Five Days Old

Christmas is in the air.
You are given into my hands Out of quietest, loneliest hands.
My trembling is all my prayer.
To blown straw was given All the fullness of heaven.

The tiny, not the inmense, Will teach onr groping eyes.
So the absorbed skies Bleed stars of innocence.

So cloud-voice in war and trouble s at last Christ in the stable.

Now wonderingly engrossed In your fearless delicacies,
I an launched upon sacred seas,
Humbly and utterly lost In the mystery of creation,
Bells, bells of ocean.

Too pure fro my tongue to praise, That sober, exquisite yawn
Or the gradual, generous dawn At an eyelid, mafker of days:
To shrive my thought of perfection

I 1must breathe old tempests into action.

onderingly engrossed In your fearless delicacies,
I an launched upon sacred seas,
Humbly and utterly lost In the mystery of creation,
Bells, bells of ocean.

I have so many things to see and do.
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Sunwarnd 7 ‘ve climbed
and jocned the tuntling minth Of sun-oplit clouds
Aud done a lundned things you have not dneamed of
Hou ning thene 7 ve chased the shouting wind alony

7 ‘ve topped the windowept heighte with easy grace
Wheere lark or even ecagle lew
And while with silent lfting mind 7 ve trod
The high antrespassed sanctity of pace
Put out my hand
Aud touched the face of God.

Prayer Of St Francis

Wherne there io hatred, (et me dow love.
Whene there co injuny, pardon;
Whiene there co doub?, {aith:
Whene there o despacn, thope;
Whiene there co darkmess, light
Where there co sadness, 7oy

Devine Masten, grant that 7 may ek ...

ot 00 much to be consoled as to console;
7o be andenstood as to anderstand
T be loved as to love,
For & o in giving that we rneceive,
7 ¢o cn pardoning that we ane pardoned,;

Aud it & in dying that we ane o To clewal lfe,



A Butterflyl A Butterfly! Dew-drop right.
Resplendantly yellow, Son-rise might.

Coocooh unshackled, After such a fight!
Son-dried wings Freed of the night.

Pure harmony, Leaf-poised for flight;

Shimmering wholeness, My God, what a sight.

Flitter here; flutter there; Be my delight!
Grace emblending Each time you alight

Be free, Butterfly, Dance to the height!
In such stillness Shine your light.

Fly onl Fly on Little mite;
Give glory to God His Beacon Bright.



She Dask

$onda s

I read of a man who stood to speak At the funeral of a friend.
He referred to the dates on her tombstone
From the beginning to the end.

He noted that first came the date of her birth
And spoke of the following date with tears,
But he said what mattered most of all
Was the dash between those years.

For that dash represents all the time
That she spent alive on earth
And now only those who loved her
Know just what that line is worth.

For it matter not how much we own, the cars, the house, the cash,
What matters is how we live and love And how we spend our dash.

So think about this long and hard;
Are there things you'd like to change?
For you never know how much time is left
That can still be rearranged.

If we could just slow down enough To consider what'’s true and real
And always try to understand The way other people feel.

And be less quick to anger And show appreciation more
And love the people in our lives Like we 've never loved before.

If we treat each other with respect And more often wear a smile,
Remembering that this special dash Might only last a little while.

So when your Eulogy is being read
With your life’s actions to rehash
Would you be proud of the things they say
About how you spent your dash?

@owwdwﬂmwm

gmawmwﬁfcﬂ.
Toﬁmwam,&ammm@mww’aw,
S am the onift. uphifting wuoh
S am the saft stars that shine at night.
@ondolanaalmﬂﬂmm@caﬂ.
8 am not there. S 33 not die.



Miss Me But Let Me Go

When I come to the end of the road,
And the sun has set for me,

[ want no rites in a gloom-filled room,;
Why cry for a soul set free!

Miss me a little — but not too long
And not with your head bowed low;
Remember the love that we once shared
Miss me - but let me go.

For this is a journey we all must take

And each must go it alone.
It’s all a part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick of heart
Go to the friends we know

And bury your sorrows in doing good deeds

Miss me - but let me go!

Soqethemess
Death is uot the end of all.

9 thave cnly dipped away inte the uert room.

97 am 9. and you are you. Whatever we were o each

Laugh as we always laughed, at the litle jokes we
Let my name be ever the household word that & alwaye

was. Let it be spoloen without an effort, without the ghodt
o4 a shadow o i,

Life means all that it ever meant, Tt o the same as &
What s thie death but a wegligille accident? Why should
7 be out of mind becanse 7 am out of sight? 7 am but

Fewny Scote-Holland



Footprinte

Oue wight a woman had a dneam. Ste dneamed she
wae walling along the beach with the Lovd. enoss the sby
flacted scenes from ler life. For eack scene, he woliced two
dets of foottrints in the sand: oue belonging to her, and the
other to the Lord.

Whien the last scene of ler life flasted before lher, otie
looked back at the footprinte i the dand. She unoticed that
many times along the path of ke lije thene was ouly oue set
of footprints. Sthe aldo uoticed that it happencd at the verny

This neally bothened her and she questioned the Lord
about ¢,

"Lord. You said that cuce 7 decided to follon You.
You'd wall with me all the way. But 7 have unoticed that
set of footprinte. 7 don't undenstand why when 7 uceded You
moot You would leave me. "

The Lond replied, "Wy dangliter. My precious
child, 9 love you and wodld wever leave you. Daring your
times of twial and suffering. when you dee ouly one det of
footprints, it was then that 7 carnied you. "
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S Fee

Don giteve /Zz me, /0‘; note S m /mo,
S m /@//m/m?n(// the /mM God laid /@2 me.
I took 1ot frand when I lheard lis call,
I twened my tack and /0/[ i all.

I could not say anolher Ja%
Jo /lluyﬁ, to love, lo woik, to /Ié[y
Teshs /{%f wundone musl slay that way,
g ve /a/mm/ lhal Jreace al the close 0/ the a/a/y

' my frevdling las lefl a vord,

I my priling has lefl a void,
Slen ﬁ// i wilh wemembeied 1y
A /@imzda/u/z shaied, a /tm(y%, a Kz,
87/ yed, these [%iﬂy& I toe will miss.

PBe nol tuidened with limes 0/ soveore,
S wish you the sunshine a/ lomaoneore.
e/f/y f&/ﬁ s teen /4///, S savoed much,
Good /m)//mlz, y(mr/ times, a loved one s louch,

e%%a/m my lime seemed all too é/ub/,/
Don ( &m(//lﬂ/mn o nowe wedlle wundue y&m/
%// wfe your Learl and shaie with me,

4 V77
God wanted me now, He sel me //me.



F am standing on the sea-shore. God Saw You

A Sﬁz'/n Spreaals its white sails

God saw you getting tired, When a cure was not to be.

lo the morning breeze
g So he wrapped his arms around you and whispered “come to me”

and starts for lfie ocean.
You didn’t deserve what you went through, so he gave you rest.

I stand wal‘cﬁmg
until it faa’es on the fiorizon,

and somecne al my side says,
"D is gone " 1 could not wish you back, to suffer that again.

God’s garden must be beaut'gﬁ/d, He on[y takes the best.

And when 1 saw you s[eep'mg, So peacefu[ and ﬁee ﬁom pain,

fgme where?

Thie loss of Sigﬁl‘ is in me, not in fer.

O@Sl‘ al the moment
when someocne says "The is gone

there are otfiers whe are wal‘cﬁmg fier coming.

Other voices take up the g&la’ shout

"Here she comes!”
That is a’ying

%my Feott Foltand



