
NAOMI 
 

Heaven is much nearer now 

That Naomi is over there. 

It seems I hear the angels 

As they sing her welcome air. 

 

I hear the dear familiar voice, 

I see the tender smile. 

At last her gentle loving hands 

Will rest a little while. 

 

If she could speak to me 

I know she’d tell me not to grieve 

As I linger over odds and ends 

I cannot bear to leave. 

 

How precious are the memories 

That flood my aching heart 

How many are the little things 

That set Naomi apart. 

 

How very much we loved her, 

How much we love her still. 

And lonely is the empty place 

That no one else can fill. 

 
NAOMI  JOHNSON 

 

10/11/1928  –  03/15/2015 
 

As I stood there by the grave, 

Of the one I loved, I cried. 

There engraved, beneath her name, 

Was her date of birth — and date she died. 
 

The thought then came into my mind, 

“These dates leave much untold. 

Far more meaningful to me 

Is the dash, which I behold.” 
 

The years within that precious dash 

Live on in memory, 

And represents the life she lived, 

Which was so heavenly. 
 

Naomi looked for opportunities 

To do a kindly deed, 

She showed love and understanding 

To those who were in need. 
 

Her heart was full of love, 

And her smile would draw you near. 

She was loved by all who knew her, 

And her memory we’ll hold dear. 
 

And as I looked upon her headstone, 

With brightness the sun did beam, 

And that little dash which I beheld – 

Like a diamond, it seemed to gleam. 

We have traveled 

This road together; 

How many miles 

I do not know. 

 

We have traveled 

This road together; 

Through sunshine, 

Rain and snow. 

 

Now we have come 

To the end of my journey, 

And my traveling days 

Are o’er. 

 

I am longing to meet you 

On the other side, 

Where we will live 

To part no more. 

 

 

 
 

FOOTPRINTS 
 

One night a man had a dream. 

He dreamed he was walking along the beach with the Lord. 

Across the sky flashed scenes from his life. 

From each scene, 

He noticed two sets of footprints in the sand; 

One belonged to him, and the other to the Lord. 
 

When the last scene of his life flashed before him, 

He looked back at the footprints in the sand. 

He noticed that many times along the path of his life 

There was only one set of footprints. 

He also noticed that it happened 

At the very lowest and saddest times in his life. 
 

This really bothered him and he questioned the Lord about it. 

“Lord, you said that once I decided to follow you, 

You’d walk with me all the way. 

But I have noticed 

That during the most troublesome times in my life, 

There is only one set of footprints. 

I don’t understand why 

When I needed you most you would leave me.” 
 

The Lord replied, 

“My precious, precious child, 

I love you and I would never leave you. 

During your times of trial and suffering, 

When you see only one set of footprints, 

It was then that I carried you.”



God grant me the serenity 

To accept the things I cannot change – 

The courage to change the things I can, 

And the wisdom to know the difference: 

Living one day at a time. 

Enjoying one moment at a time. 

Accepting hardship as a pathway to peace. 

Taking as Jesus did, 

This sinful world as it is, 

Not as I would have it. 

Trusting that You will make all things right 

If I surrender to Your will, 

So that I may be reasonably happy in this life 

And supremely happy with You 

Forever in the next. 

Amen. 
 

Reinhold Niebuhr 

 
Life is eternal; 

 
and 

 
Love is immortal; 

 
and 

 
Death is only a horizon; 

 
and 

 
A horizon is nothing 

 
Save the limit of our sight. 

 
Charles Caleb Colton 

Our Lord 

 
Has written the promise 

 
Of the resurrection, 

 
Not in books alone, 

 
But in every leaf 

 
In springtime. 

 
Martin Luther 

 
NAOMI  IS  AT  REST 

 

Naomi is at rest, sweet rest so calm and peaceful. 

She is at rest, her earthly labors done, 

She who has walked upon life’s rugged pathways 

With love her never ending quest. 

 

Naomi’s loving hands have lifted many burdens, 

And many tears have been replaced by her kind words. 

I thank Thee for my Lord’s atonement 

And for the hope of seeing Naomi again. 

 

“And by their fruits,” our Lord said “shall we know them”; 

The final harvest gleaned, when tasks are done; 

For fruitful reaping comes from ardent sowing 

Behold Dear Father, Thy noble worthy daughter. 

 

Dear Father, please grant me strength to meet each trying test, 

So when Thine Angel summons my return, 

I’ll be with Naomi, 

And together share the blessing of Thy peace and rest. 



Thank You, Father, for these tears 

That have carried me 

To the depth of Your love. 

How could I have known 

Your fullness 

Without the emptiness, 

Your acceptance 

Without the rejection, 

Your forgiveness 

Without my failure, 

Our togetherness 

Without that dreadful loneliness. 

