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“Chou Art Tith MHe”

1 have eagerly seized on this; for out of all the
terrors which gather themselves in the name of
death, one has stood forth as a champion fear to
terrify and daunt me. It is the loneliness of

death. ‘I die alone.’
W. C. E, NEWRJOLT
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Thou Act With Me

The Lord Is Hp Shepherd;
I shall not want, &r w/lkal Ll
He makeath me to lie down in G!‘ﬂn Pum; S ;
He leadeth me beside the Still Waters. | a.i;-'h;

He reptoreth my Soul:
He leadeth me In the Paths of de nél
=T

Namea's sake.

Yea, though I walk through the Valley of the Shadow of
R 2 s

I will fear no evil; for THOU ART WITH MH.

Thy rod and Thy staff, they comfort mo.

Thou preparest o Table before me in the pmm M mﬂut
enemias ;

Thou ancintest my Head with 0il;

My Cup runncth over!

Surely, Goodncss and Mercy shall follow me all the Days
of my Lifa; | .
And 1 shall dwall in the ITouse of the LORD forever.

The Twenty-third Psalm

In & certain lake in Munsler, it is said, thers are two
islands; into the firet death could never enter, but age and
slekuess, and the weariness of life and t'hp ‘paroxyvems of
fearful sulfcring were all known there, and they did their
work until the inhabitants, tlred M their Mﬂu
learned to look upon the opposite fsland ‘88 upon § m
of repose. They launched their barks into H:n ﬁlw WH-
lers; Lhoy touched its shore; and they were al rest.

W. E. H. Lecky




Whou Art THith Ale

‘God washes the cyes by tears until they can behold
the Inviaible land where tearz shall come no more. O
Love! O Afflietlon! Ye are the goides that show ns the
way through the greal airy space where our loved ones
Ia'_-ﬂiqi: and as hounds easily follow the scont before the
dew is risen, so God teaches, while et our sorrow is wet,
1o follow on and find our loved onesz ln heaven,

’ . Henry Ward Beecher

The 1ife which wa are living now 1 more awuare than
we know, of the life which iz to come. Death which separ-
ates the two is not, g8 it has been so often puinted, like a
great thick wall. It i3 rather like a soft and yielding cur-
tain through which we cannot see, but which 1z always
waving and trembling wilh the impulses that come out
of the life which lieg upon the other side of it.

Fhillips Brooks

O Thou who dricst the mourner’s Eear,
How dark this world would be,
If when deceived and wounded horo,

We could not fly Lo thes!

DBut thon wilt heal that broken hoart,
Which, Hke the plants that throw
Their fragrance from their wounded parts,

Breathes awectnozs oul of woe,

O who could bear life's stormy doom,
i not thy wing of love
Come brightly watting through the glonm
. Our: peace-branch from aliove?

i
ThEn sorrow, touched by thee, grows bright,
With more than raplure's Tay;
As darkness shows us worlds of Hght
We never saw by day.
—Thomas Moore.



Thou Art With e

Resignation

Let us be patient! These severs afflictions
Mot from the ground arise, :

Eut coftentimes celestial benedictions
Agsume thiz dark dizgulze,

We see but dimly through the mists and vapors;
Amid these earthly damps L
What seem to us but sad, funereal taperas
May be heaven's distant lamps.

There is no Death! What seems go 18 transition:
This life of mortal breath

Iz but & euburb of the life elysian,
Whose portal we call death.

And Lhough, at {lmes, impetnons. with emotion
And anguish long suppressed,

The pwelling heart heaves moaning lke the ocean,
That cannot be at rest -

We will be patient, and assuage the fesling
We may not wholly stay;

By silgnce sauc‘titylng not cﬂnoeallnj;
The grief that must have WAaY.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Thou At THith He

What is it that a mother’s love with it infinite ten-
derness and ministry should welcome us into the world;
what iz it that friendship and love ehould gladden life
through all itz days; if when we pass away from the earih
there be but an awlel solitnde, & horror of great dark-
ness, where no hand grasps ours, and no voice cheers us?
What is it that the sun should shine, or that the carth
should yield ten thousand things to meet my commoncst
needs, if these higher and deeper wants within me be all
unmet, and I go forth perishing with hunger? If in what
ig there be any prophecy of what shall be, if the hene-
fleenca of the presence is any promise and pledge of the
future, surely it must bhe that love shall not fafl us
then—then when we need it moszt. All hope, all mead, all
the goodness and promize of every day do find their ful-
ness in the words of our Lord: Y1 go Lo prepare a place
for you. And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will
come agaln and receive you unto myeelf; that where I am,
there ¥e may be also.”

