewell, 
When I embark; 

For though from out our bourne of Time and Place 
The flood may bear me far, 

I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
When I have crossed the bar. 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson Sir Hubert Parry 

 
 
Please kneel or sit 

 
Prayers 

concluding with the Lord’s Prayer said by 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. 
 
 
Please stand 



 
During the singing of the following hymn a collection will be taken 
up for the National Autistic Society and St Botolph-without-
Bishopsgate (see inside front cover for more information).  

Please use the Gift Aid envelope if you are able, to allow 25% to be 
added to your donation. 
 
 

Hymn 

I danced in the morning when the world was begun, 
And I danced in the moon and the stars and the sun, 
I came down from heaven and I danced on the earth; 

At Bethlehem I had my birth. 
Dance, then, wherever you may be; 
I am the Lord of the Dance, said he, 

And I’ll lead you all, wherever you may be, 

And I’ll lead you all in the dance, said he. 

I danced for the scribe and the Pharisee, 
But they would not dance and they would not follow me. 

I danced for the fishermen, for James and John— 
They came with me and the dance went on. 

Dance, then, wherever you may be… 

I danced on the Sabbath and I cured the lame; 
The holy people said it was a shame. 

They whipped and they stripped and they hung me high; 
They left me there on a cross to die. 

Dance, then, wherever you may be… 

They cut me down and I leapt up high; 
I am the life that will never, never die; 

I’ll live in you if you’ll live in me— 
I am the Lord of the Dance, said he. 

Dance, then, wherever you may be… 

Sydney Carter Lord of the Dance, American Traditional 

 
 
Please remain standing 
 



Blessing 

The Choir conclude the blessing by singing 

The Lord bless you and keep you:  
the Lord make his face to shine upon you and be gracious unto you. 

The Lord lift up the light of his countenance upon you  
and give you peace. Amen. 

Numbers 6: 24–26 John Rutter 

 
 
Please remain standing as the priest and choir depart.  
 
 

Organ music 
 
 
 
 

Please join us at  
Balls Brothers, Minster Court, 3 Mincing Lane, London EC3R 7PP 

to raise a glass in memory of our friend Nick Derrick 

 

 

 