You have brought me to Gethsemane, 

And oh, the joy of finding You 

Already there!  Amen. 
 

Bonnie Barrow Thomas 

 
Those we hold 

 
most dear 

 
never truly leave us; 

 
they live on 

 
in the kindnesses 

 
they showed 

 
and the love 

 
they brought into our lives. 

 

Isabel Norton 

When God sends forth 
 

A tiny soul 
 

To learn the ways of earth, 
 

A mother’s love 
 

Is waiting here 
 

We call this wonder birth. 
 

 

When God calls home 
 

A tired soul 
 

And stills a fleeting breath, 
 

A Father’s love 
 

Is waiting there, 
 

This too is birth not death. 

 
WHEN  I  MUST  LEAVE  YOU 

When I must leave you for a little while, 

Please do not grieve and shed wild tears 

And hug your sorrow to you through the years, 

But start out bravely with a gallant smile; 

And for my sake and in my name 

Live on and do all things the same. 

Feed not your loneliness on empty days, 

But fill each waking hour in useful ways. 

Reach out your hand in comfort and in cheer 

And I in turn will comfort you and hold you near. 

And never, never be afraid to die, 

For I am waiting for you in the sky! 



Do not stand at my grave and weep, 
 

I am not there, I do not sleep. 
 

I am a thousand winds that blow; 
 

I am the diamond glints on snow. 
 

I am the sunlight on ripened grain; 
 

I am the gentle autumn’s rain. 
 

When you awaken in the morning’s hush, 
 

I am the swift uplifting rush 
 

Of quiet birds in circled flight. 
 

I am the soft star that shines at night. 
 

Do not stand at my grave and cry. 
 

I am not there; 
 

I did not die. 

 
THE  CROSS  IN  MY  POCKET 

 

I carry a cross in my pocket 

A simple reminder to me 

Of the fact that I am a Christian 

No matter where I may be. 
 

This little cross is not magic 

Nor is it a good luck charm 

It isn’t meant to protect me 

From every physical harm. 
 

It’s not for identification 

For all the world to see 

It’s simply an understanding 

Between my Savior and me. 
 

When I put my hand in my pocket 

To bring out a coin or key 

The Cross is there to remind me 

Of the price He paid for me. 
 

It reminds me too, to be thankful 

For my blessings day by day 

And to strive to serve Him better 

In all that I do and say. 
 

It’s also a daily reminder 

Of the peace and comfort I share 

With all who know my Master 

And give themselves to His care. 
 

So, I carry a cross in my pocket 

Reminding no one but me 

That Jesus Christ is Lord of my life 

If only I’ll let Him be. 

I’M  FREE 
 

Don’t grieve for me, for now I’m free, 

I’m following the path God laid for me. 

I took His hand when I heard Him call, 

I turned my back and left it all. 

 

I could not stay another day, 

To laugh, to love, to work or play. 

Tasks left undone must stay that way. 

I found that place at the close of day. 

 

If my parting has left a void, 

Then fill it with remembered joy. 

A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss, 

Ah yes, these things, I too, will miss. 

 

Be not burdened with times of sorrow, 

I wish you the sunshine of tomorrow. 

My life’s been full, I savored much, 

Good friends, good times, a loved one’s touch. 

 

Perhaps my time seemed all too brief, 

Don’t lengthen it now with undue grief. 

Lift up your heart and share with me, 

God wanted me now.  He set me free. 

 
A  BAG  OF  TOOLS 

 

Isn’t it strange that Princes and Kings 

And clowns who caper in sawdust rings 

And common people like you and me 

Are builders for eternity? 

 

To each is given a bag of tools 

A shapeless mass and a book of rules; 

And each must shape e’er his life has flown 

A stumbling block or a stepping stone. 



THINK 

Of stepping on shore 

And finding it Heaven. 

Of taking hold of a hand 

And finding it God’s hand. 

Of breathing a new air 

And finding it celestial air. 

Of feeling invigorated 

And finding it immortality. 

Of passing from storm and tempest 

To an unbroken calm. 

Of waking up 

And finding yourself HOME. 

 
IF  YOU  COULD  SEE  ME 

 

My prayers have all been answered – 

I finally have arrived; 

The healing that was long delayed – 

Has now been realized. 
 

No one is in a hurry – 

No schedule must I keep – 

I am being taught by Jesus 

As I worship at His feet. 
 

My short and temporary trials – 

Have worked out for my good; 

As He explained them unto me, 

I have finally understood. 
 

Though we have had our sorrows, 

There is nothing so secure 

As all our Savior has in store 

For those who do endure. 
 

If you could see me now … 

I am whole and standing tall; 

And thus the earthly pains I bore 

Seem all so very small. 
 

If you could see me now … 

You would know I’ve seen His face; 

And thus you would not ever want 

For me to leave this place. 

