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Introductory Music

Franck: Symphony 4in D Minor, second and third movements.
THE SERVICE

(There is to be a short pause between the introductory music and the service
proper. The beginning of the service can be indicated by the person in charge
taking his .place. Paul Bredenberg has been asked to read this service.)

We come Lo speak a common grief,
We come Lo tell a common S0MNOW,
For we are human.

Supnremely beautiful upon the neeling earin
Arose the fragile palace of a human Life,
Made of memonies Lnwrought with memories,
Rising as on a summer day a summer cfoud,
Radiant with the Light of hope,

Eagen fon the splendon of Living,

And we, beholding it, rejoiced,

Tomorow will not gind AL,

Even today 4t 48 nof.

Blessed arne beautiful memonces.

And blessed are they that nemembenr the beautiful.

Even though they moun,
Blessed ane they that nemember.

(from A Modern Requiem
by Edmund Gale Jewett)

Recollection of Iola Moore by the reader

Blessed are we indeed as we reflect on IOLA's life, as we celebrate the
miracle of her life, as we listen to some of the words and music she loved and
wanted to share with us. For in her life we were privileged to witness something

rare on this earth.

However it was done, nature produced in her a rare example of human kind.
If there was in her any hate, malice, guile--any of the dark, harmful, useless
emotions--then they were so miniscule in her makeup as to escape one's notice
altogether. Perhaps, long ago, through some prolonged ordeal, she was cleansed?
I do not know. But if there were a fountain where we could wash so clean would

we not rush there today to bathe in 1t?



She loved beauty, she reflected beauty, she was herself supremely beautiful.
It seemed that nothing beautiful escaped her notice, except that, like all the
non-human craatures of nature she loved so well, she was so far as one could see
ﬂm‘ te unaware of her own beauty. And this made her lovelier still to us who knew
er.

She seemed to have an inexhaustible loving curiosity that extended to all
things and beings, a wanting to know what things were, and where, how, why...,
constantly expecting to confront another phenomenal beauty and goodness in them.
This feeling for things is visible in her love for a poem which she asked us to
save for her, and I think it would have pleased her to share it with us today.

It was written by Reuben Tam, an artist who has a summer home at Monhegan, Maine,

where Iola spent summer vacations for many years.,

Walt gorn high Lide at noon.

The sea claims this bank of sand Lhen.
The Zedge blLackens and sLides under
In a s8ow tiLL 0f crowns and Spangles.
Dowm in the Littoral kields

Shocks of Light shake the deep kelp
And swonds gLash.

Farness nides Ain on wend/ows

Sthewing thundens and diatoms

In the coils of the whelk.

The tide ccmes 4n.
1t tahkes rockweed and sand ban.
1t bends the crnimped £ine of Land.

Why 48 the wind 80 drwy?

Land 48 one side, dea L5 dankness,
And sky 48 an orb.

The waves sweep wide

Oven a scatter of bones and hoflows
0§ the seared and The spenk,

Oven the shands of the misbegoitten.

We have walked this Light befonre.

In the themble 04 new edges

You see the despernate stants and revisions
And the glashing,

As untried phyla of creatuwres

In scintillant 1nches of Leap

Flin oven, |

To dee

From one Look at the sky.



I shall remember best of all her interest in the night sky, her feeling
for the heavenly bodies there. Years ago we observed together, in approaching
twilight, the appearance of the crescent moon subtending both Venus and Jupiter
in close conjunction. It was a brilliant, symmetrical array of the three bodies,
and I have seen nothing since that time that has come close to matching it. For
Iola, it was an experience of pure, profound delight.

And there was the constellation of Orion which we observed a number of times
as 1t rose in the eastern sky. This marvelous grouping of stars was for her a

special pleasure to behold, and I felt that, especially as her power of sight

gradually failed, she wanted me to keep track of Orion for her ard to report on
1ts whereabouts.

There was the time also that she expressed the wish to know how far toward
the south the setting sun progressed at the time of the winter solstice. In
late December of that year I drew a pencil line across the railing on the west
side of our house to mark the position for her. The object of her interest on
this occasion seemed in a way a very little fact indeed, and yet when noted with
her love and wonder it seemed to assume a fresh and unexpected $ignificance.

