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Gathering Music

Welcome and Greetings

Good afternoon--  My name is Jennie Barrington; I serve as Interim Minister of the Unitarian Universalist Fellowship of Fredericksburg, Virginia.  Ian was a good friend of our congregation.  He played violin for Handel’s Messiah for us for several years.  Now I have already turned off my cell phone--  And I ask that you pleased turn off the ringers of any cell phones or beepers, so they will not interrupt our sacred time together.


We come together this afternoon in deep sadness– Yet also with a sense of awe to have known Ian Smith-Christmas, such a beautiful person outside and inside.  Ian was so loving, gracious, and generous; quiet and thoughtful; I would even say, stoic, but with a huge heart. And, so, today, we honor his noble life and spirit. Grateful to have known Ian, we will continue to love him all the rest of our lives.
Opening Reading:  the Lyrics of, “Bob Dylan’s Dream:”

While riding on a train goin' west
I fell asleep for to take my rest
I dreamed a dream that make me sad
concerning myself and the first few friends I had.

With half-damp eyes I stared to the room
where my friends and I spent many an afternoon
where we together weathered many a storm
laughin' and singin' till the early hours of the morn'.

By the old wooden stove where our hats was hung
our words were told, our songs were songs
where we longed for nothin' and were satisfied
joking and talking about the world outside.

With haunted hearts through the heat and cold
we never thought we could ever get very old--
We thought we could sit forever in fun--
And our chances really was a million to one.

As easy it was to tell black from white
it was all that easy to tell wrong from right--
And our choices, they were few, so the thought never hit
that the one road we traveled would ever shatter and split.

How many a year has passed and gone--
Many a gamble has been lost and won--
And many a road taken by many a first friend--
And each one, I'll never see again.

I wish, I wish, oh, I wish in vain--
that we could sit simply in that room again--
Ten thousand dollars at the drop of a hat--
I'd give it all gladly, if our lives could be like that.
Opening Music
Unison Reading:  Psalm 121
Prayer or Meditation


Let us join our hearts together now in a moment of pray or meditation:


Oh, God who can reassure and comfort us in our darkest times--  We need your reassurance and comfort now, as we gather to honor and remember Ian Smith-Christmas, beloved Son, Grandson, Brother, Nephew, Cousin, Neighbor, Outdoorsman, Scout, Environmentalist, and Musician.  We ask that all Ian’s loved-ones be blessed with comfort, reassurance, and strength, especially his parents, sister, grandmother, aunts and uncles, cousins, classmates, teachers, neighbors and friends. Our loss of Ian, so suddenly, has left us shocked and grieved. We come together this afternoon in the hope that one day, in time, we may feel a sense of peace that, somehow, Ian’s spirit has become part of the divine light and love and beauty which is ever-flowing through the world. For the love which flowed between Ian and us is everlasting.  May that blessed comfort come to us, through each other's care, from the beauty of the earth, and from above.  Amen.

Special Music

Testimonials

Special Music

Eulogy


We are here to honor a life lived so admirably, and ended far too soon.  The depth of Ian’s caring, concern, and generosity to others was a rare gift to all of us here, and to the world.  He was always putting others’ needs before his own; he was always more concerned for others’ feelings than his own; he was always trying to cheer up other people.  Ian always strived for excellence, and had extremely high standards for himself.  He was Salutatorian for his graduating class at Brooke Point High School in 2007.  And he was on the Dean’s List at the College of William and Mary.  He was an accomplished violinist and Scottish Fiddler.  Ian cared deeply about environmental causes.  His goal was to help clean up the world in that regard, including in Russia, a country he loved.  He loved camping, hiking, and being out-of-doors, including target practice.  He would go deer hunting, but he would never shoot a deer.  Ian was a Life Scout with Troop #850.  All the other scouts always wanted to be his partner; they knew they could count on him to guide them.  He helped every other scout with their Eagle Scout projects instead of doing his own.  Ian was always trying to take care of everybody.  And so I think of this reading from J.D. Salinger’s novel, “The Catcher in the Rye,” a story Ian had read and liked: 
“…I keep picturing all these little kids playing some game in this big field of rye and all. Thousands of little kids, and nobody's around - nobody big, I mean - except me. And I'm standing on the edge of some crazy cliff. What I have to do, I have to catch everybody if they start to go over the cliff - I mean if they're running and they don't look where they're going, I have to come out from somewhere and catch them. That's all I do all day. I'd just be the catcher in the rye and all. I know it's crazy, but that's the only thing I'd really like to be.  I know, it’s crazy.” 

