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Death be not proud: Creative Writing

Death's shadow still loomed over the streets of London. The stench of plague clung to the air and
the gallows creaked under the weight of traitors. Death roamed the city without care for age, status
or gender. One man in particular felt Death's eyes glaring into his soul. John Donne, having wrestled
with Death his whole life, forced himself out of his sick bed, anguish in every move. He had lost his
brother, children, his wife, and on many occasions he felt that it was his time, yet death still stalked
in the darkness not claiming him. This may well have been another of those times but Donne had no
intention of running, for he had no reason to be afraid. He was preparing to preach a sermon-
perhaps his last- to the masses, to offer solace from the grim mortality of life and to confront Death
face to face.

St Paul's was a structure so immanse in its beauty and stature that only a person like Donne could
match it in divine grandeur. It struck those that entered it with a sense of heavenly power so great
that it felt as though God was truly sat among the people. All were welcomed by the holy embrace
of the cathedral and the atmosphere beckoned all who passed by to enter. Even Death, like a stray
seeking warmth, had dragged itself inside with the crowds and now lurked in the furthest, darkest
corners.

The excited ruckus in St Paul's settled to an anticipated hum as Donne, frail and slow, rose to the
pulpit. The silence spoke immense truths about Donne. His popularity, his way with words, his
power over the people. For many, listening to Donne preach was an escape from the mundane and a
hope for a better future. Donne's voice, though hollow and strained, echoed through the church,
and into the hearts of the people. All whisperings of Donne's ailment and speculations that he
wanted to die on the pulpit were cut off as he began. As he spoke so confidently, so calmly, so
truthfully, death retreated and shrunk as the fear of the people- which once provided power- was
now being cleansed by Donne. He was teaching trust in God over fear of Death and as the hearts of
the people were lifted, their hopes set ablaze with truth, Death's pride was quenched, diminished
into irrelevance. No great plague or bomb plots could reignite Death's fire. No amount of pain and
suffering would ever allow Death's embers to once again take hold because Donne had enlightened
the people and the people were no longer afraid.



I sit alone. The candles burning around me shed little light on the words I try to pen,
nor on my bleak circumstances. Despite all my efforts, nothing comes forth and the page
remains blank.

The wine sitting on my desk is old, and must now taste of gall, or perhaps something
worse. As I sip the bitter liquid, I am reminded of the Saviour, and cannot imagine his suffering
and anguish to be as great as mine own. There is no sound, nothing to drown out the constant
chatter in my mind. With all the words and images flitting before my eyes, I feel like the
prophets of old. But, instead of foretelling the coming and death of Christ, I instead see my
own demise. As I despair, I see only one solution. And, despite how He has abandoned me in
recent years, I, once again, turn to God.

His presence has been a constant in my life, for better or worse, I do not know. But,
unlike those who suffer here on earth, He will not waver.

So, I open His Holy Book, to the Gospels and their messages of faith and optimism.
These feelings, I have long forgotten, but it must be done; if I cannot feel hope, I can at least
inspire it in others. Matthew is who I turn to first, and his account of the resurrection of the son
of God. A dismal tale, but one that ends in new life and salvation for all men. I must believe it
is true, or myself, my wife, our children will be in eternal darkness, and I cannot allow myself
to believe that. I think of her, in heaven, and I...

Matthew, chapter twenty-seven, verses forty-five to fifty-six:

‘Now from the sixth hour there was darkness over all the land unto the ninth hour. And
about the ninth hour Jesus cried with a loud voice, saying, Eli, Eli, lama sabachthani?
that is to say, My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me? Some of them that stood
there, when they heard that, said, This man calleth for Elias. And straightway one of
them ran, and took a sponge, and filled it with vinegar, and put it on a reed, and gave
him to drink. The rest said, Let be, let us see whether Elias will come to save him. Jesus,
when he had cried again with a loud voice, yielded up the ghost.’

As God abandoned his son, so he has forsaken me. I have given up my spirit, and I
commend it to His hands, trusting that, despite his absence in my life, he will guide me through.
I put pen to paper, yet still, nothing presents itself to me. Instead, I look for more inspiration.
The bible before me seems the best place to start.

Luke, chapter twenty-three, verse thirty-four: ‘Father, forgive them, for they know not
what they do.’

Luke, chapter twenty-three, verse forty-three: ‘Truly, I say to you, today you will be
with me in paradise.” I imagine Anne is saying this to me, and when I look down, words have
appeared on the page that was once void;

Spit in my face, you Jews, and pierce my side,
Buffet, and scoff, scourge, and crucify me,
For I have sinn’d, and sinne’, and only He,
Who could do no iniquity, hath died.

[ must have written them, but my hand seems to have become separate from myself;
God truly has begun to guide me once more, and another of the Seven Sayings of Jesus Christ
comes to mind:



Luke, chapter twenty-three, verse forty-six: ‘Father, into thy hands I commend my
spirit.” As I read this passage, the inspiration strikes again, and I continue my work.

But by my death cannot be satisfied

My sins, which pass the Jews’ impiety.

They kill’d once an inglorious man, but I
Crucify him daily, being now glorified.

O let me then His strange love still admire;
Kings pardon, but He bore our punishment;
And Jacob came clothed in vile harsh attire;
But to supplant, and with grateful intent ...

Whilst I read what I have written, I see that I struggle with my sermon due to my own
sins. [ cannot preach about forgiveness and eternal life, when I do not deserve such luxury.
While my wife and children wait in heaven, I must look down. There will be no peace for me.

How? How can I tell others of what awaits them in heaven, when 1 am worse than the
Jews were to Christ? when I will spend my eternity in fire and brimstone?

I stand, attempting to clear my head, and above me I glimpse a portrait of my dear wife.
Her smiling eyes look down on me with amusement, and it suddenly strikes me. That, to aspire
to perfection, is to ignore the lessons in this passage.

All men are imperfect, but it is imperfection that makes us men.

Christ joined the ranks of man to understand what it is like to feel woe, and if I am to
be received in heaven, I must do my best to understand his plight. He was imperfect, but sought
to make others better, and I must do the same. With that in mind, I sit once more and set about
creating my sermon for Good Friday; before long it is finished.

I sit back, pleased with my composition and ready to retire. As I rise from my place, I
see the sonnet I had begun, but had left incomplete.

But to supplant, and with grateful intent...
With my renewed determination, [ find I am able to complete the work, at last.

But to supplant, and with grateful intent;
God clothed himself'in vile man’s flesh, that so
He might be weak enough to suffer woe.

And thus, my work is concluded. I look forward to the days ahead, prepared for death,
but thankful for all the hours I have left.

The candles are burnt out. The ink is dry. My words disappear. This night, I say,
Tetelestai. ,

It is finished.
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