
By El izabeth Bennet t  

Carla and I exchanged several emails in the weeks 
before her unexpected death, including one the day 
before she died. I don?t know all that she did in her 
last days? she was inside with a cold on a rainy day, 
she said, watching for the leaves to turn their 
gorgeous New England colors? but one of the things 
she did was to talk with Rev. Justi and work to line 
speakers up to come to St. Thomas in November to 
speak about the cause dearest to her heart, justice for 
Palestinians.

I was so fond of Carla. She wasn't effusive, or given 
to instant intimacy. She was a woman of 
contradictions, and frequently surprised (and, even 
more frequently, delighted) me. Her voice was soft, 
mellif luous, calming, and yet authoritative. I loved 
when she read the lessons. She hated conflict, but 
would not be pushed around. She had a wicked sense 
of humor, and a fabulous laugh. 

Carla was very private, reserved and independent. 
When Art Branscombe, her second husband, had a 
series of falls and health challenges, I kept offering to 
help, and she always assured me that she didn?t need 
anything. Finally, I asked her if  I could come and have 
tea with her. We talked about how their days were 
going, and her reluctance to leave him at all, even to 
go shopping. Carla agreed to let me come and sit with 
Art for a few hours every week or so, which was one 
of the great gif ts of my life. It was a gif t because Art 
was a giant of a man, and even in hospice, even with 
memory fail ing, he was stil l Art? he would bark out a 
laugh or a groan at something in the paper, join me in 
singing a hymn in his stil l-warm baritone, and speak 
with old-world courtesy.

But the time there was also a gif t because Carla and 
I opened our hearts to each other, and I saw her out 
from Art?s gentle shadow, and found so much to 
appreciate, enjoy and love. When I bemoaned the 
dif f iculty of his several months of falls and health 

issues, she smiled and said, ?Well, in my f irst 
marriage, we shared earlier stages of l ife? having 
children, careers, growing up ourselves. It seems right 
that in my second marriage, we are sharing the last 
portion of l ife, with its dif ferent challenges and joys.? 

Carla had a tea party for a few of us from St. 
Thomas, elaborately prepared, and I had so much fun 
that I was half  an hour late to a meeting at my house. 
Whoops. She was a born raconteur, and her stories 
were too good to leave. 

Carla?s gentle manner hid a prodigious intellect and 
passionate convictions. Who knew she spoke Arabic? 
Or had impressive career achievements? An example 
of Carla?s unexpected knowledge was her audition for 
Brecht on Brecht? she came and said she wanted to 
sing The Soldier?s Wife song? we didn?t have sheet 
music, but, unfazed, she sang it a capella? and in 
German. ?Und was bekam des Soldaten Weib? ? in her 
slightly tremulous but f irm soprano? and I wept at its 
beauty, as I did at every performance where she sang 
the same song, ending with lif t ing a widow?s veil. 

Carla was thrif ty and careful with money, but 
bountiful in her generosity to those she loved. Her 
loving kindness to Art in his last months left a lifelong 
impression on me? .I would help her make up their 
bed. Art was in a hospital bed, and Carla had moved a 
single bed next to it. We put twin bed sheets on the 
bottoms of the two beds, and then a king bed sheet 
and blankets on top. They held hands every night. 

Carla had close bonds with a number of members of 
St. Thomas and with the church as a whole. I invite 
you to come to to the adult seminars at 9:15 in 
November to honor Carla by learning about the 
Palestinian cause which meant so much to her. 

Remembrance of  Carla Henebry Branscombe