Since Ian was a musician who knew and loved fine music, and he was fluent in Russian and loved Russia, the composer Modest Mussorgsky came to my mind.  During a time in my life when I was trying to process the grief and other huge emotions of some losses that were irreversible, it was Mussorgsky’s piece, “Pictures at an Exhibition,” that was the one thing that helped me.  The promenade of the piece conveys the simple delight at the beginning of a journey of life’s possibilities, and the faith that dreams can come true.  The conclusion of the piece, called, “The Great Gate of Kiev,” in its expansive complex orchestration, is somehow both mournful and triumphant, especially the peeling of bells.  Since Mussorgsky’s music was so uniquely helpful to me, I looked into what he and his life were like.  I found that the creator of such beautiful, joyful, and compassionate music was deeply troubled.  Mussorgsky experienced a constant roller coaster of emotions, from heightened joy and productivity, to emotional pain and inactivity, and back up and down again and again.  Learning that about Mussorgsky made me realize that, to live in this world, I don’t get one without the other.  In my love and gratitude for the gifts Mussorgsky gave to me and the world, I must also acknowledge and accept his struggles.  He died far too young, at only forty-two years old, from an effort to numb his pain.  Rimsky-Korsakov and others of his friends made sure that the beauty, joy, and compassion Mussorgsky gave to the world continues to bless us to this day.  

And so I also feel that the passions with which Ian lived will continue to bless the world.  I find hope in this poem by Derek Mahon, which is called, “Leaves:”

The Prisoners of infinite choice 
have built their house 

in a field below the wood,

and are at peace.

It is autumn, and dead leaves on their way to the river 

scratch like birds at the window or tick on the road.

Somewhere

there is an afterlife of dead leaves.

A stadium filled with an infinite rustling and sighing.

Somewhere in the heaven of lost futures,

the lives we might have lived 

have found their own fulfillment.


Ian's death has been a horrible shock.  We feel, angrily, that this is so unfair.  I feel angry at God that we are not able to be with Ian here.  I have been taking those huge emotions to God, in prayer, this week.  And I encourage you to do so, too.  I believe God’s shoulders and God’s heart are big and strong enough to receive our whole tangle of emotions--  There is no shame in expressing to God both the height of our joy and the depth of our pain.  God knows and accepts that, to live in this world, you don’t get one without the other.  I believe God’s heart is big and empathetic enough to receive all of us lovingly, and to receive all that Ian was lovingly.

From everything I have learned and read, most people surmise that, after we die, we will know God better.  We know that Ian loved so many people so well, and that so many people loved him.  That love will never die.  And we know that Ian will never again know pain or sorrow. I pray that, in time, we may feel some comfort and reassurance in that knowledge.  Ian loved Charles Dickens’ book, “A Tale of Two Cities,” especially the very end:  “It is a far, far better rest that I go to, than I have ever known.”  Ian said he hoped he would go to Heaven, and we trust that he has.


Yet how are we to live, without him?  How are we to live without him?  --when for him to be gone so early feels so unfair. I think of these words by Angus Maclean:

“Leaves should not fall in early summer. Winter should not follow on the heels of spring. Yet, when they do, [we] can and must still speak for life.  For there is no answer to death but to live vigorously and beautifully.  We give respect and dignity to the one we mourn only when we respect and dignify life and move towards its richest fulfillment.”


I’ll close with this poem by Jane Kenyon called, “Let Evening Come:”
	Let the light of late afternoon

shine through chinks in the barn, moving

up the bales as the sun moves down.

Let the cricket take up chafing

as a woman takes up her needles 

and her yarn. Let evening come.

Let dew collect on the hoe abandoned

in long grass. Let the stars appear

and the moon disclose her silver horn.

Let the fox go back to its sandy den.

Let the wind die down. Let the shed

go black inside. Let evening come.

To the bottle in the ditch, to the scoop

in the oats, to air in the lung

let evening come.

Let it come, as it will, and don't

be afraid. God does not leave us

comfortless, so let evening come. 

	


Special Music
Benediction [Alfred S. Cole]: 


“And now we [say farewell to] our beloved.  We are glad that he lived, that we saw his face, knew his friendship, and walked the way of life with him.  We deeply cherish the memory of his words and deeds and character. We leave him in peace.  With respect we bid him farewell.  In love we remember his companionship, his kindly ways. And thinking of him in this manner, let us go in quietness of spirit and live in charity, one with the other.” 

Now may the noble and loving spirit of Ian Smith-Christmas abide in your hearts always, even as the eternal spirit has descended upon him in benediction on this day.  Go in peace.

Postlude





