How I Remember Mom

This is a sad time. This is a time of mourning. For now we are saying goodbye to my mother – our mother - who was devoted and true to those who knew and loved her. This is the beautiful mother who rocked me – all four of us kids – as a baby. This is the mother who read to us, played with us, took us to school, and cared for us. Mom was always there to talk with, and listen to our concerns and help us. Why there aren’t many people that could raise four kids, manage a house, cook, sew, shop, iron, and keep everything moving in the right direction, like my Mom. I loved coming home from school each day to find Mom there to greet me with a smile and snack. Many times I would go in the dining room where the TV was and watch the Three Stooges (which she hated) and Leave It to Beaver, while Mom would be ironing or starting to get dinner ready. I always felt safe and loved. I was a lucky kid who had a loving mother who was always there. There are many words that describe my Mom – hard working, diligent, dedicated, strong and loving, to mention just a few. As the oldest of 6 sisters, she learned responsibility at an early age. I know she could milk a cow and babysit her sisters – and I’m sure handle just about anything that came along. She could be counted on throughout her life. But, along with being responsible, Mom knew how to laugh and enjoy life too. I always liked hearing her contagious laughter. And she had a very nice smile. I never really thought of my mother as being a pretty woman until recently, when I would look at pictures of her. She had strong features, a nice smile and pretty dark eyes. And her skin was always soft and smooth. Dad had a lifelong companion who was beautiful in many ways.

I would like to tell you about a few of my most vivid memories of my Mom. I remember, as a child, Mom taking me to Boston to shop with her. We would go to Jordan Marsh or Filene’s basement to look for a bargain, and then we would walk over to the Boston Public Gardens. I remember riding on the swanboat, watching the paddlewheel and throwing bread crumbs to the ducks swimming along side the boat. Then we would go sit on the grass by the water, and eat what was left of the lunch after feeding the birds. I’ll never forget those moments. And one day, we saw Lorne Green, you know, Ben Cartwright from Bonanza, buying flowers for a lady friend on one of the side streets in the downtown area. It was as if Mom and I were exploring together - and sharing close times together. I love my Mom.

Another vivid picture in my mind, is Mom kneeling down along her side of the bed each morning praying for the family. As a child, I remember days when I would be out of school sick, seeing her, around 9 am in the morning, after Dad had left for work and Jim, Allan and Margaret had left for school, kneeling and praying. Sometimes she would see me and ask me to come join her. Mom and Dad always prayed for all of our family. And recently Dad has shared with us that he and Mom would pray together each night before going to sleep. They would catch up on the events of the day, talk about the problems and issues facing them and the family, and then offer their problems as well as their thanks to God. I oftentimes think their prayers kept us kids safe from harm. I can also remember a time when I had a college friend, over the house to visit. Dad, Mom, Bob and I talked at the kitchen table for hours that evening. At that time in my life, I was “trying to find myself”. I was working through a lot of issues in my mind about what was right and wrong, what I believed in, and what I wanted to do with my life. At that time it wasn’t clear which way I was headed. That night I knew how much Mom cared for me, for she left the table crying from concern about the direction I was headed because she wanted the best for me - her son. That love and concern for me, stuck with me throughout the years.

Mom had a devotion to God and the family, along with strength of character hard to find in an individual. As I look at each of us kids and grandchildren, as well, I can see the same traits of hard work, strength, stubbornness and determination. Mom, you served us all, very well.

Yes, this is a sad day, but it is also a happy day, for now Mom, who has suffered so much over the last years of her life, is free again. Mom has cast off all the frailties of life and is in the warmth of God’s love and light. And no, Mom is not gone. Maybe it seems that way to many of you gathered here today, but Dad, who has devoted his life for many years caring for Mom, Jim, Allan, Margaret and I know that she is around us in her spirit. I know she is at peace in God’s presence, and she is looking down on us today.

There are many hard things we encounter in our lives and this is the hardest one – losing someone you love. But this imperfect world is just the training ground for a much better place. And Mom has, by the grace of God, been given a place in heaven. She has been a real champion on earth, humble in her service to the Lord, and now victorious in her triumph over her illness. Mom, we await the day when we can be reunited with you as a family. May God bless you and each one of us here today. We love you. 

Your baby, David.
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