Mark {_“11.1'5r Foaarce

When englneers would bridge a stream they carry over
at first but a single cord; with that met they stretch a wire
across.  Then strand on strand is added until a founda-
tion is laid for planks; and now the bold engincor finds
safe footing and walks to the other side. So God takes
from wus some golden-threaded pleasure and stretches it
hence untoe heaven. ‘Then he takes a child and then a
friend. Thuos he bridges death and teaches the thoughts
of the most timid fo find they may paas hither and thither
between the ghores.

Henry Ward Beecher



Thou Act TWith e

Let not your Heart be troubled:
Ye believe in GOD, believe algo in ME.

In My Father's House are many Manglona,

If it were not o0 I wonld have told you.

I go to prepare a Place for you.

And if I go to prepare a Place for you,

I will come again, and receive you unto Myself;
That where I am there ye may be also.

And whither I go ya lnow, and the way ye know.

I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life,
Mo man cometh unto the FATHER but by ME.

If ¥e love ME, keep MY commandments,
And T will pray the Father, and He shall give you an-
other Comfortier,
That He may abide with you for ever.
I will not leave you® comfortless,
I will come to you.
The Goapel af Bt, John, the Fourteenth Chapter

My smon, the world ia dark with griefs and graves,
So dark that men cry out against the Heavens.
Who knows but that darkness iz in man?
The doors of Night may be the gatea of Light;
For wert thou born blind or deaf, and Lthen
Suddenly heal’d, how would’st thou glory in all
Thea splendors and the voices of the world!
And we, poor earth’s dring race, and vet
No phantoms, watching from a phantom shore
Awalt the last and largest sense to make
The phantom walls of this illusion fade,
And show us that the world iz wholly fair.

Alfred Tennyzon




Thou et THith Me

And I saw a new heaven and a new earth: for the first
hesven a.tui_the first ‘earth were passed away, and there
Wap no more sea, And I John gaw the holy city new
Jerusalem, coming down from God out of heaven, prepar-
ed az o bride adorned for her husband. And I heard a
great voles oul of heaven sayving, Behold the labernacle
of God iz with men, and he will dwell with them, and
they shall be his people, and God himeelf shall be with
them and be thelr God. And God shall wipe away all
tearz from their eyves; and thers shall be no more death,
neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any
more pain; for the former things are passed away, * * =
And 1 gaw no temple therein: for the Lord God Almighty,
and the lamb are the temple of ft. And ihe city had no
nead of the sun, neither of the moon to shine in it: for the
glory of God did lighten it, and the Lamb is the light thera-
of. And the nations of them which are saved shall walk
in. the light of it: and thoe kings of the earth do bring
their glory and honor Into it. And the gates of it shall
not be shut at all by day: for there shall be no night
there. Amd they shall hring the glory and the honor of
the nations inte it. And there shall in no wise enter Into
it any things that deflleth, nelther whatzoever worketh
abominations, or maketh o lia: but they which are writ-
ten in the Lamb's bhook of life.

The Revelatlon of St. John
The Twenty-first Chapter

Ho not alone we stand upon that shoro:
Twill e ap though we had been there befors:
We ghall mect mora we know
Than wa can meet bhelow,
And find our rest like pome returning dove,
And be at home at once with our Eternal Love.

L Tabur



Aunset and evening star,
And one clear eall for mel

And may there be no mouning of the bar
When T put owl Lo eea,

The Funeral

Comducted by (j{j 7@4‘(
At Aﬂ; o, _?_ M o e




Put sueh & tide s moving seeme asleep,
1 Too. fall for sound and foam,
1 When that which drew from cut the boundless deep
i Turns agaln home.
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Thou Art THih e

Now our Lord Jesus Christ Himself, and God, even our
Father,
Which hath Loved us, and hath given uz Everlasting
Consolation. :
And good Hope through Grace, Comfort your hearts.
Bt. Paul's Second Letter to the Thessalonians,
The Second Chapter.

