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This past Friday morning my friend, David Upchurch, was sharing words of comfort… and at one point in the conversation he reminded me that someone once said that the longest distance in the world – in terms of our emotions – is the 18 inches between our heads and our hearts.  
· In our heads we know that our mother is now free from pain, she is no longer struggling to breath, and she is with loved ones who have already crossed over to the other side of the river… already in Heaven with God.
· However, we come today with grieving hearts… we feel the loss and we anticipate those moments when we will be gripped by feelings of separation. 
We are limited by our humanity… it is a part of our very nature that we grieve – in much the same manner as what we see in a very touching depiction of the humanity of Jesus.  Do you remember how, upon hearing the reality that Lazarus was already buried, the shortest verse in the Bible – John 11:35 – very simply states, “Jesus wept.” 

It is often said that a funeral service is an opportunity for those who have gathered together to say their goodbyes.  
But to say goodbye would be far too final, for as many of us know… it doesn’t have to be goodbye… we have the opportunity to say, “See you later… on the other side of that river.”

So we come today, not to say goodbye, but to celebrate the life of our mother – Beryl Lattimer. 
Yes, we come to grieve, but as the Apostle Paul wrote in 1 Thessalonians 4:13, we “do not grieve like the rest of mankind, who have no hope.”
Some of us gathered here today knew Beryl Lattimer as a loving and sacrificial mother, a warm and caring grandmother, great-grandmother, and even great-great grandmother. 
· Others of you have known her as the godly, devoted, loyal and always involved pastor’s wife of our father “C.A.” – two people who provided an example of what marriage can be… a marriage that lasted for just over 60 years.  
· Many of you knew our mother as a Christian friend, a “sister” in Christ Jesus… who always had a smile on her face, a smile that emanated from love in her heart.  She never wanted to disappoint anyone.  She wanted everyone to be able to get along.  
She loved peace – at whatever cost.
NOW I WANT YOU TO LISTEN TO ME CAREFULLY.  
I feel no sorrow for our mother; she is in a better place. 
My sorrow is for those of us who are left behind; those who will miss her love and her friendship.
And it is in times like this, I believe, that it is appropriate to stop and think… to not only reflect, but to ask ourselves the meaning of all of this, what is the meaning of life? Do life and death serve a purpose?
I believe one answer to that question is found in the writings of the Apostle Paul. In Philippians 1:18-26 Paul is struggling.  His sentences are broken… thoughts fragmented. He is in prison and facing death.  But in the midst of that situation, he sees the positive of both possibilities.  
To live… means fruitful labor.     To depart… is to be with Christ!  He captures these thoughts in a few words, when in v.21… 
“For me to live is Christ and to die is gain.” 

