
Memorial Service for a Nineteen Day Old Child
By The Rev. Dr. Frank Carpenter, D.Min.

A SERVICE
HONORING THE LIFE OF
J_____, Nineteen days old.

August 14, **** - September 2, ****

FIRST UNITARIAN UNIVERSALIST CHURCH
OF ______________

7:00 PM September 6, ****

PRELUDE Organ Church Organist

CHALICE LIGHTING Family Friend
At times our own light goes out and is rekindled by a spark from another
person. Each of us has cause to think with deep gratitude of those who
have lighted the flame within us. Albert Schweitzer

OPENING WORDS AND PRAYER Rev. Dr. Frank Carpenter

We have come together from different places;
We are at different stages in our journey through life.
Our paths are varied;
We look at life in different ways.

One thing we have in common:
at one point or another
and to some degree or other
our lives have been touched by the hopes and dreams of J_____ and her
family..

Let us now invoke the Great Compassion, and gather into ourselves all the
warmth and power that is at the heart of this moment. Let us know this as a time
of love. Let us pray:

Transforming Compassion, Thou who art greater than we ourselves, we come
before you as but strangers and sojourners on this planet as were our parents
before us. Here amongst family and friends, we take a moment to recall this
child. In this time of mystery and pain, we seem to know not anything. We can
but feebly trust that good shall fall, at last to all, and every winter change to
spring. Yet who are we? Are we any more than infants ourselves, crying in the
night: an infant crying for the light, and with no language but a cry?

Yet would we give thanks, thanks for the brief gift of J_____. Let us trust that her
spirit has found eternal and everlasting rest. May her memory be a blessing unto
those who treasure it. May all who mourn have peace, the bereaved among us
be comforted. Grant that we may not so much seek to be consoled as to console
each other. Amen
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MUSIC “Ashokan Farewell” Jay Unger

RESPONSIVE READING “We Need One Another” # 468

READINGS

Wystan Hugh Auden (1907-1973) Funeral Blues (Song)

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone.
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead
Scribbling in the sky the message She is Dead,
Put crêpe bows round the white necks of the public doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

She was our North, our South, our East and West,
Our working week and our Sunday rest
Our noon, our midnight, our talk, our song;
We thought that love would last forever, we were wrong.

The stars are not wanted now; put out every one,
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun.
Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood;
For nothing now can ever come to any good.

-- from the poems of Emily Dickinson:

After great pain, a formal feeling comes –
The Nerves sit ceremonious, like Tombs –
The stiff Heart questions was it H, that bore,
And Yesterday, or Centuries before?

The Feet, mechanical, go round –
Of Ground, or Air, or Ought –
A Wooden way
Regardless grown,
A Quartz contentment, like a stone –

This is the Hour of Lead –
Remembered, if outlived,
As Freezing persons, recollect the Snow –
First – Chill – then Stupor – then the letting go –
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I Corinthians 13: Read by Father’s cousin.

From the poetry of Mary Oliver:

To live in this world
You must be able
To do three things:

To love what is mortal;
To hold it
Against your bones knowing
Your own life depends on it;

And, when the times comes to let it go,
To let it go.

MUSIC “Spirit of Life” Music by Carolyn McDade

REMARKS by the Rev. Dr. Frank Carpenter, D.Min.

Usually at this point, I would give what is called the eulogy. It seems such an
ambitious word this evening: “eulogy.”

J_____ was nineteen days old when she slipped away. There was no chance for
her to meet her cousins, aunts and uncles, and grandparents. But her brief days
were not really all that we might know about her. More than the nine months that
(her Mother’s name) carried her. (Her Father’s name) told me that perhaps
really, when J______ left it was more like a year and nineteen days. A child is
hopes and dreams as much as cries and coos.

J_____ parents long dreamed of her. One thing they spent a lot of time
considering was her name. (Her Mother) told me, there is only one ‘n’ in her
name. And she is called J_____, not J_____. Let’s all say it, “J_____” It is
good that her name should be spoken in this place.

Calling a name and to be meet only with silence. Such a silence is filled with
loneliness. Perhaps in the silence of grief we feel most alone. It is hard to
realize that silence is known to all human beings. Indeed, I think that all
creatures, all children of this planet, recognize that silence. We speak of the
interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part. Breaks in the links of
the web are grief. All creatures, I believe, know this pain, this hollowness.

Lewis Thomas, a nature writer some years ago, wrote an essay about the
grieving of animals. He said:
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“Animals seem to have an instinct for performing death alone, hidden.
Even the largest, most conspicuous ones find ways to conceal themselves
in time. If an elephant missteps and dies in an open place, the herd will
not leave him there; the others will pick him up and carry the body from
place to place, finally putting it down in some inexplicably suitable location.
When elephants encounter the skeleton of an elephant out in the open,
they methodically take up each of the bones and distribute them, in a
ponderous ceremony, over neighboring acres.”

