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Conducted by Brother George and Canon Richard Moatt

Arthur John Morgan Hammond Oos.indd   1 30/11/2018   10:39



Processional Music: Nimrod from The Enigma Variations Edward Elgar
   Organist: Susan Bain

Words of Welcome 

Hymn: Lord of all hopefulness Jan Struther 

Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy,
Whose trust, ever childlike, no cares could destroy,
Be there at our waking, and give us, we pray,
Your bliss in our hearts, Lord,
At the break of the day.

Lord of all eagerness, Lord of all faith,
Whose strong hands were skilled at the plane and the lathe,
Be there at our labours, and give us, we pray,
Your strength in our hearts, Lord,
At the noon of the day.

Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace,
Your hands swift to welcome, your arms to embrace.
Be there at our homing, and give us, we pray,
Your love in our hearts, Lord,
At the eve of the day.

Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm,
Whose voice is contentment, whose presence is balm,
Be there at our sleeping, and give us, we pray,
Your peace in our hearts, Lord,
At the end of the day.
      

Reading  Matthew 6:25-33 

Therefore I say unto you, Take no thought for your life, what ye shall eat, or what 
ye shall drink; nor yet for your body, what ye shall put on. Is not the life more than 
meat, and the body than raiment? Behold the fowls of the air: for they sow not, 
neither do they reap, nor gather into barns; yet your heavenly Father feedeth them. 
Are ye not much better than they? Which of you by taking thought can add one 
cubit unto his stature?
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And why take ye thought for raiment? Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow; 
they toil not, neither do they spin: And yet I say unto you, That even Solomon in all 
his glory was not arrayed like one of these. Wherefore, if God so clothe the grass of 
the field, which today is, and tomorrow is cast into the oven, shall he not much more 
clothe you, O ye of little faith?

Therefore take no thought, saying, What shall we eat? or, What shall we drink? or, 
Wherewithal shall we be clothed? For your heavenly Father knoweth that ye have 
need of all these things. But seek ye first the kingdom of God, and his righteousness; 
and all these things shall be added unto you.

Arthur’s Life:  Judy Joyce and Sue Hammond

Arthur was born in 1941 at the Crowborough Cottage Hospital.  As our Father was 
away fighting with the army, Arthur’s earliest years were spent with his Mother, 
Cynthia, Grandmother and Aunt in Uckfield. One of Arthur’s earliest memories was 
of a doodlebug passing overhead.

Our Father returned at the end of the war and the family moved to Edgware, North 
London, where he joined his family’s window-cleaning business. However, the family 
did not settle in London and shortly afterwards returned to Uckfield. Arthur senior 
became accounts clerk at the Ridgewood brickworks. He threw himself into the 
community, becoming a councillor, formed a works hockey team and played Father 
Christmas at the church do. Arthur senior then became a prison officer at Lewes 
prison. By this time, the family had grown and I and my brother, Roy, were born.

Young Arthur’s early schooling was at the Uckfield Church of England School and 
then at Malling Primary School. On passing the eleven plus examination, Arthur went 
to Lewes County Grammar School for Boys; Godfrey and Tony, two of Arthur’s school 
friends are with us today. During this time in the 1950s, Arthur became involved in 
the Sunday Night Club, and attended here at Cliffe Church. 

Another very important and formative interest at this time was the scouts.  Arthur 
often reminisced about happy times roaming the Downs, cooking potatoes over 
fires; also a memorable scout trip to the Pyrenees, after which he was diagnosed 
with typhoid and had to spend some time in the isolation hospital in Portslade.  
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On leaving school Arthur went to Birmingham University to study Theology (at this 
time it was in his mind to enter the Church).  He used to say that his first year at 
university was not a particularly happy time but he subsequently met a good friend 
in Edmund and they later enjoyed youth hostelling holidays together, particularly 
a notable one in the Wye Valley, which would provide reminiscences for years to 
come.

On leaving university, Arthur was unclear what to do and took on several short 
term jobs including working in the chicken factory at Buxted and painting boats at 
Newhaven.  Between jobs, he visited the local job centre and one such visit pointed 
to his work and career for the next 30 years, when the officer behind the counter 
suggested Arthur walked round the desk to their side and join the Ministry of 
Labour.

