Funeral of Canon Shirley Lobley in St John’s, Alloa

Friday, 3rd April, 2009

You are the light of the world.  You are the salt of the earth.

We’re here today to remember Shirley with thanksgiving.  We’re here to be thankful for the light which she brought into our lives.  We are here to be thankful that the light which she brought into our lives was the light of God.

Our first thoughts today are with David – who says of Shirley that she was his soulmate for 47 years – love, patience, tolerance and encouragement.  We think too of Louise and Scott, Adrian & Dorothy and of Shirley’s sister Audrey.  Many people have said wonderful things about Shirley and how she was.  Scott remembers fun – garden festooned with balloons in the early morning of his 30th birthday.  I really like the words of Adrian’s wife, Dorothy, who said that Shirley made her feel safe.  She made me feel safe – safe in the sense that God was holding all things within his purposes of love – and that while there were many things to worry about, they weren’t to be worried about.

In her family, Shirley was special – strong, open and loving.  In this church, she was special.  However great her talents - however strong her spiritual resources – she had an absolute commitment to place them at the service of God’s people in a shared ministry.  She made this place safe too – safe after the pain of the past.  She pointed us outwards – to the community house, the community and the great world beyond.  And people were drawn in here from the community – people carrying their pain, people with stories, people with needs.  She loved a beautiful piece of writing which speaks of the way in which the bruised fruit releases its aroma.  Yes people who feel secure can be difficult to reach.  But people who have little offer all that they have – and there was a lot of that around here.  And in the Sermon on the Mount, before we reach the light of the world, we meet the poor in spirit to whom belongs the Kingdom.

We must remember that some of that specialness was shaped in her life as a teacher – in her work in learning support – and in her work with bereaved children and families in Dunblane.  She experience, I think, that radicalising, that simplifying of faith and life which comes from living with people on the edge.

My fellow clergy behind me – and I – ponder often what it is that makes the priest.  I know that Shirley had it.  But what was it?  And my mind came back in the end to words which Bishop Michael Ramsay quotes in his classic book, ‘The Christian Priest Today’.  ‘What are you, O Priest?’  Nihil et omnia – nothing and everything.

Shirley was everything – everything in the loving warmth which she brought to family, friends and congregation; everything in the aura of prayer in which she moved; everything in the generosity of her living and loving;  everything in her passionate faith and her commitment to ministry; everything in her faithful discipleship which enabled her to face both life and death calm and unafraid.

But nothing in her complete offering of humble service; nothing in the way she placed herself at the disposal of God and his people; nothing in the way she drew aroma and perfume from bruised fruit; nothing in the way in which God’s light shone from her and she didn’t stand in the way.

Nothing and everything.  And now she is gone.  In the presence of the Lord she loved and served – in fullness, completeness and joy – knowing fully even as she is fully known.  We praise God for her.  We hold to the Gospel by which Shirley lived – the faith in Christ crucified and risen – trusting that we too and all those whom we have loved and lost will know resurrection life in the power of God.

