Eulogy-2

David 

The loss of a parent is always something of a work in progress.  Kind letters from kind friends say as much.  Grief and loss – of course.  But as time begins to pass one thinks about Sheila’s life in different ways.  Rich and loving on a personal level.   A very Irish life lived through two periods of political change and unrest.  A vocational life.  What should have been a priestly vocation – following in the tradition of her father Ernest Bateman and her grandfather John Dryden Smyllie - was passed to me.  But it was also poured out in the selfless application of her formidable powers of mind and spirit to her work – teaching Latin and Greek to the privileged - fighting for literacy for the underprivileged.

She knew that such a life would be costly – she learned that in the Rectory of her childhood.

She knew it in her soul and believed that it had to be so.  She sought the peace of Theresa but not too easily.  She had to test whether she was persuaded that 'nothing shall separate us from the love of Christ' - to wrestle with Job's 'though he slay me yet shall I trust in him'.  In that sense, she was ‘storm and calm’ – hence the reading of Jesus stilling the storm and bringing about the ‘great calm’ –  the megale galene as she would have read it in the Greek.

'Why pursue that way of faith?'  The answer I think is that she was living out the greatest of all the patterns of faith – the cross and the resurrection.  Crosses there were in plenty – the suffering of a community in turmoil; children growing up in poverty and being failed by the education system.  She despised the Pontius Pilate indifference of politicians and public servants who had it in their power to pursue change and chose not to.

But beyond the crosses, I believe that she saw glimpses of resurrection hope -  a child taught to read and given the key to independence – a parent given hope – enthusiasm rekindled in a struggling teacher.  And perhaps even the church to which she gave humble service showing signs of being the living presence of Christ in the world..  Those were the resurrection victories for which Sheila worked and for which she gave thanks in the depth and discipline of her prayer life.

The fever of life is over and her work is done.  May she now see what she knew by faith: that the pain and struggle of faithful pilgrimage  is gloriously overwhelmed in the abundant resurrection life of God –  her storm stilled by the great calm of the presence of Christ  to whom be glory now and for ever.  Amen

