As most of you know, it was a year ago last Friday that this parish lost one of its treasured workers.  Doris was kind of “larger than life” in many ways.  She was physically big in this lifetime & she had an even bigger heart, and I consider myself privileged that I was the recipient of so much of the love that came out of that big heart.

How often do you go to a funeral to hear someone talk about celebrating the life of someone & it all goes downhill from there?  Back in July of last year, both in Seattle at the funeral home & here at St John’s Church, I tried to make that statement come alive as much as I possibly could.  I wanted to share with our American friends & Aussie colleagues over there, and with Doris’s vast network of friends, colleagues & acquaintances here, something of the complete story of Doris’s life, as I was probably the only one capable of telling that full story.  And I also tried to convey to you here, just a few of the many wonderful things that she achieved in her time with us.  I have no doubt that all of her life experiences, training, volunteer & management jobs all came together to enable her to do such a remarkable job during her time as Director of St John’s Care.  She touched so many people in such a short lifetime.  The story of the little wooden J, of putting your judgement back in your pocket, has been taken to a number of Christian youth leadership camps in Washington State.

I wanted to talk to you today to briefly fill in some more of the gaps in Doris’s story.  I’ve had time for lots of reflection as I have prepared to talk to numerous in-service training conferences of the ACT Ambulance Service about what it’s like to be the one left behind by an organ donor.  With the benefit of hindsight, I can see that a combination of being overweight, with elevated blood pressure & undertaking strenuous exercise, was a recipe for disaster.  I believe that Doris knew that she wasn’t returning to Australia alive & that she was exercising to get fit, in an attempt to stave off whatever it was that she believed was going to happen to her.  Bit of an irony really.  

I talk to her quite regularly, even now.  Early on, she told me that I was destined for a great future with a new partner by my side, and that my life’s real work was about to start.  She said that she would arrange this new partner in about 3 years, or so I thought.  I met Julie at work when she returned from military service & it was almost exactly 3 months to the day after Doris died, that we went on our first day trip into the mountains.  So even from the other side, Doris was still directing.  Julie & I were married in a quiet ceremony in Las Vegas on the day before I felt the US, just before Christmas.  We have submitted an application for an Australian residents visa for Julie, and we’re hoping that it will be approved later this year & that she will be able to join me here in Canberra after that.

I have just spent a magical 2 weeks on a Scouts project in the Solomon Islands, where we had 35 youth members & 9 adults working on refurbishing the Red Cross Special Development Centre for Children, which is the only one in the country that caters for kids with disabilities.  Doris confided to me in a rare quiet moment, that she was thoroughly enjoying living the experience through me.  Quite apart from the work we did on the school, I watched 35 young people as they grew to meet challenges of leadership, management, planning, budgeting, purchasing, construction, and most of all, shopping for fruit & veggies in Honiara’s local market.  Just as Doris did in her lifetime, we touched hundreds of people in the Solomon Islands Scouting & Red Cross communities.  At Brisbane Airport, one of the girls came back from the toilet to report that you could turn on all of the taps in the toilet, all at the same time, & they all worked.  We do indeed live in the lucky country.

I want to express my special appreciation to the people of this parish, for your support, your love, your prayers & your ability to wrap your community around me & help me to feel included, at a time when I needed it the most.  Most especially I would like to express my thanks to the people at St  John’s Care, to Jessica, Sharon & Ruth in the Parish Office, and most of all to the clergy here.  Peter, you really have been a tower of strength to me.  And having Bishop Alan get on a plane & arrive in Seattle in time to lead the funeral service, was a gesture of such generosity of spirit that it will go down as one of the classic gifts to me in my lifetime.

So to all of you, thank you.