Sin hath told Hes of thee, fair angel Death,

Hath hung a dark weil o’er thy seraph face,
And geared us bahes with tales of how, beneath,

Were featuresz like her own. But I, through grace
0Of the dear God by whom 1 live and move,

Have aeen that gloomy shroud asunder rent,

And in thine eyes, lustrons with sweet intent,
Have read that thon none other wast but Love.

Thou art the beauteous keepsr of that gate
Which leadeth to the soul’s desired home,

And T would Hve ag one who seems to walit
Until thine eyes shall zay, “My brother, come!"

And haste forward with such gladeome pace
As one who sees a welcoming, eweet face;
For thou dost give us what the soul loves best—
In the eternal soul a resting place,
Amd thy still grave in the unpilfered nest
0Of Truth, Love, Peace, and Duty’s perfect rest.
James Ruszell Lowell

For a small moment have 1 forsaken thee;
But with great mercies will I gather thee,
In a little wrath I hid my £ace from thee for a moment;
But with everlasting kindoess will 1 have mercy on
thesa,
Buith the Lord thy Redesmer. 4
The Prophesy of Isaiah
The Fifty-fourth Chapter.




Thou et With Me

{In m seomrge of scarfet fever Archbishop Tail lost hia eix
daughters, within one motilh of time. Nearly a month afterward
the following entry appeared in his diary.)

I have not had the hesrt to make any entry in my
joursmal now for above nine weeks. When last 1. wrota 1
had gix danghters on earth; now I have one, an infant.
) God. Thou hast dealt. very mysterlonsly with us. We
bave been passing through the deep waters: our fect are
well nigh gone. But though Thou slay us, yet will we
trugt in Thes ** * They arde gone from us, all but my
beloved Craunfurd and the babe. Thon hast reclaimed the
lent jewels. Yet, 'O Lord, sball T not thank Theo now?
I will thank Thee mnot only for the children Thou hast
left us, but for thoee Thou hast reclaimed. I thank Thes
for tho blessing of the last ten years, and for all the sweet
memaories of their little lives—memories how fragrant with
every hlissfal and happy thought. I thank Thee for the
full assurance that each has zone to the arma of the Cood
Shepherd, whom each loved according to the capacity of
her years. I thank Thee for the bright hopes of a happy
reutiion when we ghall meet to part no mere. O Lord, for
Jesus Christ’s sake, comflort our desolate hearts. May we
ke a united family still in heart through the communion
of saints—through Jesuz Christ our Lord.

Life of Bigshop Tait

Unto the hopes by sorrow croshed a noble faith succeads,
And e by trials farrowed bears the frait of loving deads.
How rich, bow sweet, how full of strength, our human
spirita are,
Ha_ntixeui into the sanctities of suffering and of prayer.
e J. G. Bloney



Thou Art With Me

Lord, Thou hast bieen our Dwuin‘g phﬂ

In all generations,

Before the mountaing were brought tmvt.h,

Or ever Thou hadst formed the earth mm*#‘dﬂd,
Even from everlasilng to overlasting, T!mu art God.

Faor a thousand yeara in Thy sight

Are but as yesterday when it is passed,

And as a watch in the night. :

Thou ecarricst them away as with a food; they #Hre ag o
gleap:

In the morning they are like grass which groweth up.

In the morning it flourisheth and groweth ap;

In the evening it i cut down and withereth.

2o teach us to number our days,

That wo may apply our hearts unto wisdom!

- Let Thy work appear unto Thy servants,

And Thy glory unto their children.

And let the Beauty of the Lord our God be upon us;
And establish Thou the work of our hands upon us;
Yea, the work of our hands, eatablish Thou it!

The Ninetieth Psalm




Thou et BWith Me

Vital spark of heavenly [lame,

Quit, oh, guit, thia mortal frame!
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying,—
Oh, the pain—the bliss of dying!
Cease, fond nature, cease thy strife,
And let me languish inte life!

Hark! they whisper: angels say
“3igter spirit, come away!l"”

What iz this absorbs me guite—
Steals my senses, shuts my sight,
Drowns my spicit, draws my breath?
Tell me, my soul! can this be death?

