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1 feei that llrst of ail I slîould thank thest inti.-ate friends of Mr. Ryrie
for coming to us and spcaking as they have to-day out of tLheir hearts. Surely
this is flot a formai service; this is a service in which we who loved him speak
of him as we knew him. And at -w.hatever cost of feelings and sympathy these
nmen have spoker- to us ini that way and wc are grateful to theni. They have en-
deared theinselves to us more strongly, as well as hiaving given voice to what
we ail, I arn sure, are more or iess conscious of in respect to our departed friend.

Harry Ryrie as we knew hini had a refined and cuitivated nature. His
love of the beautiful %vas instinctive. It was not a veneer laid on by a mechanical
process after lie liad acquircd the± means for its gratification, but it sprang out
of the centre of bis bcing. It shiow.cd itsclf iii the subtie harniony of beauty ini
his dress, and in the quiet, unostentatious charm of his home. But more than
this. I-le had found life to bc a sehool for the iearîîing of thc lesson of friend-
ship.. Nor was lie ashamed to practice this finest of tie arts, and lus friends
in the clubs, the church and the Association will mniss his cheerful greeting with
lus hand on tlieir sli'nlder.

Yet how far lie ivas froin being a sentirncntalist. Wie ail kiiew tlîat lie iived
ini the nuidst of a world of reaiity and that lie saw thiat world as it really wvas,
but the knowlcdgc did flot blind him to tic flner values. N-e was famuiliar with
the priccless things of life. He had Icarned wlîat truc values are. Dcaling in
gold and lurecious stones as a nicans of obtaining a Iivcliluood, lue had founld out
that tlicr-e rc saime things ivorth having and witbin his reaclu tie price of wlîich
ivas beyoiud rubies. He hiad somchow discovcred thxe coin wilîi is currentq- ini
thc Iiihr rmalins, and so lie carne ta possess a large circle of friends. Oîîe vcry
ricli Toronto -m~an rece-ntly said: ««I amn loiîiyv and I have no frieuids." Surely
lie wvas wliat quaint old Isa W",aiton called "a î,oor rici mnu.,' But Ilarry
Ryrie hiad learuicd and practiced tic rare art of binding others to Iii.nsclf by those
wondcrful bonds which, uake mnez enter into cadi otluer's lives auud share each
other's joys and sorrowvs. So niow wc and lîundreds of our fcllow-citizens arc in
the circle of his friends.

Can ive ever forget tlîe tluings wluichi led us to be frieîidly witlî hini. Somne
of Uuose whîo are liere have kîuoiwu hiu almost froin boyliood and tlucy are his
friciids still. Hugli Black says: "'Some mnen shecd fricnds at every stcp) th-cy
risc in the social scalc,' but I-arry Ryrie ivas îîot of tbat sort. The friends of
luis eariy life touchcd elbows with those of later ycars and with Uic boys and young
mcn whuo have corne to know him but rccently, and cadli one can recal, as 1 can,
rnany, nîany acts of kindness, expressions of syxnpathy, decds of sacrifice of
me ans, ie, or pleasure, for frieiuciship's sake. 1 have oficin iuought of the
reinark of a Samoan Chief at Uic funeral of Robert Louis Stevenson, "The day
wvas no longcr than bis kindness," and I have applied it to our friciid. We wvere
luis frieîîds because we knew tlîat lie ivas ours-patient, constant, unobtrusive,
wvise, sympatiietic and loyal.

TMien we knew Harry Ryrie as a Cliristian mnan wvho feu. Uice obligation wlîicli
that profession broughit him and whose conscience neyer wavered in keepilng hixu
busy at tliose public tasks wvhich hie wvas calcd upon to pcrforun. It was not an


