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At First Light 
 
 
 
[1] Requiem aeternam dona eis Domine 
Requiem aeternam dona eis Domine, et lux perpetua luceat 
eis. In memoria aeterna erit iustus, ab auditione mala non 
timebit. 
 
Lux aeterna luceat eis, Domine. Requiem aeternam dona eis 
Domine, et lux perpetua luceat eis. 
 

Mass for the Dead 
 
 
 
[2] Generatio praeterit et generatio advenit 
Generatio praeterit et generatio advenit. Terra vero in 
aeternum stat. Oritur sol et occidit. Omnia flumina intrant 
mare et mare non redundant: ad locum unde exeunt flumina 
revertuntur. Quid est quod fuit? Ipsum quod futurum est. 
Quid est quod factum est? Ipsum quod fiendum est. 
 

Ecclesiastes I: 4, 5, 7, 9 
 
 
 
[3] Daybreak 
There the sea birds come at first light 
in all weathers, on all days, 
To a particular field for feeding, 
feathered in the sun’s faint rays, 
And through sleep I still catch their sea cries, 
Turning my dreams to ocean themes 
whose great rhythm never dies, 
Think of cliffs of sleep till some great hand 
sends the birds on their highways, 
Draws them back when it is evening 
to the coigns above the bays; 
Master hand that with a difference 
on all our human being plays 
And will never let us fall, for death as an end 
is a pack of lies, 
This the wind that blows at midnight 
to the stars above us says, 
Age is but a growing nearer to being 
without what flesh purveys 
So however bad the weather 
what is there to do but praise. 
 

Thomas Blackburn: Laudate 
Text © The Estate of Thomas Blackburn 

Reproduced by permission. 
 
 
 
[4] Laudibus in sanctis Dominum celebrate 
supremum 
Laudibus in sanctis Dominum celebrate supremum. 
Firmamenta sonent inclyta facta Dei. Inclyta facta Dei 
cantata sacraque potentis voce potestatem saepe sonate 
manus. 
 

Magnificum Domini cantet tuba martia nomen. Pieria Domino 
concelebrate lyra. Laude Dei resonant, resonantia tympana 
summi. Alta sacri resonant organa laude Dei. 
 
Hunc arguta canant tenui psalteria corda, hunc agili 
laudet laeta chorea pede. Concava divinas effundant 
cymbala laudes, 
 
Cymbala dulcesona laude repleta Dei. Omne quod aetheriis 
in mundo vescitur auris Halleluia canat tempus in omne Deo. 
 
Laudate Dominum de caelis. Laudate eum caeli caelorum, et 
aquae omnes quae super caelos sunt laudent nomen 
Domini. Laudate Dominum de terra. Laudate eum in 
excelsis. 
 
Halleluia. 
 

Psalm CL [collation of paraphrased and standard texts] 
 
 
 
[5] This day has ended 
This day has ended … What was given us here we shall 
keep … It was but yesterday we met in a dream. You have 
sung to me in my aloneness … But now our sleep has fled 
and our dream is over. Ever it has been that love knows not 
its own depth until the hour of separation. 
 

Kahlil Gibran: The Prophet 
 
 
 
My soul cries out with love 
Of all that walk and swim and fly. 
From the mountains, from the sky, 
Out of the depths of the sea 
Love cries and cries in me. 
 
And summer blossoms break above my head 
With all the unbearable beauty of the dead. 
 

Alun Lewis: Odi et Amo, iii 
 
 
 
Iustorum animae in manu Dei sunt, et non tanget illos 
tormentum mortis. Visi sunt oculis insipientium mori, et 
aestimata est afflictio exitus illorum, et quod a nobis est iter 
exterminii. Illi autem sunt in pace. 
 

Wisdom of Solomon, 3: i-iii 
 
 
 
[6] We follow the dead to their graves 
We follow the dead to their graves, 
and our long love follows on 
beyond, crying to them, not 
‘Come back!’ but merely ‘Wait!’ 
In waking thoughts, in dreams 
we follow after, calling, ‘Wait! 
Listen! I am older now. I know 
now how it was with you 
when you were old and I 
was only young. I am ready 
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now to accompany you 
in your lonely fear’. And they 
go on, one by one, as one 
by one we go as they have gone. 
 

Wendell Berry: Sabbaths (2000): x:i 
Text © Wendell Berry 

Reproduced by permission of Counterpoint LLC. 
 
