
A Service of Thanksgiving for the life of

Alwyne Arthur Compton Farquharson
of Invercauld, M.C.
1st May 1919 – 6th October 2021

Crathie Kirk, Crathie, Aberdeenshire

13th November 2021, 2pm



Order of Service
Service conducted by The Reverend Kenneth MacKenzie

HM The Queen represented by  
the Earl of Dalhousie, DL

HRH The Prince Charles, Duke of Rothesay, represented by  
Richard Compton Maclean, DL

Please stand while representatives of the  
Royal Family are shown to their seats

Introduction and opening prayer

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 debts,
as we forgive our debtors.

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.



Reading

Death is Nothing, by Cannon Henry Scott Holland

read by Peter Fraser

Death is nothing at all.
It does not count.

I have only slipped away into the next room.
Nothing has happened.

Everything remains exactly as it was.
I am I, and you are you,

and the old life that we lived so fondly together is untouched, unchanged.
Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.

Call me by the old familiar name.
Speak of me in the easy way which you always used.

Put no difference into your tone.
Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow.

Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes that we enjoyed together.  
Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.

Let my name be ever the household word that it always was.
Let it be spoken without an effort, without the ghost of a shadow upon it.

Life means all that it ever meant.
It is the same as it ever was.

There is absolute and unbroken continuity.
What is this death but a negligible accident?

Why should I be out of mind because I am out of sight?
I am but waiting for you, for an interval,

somewhere very near,
just round the corner.

All is well.
Nothing is hurt; nothing is lost.

One brief moment and all will be as it was before.
How we shall laugh at the trouble of parting when we meet again!

1. Each little flower that opens,  
each little bird that sings,

God made their glowing colours,
God made their tiny wings.

All things bright and beautiful,

2. The purple-headed mountain,  
the river running by,

the sunset, and the morning that
brightens up the sky;

All things bright and beautiful,

3. The cold wind in the winter,  
the pleasant summer sun,

the ripe fruits in the garden,  
God made them, every one.

All things bright and beautiful,

4. God gave us eyes to see them, 
 and lips that we might tell
how great is God Almighty,  

who has made all things well.

All things bright and beautiful…

Hymn

All Things Bright and Beautiful

All things bright and beautiful,  
all creatures great and small,  

all things wise and wonderful,  
the Lord God made them all.



Fisherman’s Prayer

read by Angus McNicol

I pray that I may live to fish
Until my dying day.

And when it comes to my last cast,
I then most humbly pray:

When in the Lord’s great landing net
And peacefully asleep

That in His mercy I be judged
Big enough to keep.

Tribute

By Marcus Humphrey, CBE OStJ DL

Lament: Flowers of the Forest

played by Pipe Major Ben Duncan  
of The Royal Scots Dragoon Guards

Psalm 100

read by Geoffrey van Cutsem

A psalm. For giving grateful praise.

Shout for joy to the Lord, all the earth.
Worship the Lord with gladness;

come before him with joyful songs.
Know that the Lord is God.

It is he who made us, and we are his;
we are his people, the sheep of his pasture.

Enter his gates with thanksgiving and his courts with praise; 
give thanks to him and praise his name.

For the Lord is good and his love endures forever;
his faithfulness continues through all generations.

A Wreath will be laid

by Capt. Angus Hay of The Royal Scots Greys

Scottish Gaelic Prayer

read by Philip Farquharson of Invercauld

As the rain hides the stars,
As the autumn mist hides the hills,

As the clouds veil the blue of the sky,
So the dark happenings of my lot hide the shining of thy face from me.

Yet, is I may hold thy hand in the darkness,
It is enough, since I know,

That though I may stumble in my going,
You do not fall. Anon.

Lament for Captain Alwyne Compton  
Farquharson of Invercauld

by Dr Paul Anderson (Hmus) MBE



Reading

We seem to give him back to Thee by Father Bede Jarrett

read by Richard Compton Maclean, DL

We seem to give them back to Thee, O God who gavest them to us.
Yet as Thou didst not lose them in giving,
So do we not lose them by their return.

Not as the world giveth, givest Thou O Lover of souls.
What Thou givest Thou takest not away,

For what is Thine is ours also if we are thine.
And life is eternal and love is immortal,

And death is only an horizon,
And an horizon is nothing save the limit of our sight.
Lift us up, strong Son of God that we may see further;

Cleanse our eyes that we may see more clearly;
Draw us closer to Thyself

That we may know ourselves to be nearer to our  
loved ones who are with Thee.