Arthur’s time in the Ministry of Labour, then Department of Employment, then 
Manpower Services Commission was significant and important to him. I met Arthur 
in 1968 when he took over my job, as I was moving elsewhere in the department.  
My role was to hand over my work and to instruct him in the job. Sadly the work 
didn’t really challenge Arthur but I – a townie (very much influenced by “swinging” 
London of the late sixties) did my best with this “gentleman from the shires”.  We 
were married in 1970 on Cup Final day and settled in Lewes (in Arthur’s house in 
Malling Street, soon to be demolished for the Cuilfail Tunnel).

In the 1970s when unemployment rose, Arthur was called back to Brighton to help 
manage the payment of unemployment benefit. During this time he worked in 
most of the offices along the south coast from Worthing to Hastings and Rye.  He 
flourished in this environment and by the late seventies, was manager of the large 
and challenging Hastings office, where his authority, strong voice and impressive 
frame soon put paid to (not infrequent) fracas in the outer, public office. 

The most challenging (and fulfilling) time of Arthur’s working life was in the 1980s 
when he worked in Horsham and Crawley as Area Manager with the Manpower 
Services Commission. He found the job satisfaction which was lacking at the start, 
in managing a large number of staff and significant budgets for the delivery of the 
Youth Training Scheme (YTS) and Youth Opportunities Programmes. He was a very 
good, supportive manager of people and much loved and respected by his staff – 
several of whom are here today.

During these years Arthur had many interests:

the canals (wonderful holidays and some disastrous but hilarious 
experiences);
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his allotment at Earwig Corner shared with his friend and neighbour, Ken;

the Somme (many memorable trips with his dear friends Jeanne and Sheila, 
with many hours spent in the peace and beauty of the British War Grave 
cemeteries). Holidays in the Auvergne; 

Memorable visits to Chichester Festival Theatre with Jeanne, Mandy and 
Geoff, and latterly with Lynda and John.

Particularly important to Arthur was his socialist ideals and the Labour Party. He 
contributed much to the local Constituency and Branch Parties and made lasting 
friends, though not a man to keep quiet if he didn’t agree.

The Anglican church was always central to Arthur’s being and particularly, this 
church in the Cliffe which he first attended the early 1960s. Arthur was not a person 
to speak about his faith but it was an enduring part of his being.

One of the most iconic images is of Arthur with his friends and family – being the 
life and soul of the party, enjoying bonhomie, good food and wine. He was always 
poised to crack open a bottle of prosecco and enjoy “big eats”.  He valued the times 
in the Lewes Arms with Jeanne, Godfrey and Neil and the many Burns Night parties.

The other iconic image is of Arthur with his head in a book. Arthur’s office is lined 
with some 3000 books. He particularly loved poetry which could bring a tear to his 
eye.

There have been many warm tributes to Arthur during the past week. He is 
remembered as a loyal and good friend; for his strength, good advice and 
understanding; for his wry sense of humour, kindness and generosity, summed up in 
the following quote: 

“Arthur leaves a lovely legacy of bon viveur, bonhomie and good humour, 
understanding of people, learnedness, wisdom and strong moral principles, 
somebody we could turn to for a strong, honest opinion and advice. He 
always seem to know the right thing to do, often with a twinkle in his eye.”

Arthur bore his horrible illness with patience and fortitude – he still retained his 
“glass half full” view of life, which was so helpful to me during my many visits to 
Stanmore. I would like to record the kindness and efficiency of the NHS staff both in 
Stanmore, and at Barons Down and most importantly of all, thanks for the constant 
and caring support of friends.  Arthur was always hoping to get back to Aqua for 
a final meal, so it is fitting that we go there today after this service, to raise a very 
generous glass in his memory.
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Hymn:  Of the Father’s heart begotten    Prudentius

Of the Father’s heart begotten,
Ere the world from chaos rose,
He is Alpha: from that Fountain
All that is and hath been flows;
He is Omega, of all things
Yet to come the mystic Close,
Evermore and evermore.

