Memorial Service for Barbara Janet Brown
Gordon Laird’s notes

2:00 p.m.  Welcome and opening remarks – Gordon Laird

“I was truly honoured to preside at Mike and Barb’s Wedding, November 9, 2003.  And I am honoured to preside today in tribute to Barbara.”

Remembrances – Andrea Lebowitz: 

“Barb’s Professor at SFU- and then they became lifelong friends.”

Amazing Grace – Tillie and Erin Stainsby-Anderson

“She was Aunty Barb to Tillie and Erin”

Remembrances – Leo McGrady

“Leo knew Mike and Barb before they knew each other.  Leo was Master of Ceremonies at their wedding”

Poem – Meg Stainsby

“One of Barb’s closest friends, who was, in Barb’s own words, ‘the other half of my brain’”

Remembrances and words of comfort – Gordon Laird

Postlude

Gordon’s words
Barbara Janet Brown, January 11, 1964 to October 15, 2007

I was privileged to marry Barbara and Mike, Sunday, November 9, 2003, at the Coast Plaza Hotel.

Barb asked her Father, Dave Brown to read from George Eliot’s novel, “Adam Bede”:

"What greater thing is there for two human souls than to feel that they are joined for life, to strengthen each other in all labour, to rest on each other in sorrow, to minister to each other in all pain, to be with each other in silent unspeakable memories at the moment of the last parting?"
The fact that Barb would choose this text from a novel is a reminder of her love of the words of novels.  

One of the many things I had in common with Barb was her love of Pens of all kinds, but especially Fountain Pens.  [Show my own Fountain Pen].

We who love fountain pens do not share our pens easily.  In fact we don’t share them at all.  Don’t think you may use our fountain pen!  It has only one owner!

We love pens, because of the magic they can produce.  With the tip of a pen all the world can be created.

With the tip of a pen all the world can be created!
Barb knew that only too well.  As did Andrea, her Teacher.

Teaching English and Women’s studies in Kelowna and Cranbrook, and then at SFU, Barb had the unique position of having as her profession what she most loved.

But her real vocation lay ahead: working in the labour movement in Faculty Associations, CUPE and then the Federation of Post-Secondary Education.  “She used her articulate, persuasive intelligence and her compassion to advocate for workers’ rights and dignity.”

It was in the labour movement she met Michael George Dumler and together they fashioned a wonderful life together.

At their wedding Barb asked her Mother, Lois, to read “This Marriage” by the Sufi poet of Love, Rumi:

“May these vows and this marriage be blessed.

May it be sweet milk,

this marriage, like wine and halvah.

May this marriage offer fruit and shade

like the date palm.

May this marriage be full of laughter,

our every day a day in paradise.

May this marriage be a sign of compassion,

a seal of happiness here and hereafter.

May this marriage have a fair face and a good name,

an omen as welcome as the moon in a clear blue sky.

I am out of words to describe

how spirit mingles in this marriage.”
That is the kind of marriage they created together.  Their apartment in the West End reflects their marriage:  surrounded by books, they made a home for the “Boys” – their two wonderful cats, Rebus and Theo, and for their family and friends.

Please add your own words to the Book of Remembrance, which is in separate pages.  If you would like to take a page home and mail it back to Mike, please do.  Your Words are important!

[I had to step down and ask Mike if the small box at the front contained Barb’s ashes.  Mike confirmed that it was so.]
The family asked me to tell you about the Urn they selected.  It is at the front.  It looks a little “non-descript” and there is a story to it, related to me by Barb’s Sister Lynn:

The urn we chose for Barbara was made at a sheltered workshop on Powell Street.  The workshop was funded by the provincial government for battered women on the Downtown Eastside.  There were five women working to make urns and toolboxes out of pine that was infected by the Mountain Pine Beetle.  Later the funding was withdrawn and the workshop was closed.
Barb’s ashes, in this Urn, some of them, will be returned to the elements near the Stanley Park Seawall, one of Barb’s most favourite places.  Mike is in process of arranging for a special park bench to be dedicated to Barb, placed on the Seawall, which is presently under reconstruction.  Mike promises to tell you the exact location when the bench is installed, probably within the next few months.

In a moment we are going to stand in honour of Barb, for a moment’s silence.  Mike explained to me that this procedure is used at the Labour Council, with the purpose that each person may use the silence in their own understanding of faith and that the unity will not be broken.

[in the presence of the Urn which contained Barb’s ashes, we stood in silence]

Let the final words be from Mike, which he wrote on the bottom of the collage picture of Barb:

A part of each of us is with our Barb and a part of her is with us.

AMEN
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