
yale class of 1972 
45th reunion memorial service

friday, june 2, 2017
saint thomas more chapel

organ prelude: adagio from sonata i Mendelssohn
 Evan Cogswell    

*opening sentences

 The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear?
 The Lord is the stronghold of my life; of whom shall I be afraid? 
 (Psalm 27:1)

 The Lord heals the brokenhearted, and binds up their wounds.
 Great is our Lord, and abundant in power;
 His understanding is beyond measure.  (Psalm 147:3, 5)

*hymn: “o god, our help in ages past”

 1.  O God, our help in ages past, our hope for years to come,
 Our shelter from the stormy blast, and our eternal home.

 2.  Before the hills in order stood, or earth received its frame,
 From everlasting thou art God, to endless years the same.

 3.  A thousand ages in thy sight are like an evening gone;
 Short as the watch that ends the night before the rising sun.

 4.  Time, like an ever-rolling stream, soon bears us all away;
 We fly forgotten, as a dream dies at the opening day.

 5.  O God, our help in ages past, our hope for years to come,
 Be thou our guide while life shall last, and our eternal home.

psalm 90 (read responsively)
 
 Lord, you have been our dwelling place in all generations.

Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever you had formed the 
earth and the world, from everlasting to everlasting you are God.

 You turn us back to the dust, and say, “Turn back, O mortal ones!”
 

* Please stand as you are able



For a thousand years in your sight are but as yesterday when it is past,
or as a watch in the night.
You sweep them away; they are like a dream, like grass which is renewed in 
the morning.
In the morning it flourishes and is renewed; in the evening it fades and 
withers.

 Teach us to number our days, that we may receive a heart of wisdom.
 Satisfy us in the morning with your steadfast love,

that we may rejoice and be glad all our days.
Let the favor of the Lord our God be upon us, and establish the work of our 
hands;

 O Lord, establish the work of our hands.

anthem: shenandoah     
 Class Chorus, directed by John Burke    

Reading of names of classmates who died before our last reunion

Malcolm O. Acheson
Eric Brian Anderson
Edwin Victor Apel, Jr.
Mark Hampton Biddle
Frank Clement Bologna
Harold Louis DeFelice, Jr.
Donn Edward Dexter
Anita Louise Dixon
John Antony Doumlele, Jr.
Maryse Helene Edwards
Peter Seelye Evans
Mark Thomas Fitzsimmons
Robert Mark Flaming
Gail Anderson Frishman
William Holmes Gillette III
William Lester Goerlich
Frederick Alvin Guilford
David Robert Hanlon
Robert Charles Harker
David Paul Hedrick
Sarita Wardlaw Henry
Anja Maureen Hilliard
Mark John Hoffman

David Michael Kagan
Stephen Barrett Kanner
William Alan Katzman
Reginald A. Krasney
Jeremy Malcolm Lanman
David Lemonds
Donald Jon Lipkind
Andre Jackson Love
Marjorie Marks
William Earle Matory, Jr.
Henry Lockwood McClintock, Jr.
Larry Bruce Mills
Glenn Joseph Mure
David Bernard Nemer, Jr.
Ira Raphael Nerken
Sherry Evonne Nichols
David Chester Noyes III
John Michael Reed
Hanon Reznikov
Stephen Grover Ritterbush, Jr.
Arvid Edward Roach II
Jeffrey Dolk Robinson
Oswaldo Alberto Rodriguez Roque

Memorial Service Committee
Rev. Jeanne Devine
Constance Royster

John Burke

Organist 
Evan Cogswell, ’17 MUS

     

 



*hymn:  “o god, beyond all praising”
 Text:  Michael Perry; Tune: Thaxted, Gustav Holst

 O God, beyond all praising, we worship you today
 And sing the love amazing that songs cannot repay,
 For we can only wonder at every gift you send,
 At blessings without number and mercies without end:
 We lift our hearts before you and wait upon your word;
 We honor and adore you, our great and mighty Lord.

 The flow’r of earthly splendor in time must surely die,
 Its fragile bloom surrender to you, our God most high;
 But hidden from all nature the eternal seed is sown,
 Though small in mortal stature, to heaven’s garden grown:
 For all your gifts from heaven from death have set us free,
 And we through you are given the final victory.

