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To the Glory of God and in Loving Memory of
Miriam Hill
Friday, March 18, 2005

"Let my funeral be a celebration of the
good life God has given me and for the
abundance of love that surrounded me
while I lived."

-- Miriam
Written and dated March 18, 1988
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Extol the Lamb with loftiest song
Ascend for Him our cheerful strain,
Worship and thanks to Him belong
Who reigns and shall forever reign.
~ Robert West

The psalmist said it this way in Psalm 100:

Enter his gates with thanksgiving and into his
courts with praise. Be thankful unto him and
bless his name. For the Lord is good, his mercy
is everlasting; and his truth endureth to all
generations.

- Psalm 100: 45

God of Grace and God of Glory

God of grace and God of glory,
On thy people pour Thy power;
Crown Thine ancient Church's story,
Bring her bud to glorious flower.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
For the facing of this hour, for the facing of this hour.

Lo! the host of evil round us
Scorn Thy Christ, assail His ways!
From the fears that long have bound us,
Free our hearts to faith and praise.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
For the living of these days, for the living of these days.

Set our feet on lofty places,
Gird our lives that they may be
Armored with all Christ-like graces
In the fight to set men free.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
That we fail not man nor Thee, that we fail not man nor Thee.

g T
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Will you bow your heads with me in prayer?

Our Father and our God, we call upon you at the beginning of
this hour asking that you would come and do your great work in your
midst. We'd ask, God, that you would bring comfort to our hearts,
that you would seal the wondrous memories that we share as family
and friends, that you would be here with us this hour and give us the
strength to love one another and to express our love to you, that you
would accept in our way the worship and the praise that we offer to
you now not only as we remember one that was dearly loved, but as
we turn our hearts heavenward, remember One who loved us first
and gave His Son so that we might live eternal. So, Lord, we offer
ourselves in this hour unto you; through Christ Jesus our Lord we
pray. Amen.

Instrumental Ensemble
by Great-grandchildren, Amy and Melanie Styer:

It I's Well with My Soul

I'd like to share with you several passages of Scripture. My
prayer is that you would draw comfort from the words of God as read
to you this morning.

Psalm 121

T will lift up mine eyes unto the hills;
Jfrom whence cometh my help?

My help cometh from the Lord, which
made heaven and earth.

He will not suffer thy foot to be moved, he
that keepeth thee will not slumber.

Behold, he that keepeth Israel shall
neither slumber nor sleep.

The Lord is thy keeper: The Lord is thy
shade upon thy right hand.
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The sun shall not smite thee by day, nor
the moon by night.

The Lord shall preserve thee from all
evil: he shall preserve thy soul.

The Lord shall preserve thy going out
and thy coming in from this time
Jorth, and even for evermore.

Another beautiful psalm that speaks of the protection of God
and His watch care over our lives is the 91st Psalm. I want to share
several verses from that.

Psalm 91

He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most High
shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty. I will
say of the Lord, He is my refuge and my fortress: my
God; in him I will trust. Surely he shall deliver the
from the snare of the fowler and from the noisome
pestilence. He shall cover thee with his feathers and
under his wings shalt thou trust: his truth shall be thy
shield and buckler. Thou shall not be afraid for the
terror of night; nor the arrow that flieth by day.
Because thou has made the Lord, which is thy refuge,
even the most High of thy habitation, there shall no evil
befull thee; neither shall any plague come nigh upon
thy dwelling.

In the New Testament we have the words of Jesus.

John 14

Jesus says, "Let not your hearts be troubled. Believe
in God, believe also in me. In my father's house are
many mansions. If it were not so, I would have told
you. Igo and prepare a place for you and if I go to
prepare a place for you I will come again and receive
you to myself that where I am, there you may be also.”

Page Five
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You see the theme of all these passages, Old Testament and the
New, is that God calls us to follow after Him, to abide with Him, to be
with Him. That's why maybe a special hope is given in Romans 8
where Paul says:

What can separate us from the love of Christ? Shall
tribulation, or distress, or persecution, or famine, or
nakedness, or peril, or sword? As it is written, for thy
sake we are killed all the day long. We are counted as
sheep for the slaughter. No, in all these things we are
more than conquerors through him who loved us. For I
am persuaded that neither death, nor life, nor angels,
nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present nor
things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other
creature shall be able to separate us from the love of
God which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.