By His word was all created;
He commanded and ‘twas done;
Earth and sky and boundless ocean,
Universe of three in one,
All that sees the moon’s soft radiance,
All that breathes beneath the sun,

Let the storm and summer sunshine,
Gliding stream and sounding shore,
Sea and forest, frost and zephyr,
Day and night their Lord adore;
Let creation join to laud thee
Through the ages evermore.

Sing, ye heights of heaven, his praises;
Angels and Archangels, sing!
Wheresoe’er ye be, ye faithful,
Let your joyous anthems ring,
Every tongue his name confessing,
Countless voices answering,

Friends’ memories of Arthur: 

Godfrey Howard:

I have known Arthur, and we have been friends, for over 60 years.
We were at school together - Lewes County Grammar School; Arthur was in 
the year above me.

We were in the school scout troop; and in the Senior Scouts Arthur was my 
patrol leader. We had many camping and trekking holidays with the Scouts. 
One, we started in France, climbed over the Pyrenees and then by foot and 
coach to the cathedral city of Santiago de Compostela. Whilst still in France, 
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Arthur got a stomach infection and spent two nights in a convent hospital; 
the rest of us camped in the grounds.

On another occasion, Arthur and I were walking the South Downs Way, 
staying at B & B’s en route. In one village we knocked at a B & B and the 
landlady said she only had a room with a double bed. We said if it was OK 
with her it did not present a problem. In the morning, there was a knock at 
the door and the landlady came in with a tray of tea. We sat up, and she 
almost dropped the tray. We were naked from the waist up, although we 
did have pyjama trousers on!

Our last holiday was in April this year, when we spent a week with Neil on a 
narrow boat on the Shropshire Union Canal. 

All were very enjoyable, but alas there will be no more.

Arthur is now at peace. 

Sheila Massey:

56 years of friendship in three minutes, but please, if you wish, take a copy 
of the longer version after the service.

A friend told me that her mother reminisced about a children’s 1953 
Coronation party,   remembering a lad comforting his little brother who was 
distressed.  That lad was Arthur, and his little brother was Roy.  I think that 
is a good image of Arthur, and many of us here can tell of his kindness in 
caring for us and others. 

I was at that party but not aware of Arthur for another decade  - at the 
Sunday Night Club after Evensong here at Cliffe - including trips to the beach 
at Bishopstone.  There is a photo of the group there, but only Arthur is flat 
out - having wrestled with unexpectedly rough waves.

Arthur expressed his faith, and concern for social justice, by involvement in 
organisations he believed in - and where he earned respect and affection for 
his many effective roles.

He was churchwarden here and edited the parish magazine, supervising 
its duplicating in the vestry.  John Cooper, Jeanne Jennings and I were part 
of that work.  Every page had to be “quality checked”.  One day in church 
Arthur pointed out to me the word in a hymn “Foul, I to the fountain fly” 
could also be a flapping bird.  Ever afterwards when that hymn was sung we 
looked at each other and grinned, maybe slightly moving our arms. 
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Later, at Falmer, Arthur was on the Parochial Church Council and Treasurer 
for years.  He is remembered for his light touch, coupled with timely 
reports, well set out for us to understand.   Back at Cliffe, I know he greatly 
supported Sue in her roles here. 

Arthur was active for years before and after his Department of Employment 
work, in the local Labour Party, including producing the newsletter with his 
former school friend John Newnham.  Later involvement was often during 
the local Party’s somewhat wilderness years, but he faithfully carried on, 
enabling others to do the higher visibility work.

In all these concerns Arthur thought a visit to a pub afterwards was a very 
good idea, and those helped to cement friendships.  He and Sue were very 
generous, hospitable hosts, including vegetables from Arthur’s allotment.  
They started 12 of us meeting for a Burns’ Night gathering - food, wine, 
poetry and, of course, haggis and whisky.  

