
Sylvia’s Memorial Service   -----     John N. 
 

It is both an honor and privilege for VIVACE and I to have been invited 
to participate in Sylvia’s memorial service.  We are indeed humbled by 
this invitation.  We express our sympathies to Alberta, Clarence, and Al 
at this time of their loss.  Sylvia has left an indelible impression upon 
your lives, and many of us here today as well.. 
 
I have known Sylvia for well over 12 years in my roles as friend, 
colleague, choir director of various community choirs in which Sylvia 
made valuable contributions, and as an associate pastor at First Baptist 
Church in Regina where on occasion she shared her music gift with our 
congregation.  In these roles I was able to experience both the  
wonderful warmth of her personality, and the passion she possessed for 
the gift of music.   
 
One was drawn to Sylvia because of the joy she found in life and music 
itself.  This joy radiated from her personality.  I will always remember 
her smile that was so infectious.  These traits carried over into the 
musical contribution she made to the various choirs she either sang in, 
or directed.  One cannot measure or describe in words her contribution 
to music in Regina.  In her life she modelled admired traits such as, 
reliability, supportive, commitment, encouragement, loving, radiant, 
devotion, and energy extraodinaire.  
 
In all of the years that I had the privilege of having Sylvia in our 
soprano section, there was not one concert in all of these years when 
someone did not come up to me after the concert and ask, “Who was 
that beautiful woman in the front left row?  What a pleasure she was to 
watch throughout the concert.  She was so animated in her singing and 
radiated her love of music.  Such a comment reminds me of the Chinese 
saying, “A bird does not sing because it has an answer, it sings because 
it has a song.”   
 
Sylvia’s song of life was reflected in her physical beauty, and  was only 
surpassed by her inner beauty that shone brightly. Sylvia took pride in 
her family, especially her new granddaughter.  Oh what joy came across 
her face when one asked about this new addition to her life!   
 



When I heard of Sylvia’s passing I was reminded of a Canadian 
composition for voice by David Ouchterlony entitled, “She Walks In 
Beauty Like the Night”.  The words of this piece seem to catch the 
essence of who Sylvia was.  She possessed a love for life that was 
communicated in a quiet, yet colourful manner. Sylvia possessed a quiet 
beauty, a radiant spirit, and an infectious laugh.  Sylvia saw life always 
as a glass half full, no matter the circumstances.   
 
Sylvia was a highly gifted music educator, sharing the joy of music with 
many, both young and old, and treated everyone she came into contact 
with a respect that stirred a sense of humility within ones being.  She 
has left an indelible impression upon my musical life and I am most 
grateful for having known her! 
 
When you spoke with Sylvia, you felt a deep respect for her, and she 
added a rainbow of color to your life. She has left a rich legacy for her 
family, as well as for the Regina community at large.  Many lives have 
been touched by the life of Sylvia, We are the richer for having known 
this loving, caring, and radiant person.  Some of us will never be the 
same again..   
 
We are comforted by the fact that Sylvia is in a much better place now  
As one Chinese saying expresses,  
“If heaven made her, heaven has use for her!” 
 



  
In conclusion, the poem “Mother’s Never Really Pass Away”, conveys a 
message of hope that Sylvia would have us hold close to our hearts. 
 

Mothers Never Really Die 
They Just keep House Up In The Sky 

 
 
 

Death beckoned her with outstretched hand 
And whispered softly of “An Unknown Land” 

But she was not afraid to go 
For though the path she did not know, 

She took death’s hand without fear, 
For He who safely brought her here 
Had told her He would lead the way 

Into Eternity’s bright day…. 
And so she did not go alone 

Into the “Valley That’s Unknown” 
She gently took Death by the hand  

And journeyed to “The Promised Land”… 
And there, with step so light and gay, 

She polished the sun by day 
And lights the stars that shine at night 

And keeps the moonbeams silvery bright… 
For Mothers really never die, 

They just “Keep House Up In The Sky”…. 
And in the Heavenly Home above 

They wait to “welcome” those they love. 
 
 

 
  


