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(Liturgy:  United Methodist Book of Worship pp. 139-151/United Methodist Hymnal pp. 870-875)

Anyone who  speaks at a funeral does holy work.

I didn't say, "easy work."

You're all caught up in what might have been, what used to be, what won't be any more, what should be, plus what the Bible says, and the prayers.   It's hard even to talk sensibly, there are so many angles, so many feelings, so many memories;   so many questions.

People hardly hear you.   They're all dealing with their own versions of what you're dealing with.

At the same time, people's hearing is incredibly acute at funerals.   People crave wisdom.   They want peace.   They're open, as at few other times.

So, it's holy work to speak at a funeral.   Something needs to be said:   "Goodbye;"   "Thank you."    As the Scripture says, "The Lord giveth.  The Lord taketh away.   Blessed be the name of the Lord."

That's the key:   We really don't speak with our own voice at a funeral.   No matter what we say, a whole cloud of witnesses stands behind us, putting it THEIR way.   How to say goodbye.   How to say, "Hope," "Peace," and all those other encouraging words, has been chiseled out over all the past of all the world's people and swirls around us as we speak.

How to say, "Turn around," and "Try harder," comes from many lips besides ours as well.   A funeral is a time of judgment, after all.   "In the midst of life we are in death," as the graveside liturgy phrases it.

To cut through all of this, to say only what's needed, and helpful, we need the Holy Spirit.

Sure enough, as we call, the Spirit comes:.   Spirit of cheerfulness, spirit of courage, making the best of things, drawing us together, so that we delight in one another's company;   so our children feel free to run and play in our midst, and not  be afraid, either of now or of the future.

I saw the Spirit at work bringing Doris to church faithfully, Sunday after Sunday;  and outside, there was Lee, waiting, partnering.   "He's a good man," she'd say.

Remember, I've only known Doris these last few years, when it was hard for her to walk, and when it was a witness to the rest of us just to see her there.

I've only heard stories, about her growing up in Daniels, and gotten reports of reunions as she'd come back from them.   I've only seen the  twinkle in her eye, and heard the direct question about whatever --Doris could sure look you in the eye---

heard the concern about her family, her daughter...

You all must fill in the blanks.   Let the Spirit work for you, helping you to give thanks, and let go now, and use her influence, as you go forward with your own lives.   

Remember;  but more important, live well;  be compassionate;  laugh some more ---and when the going gets hard for you, buck up, reach out, help and be helped;   for we build on firm foundations.   Doris --- and Lee with her --- have found plenty of encouragement in their hard times.   They've shared it, shown it, even enjoyed it.

Now go, as the Scripture says, and do likewise.

Thanks be to God.

Amen.
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