
 
A Service of Thanksgiving 

For the Life of Rev. Dr. John D. Schule 
September 12, 2021    1:00 PM 

 
Prelude  “For the Beauty of the Earth”     Peter Boak 
 
Call to Worship     Rev. Dr. Charlotte Wright 
 
*Hymn   469     “Morning Has Broken” 
 
Opening Words                    Rylan J Souphakhot 
 
Reading    Psalm 121:1-8       Barbara Howland 
 
Reflections from John’s children 
 
Musical Offering       “How Great Thou Art”      Darlene Howland 
  
Reflections from Don Schule and George Howland 
 
Psalm 23       “The Lord is my shepherd…”      Lukas Daigle 
 
Eulogy                        Andrew Drietcer 
 
Unison prayer Psalm 150 (insert) 
      
Lord’s Prayer (debts) 
 
*Hymn  489   “ Open Now Thy Gates of Beauty” (vs. 1 only) 
 
*Benediction     “May God bless you and…”           Rev. Wright 
 
Postlude       “Simple Gifts” A Shaker Song          Peter Boak 

 
 

 
John’s family is grateful for you coming to remember and 
celebrate John’s life. You are invited to join them on the 
Mayhew Parsonage Lawn, 75 South Water Street, Edgartown, 
immediately following today’s worship for food and 
fellowship to continue sharing and remembering. 
 
 
He Stands in The Meadow  
 
Five stars. He points to each, names them as his own. 
It is the coldest, longest of nights for a father to search the sky. 
 
From where he stands, apart from house and chore, 
heft and weight of love where there is no more than love and time, 
he stands in the meadow to be one with those in mind. 
  
The sky holds his treasures—and he, like a child, keeps feathers, 
smooth stones and a worn collar in a box, near his bed. 
He stands to look, to make sure. Five stars. 
 
He thinks about the times when they are with him. 
Visits flash like comets, blink like flies on fire 
in the rusted meadow blaze. 
 
Five, home safe. 
He remembers each time they leave  
he cocoons his arms around them like a Luna Moth, 
close where prayers are made. 
 
It is the clearest night to stand in the meadow. 
Stars seem ready for harvest. The house is close. 
He counts no further than five, prays for each, 
then turns to say his own. 

 
T.D. 
 

*Congregation standing as you are able  
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God and neighbor 
Morning	Has	Broken	
	
Morning	has	broken	like	the	first	morning	
Blackbird	has	spoken	like	the	first	bird	
Praise	for	the	singing,	praise	for	the	morning	
Praise	for	them	springing	fresh	from	the	world	
	
Sweet	the	rains	new	fall,	sunlit	from	Heaven	
Like	the	first	dewfall	on	the	first	grass	
Praise	for	the	sweetness	of	the	wet	garden	
Sprung	in	completeness	where	His	feet	pass	
	
Mine	is	the	sunlight,	mine	is	the	morning	
Born	of	the	one	light,	Eden	saw	play	
Praise	with	elation,	praise	every	morning	
God's	recreation	of	the	new	day	
	

	

Open	Now	Thy	Gates	of	Beauty	

Open	now	thy	gates	of	beauty,	
Zion,	let	me	enter	there,	
Where	my	soul	in	joyful	duty	
Waits	for	God	who	answers	prayer.	
Oh,	how	blessed	is	this	place,	
Filled	with	solace,	light	and	grace!	

	

Psalm	150	

Praise	the	LORD!		

Praise	God	in	his	sanctuary;		

praise	him	in	his	mighty	firmament!	

Praise	him	for	his	mighty	deeds;		

praise	him	according	to	his	surpassing	
greatness!	

Praise	him	with	trumpet	sound;		

praise	him	with	lute	and	harp!	

Praise	him	with	tambourine	and	dance;		

praise	him	with	strings	and	pipe!	

Praise	him	with	clanging	cymbals;		

praise	him	with	loud	clashing	cymbals!	

Let	everything	that	breathes	praise	the	LORD!		

Praise	the	LORD!	

	



 


