Eulogy

Erin’s part



Growing up, we never had a normal childhood.  We didn’t miss out on anything, Mom made sure of that, but it was never normal.  For our entire lives, we watched our mother struggle in a wheelchair.  She struggled to get around; she struggled to provide for her family, and she worked harder than anyone ever has to make sure her children were taken care of; and she struggled, most of all, with her health.  



We spent our lives up to this point caring for our mother.  She grew weaker and weaker each year.  Her pain worsened, and her suffering continued.  


-----So often our Mom was angry at God for making her “this way.”  She didn’t understand it, and she didn’t like it.  She was very upset for a period of time.  But, then, she became very close with her spiritual side.  She read and studied the bible, and she finally let God use her to carry out his plan.  At this time, she let so many people around her into her life.  She touched so many people by sharing her strength,  and, by her example, she showed so many people how to live their lives.  -----


However, when we were younger, we had our share of good memories.  Some include walking (or riding on the back of her wheelchair) to Chatard for baseball games in the spring.  Or, sitting through the longest two hours of our lives while we were forced to watch “Fiddler on the Roof” with her.  Or, maybe when we had the entire neighborhood out to play our summer kickball games…every night.  Or, when all the kids would come over to help spread mulch in the gardens, until Mrs. Schroeder wouldn’t let us do it anymore because we always killed the flowers.  Or staying up all night playing Mario on Nintendo until finally she beat the whole game, then we started on Donkey Kong.


Although there were plenty of good memories, Mom knew how to put her foot down, and when Mom was serious, you didn’t disobey her.  Some things made Mom really mad, like climbing to the very top of the pine tree in the front yard, and yelling down to the people below; or having races to see who could do 100 summersaults fastest, after we had told mom we would go to bed; or when we would pretend like we did go to bed, but then we would get up and play volleyball in our room, and for some reason we thought she couldn’t hear us.


But, no matter how mad Mom got at us, she was always there for us.  Whenever we had a huge project due the next day that we waited to start until 8:00 the night before, Mom would stay up all night, not only to help us finish it, but to make it look so good, the teacher thought we started it the day it was assigned.  Whenever we had a hard day, and we were trying to pretend like it was okay, Mom saw straight through the act and somehow always made us feel better.  She had a comforting touch.  We were always calm when Mom was around, because with her knowledge and intelligence, we just knew that everything thing was always going to be okay.  

