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Before the Service: 
God of all compassion, we bring to you our sorrow and 

distress, and pray that you will give us the strength and 
courage to bear it. 

As we celebrate the life that was John Walker, fill our minds 
with precious memories, our hearts with peace and our 
souls with the comfort of your Spirit. 

Give us the grace to say goodbye in the certain hope of joy in 
your loving embrace.  Amen. 

 
Processional: “Amazing Grace”    VU 288  
 
Scripture Sentences: 

Jesus said, “I am the resurrection and the life.  Those who 
believe in me, even though they die, will live, and everyone 
who lives and believes in me will never die.” (John 11:25) 

 
Greetings: 

Friends, we gather here in the protective shelter of God’s 
healing love, to give thanks for the life of John Walker, 
husband, father, grandfather, great-grandfather, mentor 
and friend, and to offer our support and encouragement to 
those who grieve his death. 

We gather to hear God’s word of hope that sustains us in 
trouble, and leads us to give praise to God. 

And we gather to commend to God the life of John Walker for 
in life and in death we belong to Christ who is Lord both of 
the dead and of the living. 

 
Prayer of Approach: 

Let us pray: 
O God, Creator of life, help us to accept death as a part of life, 

trusting in your goodness and great love for every one of us. 
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We feel now the pain of parting with a loved one, but we 
rejoice that we were privileged to experience life with John. 

We entrust John to you in death as in life you entrusted him to 
us. 

We pray with sincerity and hope.  Amen. 
 