CAN  THIS  BE  DEATH  – 
To be released from fear and sorrow 

From sickness, weariness and pain? 

To be removed from sins enslavement 

From Satan’s influence and domain. 
 

CAN  THIS  BE  DEATH  – 
To be presented in His presence 

The One who loves me evermore? 

To be accepted in the fullness 

Of Christ whom I adore? 
 

CAN  THIS  BE  DEATH  – 
To know complete fulfillment 

As I look upon His face? 

To feast upon the glories 

And the riches of His grace? 
 

NO  – 

THIS  IS  LIFE  – 
With all that it can offer. 

It is joy that knows no measure 

It is vict’ry o’er my foes! 

 
HIGH  FLIGHT 

by John Gillespie Magee, Jr. 

Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth 

And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings; 

Sunward I’ve climbed, 

And joined the rumbling mirth of sun-split clouds 

And done a hundred things you have not dreamed of 

Wheeled and soared and swung high 

In the sunlit silence. 

Hov’ring there, 

I’ve chased the shouting wind along, 

And flung my eager craft through footless halls of air. 

Up, up the long, delirious, burning blue 

I’ve topped the windswept heights with easy grace 

Where never lark, or even eagle flew. 

And, while with silent, lifting mind 

I’ve trod the high untrespassed sanctity of space, 

Put out my hand, 

And touched the face of God. 



FISHERMAN’S  PRAYER 

 

God grant 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 safe landing net, 

 

I’m peacefully asleep, 

 

That in his mercy I be judged, 

 

As big enough to keep. 

 
MISS  ME,  BUT  LET  ME  GO 

 
When I come to the end of the road 

And the sun has set for me, 

I 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 heads bowed low. 

Remember the love that we once shared – 

Miss me, but let me go. 

 

For this is a journey, that we all must take – 

And each must go alone. 

It’s all a part, of God’s precious plan – 

A step on the road to home. 

 

So when you are lonely and sick at heart, 

Go to your family and friends, 

And bury your sorrows in doing good deeds – 

Miss me, but let me go. 

CHERISH  MY  MEMORY 
 

You can shed tears 
Because I am gone, 
Or you can smile 

because I have lived. 
 

You can close your eyes 
and pray that I will come back, 

Or you can open your eyes 
and see all that I have left. 

 
Your heart can be empty 

because you can’t see me, 
Or you can be full 

of the love we shared. 
 

You can turn your back 
on tomorrow and live yesterday, 

Or you can be happy 
for tomorrow because of yesterday. 

 
You can remember me 

and only that I am gone, 
Or you can cherish my memory 

and let it live on. 

 
“Death 

 
is not the end. 

 
It is 

 
putting out the candle 

 
because 

 
the dawn has come.” 

 
Hugh B. Brown 



SAFELY  HOME 
 

I am home in Heaven, dear ones; 

Oh, so happy and so bright! 

There is perfect joy and beauty 

In this everlasting life. 

All the pain is gone. 

I am now at peace forever, 

Safely home 

In Heaven at last. 

 

Jesus himself came to meet me 

In that way so hard to tread; 

And with Jesus’ arm to lean on, 

Could I have one doubt or dread? 

Then you must not grieve so sorely, 

For I love you dearly still: 

Try to look beyond earth’s shadows, 

Pray to trust our Father’s will. 

 

There is work still waiting for you, 

So you must not idly stand; 

Do it now, while life remaineth – 

You shall rest in Jesus’ land. 

When that work is all completed, 

He will gently call you home; 

Oh, the rapture of that meeting, 

Oh, the joy to see you come! 

 
HER  JOURNEY’S  JUST  BEGUN 

by Ellen Brenneman 

 

Don’t think of her as gone away – 

Her journey’s just begun. 

Life Holds so many facets – 

This earth is only one. 

 

Just think of her as resting 

From the sorrow and the tears 

In a place of warmth and comfort 

Where there are no days and years. 

 

Think how she must be wishing 

That we could know today 

How nothing but our sadness 

Can really pass away. 

 

And think of her as living 

In the hearts of those she touched, 

For nothing loved is ever lost – 

And she was loved so much. 

TILL  WE  MEET  AGAIN 
 

When dawn’s first light 
turned into day, 

Who knew an angel 
would call me away. 

 

Though I never had the chance 
to say goodbye, 

I leave you three things 
to help you get by. 

 

I leave you Faith, 
that you might see — 
Your heart can rebuild 
a world without me. 

 

I leave you Courage, 
so you will not fear — 

Christ’s peace shall attend 
and replace your tears. 

 

And I leave you my Love, 
to cherish and embrace — 

Till we meet again 

in His Heavenly place. 

