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 Deborah.  She could not have been more aptly named.  The name is from the Hebrew, of 
course.  Deborah was a prophet and a judge in ancient Israel, a heroine in time of war.  She was 
wise, insightful, intrepid, fiery, determined, indignant over oppression and injustice. 
 
 The origin of the name is in the Hebrew root dabar, that means “word.”  As a verb it 
means to speak.  But that is not all.  Dabar also means “bee”–with two e’s–the creature that 
buzzes, makes honey, may sting.  The honey seems to be the connection  between the two 
meanings, born of the long tradition that the Word of God is sweet:  “sweeter far than honey, 
than honey in the comb.”  (Ps. 19:10) 
 
 Both meanings really do seem to fit the Deborah we know and love.  She was busy, 
always on the go; she worked as hard as any worker bee to feed the community, with information 
and understanding, and with love.   
 
 She was a lover of the Word and of words.  Words were here primary medium and she 
used them with power and grace.  At times, her words would even sting.  Like the prophet and 
judge whose name she shares, a woman in a man’s world, Deborah was a determined, fiery, 
inspiring leader; 
 
 “Write this, for these words are trustworthy and true,” cries the voice in the Revelation to 
John   That is what Deborah always did; she wrote and spoke the truth.  Not a vision of heaven, 
as in Revelation, but words shaped by her own hard won insights into the truth and reality of this 
world, and her vision of what  is right, how things ought to be, how things could be if we would 
pay more careful attention.  Whatever she had to say, wherever she was, she told it straight, with 
no beating around the bush.  And she listened just as clearly, with just as much care and candor 
as she spoke.  Her frankness invited frankness in return. 
 
 I knew Deborah not in her professional life, as leader and  pioneer, but in her church, 
where she came to be fed in spirit and soul.   But wherever we knew her, we all knew the same 
generous, kind,  lively, fun, steadfast and faithful human being made in the image of God.   
 
 Everything Deborah did, she did with focus and discipline.  She had a regular, daily  
practice of centering prayer and meditation, silence and stillness before God.  She loved the 
slow, meditative prayer of walking the labyrinth.  She loved the glory of Sunday morning 
worship and the beauty of a simple evening service with silence, candlelight, icons, and Taize 
chants like the one we have sung here this morning.  Her spiritual practices of worship and 
meditation fed her, grounded her for the challenges and demands of her public life of service. 
 
 Her life was so rich, filled with beauty and love–love of God; her love with her husband 
Peter whom she adored; the love of her extended family, and her many friends.  Deborah has 
given so much,.  She has enriched the lives of so many people in her personal and professional 
life.  Hers is a life to celebrate.  What she has given and taught through her work and example, 



continues to live in you, in me, and in so many others whose experience and understanding are 
expanded and enriched because of her. 
 
 The trouble is that she is gone from us–too soon and too suddenly.  Deborah is at home 
now in a new place, the place, time, dimension–whatever, wherever it is–that we call heaven.  
Where there is no more death, where mourning and crying and pain are no more, but fullness of 
joy.  Where her life is changed, not ended.  Where she goes from strength to strength, still 
growing in knowledge and love, seeing the Holy now face to face. 
 
 But we are here.  We are here because we have been touched, directly or indirectly, by 
her life, and by her death.  Our hearts are troubled.  How could  they not be troubled in the face 
of this great loss. 
 
 Their hearts, too, were troubled, and they were afraid.  The disciples were troubled and 
afraid of what their life would be without their teacher and friend who would soon be gone from 
them; who was as good as dead already.  How could they possibly be consoled?  How could they  
go on without him? 
 
 “Believe in God,” he said,” believe also in me.”  “Believe”  not in the sense of doctrine or 
creeds, but believe in the sense of  trust. 
 
 This is a very tender conversation Jesus is having with the disciples.  They are his friends, 
gathered around the table with him.  He is calling them back to their center.  Don’t be afraid.  
You know me.  You can trust me even when things are happening that you do not understand, 
even when everything seems to be falling apart.  
 
 “I will not leave you orphaned,” he said; “I am coming to you.”  And come to them he 
did,  as he promised, after he was raised from death and the grave to new life.  We may think of 
resurrection and eternal life as something that happens only after we die.  But eternal life as Jesus 
knows and speaks of it in the Gospel according to John is not only after death; it is now, in this 
life.  Eternal life is the abundant life he came to bring into the world, here and now, even in the 
face of the mystery and pain of death. 
 
  When we are alive, we are alive to God and in God.  Jesus told his disciples, and all who 
have come after them, “ . . . I am in my Father, and you in me, and I in you.”  (14:20) All are one 
in the life of God.  We are not alone or abandoned.   
 
 We are held here in the strength and love of community:  
 
  The community of the Church 
  The community of journalists, the “industry” 
  The universities Peter and Deborah have served and supported 
  The community of family, neighbors, friends. 
 
 The same power and love of the Spirit of God that raised Jesus from the dead and gives 
new life now to Deborah, gives life and strength to every community that is grounded in love and 



good will, that seeks the well being, growth and health not only of its own members but of all 
people. 
 
 It is that power and love that hold us now, and give us confidence to speak a word of 
praise and joy as even at the grave we make our song:  Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
  
 