Hymn: “Morning Has Broken”    VU 409 
 
About John Walker: 
 Karen Paynter (daughter) 
Good morning to you all. My name is Karen Paynter and John 
Harley Walker was my father. On behalf of my family, I would like 
to thank you all for coming today as we celebrate the life of a 
most remarkable man. 
The most wonderful places to be in the world are: in someone’s 
thoughts, in someone’s prayers and in someone’s heart. Today my 
dad will be in all those wonderful places. 
John was born on July 21, 1935, in Peterborough, Ontario. Dad 
was the only child of Marjorie Kathleen McIntyre and Harley Alton 
Walker. Marjorie married her sweetheart Harley when she was 23 
years old. They lived in Toronto and then moved to Peterborough 
where Dad was born. However, on their 13th wedding anniversary, 
July 28, 1943, Harley passed away at the age of 39. My Dad was 
only 8 years old. This was such a huge loss, at such a such an early 
age. 
Gramma moved back to Toronto and with the support of her 
parents, John was raised in the family home. John, who was 
known as Jack back then, loved being with his grandparents. They 
owned a farm, and they raised racehorses. Jack loved helping and 
working on the farm with the horses. Gramma and Grampa Mac, 
as they were known, raced horses at the Woodbine Racetrack in 
Toronto. Their horses won many races, and the stables were very 
successful. As a young man, John always loved the horse races 
and even riding horses. I can remember when my Dad rode a 
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horse, as a parade Marshall for a local parade in Scarborough, to 
celebrate Canada’s Centennial in 1967. 
John was raised in an area of Toronto known as “the beaches.” He 
may have been an only child, but he had many aunts, uncles, and 
cousins, and from stories that I have heard, there were lots of 
Sunday dinners and parties, at which time the cousins had many 
good times together. 
As John grew up, he was a very hard-working young man. I have 
heard many stories about Dad working different kinds of jobs to 
help support the family and pay for school. He worked as a night 
janitor at a school, he worked on the midway at the Canadian 
National Exhibition in the summer, and he also worked many 
summers at the nickel mines in Sudbury. That work ethic carried 
him through his entire life. 
Dad went to high school at Malvern Collegiate Institute in 
Toronto. This is where he met a young lady, who had arrived new 
to the school from Hartland, New Brunswick. The young lady, that 
quickly caught the eye of my dad, was Joan Hynes. Joan was 14 
years old and John 16 years old when they first met.  Joan Hynes 
would eventually become Joan Walker, our mom. Mom says that 
they were friends first before they began dating through high 
school. Mom said that she couldn’t believe that this handsome, 
popular guy would even notice her. Once they became a couple, 
that was the beginning of a lifetime of love together. 
After Dad graduated high school, he went on to graduate from the 
Architectural Technology Program at Ryerson Institute of 
Technology in 1957. His education led him to a career in the steel 
construction industry. I can still picture Dad sitting at his drafting 
table when I was a little girl. He was always working on drawings 
for work. He first began working for Canadian Gypsum and 
eventually worked for Robertson Irwin before it became known as 
Robertson Building Systems. Dad was a born salesman, that’s for 
sure. It was always so hard to get a straight answer from Dad on 
anything! 
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Mom and Dad were married on September 20, 1958, at the 
Kingston Road United Church in Toronto. After they married, they 
lived in Ottawa and then in Peterborough. It was in Peterborough 
that my brothers and I were born. Reid, Jim, and I completed the 
family of 6, as you must count the family dog, Kurt. When I was 
about 5 years old, our family moved to Scarborough, Ontario. A 
few years after that, Dad was transferred again and we moved to 
Burlington, Ontario.  
But the biggest move of all happened in 1971, when Dad was 
given the opportunity to transfer to British Columbia. We moved 
to Burnaby, BC and that move changed the life of our family 
forever. Not only did we leave our grandparents and family 
behind, but my parents also made the decision to join the 
Burnaby Winter Club. Apparently, they were looking for a rink for 
my brothers to continue their hockey. Dad did not like the early 
ice times that they would have for hockey through the municipal 
rink, so they joined the Burnaby Winter Club.  
Well, guess who had the early morning ice times? Yes, that would 
be me, as I joined figure skating. But I loved the skating, no matter 
what the times were. 
 The Burnaby Winter Club became our home away from home as 
we played hockey, figure skated, and Mom and Dad joined the 
curling. Dad coached boys’ hockey for years at the club and 
eventually Dad became the President of Hockey for the Burnaby 
Winter Club. He loved his time on the ice with his teams, and he 
enjoyed getting to know the boys and their families. Dad was very 
instrumental in establishing the Annual Christmas Hockey 
Jamboree, which has continued for many years. Eventually, Mom 
would work as the Office Administrator at the Burnaby Winter 
Club as well. The friends that my brothers and I made through 
hockey and skating have become many of our lifelong friends. For 
my parents, the friends they made through curling and then golf, 
also became friends for life. 
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Mom and Dad enjoyed years of travel, playing golf and curling, 
playing cards, having parties, and enjoying celebrations with these 
wonderful friends. Dad was the ultimate organizer and he loved to 
organize birthday parties, golf tournaments, games nights, events 
for New Year’s Eve and any other event that would bring all their 
friends together. A group of them nicknamed themselves “the 
dirty dozen” and they certainly had a blast over the years. You 
can’t buy friendship like this group had. Later in life, as many 
members of their group were impacted by cancer, Mom and Dad 
helped organize their group to do the annual Cancer Relay walk. 
The group was named “The Walker’s Walkers”.  I think over the 
years that they participated their group raised well over 
$100,000.00. Their friendship and support for each other never 
wavered. 
To know our dad, was to know that he loved travelling for golf, 
curling, playing cards, reading the newspaper, gardening, 
watching hockey games and spending time with his friends. He 
loved cookies, ice cream at Dairy Queen, coffee and donuts at Tim 
Horton’s and birthday cake. He always said that you had to have 
the corner piece of birthday cake, as it brought you good luck, but 
I know that he just wanted the extra icing! Dad loved to BBQ a 
steak, no matter what the weather and have a nice glass of wine. 
For years, mom and dad enjoyed visiting California and the 
Okanagan to golf and visit the wineries. One of the highlights for 
Mom and Dad was when they traveled to Scotland with friends 
and they were able to golf at St. Andrews. 
But, to really know John, you would know that “Family is not an 
important thing. It is everything. (Michael J. Fox) John loved his 
family more than anything else in this world. John loved his wife 
Joan, our Mom, more than words could ever describe. His 
nickname for Mom was “tiger,” as she successfully took on the 
competitive world of golf and curling. He would beam from ear to 
ear when Mom won big in golf tournaments and curling bonspiels. 
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John’s love for Joan was never ending. Right to the end of his life, 
John was still making sure that Joan would be well taken care of. 
John’s world revolved around making sure that mom and his 
family was loved, protected, and taken care of. Dad was so proud 
of Reid, Jim, and me. He was always there for advice, support and 
just an ear to listen. Dad would phone and say to me “Hi Karen, 
it’s your daddy calling. How are you doing?” I miss those phone 
calls already. We both loved to watch the Canucks, although he 
was not too happy with them this year. I feel your pain dad, as I 
do not think anyone is so happy in Canuck Nation this year. During 
the good years, Dad would phone to ask “Coach Paynter” my 
opinion of the game. I grew up loving hockey from the time I was 
a little girl in Toronto. Watching the first period of the hockey 
game, before going to bed, is a great memory. It was great fun 
when Dad would build the outdoor ice rink in our backyard. Reid, 
Jim and I would also play street hockey until dark or until our 
hands and feet were frozen, whichever came first. 
Dad was so excited, happy and proud when he became a 
grandfather to Michael and Christine. Mom and Dad came to as 
many games as they could, for whatever sport Michael and 
Christine were playing. Dad loved to get to know all the parents 
and coaches too, so everyone knew when Grampa was there. 
Mom and Dad went to games, recitals, concerts, graduations and 
of course, important family events as well. 
 Grampa was so proud of Michael and Lara, and Christine and 
Stephen. He loved them all so very much. When he became a 
great grandfather, Dad was in disbelief. He told me that he never 
thought that he would live long enough to become a great 
grampa. He loved meeting Charlotte and spending time with her. I 
wish that he would have had more time to get to know Charlotte.  
The last thing I want you to know about John, is that he was a true 
warrior. In 2014, Dad was diagnosed with cancer. He beat the 
cancer but that was the beginning of years of medical challenges 
for Dad. Dad never gave up and he always fought the new 
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challenge with a determination that kept him moving towards 
getting better. In the end, it was just one trauma too many and 
Dad’s body could not overcome this last one. Our family would 
like to especially thank our friends Annie and Barb for all their 
help, love, kindness, and compassion towards the end of Dad’s 
life. 
 Dads are strong for a reason. Their strength gives us a sense of 
protection. Now that you are gone Dad, we will find strength in 
the love and lessons you shared with us throughout your life. 
Thank you for being our dad. We will always love you and miss 
you. You will always be in our hearts. What a beautiful memory 
you left behind. 
We also promise to take care of Mom. Your life together was so 
special.  
Mom – this is a message that I think Dad would want you to hear: 
“Grieve not for me.” 
Remember the best times, the laughter, the song. 
The good life I lived while I was strong. 
Keep smiling and surely the sun will shine through. 
My mind is at ease, my heart is at rest. 
Remembering all, how truly I was blessed. 
I miss you so dearly, so keep up your chin. 
Smile, open your heart, love, and go on. 
He who has achieved success has lived well, laughed often, and 
loved much. 
 DAD – You lived a remarkably successful life. Now it is your time, 
to rest in peace. We will always love you. 
 
