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By Lindariel 
 

Back in 2017, I shared the remembrance I had written 
for my Father’s funeral because, like Catherine, 

I chose to incorporate a reading from The Velveteen Rabbit. 
On January 21, 2023, my Mom passed away. 

Again, I prepared a remembrance for her graveside service, 
incorporating a poem I believe you’ll all recognize. 

 
“Oh, that’s so meaningful.” 
 
Meaningful. It is a word our Mom often used to describe experiences, situations, people, things 
that somehow touched or astonished her.  Big things yes, but more often little, almost 
insignificant things.   
 
As a know-it-all teenager very much enamored with my AP English, SAT-prep vocabulary, I 
often chided her for using what I regarded as a vague, ten-cent word, when a much more specific 
or descriptive 50-dollar word was readily available, such as “dramatic,” or “lovely,” or 
“endearing.” 
 
What did I really know? Nothing … 
 
Time passed, and I grew up, and Mom grew older, and a series of mini-strokes precipitated a loss 
of mobility and her long, slow decline. And I came to appreciate her use of that word – 
meaningful – because I think it says a lot about Mom and her outlook on life.   
 
So often as we grow out of childhood and into our adult lives so full of rushing about and 
worrying and getting from place to place on time and on budget, we can also lose to a great 
extent our capacity for seeing the beauty, the joy, the significance, the wonder – the 
MEANINGFULNESS – of the little things in life.  A simple flower blooming in a planter on the 
patio, the birds singing, children playing in the swimming pool or at a park, a fresh breeze.   
 
Mom never lost that. Even from her wheelchair, she enjoyed watching the fish and the turtles 
swimming in a lake near her apartment, or the squirrels and birds scampering and flitting about. 
Special treats from a local bakery or a dish of ice cream (according to Mom’s father, our dear 
Grandpa, a meal isn’t complete without ice cream). And listening to music – especially LIVE 
music, and particularly if it was being performed by a family member.  How she would just 
BLOOM listening to music, laughing at our mistakes (some of them made on purpose just to get 
her to laugh), and lifting a hand to conduct. 
 
When words failed her, you could still see it in her eyes – “Oh, that’s so meaningful.”  I firmly 
believe it was this special quality that kept Mom so tenacious of life in spite of her infirmities. 
 



So, to honor Mom’s endless capacity for finding meaning in the small, seemingly insignificant 
things that actually make life worth living, I want to share the final two verses from a long ode 
by William Wordsworth called ‘Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early 
Childhood.’  Now, that title is certainly full of 50-dollar rather than 10-cent words, and the 
language is more elevated than Mom’s everyday speech, but I think these stanzas express her 
unique qualities quite beautifully. 
 
What though the radiance 
Which was once so bright 
Be now for ever taken from my sight, 
Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendour in the grass, 
Of glory in the flower, 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind; 
In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be; 
In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering; 
In the faith that looks through death, 
In years that bring the philosophic mind. 
 
And O ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves, 
Forebode not any severing of our loves! 
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might; 
I only have relinquish’d one delight 
To live beneath your more habitual sway. 
I love the brooks which down their channels fret, 
Even more than when I tripp’d lightly as they; 
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
  Is lovely yet; 
The clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality; 
Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears, 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 
 
“Oh, that’s so … meaningful.” 


