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Always at the time of a death and at the funeral there are conflicting thoughts and feelings.   Two 
especially come to the surface:  thank-fullness and sorrow.  We are thankful for what was given to 
us in the life of the one who has died.  Three years ago the family celebrated with Mill her 
hundredth birthday;  on that occasion family and friends spoke and this little brochure of her life 
was printed.  So today they requested that I would be the sole person to speak.  The poet 
D H Lawrence says in a poem : 

As we live, we are transmitters of life… 
Even if it is a woman making an apple dumpling, or a man a stool,  
if life goes into the pudding,  
good is the pudding 
good is the stool, 
content is the woman, with fresh life rippling in to her, content is the man. 
Give, and it shall be given unto you  
is still the truth about life. 

 
Today we celebrate Mill’s life.  But today we also know sorrow.  We grieve the loss, and this is 
made harder because we remember occasions when our relationship, like every human relationship. 
were marred by mis-understandings, impatience, family disputes and dis-appointments.  We may 
have lingering thoughts of 'if only…', of situations beyond the deceased’s or our control:  'if only 
things had been different their lives could have been better….. 
 
Millicent was born at the beginning of the 20th century that was to see not only two 'World Wars' 
and between them the Great Depression, the dictatorships of Stalinist communism and of Hitler and 
the Nazis, the Holocaust extermination of people – who were handicapped, and Jews, homosexuals, 
gypsies, brutal invasions by Imperial Japan, the 'Cold War' and over 150 'hot' wars since 1945.  
These 150+ wars were largely in countries and regions that in the century before Millicent was 
born, had been colonized by Britain, Germany, France, Holland, Belgium, Spain, and the USA … 
the list goes on.  Millicent’s nearly 103 years has been unlike any other period in human history on 
this planet.  Changes in engineering and mobility, in agriculture and cities, in medicine, marriage 
and media – especially these last few years with instant communication to the other side of the 
world – have left us almost breathless.  Millicent has been part of that global revolution longer than 
any of us here! 
 
And I have not yet mentioned one part of this tumultuous century of change which will probably be 
seen by historians in the future, to be the most significant:  the women’s movement – the emergence 
of women from the subservient roles they had occupied in most human societies since history 
began.  After her husband Reg had an accident, Mill like many other women of her generation, in 
mid-life launched out and gained professional qualifications, in her case as a chiropodist.  She was a 
person who very much knew her own mind.  I have gathered that Mill made her opinions known! 
 
A deep dark shadow came over the family when her daughter Joel, Ted (Joel’s husband) and grand-
daughter, Bronwyn, were killed in a car accident.  That tragedy was never far from Mill’s conscious 
thoughts.  That is one of the dark 'if only’s' that has affected the family.  To some sorrows there are 
no easy answers.  That is the nature of life on this earth.    
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An Irish Christian, John O’Donohue in a book called Eternal Echoes, writes about grief.   I have 
can only give you the drift of what he has to say.  Here are some selected sentences:    

The consolation at a time of grief is that it is a journey. … Though travel is slow on the grief 
journey, you will move through its grey valley and come out again onto the meadow where 
light, colour and promise await to embrace you.  The loneliest moment in grief is when you 
suddenly realize you will never see that person again.   This is an awful shock. … You really 
know how total your loss is when you understand that it is permanent.   In this life there is no 
place that you will ever be able to go to meet again the one who has gone.   On the journey of 
grief this is a milestone.   You begin thereafter to make your peace with the shock.    
Gradually, you begin to understand more deeply that you are grieving primarily over your 
own loss.  If you loosen the sad grip of grief, a new belonging becomes possible between you. 
…  You become aware of the subtle companionship of the departed one. … the belonging 
between us and our loved ones in the unseen world. 
It is a subtle and invisible belonging for which the crass obviousness of modern culture has 
no eye.  …Your heart is broken with grief because you have loved.   When you love, you 
always risk pain.   

Millicent was an active member of the Anglican Church at Blayney, Christ Church St Lawrence 
Sydney and here at St Mark’s.  For over 70 she was involved the Church’s worldwide 'Mothers' 
Union'.    

In St Matthew’s Gospel we can read a summary of the essential teachings of Jesus.  I encourage you 
to get hold of a Bible – preferably a modern translation – and read what is often called The Sermon 
on the Mount, chapters 5 to 7 of Matthew’s gospel.  The writer gathered together a summary of the 
key teachings of Jesus, those that are central to 'the journey of faith'.  We need to listen and heed the 
wisdom of the wisest person that ever lived.  To conclude, I read what Jesus had to say about worry 
and anxiety.  Like most things Jesus said, these words sound easy but learning to put them into 
practice fully is something that may take a lifetime.  

I am telling you not to worry about your life and what you are to eat, nor about your 
body and what you are to wear. Surely life is more than food, and the body more than 
clothing! - Look at the birds in the sky. They do not sow or reap or gather into barns; 
yet your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not  worth much more than they are? -  
Can any of you, however much you worry, add one single cubit to your span of life? -  
And why worry about clothing? Think of the flowers growing in the fields; they never 
have to work or spin; - yet I assure you that not even [King] Solomon in all his royal 
robes was clothed like one of these.  Now if that is how God clothes the wild flowers 
growing in the field which are there today and thrown into the furnace tomorrow, will 
he not much more look after you, you who have so little faith? - So do not worry; do not 
say, "What are we to eat? What are we to drink? What are we to wear?" - It is the 
[unbelievers]  who set their hearts on all these things. Your heavenly Father knows you 
need them all.  Set your hearts on his kingdom first, and on God's saving justice, and all 
these other things will be given you as well. - So do not worry about tomorrow: 
tomorrow will take care of itself. Each day has enough trouble of its own.” 

Look at life with the eyes of Jesus and learn to rely on God in this life-time.  Then you can 
leave your future and your loved ones in the care of God. 

_____________________________ 
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Enquiries, comments and criticisms are invited;  also requests for additional copies of sermon scripts or 
permission to quote / reproduce. The Reverend Clive H. Norton, phone (02) 9411 8606; fax 9410 2069 
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