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May only God’s Word Be Spoken and only God’s Word Heard.

Amen.

Sojourner Truth the abolitionist and women’s rights activist was
quoted as saying: “I am not going to die.... I am going to
heaven as a shooting star.” I could not help but think of Dale’s
dramatic rescue from the Queen Mary 2, lifted heavenward by a
helicopter. It seemed like an apt metaphor for her remarkable
life. She found the humor to embellish it as she lay weak in her
bed at the CM health center finally home after a harrowing
venture. .. it told us that her spirit was intact and as vibrant as
the colors she often wore, regally and with the grace of a woman
who knows what she wants and when she wants it. She truly had
a style and a way of engaging others that, even from her days at
Duke, no one could catch or imitate, even if many tried.

During the agony of that time in Newfoundland where she
waited for her family to arrive Dale somehow managed to
transform it into an opportunity to get to know the people
around her... in of all places... an old fashioned hospital ward
that seemed caught in a bygone era ...she told me the stories of
those in that ward.. still listening was she to the lives of others
when her own was in such peril...grateful for her caregivers
who shared the story of her momentous arrival with their friends



and neighbors. ... who then showed up to see her...she
somehow managed to make friends so that this village in a
remote part of the country became an extension of her own
village here.

Who can do that?

Dale Volberg Reed can do that...All the while Dale was held
in grace by many of us here thinking that this could not be
so...surely this was a mistake. ... countless emails, texts, and
phone calls of support going back and forth as we all
prayed....and in retrospect and not surprisingly it was Dale who
set the pace with her no nonsense, can and will do approach to
dying, taking each day as it was. .. not as she wanted it to be.
That famous prayer of Reinhold Niebuhr that we know from
twelve step programs or proverbial bookmarks and coffee

mugs. “es

God, give me grace to accept with serenity
the things that cannot be changed,
Courage to change the things
which should be changed,
and the Wisdom to distinguish
the one from the other.

Living one day at a time,
Enjoying one moment at a time,
Accepting hardship as a pathway to peace,
Taking, as Jesus did,

This sinful world as it is,

Not as | would have it,

Trusting that You will make all things right,
If | surrender to Your will,



Dale prayed that prayer through her actions; and it was far more
powerful lived than said or hung on a magnet on the
fridge...She would also be the first to talk about how tacky
those mugs and magnets were with it emblazoned on them....
not to mention how poor Mr. Niebuhr would be rolling in his
grave at the commercialization of his deepest truth. Her candor
and her wicked dry wit were not for the faint of heart ,the
poorly educated, or the tacky.

We so wish we were not here today, but Dale would be the first
to say, but we are. If this had to be, how could we be anywhere
else but on our knees with our hands outstretched in
supplication to the God who loves us in life and in death...and
back to life again.

[ recall waking up one morning in 1997, drinking my coffee and
turning on the television and providentially there sat in the
interview chairs on Good Morning America sat Dale and John

answering questions about their joint endeavor...1001 Thin gs
Everyone Needs to Know about the South. She looked
fabulous; and this was in the days before her fairy hair! Who

knew, I said to myself, that providence could work this way and
I would see two of my favorite parishioners, now famous, on
television ? She was her usual, regal and articulate self, playing
off her life partner John with the ease that most couples only
dream of. High school sweethearts are almost unheard of these
days. ... high school sweethearts that actually love one another
rarer. Sweethearts that were true partners in life for 54 plus
years rarer still. Her relationship with John was rooted and
formed in small-town Kingsport, Tennessee, where everyone



knows your name and your business and makes a point of
sharing it at church....the church they married in ....and my
best guess the same one that sent the two smartest and most likely
to succeed from its pews into the regions beyond where together
they left a legacy in thought, word, and deed...two glorious
daughters in Sarah and Elisabeth both of whom were gifted by
their mother’s attentiveness and creativity each in their own
right (Elisabeth said, “She was a musician with me, a visual artist
with my sister and her mother, a writer with my Dad...and she
did all those things as well as any of us”), two granddaughters in
Leah and Luca, two sons-in-law Andy and Chris, who she loved
like her own, countless friends near and far, books and articles
and reviews from barbecue to cornbread and more esoteric
topics from fellow scholars, no English church left unexplored,
countless children taught on the same piano bench, crafts made
of every sort . . . the woman built her own harpsichord and then
leafed it in gold for heaven’s sake!....She introduced me to
panna cotta with fresh red currents and mixed berries, the
recipe written in her own hand accompanying the first batch left
on my doorstep along with just the right mold. All of her friends
talk about her generosity of spirit, her flair for entertaining and
her memorable holiday meals, be it a traditional Seder for the
church during Holy Week after a year in Jerusalem or a choir
sherry which featured her traditional Easter desert pashka...but
what everyone, and I mean everyone, said was that...you always
left Dale feeling as if you had been heard... .... she always
seemed to know what was not being said... She was a fierce
friend who was loyal to a fault and expected the same.... She