The mark I drew for her has long since faded. But the mark she left for
me on sun and moon, on planets and stars and much besides, is indelible. There
was this infectiousness about her. And a kind of transformative power that
worked 1n her upon us. The things we talked of with her, the things we observed
and loved together, will never again be seen just as we saw them before, but we
will see them always in some degree with her, in her, through her vision. They
will be vibrant for us with a special meaning deriving from her mediation. To
speak of her spirit living henceforth in us is not a mere fancy. There may well
be a mystery here, but there is soiid fact as well. I say again, what perhaps
I do not fully understand, that she reflected beauty upon us. |

Yourn Monhegan, Tofa, 1 have never seen
But T shall neven see a rochy shore
On barnen cliff 4alling to the sea
Wethout the feeling that your Spirit
There behuind my eyes sees yet again
And nefolces with me.

I want to speak also of Iola's faith--her faith in me, her faith in us--and
her lTove. She balieved in us, in our capacities and in our goodness. There was
perhaps something childlike in her trust, and yet pure innocence could not
survive such a full lifetime of experience in a mind of such intelligence as hers.

And so we responded, and we continue to respond, to her judgment of us, her
confidence.

What a wonderful dynamics is here! It is as if we saw something'of ogrselves
reflected in her, as if we found a self--or power to create a self--which might
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never have been just what it was {f she had not been there, as if in her we served
and refreshed ourselves. We found in her a sustaining, reinforcing power, as if
we were infected by her belief that we can do what should be done, that we can

in however humble ways triumph in our lives. We find in her a renewal of our
faith, our energy, our power. We are able to see more clearly, feel more

intensely, work more productively, because our awareness of what is beautiful has
been enhanced and our love of what is good has been fortified.

And so, Iola taught us and inspiréd us, loved us, believed in us, and
continues to sustain us and to work through us in our world. This is perhaps
the only kind of tribute to which she would have aspired, and the only immortality.

I want to close these recollections with two brief passages of writing

that seem to me particularly luminous when we think of Iola. The first is from
Loren Eiseley's The Immense Jowwney:

Teeodl fanally comes Lo me that Lthis 48 the

most enoamous extension 0§ visdion of which L£ife 48
capable: 1he profection of Ltselfg into otfhern Lives.
This 448 the Lonely, magnigicent power of humanity.
It 458, fan more than any spatial adventure, the
supneme epitome o4 the reaching out.”

The other passage is from Kawabata's Snow Country:

"The Laborn into which a heant has poured 4145
wnole Love--wnherne will £t have £t5 say, o
excite and inspine, and when?"

I have spoken of Iola in a l1imited and personal way, and I know that
each of you knew her in other ways that I was not privileged to experience. As
we listen next to a piece of music for which she had a special fondness let us
each in his own way continue to recollect the treasured images of her life.

Ravel: Pavane forn a Dead Princess

Lond, thou hast been our dwelling-place
In all generations,
Befone the mountains were brought fonth,



On ever thou hadst fonmed the eanth and the world,
Even grom everlasting to everlasting, thou ant God.
Thou twwest man to destruction;
And sayest, Retww, ye children of men.
Forn a thowsand yearns in thy s4ight ane but as
yestenday when L1 48 past,

And as a watch in the night.
Thou cariest them away as with a gLood:
They arne as a sLeep:
In the morning they are Like ghass which groweth up;
In the morning 4t fLowrishetn and groweth up;
In the evening it 44 cut down, and withenetn.

- Thou has set our iniquities begore thee,
Our secnet 84ins in the Light of thy countenance.
We spend our yearns as a tale that 48 tokd.

The days of our yearns are threescone years and Zen;

And 4§ by neason of stnength they be four sccre
yeans,

Vet 48 theirn strength Laborn and sornrow;

For £t 48 soon cut of4 and we §Ly away.

So teach us fo numbern owr days
That we may apply our heants unto wesdom.

