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Our Shirley 

 

Her stature’s small 

Her heart is tall 

She smiles from ear to ear. 

Shirley always gives to this and that 

She’s generous most indeed.  

It seems that Shirley always knows 

When and where there’s need. 

 

A committee did describe her  

When for words I asked about. 

A few words were outstanding and this is what came out. 

Unflappable by Sheila, 

Wendy said she’s Human – not pretentious, not at all 

Brian said Inspiring 

And Diane said Passionate and Fiery and  

Anything but Meek. 

 

Our mighty Rev’d Shirley came, 

In the special year of two zero and thirteen. 

When she arrived, we were dejected. 

She helped to lift our heads up high,  

And taught us how to smile again.  

We felt more joy and were united, 

A family now, we certainly had become. 
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It wasn’t long before we knew 

She cleans the floor on hands and knee. 

She takes on tasks no priest should do 

 Cleaning, shredding, painting are merely just a few. 

 

To partake in services, we weekly go 

To hear and listen before we eat. 

We sing praises and do pray. 

Shirley preaches and absolves, 

Prepares and serves our Godly feast. 

 

Her sermons done with hands spread far 

Bring life and text to one. 

Common things like gas in cars 

Make 3 minute sermons win  

At deanery picnics - annual style. 

 

There was another Sermon, I surely do recall,  

She walked with golden light through trees so grand and tall. 

She trekked to find a spot 

Where food and companions meet. 

The Line’s End was what she found that fall. 

 

Pet Blessings and Creation banners are things of which we’re proud. 

Anglicanism 101 became our Compline booklet, 

And Hip Hop and World Dance invaded Maywood’s halls. 

There was food to send to high school  

And charity baskets to women’s shelters went. 
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When winter came and cold it got, 

Gloves, warm toques and mitts  

Were to Maywood sent. 

 

Files and drawers she viewed and emptied 

For to Archives she did go. 

Too bad the people pictures, we simply didn’t know. 

Archives would not take them 

So Shirley did restack them 

At All Saints our churchly home. 

 

She talks to people one-on-one 

Sometimes 5 minutes, sometimes not. 

I suspect they pray a lot. 

 

Bible study she does lead. 

From the Apocrypha, Judith we undertook. 

We all enjoyed it -- well why not? 

It covered sex, love, hate and war. 

 

Shirley thinks outside the box. 

She let us play with Plasticine  

At one visioning day long past. 

This thinking may have started  

When she did two things she loved a lot: 

She raised her cows upon a ranch 

And asked for Oxfam’s gift demands.  
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To Summer School, she and Mildred went 

It took 2 weeks near dawn to dusk,  

But visits to White Rock, we snuck in too.  

We walked the beach  

And Shirley pointed out Semiahmoo, 

Which is the place where clergy take retreat  

And meet to Chit & Chat. 

 

Meetings and classes are normal fare, 

Sometimes they’re near, sometimes they’re far, 

But it seems that Shirley always goes  

No matter where they are.  

The Bishop says she loves her. 

Too bad she doesn’t have a 100 Shirleys more. 

 

As per Synod office,  

Shirley ran the deaconate retreat. 

There she got them thinking  

With games and puzzles played. 

I think she’s found a new vocation,  

An expected new found rite. 

 

She loves All Saints and knows that God is here. 

She thought that if we opened up our hearts 

And showed we loved it too,  

We couldn’t help but fix the place. 

The cross we cleaned and lit, and painted walls and doors  
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We built a family bathroom 

With silver ramp for wheelchairs to ascend. 

 

Shirley showed her craftsman’s skills. 

She hoisted up her router  

And fixed the wooden sign that says 

 “All Saints Welcomes You”. 

It was hard to get it home  

For in her car it did not fit,   

But now it’s back and mounted as if it never left. 

 

We modernized the website, which comes to life quite soon. 

Before the site was finished  

She started on a font. 

We un-storage roomed the chapel 

And moved the old one there. 

We phoned and drove around 

Until on Granville Isle, two artisans we found. 

Benjamin who loves his glass  

And Douglas does his wood. 

With fingers crossed and prayers aloud 

The finished product should arrive 

For Shirley’s final act –  

Twin baptisms, on the Sunday at the end. 

 

Shirley’s fond of Leonard Cohen’s Hallelujah  

And the strongest colour red.  
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She likes to read and fast she does  

Novels 3:1  

Sometimes of course a book of truth fills in, 

But Mysteries are her number 1.  

When books are done, 

She might cook or garden or take a simple walk. 

 

Invitations to this party, Diane did surely do 

But Spellcheck, often chose to overwrite. 

Her name Stockdill became Stockpile  

Suzanne and family laughed a while.  

 

We’ll miss her when she’s gone  

But Crosbie will surely thank us: 

He often lies atop the stair  

Pleading, begging for his mommy Shirley  

To remember to stay there. 

 

So to Crosbie and the family, we give her back to you.  

Her stay has been tremendous, 

But it’s time for her to leave us, and it’s time we say goodbye, so –  

 

To our dearest Shirley,  

We wish you all the best. 

May you live in Joy each day 

And may you find some rest. 

God Bless! 
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For my final closing, I simply must say this 

 

Salute – 21 guns and 

Raise a glass – to Shirley!  

We’ll love ya to the end! 

 
    Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 


