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For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under 
heaven: 

a time to be born, and a time to die; 
a time to plant, and a time to pluck up what is planted; 
a time to kill, and a time to heal; 
a time to break down, and a time to build up; 
a time to weep, and a time to laugh; 
a time to mourn, and a time to dance… 

 

This is actually our 2nd memorial service for my mom; we had a beautiful time 
remembering her up at the lake, we’ve gone there annually for over 40 years; I 
think there were about 34 people. 

Oh, if my suit looks out of date, it’s because it is, I think the last time I wore it was 
in the mid 80’s! 

My mom was a good listener… I remember many occasions talking with her; 
when I was in grade school I remember telling her jokes that I had heard, she 
would laugh and say, Bruce, you shouldn’t say those words! Now and then she 
would pick me up at school and we would have lunch; I remember when she was 
on a bowling league she took me along, I remember sitting at the lunch counter 
having a grilled cheese sandwich, a Greenriver, and French-fries. Anything I ever 
did, she would say, “Maybe you will do this or that when you grow up.” She did 
like to giggle and laugh. Although I remember a few times dad and I would gang 
up on her, kidding about something, and she would get very upset. 

My mom was a high anxiety person at times, the older she became the more 
anxious she was about upcoming events. She also said to me in the past few 
years that she had lived long enough, she was ready to go. We had talked many 
times about salvation, she knew Jesus, she said more than once, that she 
prayed at night that He would take her home, that she was ready. I find it curious 
that one of her favorite verses was Ecclesiastes 3:1-4… she had been through 
some tough times in her life, with my sister Prudy passing at the age of 24, she 
understood how life was, but, I like the way, quite a few years ago, when 
preparing for this time, she ended at the word “dance”. I think she was looking 
forward to the freedom that was coming, talked about in the scriptures. The Lord, 
being the gentle person He is, with those who love Him, confirmed it when my 
cousin hearing that my mom had passed, said, “Oh, I bet she is in heaven 
dancing with my mom!”; her sister Shirley. Mom enjoy the dance, thank you for 
everything, and will see you later! She passed some her traits onto me; I can 
hardly wait to get there myself. 