 Then hear, O our Creator, accept the love we bring,
 That we who know your favor may serve you as we sing;
 And whether our tomorrows be filled with good or ill,
 We’ll triumph through our sorrows and rise to bless you still:
 To marvel at your beauty and glory in your ways,
 And make a joyful duty our sacrifice of praise. 

*closing blessing

 May God remember forever our dear ones who have gone  
 to their eternal rest.
 May they be at one with the One who is life eternal.
 May the beauty of their lives shine forevermore, 
 and may our lives always bring honor to their memory.

organ postlude: allegro from sonata i Mendelssohn
 Evan Cogswell
 

hymn: “precious lord” Thomas A. Dorsey

Precious Lord, take my hand,
Lead me on, let me stand,
I am tired, I am weak, I am worn;
Through the storm, through the night,
Lead me on to the light:
Take my hand, precious Lord, lead me home.

When my way grows drear,
Precious Lord, linger near,
When my life is almost gone,
Hear my cry, hear my call,
Hold my hand lest I fall:
Take my hand, precious Lord, lead me home.      

Lighting of Candles and words of memory for Classmates who have died since our 
last reunion

List provided by Yale Alumni Service as of  4.28.2017

James Andrew Rogers III
Evadne Anne Sanichas
Jack Arthur Schiff
Robert Michael Solotke
William Samuel Swartz
Burr Carrington Thomas
Emmitt Thompson

James Craig Vanderheide
John Lee Vlcek
Robert Steward Walden
John Charles Ward
William Neil Waterman
Everett Michel Wetchler
Stan Warren Ziegler

Lawrence R. Alexander
Anthony F. Barzilauskas
Robert Lee Bowen, Jr.
Emmitt W. Dove
William H. Farley, Jr.
Ronald G. Finch
Maurice E. Franklin
Norwick B.H. Goodspeed
Michalakis Hadjikyriacou
Jeffrey F. Janoski
Paul W. Johnson, Jr.
Andrew N. Kapi
James M. Kelsey

Alden T. Lewis
Gregory C. Luck
James F. McNatt
Thomas Nessel
Kevin O’Donnell, Jr.
Judy Radspinner
John D. Rouse
Lewis G. Schwartz
Richard M. Schwartz
Robert B. Valas
Robert Wilensky 
 



hymn “precious lord”

 When the darkness appears
 And the night draws near,
 And the day is past and gone,
 At the river I stand,
 Guide my feet, hold my hand:
 Take my hand, precious Lord, lead me home.

Moment of silent reflection

musical reflection: psalm 23 arr. Ralph Vaughan Williams 
 (tune: New Britain, “Amazing Grace”)

 Solo: The Lord’s my shepherd; I’ll not want.
  He makes me down to lie.
  In pastures green he leadeth me
  The quiet waters by.

 Chorus: My soul he doth restore again,
  And me to walk doth make
  Within the paths of righteousness
  E’en for his own name’s sake.

 All: Yea, though I walk through death’s dark vale,
  Yet I will fear no ill.
  For thou art with me, and thy rod
  And staff me comfort still.

 All: Thy table thou hast furnished
  In presence of my foes;
  My head thou dost with oil anoint
  And my cup overflows.

 Chorus: Goodness and mercy all my life
  Shall surely follow me,
  And in God’s house forevermore
  My dwelling place shall be.

responsive reading

“We Remember Them”
by Rabbis Sylvan Kamens and Jack Riemer

 At the rising of the sun and at its going down,
 We remember them.
 At the blowing of the wind and in the chill of winter,
 We remember them.
 At the opening of the buds and in the rebirth of spring,
 We remember them.
 At the rustling of the leaves and in the beauty of autumn,
 We remember them.
 At the beginning of the year and at its end,
 We remember them.

As long as we live, they too will live:
For they are now a part of us, as we remember them.

 When we are weary and in need of strength,
 We remember them.
 When we are lost and sick at heart,
 We remember them.
 When we have joy we crave to share,
 We remember them.
 When we have decisions that are difficult to make,
 We remember them.
 When we have achievements that are based on theirs,
 We remember them.
 When we fulfill their dreams, and our own,
 We remember them.

As long as we live, they too will live:
For they are now a part of us, as we remember them.

irish blessing
 Class Chorus, directed by John Burke  

May the road rise up to meet you. 
May the wind always be at your back. 
May the sun shine warm upon your face, 
And rain fall soft upon your fields. 
And until we meet again, 
May God hold you in the palm of His hand.


