SERVICE FOR EARL C. DAVIS

Music, including Largo from Dvorak's New World Symphony.

Rev, Earle R. Steeves:

It must be so, Plato. Thou reasonest well, Else whence this pleas-
ing hope, this fond desire, this longing after immortality? Or whence this
secret dread and inward horror of falling into nanght? Why shrinks the soul
back on herself, and startles at destruction? 1Tig the divinity that stirs
within us. 'Tis Heaven itself that points out an hereafter, and intimates

eternity to man. (addison)

Eternal God, Our Heavenly Father, who lovest us with an everlasting
love, and canst turn the shadow of death into the morning, help us now to
wait upon thee with reverence and 1lifted hearfs. In the silence of this hour,
speak to us of eternal things that through patience and comfort of the Sciip—
tures we may hope and be lifted above our darkness and distress into the

light of peace and thy presence. Amen.

And this selection.... read at this time of year in this pulpit by

our good friend and brother:
The Rhodora — on being asked whence this flower

In May, when seawinds pierce our golitudes,

I found the fresh rhodora in the woods,
Spreading its leafless bloom in the damp nook
To please the desert and the sluggish brook.
The purpde petals fallen in the pool

Make the black waters, with its beauty, gay.
Here might the red bird come his plumes to cool,
And court the flower that cheapens his array.
Rhodora, if the sages ask thee

Why this charm is wasted on the earth and sky,
Tell.them,- dear, if eyes were made for seeling,
Then beauty is its own excuse for being.



80 pat:

Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose,

I never thought to ask, I never knew;

But in my simple ignorance suppose

The selfsame power that brought me there

Brought you. )
(Emerson)

And then this very simple poem; and from my point of view it isg

Life is s0 sweet because of the friends we have made,
And the things that in common we share;

We want to live on, not because of ourselves,
Not because of the people who care,

It is giving and doing for somebody else —
Upon that Lifels splendor depends:

And the joy of the world, when we sum it a1l up,
I find, is the making of friends.

I'd 1ike to think when life is done

That I had filled a needed post,

That here and there I'g paid my fare

With more than idle talk and bogst,

That I had taken gifts divine,

The breath of life and manhood fine,

And tried to use them now and then
In service for my fellow men.

(Anonymous)
Lord, thou has searched me and kmown me.
Thou knowest my downsitting and mine uprising,
Thou understandest ny thought afar off,
Thou compasseth my rath and my lying down
And art acquainted with gl1 my ways.
For there is not a word in my tongue
But lo, O Lord, thou kmowest it altogether.
Thou hes beset me behind and before,
And laid thine hand upon me,
Such knowledge is too wonderful for me;
It is high; I cannot attain unto i,
Whither ehall I go from thy Spirit?

Or whither shall I flee from thy presence?



If 1 ascend up into heaven, thou art there;

If I make my bed in the grave, behold, thou art there,
If I take the wings of the morning 7

And dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea,

Even there shall thy hand lead me,

And thy right hand ehall hold me,

If I say, surely the darkmess shall cover me

Even the night shall be light about me.

Yea, the darkmess hideth not from thee

But the night shineth as the day.

The darkness and the light are both elike to thee.

I will praise thee, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.
Marvellous are thy works,

And that my soul knoweth right well.

How precious are thy thoughts unto me, O God,
How great is the sum of them.
If I should count them, they are more in number than the sand.

When I awake, I am still with thee.

Search me, O God, and know my heart.
Try me, and know my thoughts,
And seé if there be any wicked way in me

And lead me into life everlasting.
(Psalm 139)

This 1little passage of scripture our good friend used to say came

to him a great deal .....

Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find;

*

knock, and it shall be opened unto you, For everyone that asketh, receiveths

And he that seeketh, findeth; and to him that kmocketh, it shall be opened,



For what man is there of you who, if his son ask for bread, will give him

a stone; or if he shell ask for fish, will he give him a serpent? If ye, then,
being evil, know how to give good gifts unto your children, how much more
shall your Father which is in heaven give good gifts to them that ask him?
Therefofe. all things whatsoever ye would that men should do to you, do ye

even 80 to them, for this is the law and the prophets,

And then this concluding bit of scripture......
Eye hath not seen nor ear heard
Neither have entered into the heart of man

The things which God hath prepared for them that love him,

But God has revealed unto us all his spirit; for the spirit
Qearchest all things, yea, the deep things of God, For which cause we faint
not, for though our outward man perish, yet the inward is renewed day by day,
while we look not at the things which are seen, but at the things which are
not seen; for the things which are seen are temporal, but the things which
are not seen are eternal, If God is for us, who can be ageinst ust M¥ay, in
all these things we are more than conquerors through him that loved us, For
I am persuaded that neither death nor 1ife, nor angels, nor principalities,
nor powers, nor things present, nor things to come, nor height, nor dgpth,
nor any other creature shall be sble to separate us from the love>of God,
which is in Christ Jesus, our Lord.