Sue, Arthur, Jeanne and I for nine years holidayed in France, focussing 
on the Somme area.  On our first visit Arthur found beside a path to a 
cemetery, a soldier’s identity disc - Joseph Anders of the Inniskilling Fusiliers 
who has no known grave and is commemorated on the Thiepval Memorial 
to the Missing of the Somme.  We were very pleased after nine years of 
searching that we were able to give the disc to his grandson in Whitby, with 
his younger family.

Our moving visits to the Somme included Jeanne’s research, poetry, 
delightful French meals, but also solemn times in the beautiful cemeteries.   
I was always last back to the car - taking yet more photos and notes.  Arthur 
was most patient.  Of course, he had his grumpy moments, particularly 
as an anxious back seat driver. I had difficulty with left and right - he just 
commented   “I had noticed”.  

My mother wanted to return to office work; Arthur “interviewed” her 
in our kitchen and she spent many fulfilling years working at the Lewes 
Employment Exchange.  

Arthur’s career in public service, careful duties in church and the Labour 
Party, kindness and friendship to many were a life well lived.  May he rest in 
peace and rise in glory.
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Song: Bredon Hill from A Shropshire Lad (AE Houseman)           George Butterworth
 Sung by Sebastian Charlesworth (Baritone)

In summertime on Bredon 
The bells they sound so clear; 
Round both the shires they ring them 
In steeples far and near, 
A happy noise to hear. 

Here of a Sunday morning 
My love and I would lie, 
And see the coloured counties, 
And hear the larks so high 
About us in the sky.

The bells would ring to call her 
In valleys miles away; 
“Come all to church, good people; 
Good people come and pray.” 
But here my love would stay. 

And I would turn and answer 
Among the springing thyme, 
“Oh, peal upon our wedding, 
And we will hear the chime, 
And come to church in time.”

But when the snows at Christmas 
On Bredon top were strown, 
My love rose up so early 
And stole out unbeknown 
And went to church alone.

They tolled the one bell only, 
Groom there was none to see, 
The mourners followed after, 
And so to church went she, 
And would not wait for me.
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The bells they sound on Bredon, 
And still the steeples hum, 
“Come all to church, good people,” -- 
Oh, noisy bells, be dumb; 
I hear you, I will come. 

Friends’ memories of Arthur: 

Neil Morgan:

I first met Arthur in the 1970s through our mutual friend, Jeanne Jennings. 
Arthur asked me to represent the Voluntary Sector on the Manpower Service 
Commission, which I did. Our friendship developed, and on his retirement, 
Arthur agreed to join the management board of the Chichester Diocesan 
Association for Family Social Work. Alongside his board management 
duties, he took an active role in many fund-raising events. For over ten years 
he was the leading light of the Sponsored Walk of the South Downs Way; 
he being part of the core group staying at Knowles Tooth Children’s Centre. 
There, over dinner, and a glass or two of wine, many stories and exploits 
were shared. This event raised over £100,000 for the Children’s Centre 
during the time of his involvement.

The other big event that Arthur was central to, was an annual Book Sale. 
Thousands of donated books were sorted by a team of volunteers. Here, 
Arthur’s love and expertise of books really came into play. The only problem 
being that if he found a volume of particular interest he could be distracted 
for an hour or so!

From my personal point of view, Arthur’s support and guidance whilst I was 
Director of Family Social Work was always welcome. This was particularly 
so when drafting grant applications where his skill with language was a real 
boon. This activity led to the famed Friday afternoon planning meetings in 
the “Lewes Office” AKA The Lewes Arms. These meetings continued after my 
retirement and, in fact, for over twenty-five years. I remember Susan saying 
that she hoped Arthur’s friendship with me might have a moderating effect 
on his beer consumption. Sorry Susan, I seemed to have had the opposite 
effect!
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Over the forty years that I knew Arthur we shared so many good 
experiences: Burns Nights, canal boat trips, theatre trips, and parties – the 
list is so long. In all that time, Arthur proved to be the most caring, loyal and 
generous friend anyone could hope to have. I, like so many of you, will miss 
him desperately.