 
God hath not promised 

Skies always blue, 

Flower-strewn pathways 

All our lives through; 

God hath not promised 

Sun without rain, 

Joy without sorrow, 

Peace without pain. 

But God hath promised 

Strength for the day, 

Rest for the labor, 

Light for the way, 

Grace for the trials, 

Help from above, 

Unfailing sympathy, 

Undying love. 



Grieve not, 
 

nor speak of me 
 

with tears, 
 

but laugh 
 

and talk of me 
 

as though I were 
 

beside you. 
 

I loved you so – 
 

’twas Heaven 
 

here with you. 

 
There are some 

 
who bring 

 
a light so great 

 
to the world 

 
that even after 

 
they have gone, 

 
the light remains. 

 

THE  BRIDGE  BUILDER 
 

By Will Allen Dromgoole 
 

An old man, going a lone highway, 

Came, at the evening, cold and gray, 

To a chasm, vast, and deep, and wide, 

Twas needful to reach the other side. 
 

The old man crossed in the twilight dim; 

The sullen stream had no fear for him; 

But he turned, when safe on the other side, 

And built a bridge to span the tide. 
 

“Old man,” said a fellow pilgrim, near, 

“You are wasting strength with building here; 

Your journey will end with the ending day; 

You never again will pass this way; 

You’ve crossed the chasm, deep and wide— 

Why build you this bridge at the evening tide?” 
 

The builder lifted his old gray head: 

“Good friend, in the path I have come,” he said, 

“There followeth after me today, 

A youth, whose feet must pass this way. 
 

This chasm, that has been naught to me, 

To that fair-haired youth may a pitfall be. 

He, too, must cross in the twilight dim; 

Good friend, I am building this bridge for him.” 

 
I shall pass through the world 

 

but once – 

 

any good therefore that I can do 

 

or any kindness that I can show 

 

let me do it now, 

 

let me not defer or neglect it 

 

for I shall not pass this way again. 



Where there is Faith – 
 

There is Love. 
 
 

Where there is Love – 
 

There is Peace. 
 
 

Where there is Peace – 
 

There is God. 
 
 

Where there is God – 
 

There is no Need. 

 
COWBOY’S  PRAYER 

Written in 1906 by Badger Clark of Cluster, South Dakota 

O Lord,  I’ve never lived where churches grow; 

I’ve loved certain better as it stood — 

That day you finished it, so long ago, 

And looked upon your work and called it good. 

Just let me live my life as I’ve begun! 

And give me work that’s open to the sky; 

Make me a partner of the wind and sun, 

And I won’t ask a life that’s soft and high. 

Make me as big and open as the plains; 

As honest as the horse between my knees; 

As the hawk that circles down the breeze. 

Just keep an eye on all that’s done and said; 

Just right me sometime when I turn aside; 

And guide me on the long, dim trail ahead —  

That stretches upward towards the Great Divide. 

THE  ROSE 
 

It is only a tiny rosebud  ---- 

A flower of God’s design; 

But I cannot unfold the petals 

With these clumsy hands of mine. 

 

The secret of unfolding flowers 

Is not known to such as I  ---- 

The flower God opens so sweetly 

In my hands would fade and die. 

 

If I cannot unfold a rosebud 

This flower of God’s design, 

Then how can I think I have wisdom 

To unfold this life of mine? 

 

So I’ll trust in Him for His leading, 

Each moment of every day, 

And I’ll look to Him for His guidance 

Each step of the pilgrim way. 

 

For the pathway that lies before me 

My Heavenly Father knows 

I’ll trust Him to unfold the moments 

Just as He unfolds the rose. 

 
THE  ROSE  STILL  GROWS 

by A. L. Frink 
 

Near a shady wall a rose once grew, 
Budded and blossomed in God’s free light, 

Watered and fed by morning dew, 
Shedding its sweetness day and night. 

 

As it grew and blossomed fair and tall, 
Slowly rising to loftier height, 
It came to a crevice in the wall, 

Through which there shone a beam of light. 
 

Onward it crept with added strength, 
With never a thought of fear or pride. 

It followed the light through the crevice’s length 
And unfolded itself on the other side. 

 

The light, the dew, the broadening view 
Were found the same as they were before; 

And it lost itself in beauties new, 
Breathing its fragrance more and more. 

 

Shall claim of death cause us to grieve, 
And make our courage faint or fail? 
Nay!  Let us faith and hope receive: 
The rose still grows beyond the wall. 

 

Scattering fragrance far and wide, 
Just as it did in days of yore, 

Just as it did on the other side, 
Just as it will for evermore.



Dear Jesus, 
 

Lay your wounded hand upon my weary head, 
 

And teach me to have courage 
 

In the paths that I must tread. 
 

Bless me, and bless those whom I love, 
 

And give us grace to see 
 

These crosses 
 

Bravely borne by us 
 

Will keep us close to Thee. 
 