May God bless the reading of his word,

Music.



Rev, Charles E. Park:

My friends, it is a very sober privilege to talk abﬁut Mr. Davis,
and a very formidable one. There are many things to say. If = man could
have all the time that he wanted, he might be able to say those things, for
there was something about him that you could pot say frankly. There were no
words to express it., Everybody loved him; nobody loved him with a condescend-
ing love; everybody had some trace of reverence in their love for him, It is
that trace which came and went, which we find so elusive, so hard to put into
words, But we all recognize it. One woman was asked one time if she believed
in God, She said, "Well, to tell the truth, I've never got so far as God, I
believe in Mr, Davis, In a way he takes God'ﬁ‘place for me."
. A great many nice things have been sald about greatness in human
wisdom by poets and philosophers, by those who quote the Bible, We are con~
tinually being reminded of those things. We are reminded of certain sentences

of Emerson's famous Divinity School address: "Thou new-fledged bard of the

Holy Ghost, be to them a divine man. Acquaint men at first hand

with

3 _Q_Egity.”

Barl Davis was a divine man., There was something in him that we do not find
in all men. We read the New Testament, we come across the words of Jesus. He
that is the son of man came not to be ministered unto, but to minister; and we
think to ourselves how well those words fit him. When Jesus called himself
the son of man, he leaves in our hearts the deep~rooted suspicion that he
meant more than juet himself, somebody else. He uses the words generically:
he meant anybody who was like him, anybody who belonged in his class, any
greathearted, sympathetic, helpful lover of his kind, who always suffered more
than the sufferer, and always rejoiced more in other peopletls happiness and
good fortune than in his .own. We know that to the Jew, 2 bad man was the son
of Belial, because Belial was thelr name for the devil; To Jesus the good

men was the Son of Man, because man, as he ought to be, was the creature of



God in Heaven, If anyone had the right to share that honorable title with
Jesus of Nazareth, it was Earl Davis.

No minister had a clearer, a more valid, or a more mandatory csgll to
the ministry than he did. We sometimes speak of a born teacher, a born musi-
cian, a born leader of men. He was 2 born minister, and to save his life he
could not be anything else. He showed it in everything he said and did, in
everything he was. He showed 1t most of all in two rather definite ways.

In the first place, he had that strong natural likdng for people, for
his fellow men, for humanity that we sometimes see. His first instinctive
gpproach to any human contact was the readiness to be a friend, the readiness
to see all the good qualities possible in any man or woman whom he met, and
to sssume that those good qualities were the real man and the real woman; and
\
that the good first impression that he invarigbly took from everyone whom he
met must be the true impression, and that it would be Jjustified by all further
and closer acquaintance. It was the easiest thing in the world to win his
friendship. He offered it to you right straight away at the beginning, and
with a certain eagerness, as though he were urging you to accept it. You had
to work really hard to win his dislike. He hated to dislike anybody, The
surest way to hurt his feelings was to say something critical or unkind about
another person. He himself felt worse about that than even the other person
might have felt. And he always came back with some plausible reason to
explain it all away, or with some extenuating circumstance, or with some
counterdbalancipg virtue. We have heard it said -- perhaps we have thought it
ourselves —- that the world which we inhabit is, of course, partly, the world
of uncompromising, undefatigab}e, objective experiences; the things that hap-
pen that we can't help b?t wefveAgot to take on the chin whether we like it
or note It is partly that. But the worid which we inhabit in our minds and

ideals and day dreams is chiefly the world which we see through our own eyes,



the world as we ourselves make it in our understanding of it., What Emerson
said of Abraham Lincoln is another of those sayings we think of in connec-
tion with Mr. Davis:; His heart was as wide as the world, buf,fhere was no
room in it for a single unkind thought. And the consequence was that he
habitually lived in a world that was peopled by noble women, and by men for
vhom he had his favorite expression, royal good fellows.

In the second place, he vindicated his call to the ministry in the
response that his own people made to his very evident liking for them. It
was 80 real and so sincere that the dullest nature and the thickest skin could
not keep it out. Everybody was aware of it., He likes us! We all like to be
liked. That is a cormon trait in our weak human nature, or in our nobdble
human nature, whichever way we want to put it. We naturally turn to those
who like us, and like them in return. We instinctively try to live up to
their expectations concerning us, so as to win their approval and deserve
their affection. And the consequence is that to be liked by & bad man is
" just about the most dangerous experience that there is, because at once we
are placed under a sort of pressure to live down to that bad ﬁan's bad expec-
tations, to deserve his liking, and win his approval, But on the other hand,
to be liked by a good man is the most ennobling experlience that there is,
because at once we are put under that quiet pressure that never leaves us to
live up to that good man's good expectations, to win his approval, and to
deserve his affection, And that,as we understand it, is exactly what James
Russell Lowell meant when he sald at the death of Emerson, "What an enti-
septic & good man is!" There again we have a saying that applies almost
exactly to Mr. Davis. He was an antiseptic for this entire community. The
trout in the well does not hgve to do anything special, because just by being
a trout in the well, he,keépslthe water clean and sweet., Just by belng
himself, in Petersham, Mr. Bavis made the whole town a better, a sweeter, a

happier place.