Barbara Varney:

I first met Arthur when I applied for a transfer from East Anglia to the South 
East Regional Office of the Manpower Service Commission in the 1980s. He 
was the Area Manager - the big boss.  Our job was to work with employers 
and colleges to provide work experience and training for young people and 
adults needing help to get into, or return to, the labour market.  

Arthur took me on. This was the beginning of a friendship, which has lasted 
and has been much valued, long after our careers took different paths. 

Arthur was a man of immense intellectual ability,  which was recognised 
by his promotion within the Civil Service. His modesty, honesty and the 
tendency to speak his mind to those who regarded themselves, often 
without foundation,  as superior in status and importance, probably got 
in the way of him rising to an even higher position. But he wouldn’t have 
wanted it any other way.

Arthur was a fair and decent manager, always there for advice. He had 
a loyal  team which got results, encouraged by his open and supportive 
manner.  He never took any of the glory for others’ achievements - just the 
opposite.  

He could be fiery, but not with his staff. I once saved his skin by giving 
flattery, and undeserved credit, to a member of our Board (the great and 
the good of Sussex) who had made unwarranted and unjustified criticism of 
the work of one of our team. This criticism infuriated Arthur. He responded 
by putting the man in his place in a pretty direct manner, which was wholly 
deserved. But it confirmed that Arthur would not have been a success in the 
Diplomatic Service.
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Arthur was prone to quote Voltaire’s words of wisdom - “The best is the 
enemy of the good”. That has stuck with me whenever I catch myself 
striving for perfection in an imperfect world.

In short, Arthur was the kindest, most intelligent boss I ever had, and 
subsequently, a true and valued friend.

Poem: from The South Country by Hilaire Belloc read by Geoff Pittman

The great hills of the South Country
They stand along the sea;
And it’s there walking in the high woods
That I could wish to be,
And the men that were boys when I was a boy
Walking along with me.

But the men that live in the South Country
Are the kindest and most wise,
They get their laughter from the loud surf,
And the faith in their happy eyes
Comes surely from our Sister the Spring
When over the sea she flies;
The violets suddenly bloom at her feet,
She blesses us with surprise.

I never get between the pines
But I smell the Sussex air;
Nor I never come on a belt of sand
But my home is there.
And along the sky the line of the Downs
So noble and so bare.

A lost thing could I never find,
Nor a broken thing mend:
And I fear I shall be all alone
When I get towards the end.
Who will be there to comfort me
Or who will be my friend?
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I will gather and carefully make my friends
Of the men of the Sussex Weald,
They watch the stars from silent folds,
They stiffly plough the field.
By them and the God of the South Country
My poor soul shall be healed.

If I ever become a rich man,
Or if ever I grow to be old,
I will build a house with deep thatch
To shelter me from the cold,
And there shall the Sussex songs be sung
And the story of Sussex told.

I will hold my house in the high wood
Within a walk of the sea,
And the men that were boys when I was a boy
Shall sit and drink with me.

Motet: from Nulla in mundo pax sincera  Antonio Vivaldi
 sung by Lucinda Houghton (Soprano)

Reading: Revelation 21 1-7 

I, John, saw a new heaven and a new earth; for the first heaven and the
first earth had passed away, and the sea was no more. And I saw the holy
city, the new Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven from God, prepared as
a bride adorned for her husband. And I heard a loud voice from the throne
saying, 

‘See, the home of God is among mortals. He will dwell with them;
they will be his peoples, and God himself will be with them;
he will wipe every tear from their eyes. Death will be no more; mourning
and crying and pain will be no more, for the first things have passed away.’

And the one who was seated on the throne said, ‘See, I am making all things
new.’ Also he said, ‘Write this, for these words are trustworthy and true.’ 
Then he said to me, ‘It is done! I am the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning and 
the end. To the thirsty I will give water as a gift from the spring of the water of
life. Those who conquer will inherit these things, and I will be their God and
they will be my children.”
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Prayers: 

Eternal God,
You are from everlasting to everlasting
And your love is on all you have made.

We thank you for Arthur
For the years you gave him
And the years we shared with him.

Here on earth you gave him length of days,
Grant to him now the grace of forgiveness
And the gift of life everlasting.