Memorial Presentation:  
 
Prayer of Confession: 

Remembering that we are not always the people God made us 
to be, let us bow our heads in a spirit of confession: 
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God of the living and the dead, we are burdened by the things 
we have done and by the things we have not done, the 
things we have said and the things we have not said.   

We remember our broken promises and missed opportunities; 
the gifts we have taken for granted, the love we have not 
shown or returned.   

We regret the love we have failed to receive and the 
resentment that we have held in our hearts.   

Forgive us, comfort us and heal us.  Lift our guilt from us that 
we may walk in freedom and grace.  Amen. 

 
Words of Assurance: 

Friends, the hope of the resurrection is that God loves us, 
Christ walks with us in the Way, and the breath of the Spirit 
gives us new life.  Be at peace for we are forgiven.  Thanks be 
to God! 

 
Readings: 

Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 
3For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter 
under heaven: 
2 a time to be born, and a time to die; 
a time to plant, and a time to pluck up what is planted; 
3 a time to kill, and a time to heal; 
a time to break down, and a time to build up; 
4 a time to weep, and a time to laugh; 
a time to mourn, and a time to dance; 
5 a time to throw away stones, and a time to gather stones 
together; 
a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing; 
6 a time to seek, and a time to lose; 
a time to keep, and a time to throw away; 
7 a time to tear, and a time to sew; 
a time to keep silence, and a time to speak; 
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8 a time to love, and a time to hate; 
a time for war, and a time for peace. 
 

Romans 8:38-39 
38For I am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor 
rulers, nor things present, nor things to come, nor powers, 39nor 
height, nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to 
separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord. 
 
Message: 

 
May the words of my mouth  
and the meditations of all our hearts  
be acceptable to you, O God,  
our Rock and our Redeemer. Amen. 
 
Nothing is able to separate us from the love of God. 
 
As fallible, malleable, finite humans in a fallible, malleable, finite 
world, it is often difficult to feel the love of God. But we get 
glimpses of God’s permeating, steadfast love in the embrace of a 
loved one, in bouts of uncontrolled laughter, in witnessing 
something indescribably beautiful, in moments of deep peace and 
stillness… the list goes on. God’s love is infinitely abundant. Some 
of us, some very few of us are privileged to experience God’s 
steadfast love through mutually affectionate, life-long 
companionship.  
 
Joan, you and John were among the lucky ones. 
 
