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Celebrating Father: Family Words of Remembrance
(West Point Grey United Church, December 2, 2001)

(Jim) I don’t think we had a perfect dad or anything like that.  Nor can I say: I was never
spanked or shouted at – but, Dad cared for us; he cared for how he treated us; and he cared for
how we treated each other.

At this point in our lives we all still love him.  And, we all still love each other.  I think
that’s a real testament to the kind of parents my Dad, and my Mother were.

(Jim)  Something I’ll miss was his insistence that we gather, then pause for a blessing before
mealtimes.  Let’s recognize that we’re together; let’s recognize that work went into the meal’s
preparation; and let’s recognize that life comes from life and shouldn’t be taken for granted. 
All worth thanking God for.

(Fran)  Shaver gatherings are significant, whether for a prayer before the meal, or a family
camping trip, or our 50th wedding anniversary event for Mum and Dad.  Making them happen
has always been vital to our family life.  Noticing them, and making them count became even
more vital as we grew up and moved away from home to start our own families.

The last full family gathering with Jack began last week at his bedside in the hospital
where he took his final breath.  It continued with the delivery of his body to the funeral home
on Wednesday and a witnessed cremation on Friday. It culminates with this service of
thanksgiving and reception we are sharing with you today.  It is bleak and painful time but not
destructive. In fact, it feels just right.

“The meetings are what make life meaningful. 
 The partings are where you find out how much it meant.”

(Jim)  Dad mowed the lawn with a push lawn mower (well, actually Dad and us boys took
turns).  It had been that way in Winnipeg too, but when the move to Vancouver came in 1959,
Mom and Dad pared down their belongings to fit into a moving van container – the mower
didn’t make it.  But, low-and-behold when they bought a house in Vancouver a push mower
was found abandoned  in the basement.  With a little oil and some sharpening it was put to use
as the family lawn mower.  That same lawn mower even made the next move to their new
home when Dad retired – still in use 42 years later.

People often chuckle at such things – thinking them a quaint or quirky side of Dad. 
Personally I think Dad’s an example for the future – someone willing to embrace treading
lightly as an appropriate response to the world.
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(Fran) I remember many things about Father:

- his hands (my preoccupation while flying here on Tuesday last),

- his laugh (you could pick him out in a darkened movie theatre),

- his joy in “tinking” and repairing,

- the quiet pleasure and excitement he shared following a job well done, whether
it be a repaired toaster knob, a mended leak in a plastic wash basin, a Christmas
mobile, or a baptismal font,

- his instance on sticking to the task until it was done, right to the final cleanup. 

(Fran) Celebrating Shaver-style inevitably leads to confession: the sharing of bygone
misdemeanors and more serious wrongs, most often relayed during our late night black mass
events.  

And so, I must confess that even while celebrating these memories of Father, I recall
using some as weapons.  Certainly the last – Why can’t you finish the job like Dad does? – just
ask my husband Bill.

How like us.   How like me.

“Just because we mess up, there is no need for us to abandon wonder and delight.”

(Fran)  Celebrating Shaver-style also means rejoicing in the din:  the clamor and noise that in
various ways reflects the core of who we are.  Some of you came visiting to hear it, others
tried to stay clear of it, yet others were caught up in it.  No matter the way, all of you will
have experienced the beauty and terror of it.  

Ring the bells that still can ring.
Forget your perfect offering.
There is a crack in everything,
That’s how the light gets in.  (refrain from Leonard Cohen’s Anthem)

You need to know – all of you here – that our collective celebration and mourning of
Jack draws us all together into one completed Shaver family.

(Jim)  We used to call him ‘the Old Man’ - ‘my Old Man’.  It was meant affectionately and I
believe, accepted affectionately.  ‘The Old Lady’ didn’t work for Mother but ‘the Old Man’
worked for Dad.

Hey Old Man - we’re going to miss you.
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