would hold the mirror up and look in it for you, sometimes even
surprising you both with profound wisdom ...It was Dale who
invited me to lunch and into relationship with the best spiritual
director I ever had, saying when she issued the invitation “I think
you will like each other,” somehow sensing that I needed what
Avery Brooke had to offer. .... I can only imagine what she did
for each of you...

This is not to say she was without fault.... She could let you
have it on a dime, never, ever suffered a fool gladly, but could
just as quickly offer an apology -- provided she believed she was
wrong, and occasionally when she wasn’t. ... But what was
most true about Dale was her faithfulness. . .to her friends,
family, and most importantly, her God. She nurtured her life in
God through the practice of regular prayer, receiving of
Eucharist, wrestling with the questions of condition and
existence, singing off and on in the choir here for 48
years...nothing was off limits when it came to knowing God.
She believed in the power of liturgy to shape your soul...and
that hymnody mattered.... she could quickly tell you what
should have been left out of the 1982 hymnal and the difference
in the transposed lyrics of her favorite hymns...She believed that
praying shapes believing and held on to the her preferred 1549
prayer book and her King James Bible...the prayer book and the
bible both were within reach when she died...the prose of both,
the best and most beautiful expression of what we humans can
craft for the maker and redeemer of us all and... Why would

you settle for a room in God’s house when you can have a



mansion, she asked, after a funeral of a choir friend where the
passage from John’s Gospel was read from the NRSV.

What mattered to her most in these last days were those things
and how they were grafted into fabric of her life with those she
loved most... This is my body given for you...This is my
blood shed for you...The body of Christ which was given for
thee preserve thy body and soul into everlasting life. . .it
took on a different meaning as she received it with her family.. ..
everlasting life. Life here and the life to come.

People tend to die the way they lived, and Dale approached
these last days with a singlemindedness born of knowing who
she was and whose she was. ... She was wife, mother, sister,
grandmother, niece, friend ....and at the last she was and is and
always will be..... child of God. She had done everything she
could do in this life...teaching, reading, loving, investigating,
singing, making music, writing books, crafting everything
including relationships. She had checked off everything on her
bucket list and the only thing she regretted was leaving those she
loved and not having more time with them. “Brave” is not the
primary word I would use to describe Dale, though she modeled
bravery.... What she really did was show us how to be...
Faithful ...She showed us how to die well because we had been
privy to her living well.

Her last gift to you is this service which she planned with her
usual zeal for detail and expectation of perfection in the beauty
of holiness with Joe Causby and her clergy. She knew that
singing was healing. That would be important to her choir family
because she had stood there on many an occasion for the very



same reason for others. She made requests to use the most
conservative rendering of Rite I liturgy straight from the pen of
Thomas Cranmer, believing the language to be the best
expression of Anglican identity because it had been said in the
same way, perfectly, for so very long...She wanted you to know
that God is faithful even at the end of this mortal life.nAnd God
is faithful ...at the end and, at the beginning, and in every place

in between.

[ found a book review Dale wrote years ago in which she said:

[ learned this song as a child. ..
I got shoes; you got shoes;
All God's children got shoes.
When I get to Heaven, gonna put on my shoes,

Gonna shout all over God's Heaven ...

Given her love of dancing with John and how very good she was
atit.... given her love of life and how very fully she lived it....
given her expectation that in God’s house there are many
mansions, many rooms, many dwelling places, given her love
for you and me and for our God...we now say... we now shout

to anyone who would hear us

Into paradise, dear Dale, may the angels lead you...At
your coming may the martyrs receive you.... And may
the holy city Jerusalem celebrate your return even as
you will be there to roll out ...and up... the carpet
when we come home, too. May you rest in peace,



because we know for sure you have gone home like a
shooting star and are rising in the glory of the God
who loves you and us all ....all of our days in this life
and the life to come.

Amen.