Something that Hallmark, Disney, Hollywood and other media 
sources sometimes don’t adequately prepare us for, is that grief is 
a characteristic of deep love. We feel profound grief when we 
become separated, estranged, or alienated from what we love. 
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Grief is an unwelcome companion most of the time.  
 
But grief is only there to remind us just how deeply we love. Grief 
is there to remind us how deeply are loved. 
 
I say love and are loved in the present tense. Because though John 
is gone. I know it feels like he left with out you. Though John is 
gone, the love the two of you shared is still with you. 
 
Nothing is able to separate us from the love of God. That love will 
never let you Go. 
 
That love is evident in your children, in your grandchildren, in the 
friends and community who gather around you. When love is 
love, it isn’t just shared by two people it is shared by the whole 
community you create around you. And you have an abundance 
of community around you. 
 
Right now, the grief is a new companion. And new companions 
can be particularly difficult to get along with. You haven’t learned 
each others’ habits. The grief is underfoot so you’re always 
tripping on it, and it will jump up on you and knock you over when 
you least expect it. You forget that you aren’t alone and it 
suddenly appears and takes over again. 
 
In time, you and your grief will become better companions. You 
will learn each others’ habits. You will learn to walk together 
without getting in each others’ way quite so much. 
 
In my experience, it is a really good practice every day to say to 
my grief, “Good morning, Grief, here is some space for you, take 
what you need.” Grief will take what it needs whether we want it 
to or not, so it really is best to just be aware of it and give it what 
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it needs. And remember, this grief is here to remind you how 
much you are loved, how much you do love. 
 
You’re not alone. We are all walking with our own grief 
companion and its best that we do that gently, and with as much 
awareness as we can muster. 
 
John would want us to be gentle with one another. John was a 
kind and gentle soul. 
 
John is beyond doubt, loneliness, pain, and despair. He is now 
embraced by all that loves him in God’s tender care. Thanks be to 
God. Amen. 
 
Hymn: “O Love the Wilt Not Let Me Go”    VU 658 
 
Prayers of Thanksgiving and Intercession: 

Gracious and loving God, we thank you for all the blessings, of 
life, for watching over us in death and for all the ways in 
which we come to know your love. 

We thank you for those who share our lives: for families and 
loved ones; for caregivers and companions; for friends and 
neighbours. 

Especially today, we thank you for John Walker: husband, 
father, grandfather, great-grandfather, mentor, and friend. 

We praise you for the gifts of John’s life: for his many years of 
marriage to Joan and the family they raised together; We 
thank you for his kind and gentle nature; for his love of 
people and deep commitment to community and enjoyment 
of gathering together the gang for entertainments; for years 
of curling and hockey and cards and golf; for ice-rinks in the 
back yard and for making us earn a win; we thank you for all 
that lives on through those who knew and loved him. 
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We thank you that for John death is past, pain is ended, and he 
has entered into the joy of your presence.   

Comforting and caring God, we pray for the family and friends 
of John and for all who grieve this loss. 

We pray for his wife Joan; his children Karen, Reid and 
Heather, and Jim; and for his grand children: Michael and 
Lara, Christine, and Stephen; and his great granddaughter, 
Charlotte.  

May they know the comfort of your love, through the support 
of others and the peace of your presence.  

And guide us all as we seek to offer support and care, healing, 
and hope to those who feel this loss. 

Strong and tender God, in Jesus, you share the joy and sorrow 
of this life, and so we pray also today for all others who 
know suffering and pain. 

Grant us all a vision of your purpose in our life and work 
together, that we may bear witness to the hope which is in 
Jesus Christ, in life, in death, and in life beyond death.  
Amen. 

 
Disciples’ Prayer: 
 
Announcements: 

• Joan and her children would like to thank everyone who 
came out today to Celebrate John’s life with them. 

• Please follow us over to the fellowship hall for lunch and 
an opportunity to visit and share more stories about John 

 
Commendation: 

Into your hands, O merciful Saviour, we commend your 
servant, John Walker. 

Acknowledge, we humbly pray, a sheep of your own fold, a 
lamb of your own flock, and a child of your own redeeming. 
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Receive him into the arms of your mercy, into the blessed rest 
of everlasting peace, and into the glorious company of the 
saints in light.  Amen. 

 
Benediction: 

The peace of God, which passes all understanding, keep your 
hearts and minds in Christ Jesus,  

and the blessing of God, our Creator, Christ, our Saviour, and 
the Holy Spirit, our Comforter, be with you always.  Amen. 

 
Recessional: “We Shall Go Out with Hope of Resurrection” VU 586 
 