I have preached many funeral sermons over the past 40 years and I want you to know that I am so glad that our mother was a Christian.  Not only does it make my task easier today, but – because she was a believer – to her (and every other believer), I can unequivocally proclaim “to live is Christ.”  
Our mother loved life.  In fact, she has been able to live the abundant life that Jesus spoke about in John 10:10 when he reminded his disciples, “The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy; I have come that they may have life, and have it to the full.”
As children, we never knew how difficult making a living could be for a minister with five children. We were protected from those worries by parents who never complained about income in front of us, but made the most of their resources.  
We were given an example of the rewards of Christian stewardship… and much of that was due to the resourcefulness of our mother.  She was truly a living example of the passage Jeff read for us – the Proverbs 31 woman… “a wife of noble character… a woman worth more than rubies.”  
She was also a model of the submission of Ephesians 5:21-22 – “Submit yourselves to one another out of reverence for Christ. Wives, to your husbands, as to the Lord.”   
I have to be honest with you and tell you that I often thought Mom’s submission was weakness on her part.  I saw things from a different perspective after our father died.  I began to realize that her submission was a submission of strength… and it was her Christian belief that gave her that strength.  
Through those years when times were difficult, demands were plentiful, and resources were tight, her faith gave her the strength to press on… to recover from the loss of a child… and moving more than once away from family and friends. 
It was her Christian belief that gave her the strength to take care of not only her own children, but others such as Betty and Hal who lived with us for extended periods of time.  
And it had to be her faith that gave her the strength and desire to keep such a nice house… where visitors were welcome… (at any hour of the day and with little to no warning); where a few more potatoes could be thrown in the pot and an extra vegetable put on the stove to provide a meal for the visitors in church on Sunday morning; where our friends felt just as much at home as we did.
Three different friends have communicated that message to us in the past few days… how welcome she made them feel!
Few of us could wear the shoes of our mother… OUR TASKS ARE NOT ALL THE SAME!
For the Apostle Paul, the task God had given him was preaching and planting churches. 
But God had another task in mind for our mother. 
He gave her a job with no paycheck and long hours… not even a timeclock to bring relief at the end of the day.  He gave her the task of raising god-fearing children and grandchildren… and even occasionally the child of a church member when child care was needed.  He gave her the task of keeping a home and modeling how a godly lady, a godly mother and grandmother are supposed to conduct themselves.
She not only spoke words of comfort, but showed her care with her cooking and sewing and ironing!  
Yes, breakfast was prepared, lunches packed, and well-rounded evening meals where the family sat down together – not to mention those amazing apple pies and other desserts. 
In love, she would grab a light bulb and darn the holes in our socks… and she even knew how to use an iron… not just on our shirts or dresses, but also on our bluejeans, undershirts, and almost every other clothing item.  
Why? 
Because she believed that doing such things was part of the ministry God had given to her for her family… a ministry that extended to her church family. She loved the Lord, but she also loved people, and because of that she wanted everyone to know and love her Lord as well.
That is why, in the midst of all that work, He also gave her the task – the heartfelt need – 
· to organize the summer Vacation Bible School, 
· to prepare lessons for the little children in Sunday School or to take her turn working in the nursery; 
· to be a part of the church choir, to join with those who rang the bells, to practice and present Easter cantatas, and Christmas plays. 
I don’t have to tell those of you who knew our mother that she enjoyed life… or even that she loved her family. In fact, her final fight to live was because she wanted to experience just one more Christmas and in some way for it to be with all of us.  
Why?  I truly believe that for our mother, “to live is Christ.” 

But for our mother, and for those of us who are believers, 
to die is also gain.
She has not only gained freedom from pain; freedom from physical struggles to move about and to breath; freedom from tears… but she has gained her eternal reward!
All of this leads me to a question that our mother would want me to ask you today… HOW MANY OF YOU CAN TRULY SAY THAT FOR YOU, “TO DIE IS GAIN?” 

Our mother taught us, by word and deed, that there is more to life than what you see, what you have, what you might gain, or what title you may have… Yes, she taught us that to live is Christ, and yet somehow “to die is gain.”

She taught us that if for us to live is money, then to die is loss. 
If to live is for pleasure, to die is loss. 
If to live is for self, the “unholy trinity” of me, myself, and I; then to die is loss. 
If to live is all about ambition, to die is loss.
If to live is about this world and keeping up with the neighbors, then to die is loss. 

But if we are able to come to the point where we can honestly say “to live is Christ”, as it was for our mother, then for me… and for each of you… to die will be gain, for in death we gain all of the blessings of life on the other side… As Squire Parsons used to sing…
I'm kind of homesick… for a country
To which I've never been before.
No sad goodbyes will there be spoken
For time won't matter anymore.
I'm looking now, just across the river
To where my faith, shall end in sight
There's just a few more days to labor.
Then I will take my heavenly flight.
Our mother has crossed that river, she has taken that flight to Beulah Land, she has received her heavenly reward… As Paul wrote in 2 Corinthians 5:8 – “We are confident, yes, well pleased rather to be absent from the body and to be present with the Lord.”
And there is nothing that would please her more than for you to make a commitment to join her.
Thank you, Mom… 
…for giving us a picture of what the church should be… the bride of Christ.
Thank you for giving us an example of what a Christian woman can be – in all the splendor of Proverbs 31.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Thank you for knowing the shepherd… and introducing us to the shepherd… so that we, too, can know the blessings of living on the paths of righteousness for His name’s sake.
Thank you for showing us that to live is all about Christ,
so that we, too, can know that gain that can be found in death.

