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The Sadness We Feel 

 

As of late and as a minister, I'm often reminded at how much     

sadness there can be in the life of a human being. As a con-

gregation, we have certainly felt the sting of death (far too 

often). What follows are the musings that my Dad and I have 

shared over the countless hours with each other, over the 

passing of my mother. 

If you actually get past talking about the weather or the holi-

day and start talking about how a person is really doing, you 

notice that life is full of deep concerns. Sometimes you think: 

how can anyone bear it all? Where do they get the strength 

not to sink into utter despair? There is great sorrow in the 

lives of many.  Life can bring so much pain. It has been said 

that we cannot even begin to name all the sorrow around us. 

There is one sorrow, though, that most of us have experi-

enced and that is the pain of separation and loss. The pain is 

often not found in the actual severing but in the result…that 

being separated. So many people lose a loved one…a spouse, 

a parent, a child, a relative, a loved one or a friend. As they 

have died, we notice that pain and that death in the eyes of 

those so affected. We see bewilderment and numbness per-

vade every action of those who have lost. Loss is an intense 

personal experience. Loss makes you speechless. Our words 

have no meanings that are right in addressing that deep 

sense of loneliness and despair. 

Our English language seems rather mute in its ability to de-

scribe our exact feelings. Our language turns into a stream of 

silent tears. Hanging the laundry and cleaning up in your 

house have become soulless things…you are just going 

through the motions. And yet, you need some language to re-

mind yourself of that beloved who is no longer there. You 

want to share the memories and experience with yourself and 

others. We tell each other stories, and we put up a picture in 

a special place in our house.  We remember the jokes, the 

conversations and the qualities of the deceased and in our 

minds we build a house of memories for those whom we have 



lost. We forever realize what the other has meant to us. 

And yet life goes on, even though your life seems to be so quiet and empty. Life forces you to 

move forward…a seemingly impossible task. The ever-present sadness is like a shadow that 

accompanies you. At times the shadow may be behind you, unnoticed until suddenly it jumps 

out when you move about. Sometimes that shadow lives quietly with you, never really making 

an appearance. 

I believe that shadow needs to be there as it helps keep the memory of our loved one alive. 

The memory is that message of love that remained from our loved one. Love is never lost, 

and it is as strong as death. So how do you get through? This question teaches us that we 

cannot avoid it. We must confront it. By confronting it you discover the power that lies within 

you. There will be times when we fall. “Why do we need to fall? …so we can learn to pick our-

selves up.” Sometimes you experience that power coming from God as He stands beside you 

and as He lifts you up, but often you get that power from the Christian people around you. 

Those who tell you how important you are to them. 

Our faith tells us that death is not the end. Let's encourage each other with the words of 

Psalm 91 He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most High shall abide under the shadow 

of the Almighty. 2  I will say of the LORD, He is my refuge and my fortress: my God; in him will 

I trust. 3  Surely he shall deliver thee from the snare of the fowler, and from the noisome 

pestilence. 4  He shall cover thee with his feathers, and under his wings shalt thou trust: his 

truth shall be thy shield and buckler… 14  Because he hath set his love upon me, therefore 

will I deliver him: I will set him on high, because he hath known my name. 15  He shall call 

upon me, and I will answer him: I will be with him in trouble; I will deliver him, and honour 

him.  

Those words help to make us a little stronger. We, as Christians, can give hope and comfort 

to another. That’s what we are here for. Yes, we will say “good-bye” to many more beloved in 

our congregation and in our lives, but our faith tells us to live hopefully, people around us will 

tell us to live hopefully and God tells us to live hopefully…hopefully unto that great and per-

fect day. 

Now the God of peace, that brought again from the dead our Lord Jesus, that great shepherd 

of the sheep, through the blood of the everlasting covenant, make you perfect in every good 

work to do his will, working in you that which is well-pleasing in his sight, through Jesus 

Christ; to whom be glory for ever and ever. Amen. (Hebrews 13:20-21) 

DO YOU KNOW THIS FASCINATING FACT 

ABOUT  ST. ANDREW’S 

What is Jessie’s walk? 

Find the answer on page #26 



 

MISSION  STATEMENT.  

St. Andrew's Memorial Presbyterian Church                                 

exists to glorify God by bringing the                                          

Word of God to the congregation,                                                  

the  community and the world                                                

through the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ,                                             

and the power of the Holy Spirit 

We enter the fall session with enthusiasm,                                                

excitement, and a desire to                                                                  

make this fall session the best one yet.  



Leaning on the                                                 

Everlasting Arms 

                                           

What a fellowship, what a joy divine,                                                                      

Leaning on the everlasting arms;                                                                               

What a blessedness, what a peace is 

mine,                                                                        

Leaning on the everlasting arms. 

Refrain:                                                                                                                            

Leaning, leaning,                                                                                                                      

Safe and secure from all alarms;                                                                                                     

Leaning, leaning,                                                                                                                   

Leaning on the everlasting arms. 

Oh, how sweet to walk in this pilgrim 

way,                                                              

Leaning on the everlasting arms;                                                                                                

Oh, how bright the path grows from day 

to day,                                                                    

Leaning on the everlasting arms.                                                                              

What have I to dread, what have I to fear,                                                                        

Leaning on the everlasting arms?                                                                                      

I have blessed peace with my Lord so 

near,                                                                    

Leaning on the everlasting arms. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Author:  Elisha A. Hoffman 

Scripture References:   Deuteronomy 33:27                                                            

                       Song of Solomon 8:5 

 

Anthony Showalter was a choral leader, 

teaching in a music school in an Alabama 

church in 1887. Upon returning  to his 

boarding house he found two letters 

from students each had lost their wife.     

Mr. Showalter immediately sat down to 

write letters of condolence. Not an easy 

task.  He began by finding an appropri-

ate bible verse and settled on Deuteron-

omy 33:27, “The eternal God is thy ref-

uge, and underneath are the everlasting 

arms ….”                                                                      

The words Anthony had written began to 

haunt him.  Leaning, leaning, safe and se-

cure for all alarms.  Leaning, leaning, 

leaning on the everlasting arms.  He sent 

them off to his friend Elisha Hoffman ask-

ing if there was something more here 

than just words. Almost as if  by return 

mail,  Elisha wrote back with the words 

in a poem which with the addition of a 

refrain became the famous hymn.                                                                                

Sam Duncan, a student and nephew of 

Mr. Showalter, for a class assignment 

submitted a tune for this poem. The 

piece was published under his uncle's 

name in the book Glad Evangel for        

Revival, Camp and Evangelistic Meeting 

Hymnal.  


