
Tom’s	  Eulogy:	  

	  

I am thankful for the opportunity to speak for a few minutes to you about the grace of God in my mother’s life. I am 
Anne’s second son, Tom.  My wife, Carol and I live in Raleigh, NC. I am speaking on behalf of my siblings Paul, Mary 
Lynn and Julie.  To speak about the many facets and experiences and accomplishments of my mother’s life is impossible 
in a eulogy.  While not a perfect person nor the quiet hard to express type, we did not call her the Italian stallion for 
nothing, she did excel in many things, a few of which I would like to lightly touch on: friendship, family and faith.   

Friendship.  Many of you could speak to this aspect of her life.  Mom had the capacity to make and maintain many 
friendships.  Where most of us are able to form friendships, few last for the long haul.  But mom, by God’s grace was able 
to forge friendships that both endured but also extended across ages and places.  I cannot tell you how many people would 
say, I was a good friend of your mother… She had the grace, genuinely so, to make room in her heart for many people. 
You felt close to her. 

Family.  In respect to family, Mom excelled also as a wife and mother.  She deeply loved my father and he loved her.  
They provided a wonderful model of marriage for us.  As a mom, she was dedicated to raising her children well.  While 
some of her children’s antics in our younger years might seem to imply she did not succeed (many of you know some of 
the specifics), her dedication was seen in the sacrifice she embraced for us.  Forgoing a career in journalism, she took on 
loving and leading us.  This love was revealed through many acts of love, for example, when we were little and our 
neighborhood was still under construction. Mom ordered a load of dirt and had it dumped on the side of the house so that 
we (three little boys) would not be tempted to stray to the nearby construction sites; in an age where everybody wants to 
speak, she would listen to us.  I remember when I was in high school, sitting at the kitchen table with her after school and 
she would listen to us just talk about life, struggles, and fears.  As I look back, I now realize how petty they were but she 
did not treat them as such. She also, as many of you know, would speak her mind on an issue - sometimes even politely.  
The children were not exempted from this, for example, when I started dating Carol, my wife, she said, ‘Tom, she is a 
very nice girl, I know her parents, please do not be a pig.’  Mom also supported us, even when it was contrary to her 
desire.  Carol and I went overseas in missions, taking along with us our two girls.  This was not met with enthusiasm yet 
mom and dad offered their full support. Paul, Mary, our brother Mark, now with the Lord, could fill in plenty of other 
stories. 

Faith.  Last, Mom had faith in Jesus Christ as God’s Son and Savior. Perhaps many of you are not aware that though 
mom was raised in a religious home, in her early twenties she became disillusioned with the whole idea of Christianity.  It 
was a time of great wrestling.  A wise friend encouraged her to “not try to sort all things out and to put some things on the 
shelf and continue to seek God.”  A number of years would pass before mom began to read the Bible.  In the scriptures 
she found the peace with God that was lacking before. This peace was found when she saw that Jesus was God’s gift to us 
not simply to leave us an example but to lead us to the Father.  She saw how Jesus came to forgive our sins and remove 
our guilt through His work on the cross, finished and complete.  In other words, she saw that the first step toward peace 
with God is not through greater human works at pleasing him, for they only lead to frustration and fear, but through a faith 
in Jesus who has already pleased God, through his sinless life and perfect devotion.  Before this, much of her religion was 
a striving and wrestling for God’s favor but in the scriptures she rested in the truth that Jesus was God’s Son sent to 
rescue.  The mystery of God over which she struggled was answered in the face of Jesus Christ.   

Providentially, I found in her papers, instructions from St. Andrews on preparing for a funeral service.  In this document, 
Pastor Jeff says: 'remember that the service is about the worship of Jesus Christ.' I cannot agree more.  For mom, her faith 
rested in the work of Jesus Christ and in this we rejoice.  I will end with the words of the apostle Paul, who says ‘we do not 
grieve as those without hope for since we believe that Jesus died and rose again, even so, through Jesus, God will bring 
with him those who have fallen asleep. I think I can speak for my family and say that we are grieving today and for a 
season but we do not grieve without hope, resting in God’s precious Son and promise of unending joy with God in Jesus 
Christ.  Death has no power over the child of God.  The moment mom closed her eyes in this life she opened them to true 
life in Him.   

 