He had a very active and a very powerful mind. He was constantly
reading worth-while books. He was what they call a provocative thinker, that
is to say, a thinker, the kind of thinker that always makes other people think,

He never preached a sermon that did not contein at least one glistening gem

9{,2{?3}?f1>a§§ fgg;lesgﬁt@ought. There are scores of hié fellow ministers
who stand ready to testify that the best sermons they ever preached were those
that had come to them from something Mr, Davis had said to them. And yet the
best sermon that he ever preached was the sermon that he never really preached
at all: it was the mute, the unspoken sermon of his whole faithful life, his
whole steady personality.....
He fas a completely self—dedicated\man. Once for all he had given
himself to his calling, and barring his family responsibilities, that calling
‘ had prior claim to his attention. And even the family responsibilities had
to make some concessions to that calling. He céred nothing for earthly
 rewards: for wealth, or fame, or preferment. There was one time in his life
qwhen money was 80 short that he had to take a week-day job in one of our great
manufacturing concerns. For over a year he tried to be two things; a minor
exeﬁutive on week days in a vast factory, and evenings and Sundays minister of
his beloved littie church, It proved too much, even for his iron constitution.
One or the other of those (ties) had to be (broken). The church could
promise no increase at all in his tiny stipend; but the factory pffered him g
salary that seemed at the time munificent, And it was, Today it would have
run into five figures, He was not'sorely tempted, He chuckled three or four
times — I can hear him. Then he dropped the factory and stayed with his
church,
He had been born and brought up in the Valley of Humiliation. To
live there all his 1life was no hardship whatever, a simple, humble country

parson, loving his fellow man, beloved of them, because they recognized the



1ifting influence of his friendship. They knew that he expected the best they
could give; and therefore, in his presence, they were always at thelr best.
He hated sham, pretence, and hypocrisy with all his might. He did
not know how to pose. He never gailed under false colors. He never spoke a
false word, if he kmew what he was saying. BHe had nothing to be ashamed of,
and nothing to hide. He was as clear as crystal. His mercy was as plain as
the day. His honor was as hard as stone.
He held fast his simple sense
And spoke the speech of innocence;
And with hand and body and blood
He made his bosom counsel good.
He that feeds men, serveth few;
He serves all, who dares be true.
And come to think of it, there ie the entire gist of his ministry
in this town. For twenty years Petersham has enjoyed the ennobling experience
of being loved by one who was true to his God, and true to his fellowmen, and

true to himself,
Let us unite in prayer.

Lord, when the sky is dark and the ground trembles under our feet, we
cling to the thought of thee for support. We turn to thee now with our uni-
versal human cry for comfort and steadiness. Thou has taken from our sight one
who has been dearer to us than self, one to whom we have looked for the clean
exgmples, and the great fﬁoughts. and the pure motives that are ever our
choicest graces. We acknowledge thy merciful wisdom; and even though our
hearte are wrung with grief, our first impulse is to ralse unto thee a prayer
of thankegiving that he who loved us, and whom we love, is delivered from pain,
his work finished, his trialsrat an end. Accept our hearts! gratitude that
thou hast given thy beloved sleep. As we look forward into the future, a
future that ie strange and empty and dé&k, let thine understanding and thy

pity be mindful of us. Our love, like & lost child, searches vainly for its
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object, and hears no answer to its call., Tell us that the answer is still
there; that though hearts are dust, heart's love remains; that he is still
with us nesrer than sight, closer than the sound of words, #'v;rm gnd deathless
presence, more real because more free. Bless unto us our wealth of memories:
his strength and tenderness, his righteousness and charity, his truth and
purity, his honor and self-respect. Let these memories live ever in our
hearts, to fill our emptiness with companionship, and to make vocal our
silence with the 0ld words of cheer and trust and courgge. Grant that our
remaining days may be guided and brightened by these unseen influences; that
our pathway may be made stralght and open. Strengthen us to do our appointed
work faithfully and well; to walk among men with justice and fair dealing: to

face each disappointment or danger with coufage; and to see the pride in his

" belovéd eyes. When thy last summons comes to us, grant us to meet it with

neither fear nor amazement, and to walk forth, upright and confident, into the

kindly mystery that awaits us all. We pray unto thee, O God, in the spirit

“of our Christ.

And now may that spirit that was in Jesus be in us also, enabling us

to know the truth, to do the will of God, and to abide in his peace, evermore.

Amen.,



