Memorial Service.

SOLEMN ORGAN PRELUDE.

The Minister.
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The Choir.

What is frail man, Almighty T.ord !
That him Thou wouldst consider ?
What is the son of dust, great Lord,
That him Thou still regardest ?
Manis like unto naught
His days, swift passing shadows
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When morning dawns, like plants he blooms ;

At eventide he is dried and sere.

Thou turnest man unto contrition, Thy voice then
calls

“Turn ye, turnye, O sons of men.”

O that they all were wise,

And wisely thought of this.

That they would bear in mind their days’ sure latter
end!

For when the grave claims mortal man,

Nothing may hence he take,

Nor shall his glory go with him !

Mark ye the perfect man,

Behold the upright one,

His end is peaceful sleep.

The Lord redeems His loving sons,

And none of them that trust in Him

Shall e’er be desolate.

The Minister.

We are strangers before Thee, O God, and sojourn-
ers as were our fathers; our days on earth are a
fleeting shadow : quickly they pass away and none
there is to stay their flight. The wise and the foolish,
the rich and the poor, the master and the slave, are
under one decree. They journey thither where
earthly pain and pleasure cease forever, where the
great and the small, the lord and his servant, the
wolf and the lamb lie down to rest together in peace.
Loosed is the silver cord that hath held spirit
and body together for a brief while, and the pitcher
is broken at the fountain. This, according to Thine
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inscrutable wisdom, O God, is the inevitable end of
all men. If a tree be cut down it will sprout again,
and the tender shoots thereof will not fail to bud
anew; though the root wax old in the earth and its
stock be dead above the ground, yet, reaching out
after requickening moisture, it will draw new sap
and bring forth fresh leaves and green spray like a
young plant. Even the rock may fall and crumble,
but its growth is not checked nor are its uses ended.
It is only removed from its place.  The stone
worn away by the watercourses is carried off to build
new soil and spreadeth the nurturing clod for many
a pushing seed. But when man dieth, his strength
is gone, and though the heavens grow hoary above
his grave, and the cycles weary of making their cir-
cuits, he shall not wake again nor be roused from
his sleep. And swiftly, fleetly do we pass onward;
we do not walk with measured step, we fly with
hasty wings to the goal, waking or sleeping, over-
come by joy or racked by grief, not knowing when
we shall arrive there. Oft our hearts are aglow with
the burning fever of the desire to learn the hour of
our end, how large the allotted measure of our days
might be. Yet their span is always only an hand-
breadth, and their length as nothing before Thee.
But this speedy flight of our days shall not
affright us, nor the thought of the dark grave fill us
with terror; nay, it shall teach us wisely to place
our hope in Thee, who wilt not suffer Thy loving
ones to see corruption. For only the dust returneth
unto the dust as it was: the spirit which Thou hast
implanted in us is Thine, it returneth to Thee, the’
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ever-living author of its being, They who wend on
their way here below in Thy light, and scatter good
seed in due season, even with tears and weeping,
will, when the reaper cometh, return home with
ringing cries bearing their rich sheaves. Whoso
soweth the wind, may well tremble at the harvest’s
whirlwind. Whoso toileth but for vain things and
trusteth in the might of his own arm, and the cun-
ning of his hand, may stand in dread terror of the
pit in which his idol will moulder and where grim
death will pasture him: his life’s memorial is—an
epitaph; the measure of his grandeur—a mound of
clay ; his support—a broken reed ; his dependence
—a spider’s web. He would lean against his house
—it standeth not; he would hold fast on it—it en-
dureth not. Though full of sap his garden’s shoots
sway in the sun’s quickening glow; though he
twine his roots about anchored stone heaps and trail
his branches on highest walls; be he the master of
towering palaces built for the ages—as soon as he is
snatched away from his accustomed haunts, his
dwelling place will deny him and say: “I know
thee not.” But whoso trusteth in Thee and seeketh
health through Thee, will find new strength in the
last struggle on earth: his soul Thou refreshest in
the drought, it will be appareled in beauty like un-
to that of a well-watered garden with springs that
fail not. For him, death is an high-priest, in his
advent offering up a twofold sacrifice. The body,
the root and residence of sinful desire, he sendeth
forth into the desert. The spirit, Thy child, he
consecrateth a flaming offering on Thine altar,






