Sermon preached @ Hazel Melchior’s funeral 22 August 2011

Evans Funeral Home, 10 a.m.

Special scriptures:   Ps. 36:5-12; Ps. 136:1-9; Ps. 23; 1 Cor. 13; John 14

Songs:   “Edelweiss”


    “Blessed Assurance”

Music minister:   Leroy Ludwick


When I became Bethesda’s pastor in 2002, Hazel Melchior was driving her own car and living alone in her own home.


I think I visited here there after her sister died, and saw that picture of the three sisters standing alongside that 1935 Plymouth.  
        She hadn’t been able to attend the funeral in Massachusetts.

       I forget which hospital we all gathered around her in;    maybe Good Samaritan --- but it got to be a little like her fellow New Englander, Senator Ted Kennedy, said of his mother, Rose Fitzgerald Kennedy --- who, he said, would have these dire health emergencies when all the family would gather ‘round and the priest would be called in for what used to be called “last rites” --- and then next morning, he said, when you tip-toed in, Rose would be sitting up in bed reading the New York Times.


Hazel Melchior certainly did have declining health, and necessary adjustments came one by one, worked through by her and her family ---- not necessarily happily, but realistically;  and certainly she made many tough adjustments, mostly with a good spirit --- being the practical health care professional she was..


Of course, her son Charles said she often gave him a hard time --- but Charles being Charles, that has to be taken with some leeway ---.


Indeed, I remember asking her once if her husband, Charles’ father, had been a cut-up and comic --- and getting that “ohhhh” with rolling eyes that covered a lot of territory.


I seem to want to get people to chuckle when I talk much about Mrs. Melchior --- not because she necessarily started the humor, but because it somehow surrounded her --- and looking at some of those beautiful, varied photos we saw here yesterday on the screen, I saw lots of sunshine in faces around her over the years.

I know she always seems so pleased to make it to church --- and always greeted me warmly there, as well as in whatever nursing care setting I visited her.


She has surely been surrounded with a lot of love over the time I’ve known her.   It’s really as part of a unit, a family circle, that her individuality has come home, to me.


There come times when I’d rather not say anything --- just hint at a little humor, and let the church’s liturgy speak for itself.


That’s so here, and now.


On behalf of us all, I thank God for what God has done for Hazel, and through Hazel.   My words only start the story ;    but it is a good story, and our gratitude, for her, for her struggles, her achievements, her long time among us, and for the circle of love and trust and respect that she leaves intact among  us --- our gratitude is rich and full;  and it will last, in our lives and in the lives we touch, in the spirit of our experience of her.


In Jesus’ name we say, “Thanks be to God.”


Amen.

Arthur Dan Gleckler, pastor