And while Thou dost prepare a place for us,  
prepare us also for that happy place,

That where Thou art we may be also for evermore.

Hymn

O Love that will not let me go

Oh love that will 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

Oh 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

Oh 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

Oh cross that liftest up my head
I dare not ask to fly from thee
I lay in dust’s life’s glory dead

And from the ground there blossoms red
Life that shall endless be.



1. Onward, Christian soldiers,
marching as to war,

With the cross of Jesus
going on before!

Christ, the royal Master,
leads against the foe;
Forward into battle,
see his banner go!

Onward, Christian soldiers,  
marching as to war,

With the cross of Jesus going on before

3. Like a mighty army
moves the church of God;
Brothers, we are treading

where the saints have trod;
We are not divided;

all one body we,
One in hope and doctrine,

one in charity.

Onward, Christian soldiers, 
 marching as to war,

With the cross of Jesus going on before

2. At the sign of triumph
Satan’s host doth flee;

On, then, Christian soldiers,
on to victory!

Hell’s foundations quiver
at the shout of praise;

Brothers, lift your voices,
loud your anthems raise!

Onward, Christian soldiers,  
marching as to war,

With the cross of Jesus going on before

4. Onward, then, ye people,
join our happy throng,

Blend with ours your voices
in the triumph song;

Glory, laud, and honor,
unto Christ the King;

This thro’ countless ages
men and angels sing.

Onward, Christian soldiers,  
marching as to war,

With the cross of Jesus going on before

Celtic Prayer

read by David Geddes

May the blessed sunlight shine on you like a great peat fire,
so that stranger and friend may come and warm himself at it.

And may light shine out of the two eyes of you,
like a candle set in the window of a house,

bidding the wanderer come in out of the storm.
And now may the Lord bless you, and bless you kindly.

Hymn

Onward Christian Soldiers

Force nae freen an’ fear nae foe,
Onward, upward, here we go!
As claymores clash, when in the fray,
Faith an’ Fortitude win the day

We are Farquharsons through an’ through,
A Heilan’ Clan, brave an’ true,
Nae matter whether young or auld,
We’ll follow Farquharson of Invercauld.

The hoose frae whence came Colonel Anne,
The Jacobite daughter who defied her man,
An’ rallied the troops o’ the Chattan Clan,
Frae mickle tae muckle, they made a stand.

Force nae freen an’ fear nae foe,
Onward, upward, here we go!
As claymores clash, the Redcoats slay,
Faith an’ Fortitude keep pain at bay!

Aye, wi’ men an’ horses shodden,
We marched tae Pinkie an’ then Culloden.
We left our brides an’ fields o’ barley
Tae champion the cause o’ Young Prince 
Charlie.

At Carn-na-Cuimhne, our stanes we laid,
They’re aye still there because we paid  

Wi’ our lives, a one-way fare,
Aye indeed, they’re a’ still there.

Force nae freen an’ fear nae foe,
Onward, upward, here we go!
Remembering, we make our way,
In Faith an’ Fortitude we pray!

Since the days o’ Finlay Mor,
Allegiance to our Chiefs we swore,
An’ wi’ fewer battles than before,
Now wi’ a Lion’s Face we roar!

Frae Finzean tae Ballater an’ Braemar,  
Our castle stands proud frae afar,
The Dee flows rich wi’ smolt an’ parr,
An’ our Clan shouts out a new hurrah!

Force nae freen an’ fear nae foe,  
Onward, upward, here we go!
As claymores clash, but now in play,  
Faith an’ Fortitude win the day!

We are Farquharsons through an’ through,
A Heilan’ Clan, brave an’ true,
Nae matter whether young or auld,  
We’ll follow Farquharson of Invercauld.

Poem

Farquharson of Invercauld

read by Capt. Jonathan Findlay



Robert Compton, Alwyne Farquharson and Mary Compton

Philip Farquharson would like to thank you all for attending today, 
and invites you to the ballroom of Invercauld House 

for sandwiches and refreshments.

Pipers: 

PM Peter Grant, PM James Cooper, PM John Wright, 
Diane Wright, Lewis Stewart and Martin Johnston 

playing Invercauld House, followed by Killiecrankie

As part of today’s memorial service to Captain Farquharson, 
two charities have been chosen to benefi t from a collection taken 

at the end of the service.

Highland Cadet Forces Trust

For the service cadet forces operating within the highlands of Scotland
Registered Scottish Charity (SC048004)

Braemar Castle Restoration

https://raisingthestandard.org.uk/memorial/