 
 
[7] God of compassion who dwells on high 
God of compassion who dwells on high, 
grant perfect rest on the wings of the Divine Presence 
in the heights of the holy and the pure ones who shine 
like the firmament 
to the souls who have gone to their world. 
…May their resting place be in paradise. 
May the Master of mercy shelter them beneath His wings 
for eternity; 
and may He bind their souls in the bonds of life. 
The Lord is their heritage, may they rest in peace. 
 

Hebrew Liturgy of Interment 
 
 
Requiem aeternam dona eis Domine, et lux perpetua luceat 
eis. 

 
At First Light © Peters Edition Ltd, London 2020. 
Music by Francis Pott, text compiled by Francis Pott from 
Mass from the Dead, Liturgy of Interment, Ecclesiastes, 
Psalm CL, 
Wisdom of Solomon, Thomas Blackburn (1916–1977), Kahlil 
Gibran 
(1883–1931), Alun Lewis (1915–1944), Wendell Berry (b. 
1934). 
Commissioned by Mr Eric Bruskin. 
 
 
 
Word 
 
[Italic text is used for St John’s Prologue and plain text for 
the Thomas poems.] 
 
[9] In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with 
God, and the Word was God. 
 

v. 1 
 
 
 
[10] In the beginning 
was the word. What 
word? At the end 
is the dust. We know 
what dust; the dust 
that the bone comes to, 
that is the fall-out 
from our hubris, the 
dust on the Book 
that, out of breath 
with our hurry 
we dare not blow off 
in a cloud, lest out 
of that cloud should 
be resurrected the one 
spoken figure we have grown 
too clever to believe in. 
 

(R.I.P. 1588–1988, excerpt) 
 

 
 
[11] What has come into being in him was life 
and the life was the light of all people. 
 

vv. 3b-4 
 
 
 
[12] I have seen the sun break through 
to illuminate a small field 
for a while, and gone my way 
and forgotten it. But that was the pearl 
of great price, the one field that had 
the treasure in it. I realize now 
that I must give all that I have 
to possess it. Life is not hurrying 
on to a receding future, nor hankering after 
an imagined past. It is the turning 
aside like Moses to the miracle 
of the lit bush, to a brightness 
that seemed as transitory as your youth 
once, but is the eternity that awaits you. 
 

The Bright Field 
 
 
 
[13] He was in the world, and the world came into being 
through him; yet the world did not know him. 
 

v. 10 
 
 
 
[14] And to one God says: Come 
to me by numbers and 
figures; see my beauty 
in the angles between 
stars, in the equations 
of my kingdom. Bring 
your lenses to the worship 
of my dimensions: far 
out and far in, there 
is always more of me 
in proportion. And to another: 
I am the bush burning 
at the centre of 
your existence; 
[15] you must put 
your knowledge off and come 
to me with your mind 
bare. And to this one 
he says: Because of 
your high stomach, the bleakness 
of your emotions, I 
will come to you in the simplest 
things, in the body 
of a man hung on a tall 
tree you have converted to 
timber and you shall not know me. 
 

Mediations 
 
 
 
[16] But to all who received him, who believed in his name, 
he gave power to become children of God. 
 

v.12 
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[17] It’s a long way off but inside it 
There are quite different things going on: 
Festivals at which the poor man 
Is king and the consumptive is 
Healed; mirrors in which the blind look 
At themselves and love looks at them 
Back; and industry is for mending 
The bent bones and the minds fractured 
By life. It’s a long way off, but to get 
There takes no time and admission 
Is free, if you will purge yourself 
Of desire, and present yourself with 
Your need only and the simple offering 
Of your faith, green as a leaf. 
 

The Kingdom 
 
 
 
[18] And the Word became flesh and lived among us, 
and we have seen his glory. 
 

v.14a 
 
 
 
[20] Enough that we are on our way; 
never ask of us where. 
 
Some of us run, some loiter; 
some of us turn aside 
 
to erect the Calvary 
that is our signpost, arms 
 
pointing in opposite directions 
to bring us in the end 
 
to the same place, so impossible 
is it to escape love. Imperishable 
 
scarecrow, recipient of our casts-off, 
shame us until what is a swear 
 
word only becomes at last 
the word that was in the beginning. 
 

The Word 
 
 
 
[21] And the Word became flesh and lived among us, 
and we have seen his glory. 
 

v.14a 
 
Word © Peters Edition Ltd, London 2015. 
Music by Francis Pott, text compiled by The Revd Dr 
Nicholas Fisher 
from St John’s Prologue [NRSV] and poems by R.S. Thomas 
(1913–2000). Commissioned by The Revd Dr Nicholas 
Fisher for The Merton Choirbook. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 