And if at times a shadow falls 
 

In unexpected ways, 
 

Put Your gentle hand in mine 
 

And guide me through the days. 
 

So bless my people, one and all, 
 

With Thy protecting grace, 
 

And impart to them Thy wisdom 
 

Ere they meet Thee face to face. 

 
God our Father, 

 

Your power brings us to birth, 
 

Your providence guides our lives, 
 

And by Your command we return to dust. 
 

 

I pray for the dead, 
 

Especially for 
 

Naomi. 
 

May those who have been dear to me in life 
 

Find a place with You in heaven. 
 

 

Lord, those who die still live in Your presence; 
 

Their lives change but do not end. 
 

I pray in hope for my family, relatives and friends, 
 

And for all the dead known to You alone. 
 

 

In company with Christ who died and now lives 
 

May they rejoice in Your kingdom 
 

Where all our tears are wiped away. 
 

Unite us together again as one family, 
 

To sing Your praise forever and ever. 

THE  HAIL  MARY 

 
Hail, Mary, full of grace! 

 
The Lord is with thee; 

 
Blessed art thou among women, 

 
And blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. 

 
Holy Mary, Mother of God, 

 
Pray for us sinners now 

 
And at the hour of our death. 

 
Amen. 

 
Lord, make me an instrument of Your peace. 

Where there is hatred, let me sow love. 

Where there is injury, let me sow pardon. 

Where there is friction, let me sow union. 

Where there is error, let me sow truth. 

Where there is doubt, let me sow faith. 

Where there is despair, let me sow hope. 

Where there is darkness, let me sow light. 

Where there is sadness, let me sow joy. 
 

O Divine Master, 

Grant that I may not so much seek 

To be consoled as to console, 

To be understood as to understand, 

To be loved as to love. 
 

For it is in giving that we receive. 

It is in dying that we are born to eternal life. 
 

St. Francis of Assisi 



THE  LORD’S  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 trespasses 

As we forgive those who trespass against us; 

And lead us not into temptation, 

But deliver us from evil. 

Amen. 

 
Merciful Lord of life, 

 

I lift up my heart to You 
 

In my suffering 
 

And ask for Your comforting help. 
 

I know that You would withhold 
 

The thorns of this life 
 

If I could attain eternal life without them. 
 

So I throw myself on Your mercy, 
 

Resigning myself to this suffering. 
 

Grant me the grace to bear it 
 

And to offer it in union with Your sufferings. 
 

No matter what suffering may come my way, 
 

Let me trust in You.

O Lord, show Your mercy to me, 
 

And gladden my heart. 
 

I am like the man on the way to Jericho 
 

Who was overtaken by robbers, 
 

Wounded, and left halfdead: 
 

O Good Samaritan, come to my aid. 
 

I am like the sheep that went astray: 
 

O Good Shepherd, seek me out 
 

And bring me home in accord with Your will. 
 

Let me dwell in Your house 
 

All the days of my life 
 

And praise You for ever and ever 
 

With those who are there. 

 
Slow me down, Lord. 

Ease the pounding of my heart 

By the quieting of my mind. 

Steady my hurried pace 

With a vision of the eternal reach of time. 

Give me, amid the confusion of the day, 

The calmness of the everlasting hills. 

Break the tensions of my nerves and muscles 

With the soothing music of the singing streams 

That live in memory. 

Help me to know the magical, 

Restoring power of sleep. 

Teach me the art of taking minute vacations – 

Of slowing down to look at a flower, 

To chat with a friend, to pat a dog, 

To read a few lines from a good book. 

Slow me down, Lord. 



“And God shall wipe away 
 

all tears from their eyes;  
 

and there shall be  
 

no more death, 
 

neither sorrow, 
 

nor crying, 
 

neither shall there be 
 

any more pain.” 
 

Revelation 21:4 

 
“For God 

 

so loved the world, 
 

that he gave 
 

his only begotten Son, 
 

that whosoever 
 

believeth in him 
 

should not perish, 
 

but have everlasting life.” 
 

John 3:16 

“I am the resurrection, 
 

and the life: 
 

he that believeth in me, 
 

though he were dead, 
 

yet shall he live: 
 

and whosoever liveth 
 

and believeth in me 
 

shall never die.” 
 

John 11:25-26 

 
“I have fought a good fight, 

 

I have finished my course, 
 

I have kept the faith: 
 

henceforth 
 

there is laid up for me 
 

a crown of righteousness, 
 

which the Lord, 
 

the righteous judge, 
 

shall give me at that day: 
 

and not to me only, 
 

but unto all them also 
 

that love his appearing.” 
 

2 Timothy 4:7-8 



THE  LORD’S  PRAYER 

Our Father which art in heaven, 

Hallowed be thy name. 

