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Burgreen homily 

 

 “It was a dark and stormy night.” 

 

 These words are not original to me . . . nor were they original to the Rev. 

Robert Earl Burgreen, as he once opened a sermon in this very pulpit with them. 

 

 I haven’t a clue at this late date where he went on from them, but that 

beginning will forever be etched in my memory. 

 

It certainly got my attention, and I think that of everyone else. 

 

Perhaps it was the way he said these words. 

 

Or, the contrast between what you saw and what you heard.  

 

Here was this very distinguished clergyman, from his perch on high, looking 

down very wise and grave, uttering what can only be described as cliché. 

 

Where was he going with this? 

 

Well, it worked! After that, he had everyone in the palm of his hand. 

Everyone was sitting on the edge of his pew waiting . . . as I hope you are today! 

 

Where am I going with all this? 

 

It is here: 

 

Life certainly has its serendipities, its heightened and heady moments. We 

give thanks for these. We savour them. We wish we could put them in a bottle, cap 

them and hold onto them for ever. 

 

Yet, as I am sure you know, life has other moments which might well be 

described as “dark and stormy nights.”  

 

It is these moments that define a man’s life and create his lasting legacy. 

 

Bob had such moments, just as you and I do.  
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One such moment was surely when he made his decision to leave the 

mainline Episcopal Church, the body in which He had grown up; the body in 

which his father had been a priest, his brother a Bishop; the body which has the 

best pension plan on the planet 

 . . . 

 

And to throw in his lot with a group of faithful yet at times fractious and 

fragmented Churchmen who wished to restore Biblical Anglicanism on the North 

American continent. 

 

In that dark and stormy night of the soul, he resolved to follow conscience 

and Christ, rather than the way of security and prestige.  

 

If I had to make a list of words to describe Robert Earl Burgreen, topping the 

list would be faithfulness and fidelity.   

 

The vows he made in 1957, just prior to Bishop Randolph Claiborne of 

Atlanta laying hands upon him setting him apart as a Presbyter in the Church of 

God meant something to him, and he was resolved to remain true to them.  

 

Because of which, when he came to the end of his life, he did not have to say 

what a former Presiding Bishop is reported to have said: 

 

“My sin has been I have loved my church [meaning, the institution with 

its perks] more than I have loved my Christ.” 

 

Rather, Bob could say with St. Paul:  

 

“I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the 

faith.” 

 

Bob’s example of life encourages us to resolve to do the same: to be faithful 

regardless of the cost. 

 

No doubt there were many other “dark and stormy nights” in his life, again, 

just as they are and will be in our own lives.  

 

 Another came early Friday a week ago when he was taken sick in the 

middle of the night and was taken by ambulance to hospital.  

 



3 
 

The outcome was not what we, from our limited human perspective, would 

have hoped. Yet, for him, that dark and stormy night ended in sunrise, sunrise with 

Jesus. 

 

One minute exercising his accustomed good humour with those attending 

him: the next in the arms of Jesus. The words of the Psalmist seem spot-on: 

 

“Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning.”  

 

Through all the dark and stormy nights of this mortal life, Robert Earl 

Burgreen proved faithful, and now sunrise, sunrise with Jesus, had come. We 

gather today to celebrate with him this sunrise in glory.  

 

Again, if I were compiling a list of words to use to describe Bob Burgreen, 

faithfulness and fidelity would top the list. 

 

A second would be good humour and fun.  

 

He was distinguished in his outward appearance . . . the very model of an 

Episcopal / Anglican clergyman. In fact, so much so that one Monday someone in 

town said to me: 

 

“I see that you had your bishop with you yesterday.” 

 

“Actually, no,” I responded. “What gave you that idea?” 

 

“Well, you must have,” this person persisted. “I saw him downtown 

eating with a group of your members. He looked very distinguished and was 

wearing a cross.” 

 

I thought for a second and said: “Oh, that wasn’t the bishop. That was Fr. 

Burgreen.” 

 

Well on to my point . . . 

 

 Though very ‘clergyman like’ in his appearance, not far beneath that serine 

surface lay a keen sense of humour . . .  as some of the restaurant owners 

downtown came to discover.  
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Lauren was telling me this past week about a prank he would play at 

Seabolts, his and Lauren’s favourite restaurant.  

 

He would tell the server – actually one of the owners – to tell the cook, 

another owner, to spread the mayonnaise on his hot dog from left to right. The next 

week it would be reversed . . . from right to left.  

 

After a while, the cook caught on and on their last visit sent him his plate 

with the letters B-O-B written in mustard on his dog.  

 

Under that reserved and mild-mannered exterior lay a boy of twelve, full of 

marvellous mischief and fun.   

 

From Bob’s example and legacy, may we learn to find humour in the small 

things of life. And, if you can’t find any, for goodness sake’s, make something up!  

 

A Christian, after all, is a person who has taken care of the great things of 

life. He has made his peace with God: his life is hidden in Christ. 

 

 He knows where he came from and where he is going. Thus, he – above all 

people – is able to enjoy life . . . to have life to the full. /// 

 

Okay, my lists of words about Bob would include: faithfulness and fidelity, 

humour and fun . . . and finally mentor and servanthood.   

 

I don’t know if you know if it or not, but Bob mentored the clergy and lay 

leaders of this church before we began our regular monthly healing services.  

 

The ministry of healing was one of his ‘giftings’ from God. But, as with all 

the gifts that God gives, this gift was not to be horded but shared. Bob did that, and 

I and many others are the beneficiaries.   

 

He was a true servant of the servants of God, humble and unassuming, yet 

powerful and steady.  

 

Being dead, he still lives. He lives in the lives of everyone he touched 

physically and spiritually. My prayer is that we will be good stewards of the gifts 

Bob shared with us. /// 
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We gather this morning to say goodbye to this humble servant of God, but 

actually, we don’t.  We don’t because as Christians, we are able to say something 

much more definite.  

 

Instead of, “Good bye”, we say “Till we meet again.” 

 

Lauren, Zella, Mark, Michael and other members of Bob’s family, may 

God’s peace rest on you this day and always.   

   

 

 

    

 

 

 

   

 

  