0 satisfy us early with thy menrcy;

That we may refoice and be glad all our days.
Let thy wonk appear unto thy servants,

And thy glony unto thein children.

And Lot the beauty of the Lord our God be

upon usb:
And establish thou the wornk o4 our hands upon us
Vea, the work of our hands establish thou LXL.

(Psalm XC)

Wagner: Pawsifal, Prelude (a four-minute passage, ending on a long note; when
it has started, the reader will read the next two readings during the

music. )

It may be s0 with us, that in the dank,

When we have done with time and wandern space,
Some meeting of the bLind may sinike a spark,
And to death's empty mansion give a grace.

It may be that the Loosened soul may find
Some new delight of Living without Limbs,
Bodiless foy 04 fLesh-untrammeled mind,



Peace Zike a sky whene starlihe SpidL sWAms.
1t may be that the million cells o4 sense,
Loosed grom thein seventy yeans' adhesion, pass
Each to some foy of changed expersence,
Weight 4in the eanth on glony 4in the ghass:

It may be that we cease; we cannol ZellL.

Even 4f we cease, Life L5 a muracke.

(Lide 48 a Miracle,
by John Masefiegld)

That Powen that guides the unfolding of the
acom and pushes up the oak, that Mind that
brings the gorngeous buttengly out of the dulh
cocoon and rnaises Lt to its new and winged
careesrr, may well know how o "swallow up
mortality with Life” and bruing us and owrs

to a highen stage of being. This new and
grneater miracle of anothen £ife beyond does
not staggern us much aftern we nave fully
entened into the wonden of the spuing.

1t 48 no mone difficult Lo carrny a souk
safely oven the bridge of death info the
Light and foy of a new world than LL 48 Zo
make a spring dandelion out of one of

those strange, winged seeds which a ehild

. carelessly blew away Lost summer. Bul

here 44 the dandelion. 1 48 "common”
enough. We handly stop fo Look down into 41s
yellow face orn to meditate on the wonder of +1s
wﬁuaﬂ cven the nawvow bridge of that §Lying
BCCA.s o

As fan as we ane able to discovenr, the soul
possesses inginite capacity. A blossom may
neach its perfection in a day, but no one has
fathomed the possibilities of a human hearf.
Eternmity 48 not too vast for a soul to ghow 4n,
if the soul wilks to grow.

(by Rufus M. Jones)

0 strhong of heart, go where the road
of ancient honour climbs,

Bow noi yowr craven shouldens

Farth conguened gives the starns.

(by Boethius)
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Darest Thou now, 0 Soul,

Walk out weth me towand the unknown regiLon

Whene nedithen ground 48 fon the geet nor any
path to follow?

No map Lhere--

Non gudide, no voice sounding nor Touch of
human hand,

Non face weth blLooming gLesh, norn Lips, noi
eyes ane 4in that Land.

I know ££ not, 0 soul

Norn dost thou, all 48 a blank before us

AL waitls undreamed o4 4in that negion, 4An
that inaccessible Land.

TalL, T4LL when the Lies Loosen.

AL but the fties eternal,

Time and space, nor darkness, nor gravitation
nor any bounds bounding us.

Then, then we bunst fonth, we {Loat

In Lume and Space 0 Soul, prepaned gon them,--

Equal, equipped at Last.

0 Joy! O fruct of all!

Them fo fulfll 0 soul.

(by Walt Whitman)

Anthem setting of Darest Thou Now, O Soul? by David McK. Williams, sung by
the North Shore Unitarian Church (Manhasset, N. Y.) Choir. Knight Recording.

BENEDICTION

"From Lige to Death!
An eagen breath,
A battle fon the thue and good

An agony upon Lhe rood;
A darkening of the Light--
And night!

"Frrom Deatn to Life!

A peace ﬁfwm stnqe;

A voyage o'en an ocean wide

That moves from shore Lo Ahofze Lt de,

A passing of the night,
And Light!”

(by John Haynes Holmes)

‘Music as the people leave)

Crahms: Finst Symphony, second and third movements J