However universal grief is to all creatures, yet we express it differently, work
through our grief differently. Robert Frost wrote a poem, HOME BURIAL, about
this, about a young couple that lost a child. The father expresses his grief
physically, digging the child’s grave in a fury. The mother is amazed her husband
can tend to the practical things, as she processes her inner feelings. The
responses of other people seem to her in her grief almost surreal. Frost has her
say to her husband.

I can repeat the very words you were saying.
“Three foggy mornings and one rainy day
Will rot the best birch fence a man can build.”
Think of it, talk like that at such a time!
What had how long it takes a birch to rot
To do with what was in the darkened parlor.
You couldn’t care! The nearest friends can go
With any one to death, comes so far short
They might as well not try to go at all.
No, from the time when one is sick to death,
One is alone, and he dies more alone.”

The pain of grief leaves us feeling isolated, alone. How much it underscores the
meaning of what is lost. What is lost is a feeling of connection, a sense of being
with love itself. J_____’s sister, J___, will remember holding her baby sister.
J___ was such a great big sister, holding her just the right way. And (her Mother)
will remember the sense of connection, the quiet times after feeding when
J_____ would lie quietly contented on her breast, falling asleep.

We long most to repair that connection, to restore that love. There is a story told
about the Buddha, who many thought was not only a compassionate and
enlightened person, but could restore the dead to life. One day, a woman
approached him begging that he do something to restore her dead child to her.
The Buddha listened patiently to her plea and saw how great was her despair.
He said to her, "Mother, if you bring me just one mustard seed from any
household in which no person has died, then I shall revive your child."

The woman was greatly encouraged by the Teacher's words. She traveled from
door to door throughout her own village, but could not find even a single
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residence in which no one had died. She went out of town, wandering to this
hamlet and that in search of the tiny seed that the Buddha had requested. Days
later, muddy and footsore, she returned to the place where the Buddha and his
followers were passing the rainy season.

She was ushered into the Teacher's presence worn out, but not discouraged.
"Master, try as I might, I could not locate the token you requested as an offering.
But I have come to understand that death visits every household and eventually,
every single one of us. I would like now, to 'enter the stream' and work towards
the liberation that the way of dharma, [your teaching,] provides."

Buddhism has tended to teach resignation in the face of death. The spiritual
paths of the West have more emphasized resurrection and rebirth. How often we
have heard the hopes of our people expressed in the faith that a little child shall
lead us, a central theme of the Christmas holidays.

J_____ can yet provide a power of example. Her loss recalls love. Our
immortality lies in the hope our names will be spoken after we have gone. Our
hope lies that others will recall our lives, finding hope and meaning for their own
in ours.

(Her Father’s name), J_____’s father will remember her courage, how she
struggled against he infection that finally brought her down. He saw her pain and
her fight, and then …. times of quietness, when she would coo, again the child
innocent of the afflictions of life.

Today is a dark day, a day of pain. Yet the brief days of J_____ are not without
meaning. Let it be our prayer that that meaning will enlarge, recalling us to
courage and hope. Let her life be a reminder of the promise of childhood, the
very promise that brought her into being, and taught us to say her name,
“J_____.”

RESPONSIVE READING 664 (Give us The Spirit of the Child)

HYMN 21 For the Beauty of the Earth

CLOSING WORDS.
Take courage friends.
The way is often hard, the path is never clear.
And the stakes are very high.
Take courage.
For deep down, there is another truth:
You are not alone.

POSTLUDE
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Committal Service

Ecclesiastes 3:1-8
To every thing there is a season and a time to every purpose under heaven.

A time to be born and a time to die; a time to plant and a time to pluck up that
which is planted;

A time to kill and a time to heal; a time to break down and a time to build up;
A time to weep and a time to laugh; a time to mourn and a time to dance;
A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together; a time to

embrace and a time to refrain from embracing;
A time to get, and a time to lose; a time to keep, and a time to cast away;
A time to rend and a time to sew; a time to keep silence and a time to speak;
A time to love and a time to hate; a time of war and a time of peace.

George Gordon, Lord Byron
SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY.

Unto the Everlasting Light we give the soul of our departed sister J_____ and we
commit her remains to the ground: earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust; in
trust that somehow good will be the final goal of ill; in faith that nothing walks with
aimless feet; that not one life shall be destroyed, or cast as rubbish to the void,
when our world is made complete.

Let us pray:

Love Everlasting, bless those gathered here and bless the purpose of this hour.
The one we honor now has fulfilled her days amongst us upon this earth.

Receive her into thy Loving Arms and grant her peace. Amen.

(Nancy Wood, Many Winters)
HOLD ON TO WHAT IS GOOD, EVEN IF IT IS A HANDFUL OF EARTH.
HOLD ON TO WHAT YOU BELIEVE, EVEN IF IT IS A TREE WHICH

STANDS BY ITSELF.
HOLD ON TO WHAT YOU MUST DO, EVEN IF IT IS A LONG WAY FROM

HERE.
HOLD ON TO LIFE, EVEN IF IT IS EASIER LETTING GO.
HOLD ON TO EACH OTHER'S HANDS, EVEN WHEN WE ARE SEPARATED

ONE
FROM THE OTHER. Amen.