Thy kingdom come. 

Thy will be done 

In 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, 

And the power, and the glory, for ever. 

Amen. 

 
 “Peace I leave with you, 

my peace I give unto you: 

not as the world giveth, give I unto you. 

Let not your heart be troubled, 

neither let it be afraid. 

In my Father’s house are many mansions: 

if it were not so, I would have told you. 

I go to prepare a place for you. 

And if I go and 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 ye know, 

and the way ye know. 

Peace I leave with you, 

My peace I give unto you.” 

John 14:27, 2-4 

 “To every thing there is a season, 
and a time 

to every purpose under the heaven: 
a time to be born, 
and a time to die; 
a time to plant, 

and a time to pluck up that which is planted; 
a time to kill, 

and a time to heal; 
a time to break down, 
and a time to build up; 

a time to weep, 
and a time to laugh; 

a time to mourn, 
and a time to dance; 

a time to cast away stones, 
and a time to gather stones together; 

a time to embrace, 
and a time to refrain from embracing; 

a time to get, 
and a time to lose; 

a time to keep, 
and a time to cast away; 

a time to rend, 
and a time to sew; 

a time to keep silence, 
and a time to speak; 

a time to love, 
and a time to hate; 

a time of war, 
and a time of peace.” 

 

Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 

 
TWENTY-THIRD  PSALM 

The Lord is my shepherd; 

I shall not want. 

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: 

He leadeth me beside the still waters. 

He restoreth my soul: 

He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness 

For His name’s sake. 

Yea, though I walk through the valley 

Of the shadow of death, 

I will fear no evil: 

For thou art with me; 

Thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. 

Thou preparest a table before me 

In the presence of mine enemies: 

Thou anointest my head with oil; 

My cup runneth over. 

Surely goodness and mercy 

Shall follow me all the days of my life: 

And I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever. 



ABIDE  WITH  ME 
by Henry F. Lyte 

 
Abide with me: fast falls the eventide; 

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide: 

When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 

Help of the helpless, O abide with me! 

 
Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day; 

Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away; 

Change and decay in all around I see: 

O Thou who changest not, abide with me! 

 
I need Thy presence ev’ry passing hour: 

What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s pow’r? 

Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be? 

Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me! 

 
I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless; 

Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness. 

Where is death’s sting?  Where, grave, thy victory? 

I triumph still if Thou abide with me! 

 
Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes; 

Shine thro’ the gloom, and point me to the skies: 

Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee 

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me! 

 
AMAZING  GRACE 

by John Newton 

 

Amazing grace how sweet the sound, 

That saved a wretch like me! 

I once was lost but now am found, 

Was blind but now I see. 
 

’Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 

And grace my fears relieved, 

How precious did that grace appear, 

The hour I first believed. 
 

The Lord has promised good to me, 

His word my hope secures; 

He will my shield and portion be 

As long as life endures. 
 

Thru many dangers, toils and snares, 

I have already come; 

’Tis grace that brought me safe thus far, 

And grace will lead me home. 
 

When we’ve been there ten thousand years, 

Bright shining as the sun; 

We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 

Than when we first begun. 

GOD  BE  WITH  YOU 
by Jeremiah E. Rankin 

 

God be with you till we meet again; 

By His counsels guide, uphold you, 

With His sheep securely fold you; 

God be with you till we meet again. 

 

God be with you till we meet again; 

’Neath His wings protecting hide you, 

Daily manna still provide you; 

God be with you till we meet again. 

 

God be with you till we meet again; 

When life’s perils thick confound you, 

Put His arms unfailing round you; 

God be with you till we meet again. 

 

God be with you till we meet again; 

Keep love’s banner floating o’er you; 

Smite death’s threat’ning wave before you; 

God be with you till we meet again. 

 

CHORUS 

Till we meet, till we meet, 

Till we meet at Jesus’ feet; 

Till we meet, till we meet, 

God be with you till we meet again. 

 
HOW  GREAT  THOU  ART 

by Stuart K. Hine 

 
O Lord my God, when I in awesome wonder 

Consider all the worlds thy hands have made, 

I see the stars, I hear the rolling thunder, 

Thy pow’r throughout the universe displayed. 

 
When thru the woods and forest glades I wander, 

And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees, 

When I look down from lofty mountain grandeur 

And hear the brook and feel the gentle breeze. 

 
And when I think that God, his Son not sparing, 

Sent him to die, I scarce can take it in, 

That on the cross my burden gladly bearing 

He bled and died to take away my sin. 

 
When Christ shall come, with shout of acclamation, 

And take me home, what joy shall fill my heart! 

Then I shall bow in humble adoration 

And there proclaim, “My God, how great thou art!” 

 
CHORUS 

Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to Thee: 

How great Thou art!  How great Thou art! 

Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to Thee: 

How great Thou art!  How great Thou art! 



IN  THE  GARDEN 
by C. Austin Miles 

 

I come to the garden alone, 

While the dew is still on the roses, 

And the voice I hear, 

Falling on my ear, 

The Son of God discloses. 
 

He speaks, and the sound of His voice 

Is so sweet the birds hush their singing, 

And the melody 

That He gave to me, 

Within my heart is ringing. 
 

I’d stay in the garden with Him 

Tho’ the night around me be falling, 

But He bids me go; 

Thro’ the voice of woe 

His voice to me is calling. 
 

CHORUS 

And He walks with me, 

And He talks with me, 

And He tells me I am His own; 

And the joy we share as we tarry there, 

None other has ever known. 

 
THE  OLD  RUGGED  CROSS 

by Rev. George Bernard 

 

On a hill far away stood an old rugged cross, 

The emblem of suff’ring and shame; 

And I love that old cross where the dearest and best 

For a world of lost sinners was slain. 
 

Oh, that old rugged cross so despised by the world, 

Has a wondrous attraction for me; 

For the dear Lamb of God left His glory above, 

To bear it to dark Calvary. 
 

In the old rugged cross, stained with blood so divine, 

A wondrous beauty I see; 

For ’twas on that old cross Jesus suffered and died, 

To pardon and sanctify me. 
 

To the old rugged cross I will ever be true, 

Its shame and reproach gladly bear; 

Then He’ll call me some day to my home far away, 

Where His glory forever I’ll share. 
 

CHORUS 

So I’ll cherish the old rugged cross, 

Till my trophies at last I lay down; 

I will cling to the old rugged cross, 

And exchange it some day for a crown. 

ROCK  OF  AGES 
by Augustus M. Toplady 

 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee; 

Let the water and the blood, 

From Thy wounded side which flowed, 

Be of sin the double cure, 

Save from wrath and make me pure. 

 

Not the labors of my hands 

Can fulfill Thy law’s demands; 

Could my zeal no respite know, 

Could my tears forever flow, 

All for sin could not atone; 

Thou must save and Thou alone. 

 

While I draw this fleeting breath, 

When my eyes shall close in death, 

When I rise to worlds unknown, 

And behold Thee on Thy throne, 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee. 

 
GOIN’  HOME 

by William Arms Fisher 

 
Goin’ home, goin’ home, I’m a goin’ home; 

Quiet like, some still day, I’m just goin’ home. 

It’s not far, just close by, through an open door; 

Work all done, care laid by, going to fear no more. 

 
Mother’s there expecting me, Father’s waitin’ too; 

Lots of folk gathered there, 

All the friends I knew. 

Home, home, I’m goin’ home! 

 
Nothin’ lost, all’s gain, no more fret nor pain, 

No more stumblin’ on the way, 

No more longin’ for the day, 

Going to roam no more! 

 
Mornin’ star lights the way, restless dream all done; 

Shadows gone, break of day, real life just begun. 

There’s no break, there’s no end, just a livin’ on; 

Wide awake, with a smile goin’ on and on. 



O  MY  FATHER 
by Eliza R. Snow 

 

O my Father, thou that dwellest in the high and glorious place, 

When shall I regain thy presence and again behold thy face? 

In thy holy habitation, did my spirit once reside? 

In my first primeval childhood, was I nurtured near thy side? 

 

For a wise and glorious purpose Thou has placed me here on earth 

And withheld the recollection of my former friends and birth; 

Yet oft times a secret something whispered, “You’re a stranger here,” 

And I felt that I had wandered from a more exalted sphere. 

 

I had learned to call thee Father, thru thy Spirit from on high, 

But, until the key of knowledge was restored, I knew not why. 

In the heav’ns are parents single?  No, the thought makes reason stare! 

Truth is reason; truth eternal tells me I’ve a mother there. 

 

When I leave this frail existence, when I lay this mortal by, 

Father, Mother, may I meet you in your royal courts on high? 

Then, at length, when I’ve completed all you sent me forth to do, 

With your mutual approbation let me come and dwell with you. 

 
Whenever the cold hand of death strikes, 

there shines through the gloom and the 

darkness of that hour the triumphant figure of 

the Lord Jesus Christ.  He, the Son of God 

who by His matchless and eternal power 

overcame death.  He is the Redeemer of the 

world. He gave His life for each of us. He 

took it up again and became the firstfruits of 

them that slept.   He is our comfort, our only 

true comfort, when the dark shroud of earthly 

night closes about us as the spirit departs the 

human form. There stands Jesus the Christ, 

the King of glory, the unblemished Messiah, 

the Lord Emmanuel.  — Gordon B. Hinkley 

I  AM  A  CHILD  OF  GOD 
by Naomi Ward Randall 

 

I am a child of God, 
And he has sent me here, 

Has given me an earthly home 
With parents kind and dear. 

