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A POEM FOR JACK 

-by Guy Stevens 
 

Over half way through my 

turn of the glass, 

Lost, I looked skyward for 

that kindest bright star. 

My heart torn, I found it                 
extinguished by the night. 

How am I to steer this course with 
so few stars. 



Prelude       Ruth Basney 

Word of Grace & Greeting                                      Wes Oden 

Prayer       Wes Oden 

Hymn 335 Love Divine, All Loves Excelling 

Reading Three Minds      

Scripture Matthew 5:1-12     

Hymn All Things Bright and Beautiful 

Poems       Thom Satterlee 

Scripture 1 Corinthians 13     

Homily      Wes Oden 

Hymn Hymn of Promise 

Reading Stones     Brian Reitnour 

Benediction      Wes Oden 

Postlude Joyful, Joyful, We Adore Thee  Sharon Johnson 



STONES 
 

Rock hammer in hand, on the way to where 
the shale breaks sharply for the water, 
we lingered long enough to find a grave. 
 
An old man who talked of other times          
but never slipped to call them better                
lay under the polished granite. 
 
At the river we cracked cobbles,                  
found feldspar, gneiss, and quartz. 
The crystal brightness broken 
 
into light routed the easy sorrow            
we carried to the shore. As we bent                   
at work, the river, a stern brown god,      
      
calling sand effluents to itself                          
spoke roughly in the soft veins                         
tilting the ledge we mined. 
 
But above us in the leafing trees a dozen        
cedar waxwings danced a yellow dazzle        
from limb to limber limb and back. 
 
Returning home, the live core of joy            
thrumming in us like wind in power lines,         
we passed the grave again. 
 
Melissa, I thought, outlast me child. 
Carve in the stone for me, 
 
Given a choice, he would have hung around. 


