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Mrs. Strachan and the family, ladies and gentlemen:

Tonight it is a very special honour and privilege to be able to say a few words to mark the passing of my friend and mentor Dudley Strachan that I knew quite simply as Fr. Strachan.  I have come simply to say a very public thank you to someone who helped to ensure what little public success I have had in this country today.

At a time, when few thought that what I wanted to do was possible, he gave me the courage to keep going.

His cousin the late Archdeacon William Thompson used to tease him that he was the Chaplain of the PDF, the Peoples Democratic Force, a political party that I headed from 1989 to 1992.  He used to say there were only three members: myself, Gail Forsythe and Canon Strachan.

But I was nursing this constituency at the time.  There was probably very little chance at all.  But the people, who knew me as I was growing up, humoured me during much of that time.  The country seemed fascinated by the political activism, and whenever I appeared here Canon Strachan accorded me the same recognition of a head of state.  It was sometimes unnerving and never failed to get a chuckle from the assembled congregations.  

There was no doubt politically where he stood but he and his cousin Archdeacon Thompson were men of ideas, and saw their roles as helping to boost the self esteem of those who wanted to contribute.  It is for that reason that I asked to be here this evening to say these few words and I am pleased that I am afforded this opportunity.

James Baldwin writing in the Amen Corner commented on the fact that there were times in the lives of men and women when they touched each others lives.  No one can contemplate how that intertwining impacts the lives of the other.  I do not know whether I affected his life for good or ill.  What I do know is that I can attest to this fact: that as Rector of this Church, he was a good Christian steward, who made all feel welcome.  He was a strict Anglican in the literate tradition in which I grew up and to which I now adhere.  He was a man of letters and one who supported the development of persons in their academic and public pursuits.  He was a good preacher and a Biblical scholar.

His own life was that of exemplary courage in the face of great physical trials and tribulations.   

Life is like this.  There is a period of intense interaction and then the times change and the people both move on to other things.  That happened here as well, but as he retired and moved on from this church, as my political career grew, the Archdeacon Willie could still get a smile out of him by calling him the Chaplain of the PDF.  I had a chance to say my farewells once in his home when I left last year’s Baptist Day March to say hello and later at the Lunch Bunch at his beloved friend’s establishment Henry Dean earlier this year.  There was not much to say.  He was not a man of sentiment.  We simply exchanged greetings and I was gone.  

I wanted his family to know of my eternal gratitude and thanks this evening.  May he rest in peace!   

--  end  --
