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Opening Words—Beth Waldrup 

 

A Reading from Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 – Rusty Meadows 

For everything there is a season, 

    a time for every activity under heaven. 
2 
A time to be born and a time to die. 

    A time to plant and a time to harvest. 
3 
A time to kill and a time to heal. 

    A time to tear down and a time to build up. 
4 
A time to cry and a time to laugh. 

    A time to grieve and a time to dance. 
5 
A time to scatter stones and a time to gather stones. 

    A time to embrace and a time to turn away. 
6 
A time to search and a time to quit searching. 

    A time to keep and a time to throw away. 
7 
A time to tear and a time to mend. 

    A time to be quiet and a time to speak. 
8 
A time to love and a time to hate. 

    A time for war and a time for peace. 

 

A Reading of Maya Angelou’s When Great Trees Fall—Sheila Primm 

 

When great trees fall, rocks on distant hills shudder, 

Lions hunker down in tall grasses, and even elephants lumber after safety. 

 

When great trees fall in forests, small things recoil into silence, their senses eroded beyond fear 

When great souls die, the air around us becomes light, rare, sterile. 

We breathe, briefly. Our eyes, briefly, see with a hurtful clarity. 

Our memory, suddenly sharpened, examines, gnaws on kind words unsaid, promised walks never taken. 

Great souls die and our reality, bound to them, takes leave of us. 

Our souls, dependent upon their nurture, now shrink, wizened. 

Our minds, formed and informed by their radiance, fall away. 

We are not so much maddened as reduced to the unutterable ignorance of dark, cold caves. 

 

And when great souls die, after a period peace blooms, lowly and always irregularly.   

Spaces fill with a kind of soothing electric vibration. 

Our senses, restored, never to be the same, whisper to us. They existed.  They existed.  

We can be.  Be, and be better.  For they existed. 

 



A Remembrance of Friends / The Speaking of the Names – fellow classmates 

The Placing of Stones 

(Stones with the names of each deceased classmember, placed on the fountain near 

the gazebo, one at a time as each name was read) 

 

Amazing Grace—Don Parks, leading the class singing 

 

A Blessing—Beth Waldrup for, Ray Higgins 

 

When I Think of Death by Maya Angelou 

 

When I think of death, and of late the idea has come with alarming frequency,  

I seem at peace with the idea that a day will dawn when I will no longer be among those living in this valley of     

strange humors. 

I can accept the idea of my own demise, but I am unable to accept the death of anyone else. 

I find it impossible to let a friend or relative go into the country of no return. 

Disbelief becomes my close companion, and anger follows in its wake. 

I answer the heroic question, ‘Death, where is thy sting?’ with ‘It is here in my heart and mind and memories.’ 

 

And now we continue the journey, joined together in heart, mind and memories as the EHS Class of 1974. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The EHS Alma Mater – sung by all 

 

Firmly founded alma mater, Mother true is she, 

Here beneath her towering columns, pledge we loyalty. 

Sing her praises, speed them onward, to the world proclaim 

That we’ll always shield and cherish El Dorado’s name. 

 