 
I am a child of God, 

And so my needs are great; 
Help me to understand his words 

Before it grows too late. 
 

I am a child of God. 
Rich blessings are in store; 
If I but learn to do his will, 

I’ll live with him once more. 
 

I am a child of God. 
His promises are sure; 

Celestial glory shall be mine 
If I can but endure. 

 
CHORUS 

Lead me, guide me, walk beside me, 
Help me find the way. 

Teach me all that I must do 
To live with him someday. 

 
Does the journey seem long, 

 

The path rugged and steep? 
 

Are there briars and thorns on the way? 
 

Do sharp stones cut your feet 
 

As you struggle to rise 
 

To the heights through the heat of the day? 
 

 

Is your heart faint and sad, 
 

Your soul weary within, 
 

As you toil ‘neath your burden of care? 
 

Does the load heavy seem 
 

You are forced now to lift? 
 

Is there no one your burden to share? 
 

 

Let your heart be not faint 
 

Now the journey’s begun; 
 

There is One who still beckons to you. 
 

Look upward in gladness 
 

And take hold of his hand, 
 

He will lead you to heights that are new. 
 

 

Joseph Fielding Smith 



Naomi is not dead, the child of our affection, 
 

But gone unto that school 
 

Where she no longer needs our poor protection, 
 

And Christ himself doth rule. 
 

 

In that great cloister’s stillness and seclusion, 
 

By guardian angels led, 
 

Safe from temptation, safe from sin’s pollution, 
 

Naomi lives, whom we call dead. 
 

 

Day after day we think what she is doing 
 

In those bright realms of air; 
 

Year after year, her tender steps pursuing, 
 

Behold Naomi’s grown more fair. 
 

 

Thus do we walk with her, and keep unbroken 
 

The bond which nature gives, 
 

Thinking that our remembrance, though unspoken, 
 

May reach her where she lives. 
 

 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

 
Naomi  -  Heaven’s Special Child 

 

A meeting was held quite far from Earth 

“It’s time again for another birth” 

Said the Angel’s of the Lord above. 

This special girl will need much love, 

Her progress may seem very slow, 

Accomplishments she may not show. 

And she’ll require much extra care 

From all the folks she meets down there. 

She may not laugh or run or play, 

Her thoughts may seem quite far away. 

In many ways she won’t adapt, 

And she’ll be known as ‘Handicapped’. 

So let’s be careful where she’s sent, 

We want her life to be content. 

Please, Lord, find the parents who 

Will do this special job for you. 

They will not realize right away 

The leading role they’re asked to play, 

But with this girl from above, 

Comes stronger faith and richer love. 

And soon they’ll know the privilege given 

In caring for this gift from Heaven – 

Their precious girl so meek and mild 

Is “heaven’s very special Child”. 

 “I’ll lend you for a little time a girl of mine,” God said, 
 

“For you to love the while she lives, and mourn for when she’s dead. 
 

It may be for six or seven years, or twenty-two or three; 
 

But will you, till I call her back, take care of her for Me? 

 

She’ll bring her charms to gladden you; and should her stay be brief, 

 

You’ll have her lovely memories as solace for your grief. 

 

I cannot promise she will stay, since all from earth return. 

 

But there are lessons taught down there I want this child to learn. 
 

I’ve looked the wide world over, in search for teachers true, 
 

And from the throngs that crowd life’s lanes I have selected you. 

 

Now will you give her all your love nor think the labor vain, 
 

Nor hate Me when I come to call, to take her back again? 
 

I fancied that I heard you say, ‘Dear Lord, Thy will be done, 
 

For all the joy Thy girl will bring the risk of grief we’ll run. 

 

We’ll shelter her with tenderness, we’ll love her while we may 
 

And for the happiness we have known forever grateful stay. 

 

And should the angel call her much sooner than we’ve planned, 
 

We’ll brave the bitter grief that comes and try to understand’.” 
 

Edgar A. Guest 

 
Please Don’t Tell Them 

You Never Got To Know Me 
 

It is I whose kicks 

You will always remember; 
 

I who gave you heartburn 

That a dragon would envy; 
 

I who couldn’t seem to tell time 

And got your days and nights all mixed up. 
 

It is I who acknowledged your craving for ice cream 

By knocking the cold bowl off your belly; 
 

I who went shopping 

And helped you pick out the perfect teddy bear for me; 
 

I who liked to be cradled in your belly 

And rocked off to a dreamy slumber by the fire. 
 

It is I who never had a doubt 

About your love. 
 

It is I who was able to put a life time of joy 

Into an instant. 
 

It is I who will always 

Love you. 

 

Naomi 


