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A sermon preached at the online Memorial service (via Zoom) for Darlene 
LOUKA, by the Rev. Clara King, June 23, 2020. 
 
Psalm 23 
Isaiah 55:1-3a, 8-13 
1 Peter 2:4-5, 9-10 
John 13:33-35 
 
May the words of my mouth and the meditations of all our hearts, be always 
acceptable in Your sight, O Lord, our Strength and our Redeemer.  Amen. 
 
 
Originally, Darlene didn’t want a memorial service.  She didn’t want a big event 
that was all about her.  But all this changed once she knew she was moving 
inexorably towards her death.   
 
Or rather I should say: she still didn’t want this to be all about her, but she came 
to understand: she wanted this for us.  Darlene wanted, by her death, to leave a 
legacy that strengthened the community she left behind.  And she discovered her 
power to do just that. 
 
I wish I had known Darlene better in life; but I’m so glad, and so grateful for the 
chances I had to get to know her better in her dying.  She was astonishingly 
unafraid of death – for she knew with perfect clarity that God loved her, and she 
had no doubts that love was the future that awaited her. 
 
What was essential to her was to live well into the days that she had left: to be 
methodical in saying good goodbyes; to encourage those would be left behind; 
always aware of the needs of her family and friends. 
 
In her death, Darlene was loving and selfless.  And brave.  With an artist’s eye 
open to the best possibilities we all might find in this terribly sad situation: for us, 
closer relationships with one another in our grieving; for herself, a future of 
perfect love in the arms of God.   
 
Early on in her diagnosis, Darlene said to me: “when I was younger, God 
promised me I would live until I was 80, and so [God said] there was no need to 
worry – there was lots of time.  But the problem is, I’m too much of a planner, and 
so God knew: the only way to help me learn was to give me something like this 
that I couldn’t control.”   
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Now I don’t believe for a moment that Darlene thought God gave her terminal 
cancer; but without a doubt, she knew God to be her teacher; teaching her the 
ways of faith, and love, and compassion for others; using every experience in her 
life to help her learn…. the very best and most beautiful meaning of the phrase 
we’ll hear later in the service, that she was “a sinner of God’s own redeeming.” – 
that God takes infinite patience and love and compassion to coax us to transform 
our lives to goodness. 
 
And it seems to me Darlene was a teacher for others, exactly the way she saw 
God being a teacher for her.  And Darlene had a passion for kids who were hard 
to teach.   
 
One of her teacher friends said that no matter how frustrating a parent could be, 
no matter how a child might act out in response to their family dynamics, Darlene 
never lost patience.  She still gave them all she had: all the generosity and 
kindness and patience and perseverance she had, to coax them along.   
 
I believe this is exactly how she saw God working in her life: with endless 
generosity, and kindness, and patience and perseverance, coaxing her along a 
path to more love and compassion and wholeness.   
 
It is this image we find in our text from Isaiah today [Isaiah 55:1-3a, 8-13]: the 
invitation God offers, to which Darlene said yes: 
 

Come, everyone who thirsts; come to the waters;  
Come, receive everything you need, freely, without cost. 
 
Incline your ear, and come to me; 
Listen, so that you may live a life that satisfies. 

 
And this is the future God promises: 
 

You shall go out in joy; 
And be led back in peace; 
The mountains and the hills shall burst into song; 
And all the trees of the fields shall clap their hands. 

 
Darlene – brave, persistent and compassionate with her students, a seeker after 
lost souls, a lover of nature and of beauty, a poet, and selfless to the end – she 
has gone out in joy; God leads her back in peace.  And in heaven, the mountains 
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and the hills burst into song, and the trees of the fields welcome her home, to the 
arms of God, her teacher, and her saviour. 
 
And now we who are left, are left to figure out how to go on with our lives 
without Darlene here. 
 
But Darlene, the eternal planner, was attentive even to this need that we would 
have after her death.  And so before she died, at a “retirement party” thrown by 
her teacher friends, Darlene gave a kind of commission – her loving exhortation 
for how she would like us to live on, in memory of her.   
 
And the heart of this commission: to build a community of love and support, so 
that we can each persevere in making the world a better place. 
 
It’s addressed to the teachers, but perhaps she wouldn’t mind if we saw it with a 
kind of artist’s eye: her final artwork, a gift to all of us as we go forward into the 
days and months and years ahead. 


