
Four Funerals and a Wedding 

“In the midst of life we are in death; from whom can we seek help?” 
 

 

Dear Friends, 
 

One of my favorite things about parish work in Shrewsbury is the view: there is nothing else like 

looking out my office window onto the sunlit grace-filled lively trees….and the seemingly 

endless field of gravestones that mark the final resting place of persons – also once grace-filled 

and lively - but now gone from our sight. It is a daily reminder to me of the poignant truth of the 

Prayer Book, “In the midst of life we are in death; from whom can we seek help?” 
 

But even clergy - who more than most, live in that place in-between the two worlds of life and 

death - sometimes weary of that view; some days the cacophonous clash of those two realities is 

almost more than we can bear.  You may remember the old movie Four Weddings and a 

Funeral; that seems like a reasonable balance between joy and sadness. But recently I have felt 

the balance flip-flop as I officiated at Four Funerals and a Wedding.  
 

First the funerals. Each one offered a particular reflection on life and death – and the grief that 

comes with them. The first was for our dearly beloved Louise Aders. Hers was a good, long life. 

Although there is indeed great sadness at her passing there was also great joy; for her life was 

well-lived and she was more than ready “to go gently into that good night”. The second was for 

Jeff Miller, 58 year old son of our dear friends Jim and Ann Miller. Jeff, who valiantly fought 

cancer for over ten years, seemed to leave his loving family and friends far too young. And as he 

and I graduated high school the same year, I felt a special kinship and grief in his death. The 

third funeral was a deeply personal loss for me; Jeff’s 23 year old nephew Brian, whom I have 

known since he was just barely a teenager, died when he fell asleep at the wheel of his car 

coming home from work. Brian was just between the ages of my own two children, and the 

reality of his death has deeply impacted both of our families. And the final death: as I was 

leaving the house to officiate at Brian’s funeral, I got the call that parishioner Mark Lawrence 

had been found dead at his home as a result of a long time heart condition. I had known that 

Mark was ill, but never ever expected such news; it was a jolt to a system already reeling. And 

reeling all the more knowing that Mark was leaving behind his seven year old son Alexander. 
 

The words of the Burial Office have been ringing in my ear: “In the midst of life we are in death; 

from whom can we seek help?” only it felt as if the words should be rearranged: “In the midst of 

death we are in life…” The gravestones seem to be winning out over the sun-kissed trees. 
 

But there is life. Always life. Here is where the wedding comes in. I just returned from Cape 

May, where Jeff’s son Rob (and Brian’s cousin) was married to a wonderful young woman 

named Elyse. And there are more signs of life popping up all over the landscape: another family 

wedding is  around the corner. Vacation Bible School begins in a few weeks; that should prove 

to be a noisy adventure! Two baptisms scheduled for this summer. A Blue Claws Game with 

guests from Covenant House (and we hope another Day at the Beach, too!). You will find in this 

Crown a Summer Challenge to raise money (through Episcopal Relief and Development) to 

provide much-needed water in a drought-ridden world, providing liquid life to those who long to 

live. 

 



And strangely enough (or is it?) I am even now preparing for a week of GFS Summer Camp. 

The theme of Camp this year is A Triad of Life and Death. The girls will focus on the that holy 

triad of feast days we call All Hallows’ Eve, All Saints’ Day, and the Commemoration of all 

Faithful Departed (All Souls’ Day).  Here they too, will begin to explore the reality that we all 

know too well: “In the midst of life we are in death; from whom can we seek help?” 
 

From whom indeed? You know the answer. Our help is in the Lord, the maker of heaven and 

earth. The One who not only bridges the space in-between, but somehow reminds us that even as 

we die…..in Christ Jesus we live. We live – and more than live – we are called to witness to this 

gift of life in all its wonder, in all its joy, in all its surprises – as well as in its sadness and grief. 

Or as I now think on it, Four Funerals and a Wedding. 

 

My prayers for you are for a life-filled summer. Live it in the life of our Lord, who is 

resurrection and life. 

 

Peace, 

 

Mother Lisa+ 

 


