
 

Singing the song:  

 My Beloved Haste Away 

Sick of love for thee I languish, 

Fails my soul at Thy delay, 

Feels a dying lover’s anguish,  

Quickly, Quickly Jesus Come,  

O Make my heart your native home. 

 

 

 

My beloved hast away, sick with love, 

for thee I languish.  

Others have been given us as a gift for what they bring to us.  

Pauly loved me so much. It is downright humbling. But as she 

said it was because she loved Christ more.  I hope you have 

found that kind of love. If you have you will be totally 

captivated by  that love.  That is what we want, We want to 

love and be loved.  But the song goes, I am sick with love, but 

then when that one is taken away, you languish. A part of 

you dies when they die.  

Fails my soul at Thy  delay,  feels a dying lover anguish.  

Every evening Pauly and I would pray together after  forty 

minutes of rubbing her shoulders, she would always pray 

that everyone in our Tall Firs would  see Christ in our lives.  

What amazed me was that a guy down the street from us 

named Marv who was in his late eighties remarked when 

hearing that Pauly was in critical condition, said, “oh, what a 

wonderful lady!”   How many times had he ever laid eyes on 

her in 12 years?  Maybe for a total of maybe two or three 

times, a couple of minutes.  But now he felt anguish at the 

prospect of my loss. My loss had become his loss too! 

But loo the words “Fails my soul at Thy delay”. Note that the 

pronoun Thy is capitalized.  The delay here is, either  the 

delayed death  or of Christ’s second coming.  So the chorus 

goes, quickly, quickly, Jesus come, make my heart your native 

home.   

Since her second fall two years ago, Pauly’s neck pain has 

become almost unbearable. After her first fall in 2012 she 

had hoped that over time the pain would lessen, but it did 

not. It got worse as the vertebrae was crushed a second time 

Every moment seems an age, 

‘Till thy presence shall relieve me,  

‘Till Thy smiles my woes release 

And Thy absence no more grieve me.  

 

Great the Force and power of love,  

From whence springs all my strong desires, 

I, Thy presence, Lord, to prove,  

Burn consumed with inward fires; 

 



even more. So, she prayed, Lord, you know how terrible this 

pain is. It exhausts me, but Lord, help everyone who knows 

us know how much we love you and care about them!  She 

prayed that more than being relieved of her incredible pain.  

I love the chorus of this Puritan hymn, “Make my   heart your 

native home”.   If you sing this song and really mean it, Christ 

will transform your life as he did Pauly’s and mine. Jesus I 

want you to come into my heart and make it into your native 

home.  Our neighbours, came over to visit her about a month 

before her death. I just absolutely loved it  that at that point 

she was totally honest with everyone about what she was 

thinking. These words were emblazoned forever. I asked her 

in front of both of them, Pauly, what are you thankful for?  

Without any hesitation, not knowing that she only had a 

mere four wees to live said,  “I am thankful  that Jesus died 

for my sins. I was a little girl of 11 years and then I realized 

that I was a terrible sinner, and then Jesus saved me”.  

Someone at the Funeral home asked do you have a pastor to 

do the officiating? I said I have been a pastor for a number of 

years. I will do it. The lady said, “that might prove to be 

overwhelming”.  

There is another Puritan hymn that has a scene of a man 

alone in a cemetery and thinking of the remains of those 

therein having been entered and singing, “I also shall be as 

they.”  The other side of this is that your second birth can be 

more glorious than your first natural birth,  You can join the 

heavenly throng! 

 

The book of Hebrews in the Bible has what is called the hall 

of fame of the faithful. In Heb. 11:3, the writer tells us that 

these people, though dead speak to us. No, they cannot 

come back in our time today and speak, but by their way of 

living as Pauly with her pain day in and day out for over eight 

years and remaining faithful and loving Christ first and others 

more than themselves,  they speak, even as Pauly does this 

day. She would invite us to join the now happy crowd of 

witnesses who are now in heaven where she now is.  So what 

is said in closing are these words from Hebrews 12:1 “Seeing 

that we have such a great cloud of witnesses, let us run with 

patience the race that is set before us.” 

Pauly has reached the finished line as I also did, to begin the 

race  at age fifteen.  Have you? 

 

Lord, we commit  our Beloved Pauly who loved so many for 

so long, and loved you so much.  



 