The world recedes—1t disappears:
Heaven' opens on Iy oyes; my ears
With sounds seraphic ring:
Lend, lend your wings! I mount, I fl¥!
) Grave! Where 18 thy victory?
() Death! Whera 1a thy sting?
Alexpnder Fope

For our light aifliction which is but for a moment,
worketh for us a far more exceeding and setermal weight of
glory; while we look not at the things which are seen, but
at the things which are mof seen: for the things which
are geen are temporal; but the thinge which are not zeen
are eternal.

Ht. Paul's Becond Letier to the Corinthiana,
The Fourth Chapler




Ehiou Act Wlith Me

These stonea that make the meadow brooklet murmur
Are keys on which it plays

O'er every shelving rock the toush srows firmar,
Resounding notes to ra‘=e. -

If all the course were smooih by which it passes
- Adown the pastures falr, i
Then those who wander throagh itz flowers and grasses
Would hear no musie thera.

These troubles pore and griefs, and hard conditions,
Through which I pasz along,

Wheon golng forth to kesp my Lord's commissions,
May all be turned to song.

What are they but sweet harp strings for the spirit
Boldly to play upon?

If all the lot where pleasant I inherit,
These harmonies were gone!

If every path o'er which my footsteps wander,
Were emooth as ocean gtrand,

There were no theme for gratitude and wonder
At God's delivering hamd.

All this will plain appear when ends life’s story,
Where rivers meet the tide
That stilla their murmury in-a =ea of glory,
Where peace aml rest abide.
W. E. Winks

And we know that all things work together for good
to them that love God, to them who are ealled according
to hia purpose.

2t. Paul's Letter to the Romans
The Eighth Chapter




Thou vt TEuth Me

guffering borme in the Christian temper has often in-
oldental affects npon the character. For it induces ten-
dernoss and strength, and spirituality of lite. The man
whi has suffered much has a keener insight into the auf-
fering of otherz, and therefore a more appreciative sym-
pathy for them. His very voica and glanee and touch
galn a magnetic powers from hisg pain. Nor is this ten-
derness putrchased at the cost of weaknesa, for suffering
indurates and strengthens the eanfire persom. Under all
his apparent weakness, the man of morrows is sirong.
And thug his own sorrow helps him to alleviate the sor-

row of the world; while, heelde thus enhancing his soclal

afflclency, suffering reflnes and purifies the’ inner  man,
a5 4 necessary congequence of the closer commuunion with
the splritual world to which it calls him.

J. B. Illingworth

Eloz=ed bo God, even the Father of our T.ord Jesus
Ohrist; the Father of all mercies, and the God of all com-
fort; Who comforteth us in all our tribulatione, that we
may be able to comfort them which are in any trouble, Uy
the comfort wherewith we ourselves are comlorted of
Goil. For as the sufferings of Christ abound in ug, so
our conzolation alsp aboundeth by Chriat.

&t. Paul's Second Letter to the Corinthiaps,
The First Chapter




Thou Art THith Me

Weeping may endure for & nlght, I:rut_:];:rr cometh in the
mOrning. The Thirtieth Psalm

Behold, I go forward, but He is not thera;

And backward, put I eannot perceive Him;

On the lefl hand where He doth work, but T cannot behold
Him;

He hideth himself on the right hand, that T cannot see Him,

But He knoweth the way thai T take;
When Ho hath tried me, I shiall come forth as gold.
The Book of Job,
The Twenty-third Chapier.

Come unte Me, all ¥ve that labor and are heavy laden,

And I will glve you rest.

Take M¥ yoke upon vou and learn of Ma:

For I am meek and lowly in heart:

And ve shall find rest unto yvour souls.

For My voke 18 cagy, -

And My burden -1a light. .

The Gospel of 5t. Matthew,
The Eleventh Chapter

S0 llve, that when thy summons comes to join
The innwmerable caravan that moves
To the pale roalms of the shade, where each sha._Il take
Hiz chambier 1o thoe silent halls of death,
Thou go not, like the guarry-zlave at night,
Scourged to his dungeon, but, spetained and aoothed
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave
Like che who wrape the draperies of his couch
About him, and Jies down to pleasant dreams.
Willtam Cullen Bryant




