
Sermon for the Requiem Eucharist for Morna Sturrock. 

+ In the name of God, creator of all life; source of all love.   

 ‘Kindle our hope, and let our grief give way to joy’.  We prayed these words as we 
gathered, and please God our prayer will be answered.  

But not just yet.  

It is not yet time to speak of hope and joy; not before we grieve. For grieve we 
should. Our sister in Christ, Morna, has died. Her long and fruitful life has come to 
its earthly end. For Morna’s family it is the loss of a much loved presence at the heart 
of their shared life. For David, Libby, Andrew and Robert even in what the old 
Prayer Book calls, theirat their riper yearsages, it is a new stage in life as both parents 
have now died and the generations shift and move up one. 

It is a great humiliation that our lives end in death. Nothing brings us up more 
sharply against human limitation, no matter how clever science becomes, than death 
itself.  

Grief renders unreal, what we know in faith to be true. We feel there can be no joy 
again in this world, like that now taken away.  

We poor mortals are nowhere more powerless than when standing beside the grave. 
And accompanying the dead on their journey from this world, we grieve not only 
for the loss of them, but in the knowledge that we too must pass this way.   

So, we grieve that life is short and the loss of those we love and esteem is real. We 
cannot stop death’s relentless pursuit of us all. And when we grieve we do well to 
acknowledge that this is how it seems to our eyes, and certainly how it feels, even to 
those of faith. It is as if Death comes personified to every funeral to shout at us, ‘I 
win every time. I destroy all relationships, I shatter every community, I dash all 
hope, I claim all, just as you see today I have claimed Morna.’   

IAnd in losing Morna we have lost someone whose presence has been huge. Not just 
for her family and the wider community but for us in the Body of Christ, she has 
been a powerful influence in shaping our life together in this dieocese. Her 
persistence in working for the ordination of women is legendary, and God’s people, 
especially we women, are grateful. And the beauty of her creativity, a reflection of 
God’s own, and  
her skillful embroidery of a vast array of stoles and other vestments for clergy is a 
worthy legacy thatn will endure as testimony to her faith 
 
 
Strangely, Morna’s absence will feel like her powerful presence, especially for those 
closest to her when they gather and remember. At family events and in parish 
meetings, Morna’s felt presence will reveal that great truth of the Christian faith, that 
we are surrounded by a great cloud of witnesses.  

So, even as we rightly grieve today, we do more. We come before God, here in God’s 
house, bearing Morna’s mortal body in our midst, and we offer her to God. We give 
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to God one who is already God’s and always was, not just since her baptism but 
since God first imagined her before the foundation of the world. 

God gave us Morna, and now we offer to God one who has been precious to us, a 
lamb of God’s own flock, whom we now return in gratitude and in tears, yes - , but 
in the sure and certain hope to which we are called.  

For as we grieve, so hope is kindled when we recall the promise of God to bring 
new, transformed life from death.  We see this promise made known to us in the 
raising of our brother Jesus. He who is ‘bone of our bones and flesh of our flesh’ has 
died our death, and gone ahead of us on this strange and unknown journey to 
prepare the way for us. If it were not so, would he who is the truth, have told us he 
is the way?   

Our hope is kindled as we say in the presence of death and to death itself,  ‘You have 
no final victory, your sting is drawn by one human life, lived in unbroken attention – 
obedience – to God,  undoing the faltering, flawed mortal humanityity of the rest of 
us and overturning death’s power as only God is able.’  

With the scriptures we affirm: ‘many waters cannot quench love. Neither can floods 
drown it… Love never ends.’   

We grieve at the grave as we must, but not without also singing our ‘alleluias’ and 
giving thanks for all that has been good and wonderful in Morna’s life.  We give 
thanks for all that we learned of God’s love from her, the growth in faith and 
understanding she brought to us, and the blessings we received through her.     

And then, and only now, we can we welcome the joy that comes with the fulfilment 
of a life in the communion of heaven. Above all, heaven is a symbol of life shared in 
completed harmony with the God who first brought us to birth and who in our 
dying welcomes us once more into a place so full of joy that all tears are wiped 
away. Even and death itself is banished in such a fullness of life we can only speak of 
it as eternal, without end. 

It is this hope we embrace today, this joy we move towards as we accompany Morna 
on this, her last earthly journey from this her parish church. Here where week by 
week, she ate with her sisters and brothers in Christ, she ate the bread of life and 
drank the cup of salvation.   

Our prayer today, through tears of loss and rejoicing at her gain, is that Morna  + rest 
in the peace of Christ and rise into the glory God has shown us in Christ’ss’ loving 
face, now greeting her.  

 
The Revd Canon Dr Colleen O’Reilly 
Vicar, St George’s Anglican Church, Malvern  
 