These things we ask through Jesus Christ, your Son,
Who lives and reigns with you in unity of the Holy Spirit,
Now and for ever. Amen.

O merciful God, the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, who is the resurrection and the 
life; in whom whosoever believeth shall live, though he die; and whosoever liveth, 
and believeth in him, shall not die eternally; who also hath taught us, by his holy 
Apostle Saint Paul, not to be sorry, as men without hope, for them that sleep in him: 
We meekly beseech thee, O Father, to raise us from the death of sin unto the life of 
righteousness; that, when we shall depart this life, we may rest in him, as our hope 
is this our brother doth; and that, at the general resurrection in the last day, we may 
be found acceptable in thy sight; and receive that blessing, which thy well-beloved 
Son shall then pronounce to all that love and fear thee, saying, Come, ye blessed 
children of my Father, receive the kingdom prepared for you from the beginning of 
the world. Grant this, we beseech thee, O merciful Father, through Jesus Christ, our 
Mediator and Redeemer. Amen.

O Father of all, we pray to thee for those whom we love, but see no longer. Grant 
them thy peace; let light perpetual shine upon them; and in thy loving wisdom and 
almighty power work in them the good purpose of thy perfect will; through Jesus 
Christ our Lord. Amen.

Almighty God, Father of all mercies and giver of all comfort: Deal graciously, we pray 
thee, with those who mourn, that casting every care on thee, they may know the 
consolation of thy love; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.
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The Lord’s Prayer:

Our Father, which art in heaven,
hallowed be thy name;
thy kingdom come;
thy will be done,
in earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our trespasses,
as we forgive them that trespass against us.
And lead us not into temptation;
but deliver us from evil. Amen.

Hymn: O Love that wilt not let me go George Matheson

O Love, that wilt not let me go,
I rest my weary soul in Thee;
I give Thee back the life I owe,
That in Thine ocean depths its flow
May richer, fuller be.

O Light, that followest all my way,
I yield my flickering torch to Thee;
My heart restores its borrowed ray,
That in Thy sunshine’s blaze its day
May brighter, fairer be.

O Joy, that seekest me through pain,
I cannot close my heart to Thee;
I trace the rainbow through the rain,
And feel the promise is not vain
That morn shall tearless be. 

O Cross, that liftest up my head,
I dare not ask to fly from Thee;
I lay in dust life’s glory dead,
And from the ground there blossoms red
Life that shall endless be.

The Blessing:

Recessional Music: The Final Chorus of the St Matthew Passion J S Bach
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Following the service, you are all warmly invited to Aqua Restaurant,
2 Old Court House, Friars Walk, Lewes. Approximately a 5 minute walk from the 
church.

You are invited to sign the Condolence book as you leave the Church, this will also 
be available at Aqua.

Biographical notes:

Lucinda Houghton:

After graduating from the Guildhall School of Music and Drama, Lucinda 
performed both as a soloist and a chorister with most of the leading, 
London-based, professional choirs and consorts – principal among them 
being The Monteverdi Choir, under the direction of Sir John Eliot Gardiner 
and Harry Christophers’ vocal ensemble, The Sixteen.

In 2013 she founded Canto Song and Voice School, here in Lewes, where 
she now teaches a large number of pupils aged 16 and upwards and runs 
performance workshops and masterclasses.

Sebastian Charlesworth:

A graduate of the Guildhall School of Music and Drama, where his first 
study was bassoon, Sebastian now performs as a professional baritone, 
both chorally and as a soloist all over the UK and abroad.

He also works worldwide as a lead facilitator for transformational business 
leadership programmes with the company, Moving Performance, and 
teaches singing and bassoon in various schools and privately.

In addition to all this, he is the Musical Director of the locally-based 
chamber choir, The New Sussex Singers.
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If you would like to make a donation in memory of Arthur, please make 
cheques payable to ‘Friends of Lewes Victoria Hospital’ and send c/o 

74 Springett Avenue, Ringmer, East Sussex, BN8 5QX
Tel: 01273 813333

Alternatively, donations may be made online via
www.gracefuneraldirectors.co.uk
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