Pieces to be read aloud at Mom's memorial (per her request)
23" Psalm from The Bible, King James Version

The Lorp is my shepherd; I shall not want.

2 He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still
waters.

3 He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his
name's sake.

4 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.

5 Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou
anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.

6 Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will
dwell in the house of the Lorp for ever.

Requiem by Robert Louis Stevenson

U NDER the wide and starry sky,
Dig the grave and let me lie.

Glad did I live and gladly die,

And I laid me down with a will.

This be the verse you grave for me:
Here he lies where he longed to be;
Home is the sailor, home from the sea,
And the hunter home from the hill.

Prospero's Speech from Act IV, Scene 1 of The Tempest by William Shakespeare

'Our revels now are ended'

Our revels now are ended. These our actors,
As I foretold you, were all spirits and

Are melted into air, into thin air:

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision,
The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces,
The solemn temples, the great globe itself,
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff
As dreams are made on, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep.
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