- Romans 8: 35-39

Even the picture that we have of heaven is one of following
after, abiding with our Savior, with our God. In Revelation 22, John
writes,

He showed me a pure river of water, clear as crystal
proceeding out of the throne of God and of the Lamb. In
the midst of the street of it and on either side of the river
there was the tree of life which bear twelve manner of
fruit and yielded her fruit every month. The leaves of
the tree were for the healing of the nations. There shall
be no more curse but the throne of God and of the Lamb
shall be in it and his servants shall serve him and they
shall see his face. His name shall be on their foreheads
and there shall be no night there. They shall need no
candle, even the light of the sun for the Lord God giveth
the light and they will reign with him forever. Amen.

- Revelation 22:1-5
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Maybe that's why the 23rd Psalm is the all-time favorite
passage of Scripture because it speaks of that relationship in the Old
and New Testament of those who want to abide and follow after God.
It is His abiding love for us. So David the shepherd boy writes:

Psalm 23

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures, he
leadeth me beside the still waters; he
restoreth my soul.

He leadeth me in paths of righteousness for his
name’s sake.

Yea though I walk through the valley of the
shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for thou
art with me; thy rod and thy staff, they
comfort me.

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence
of my enemies; thou anointest my head with
oil; my cup runneth over.

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all
the days of my life, and I will dwell in the
house of the Lord forever.

As we've just hear beautifully played, now let's together sing
the words, "It Is Well with My Soul.”

It is Well with My Soul

When peace like a river attendeth my way,
When sorrows like sea billows roll;
Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say,
“It is well, it is well with my soul.”

My sin - O, the bliss of this glorious thought,
My sin - not in part, but the whole,
Is nailed to the cross and I bear it no more,
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul!





[image: image8.png]TR E I E

TR

DETHETHETHETHE

Yo

>

Service Notes Page Eight

And, Lord, haste the day when the faith shall be sight,
The clouds be rolled back like a scroll,
The trump shall resound and my Lord shall descend,
"Even so" - it is well with my soul.

Chorus:
It is well (it is well) with my soul (with my soul),
It is well, it is well with my soul.

I always knew that the Hill family could get together and do a
lot of talking, but I didn't know they were such good singers. God
bless you. We're going to go into a time a prayer. As I close that
prayer, I'd like you to join me in repeating together the Lord's Prayer.
I know we have different backgrounds and groups here, so here at
our church we use the words debts and debtors instead of trespasses,
so if you remember that it might make it a little easier for you as we
pray. Let's bow our heads and let's go to God in prayer.

Our Father and our God, we thank you, Lord, that you have
indeed heard our prayer today and you've been with us. We sense
your presence right here among us. We know your mighty power. We
have testimony after testimony within our own hearts of your love for
us and the wondrous things you've done and we look at the life of
Mrs. Hill and we see a glowing testimony of your glory and your
grace. Now, God, in this hour we ask that you would also come and
bring comfort to our hearts. Holy Spirit, in your best way work in
our lives and help any that are struggling with an answer for why
things happen, anyone that's looking for an answer. Comfort us with
a lose that is indeed a gain, help us to understand that wondrous
paradise. Draw near to us, God; fill us with hope. Remind us we
have a future for Jesus lives. And God, most of all, use this hour and
the hours to come to build even a deeper level of love, friendship and
fellowship among us. Heal wounds to encourage the expression of the
love of God and grace of God in our midst and to comfort us and
assure us that we belong to you. God, we look to you in this hour and
we also present ourselves afresh to you this hour for we long to be
with you in fellowship each and every moment of our lives. And so,
God, together we pray as you taught us and as we speak these words,
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God, we offer ourselves individually and corporately together before
your throne as we pray:

The Lord'’s Prayer

Our Father, who art in Heaven, hallowed
be thy name, thy kingdom come, thy
will be done, on earth as it is in
heaven.

Give us this day our daily bread; and
forgive us our debts as we forgive our
debtors.

And lead us not into temptation, but
deliver us from evil.

For thine is the kingdom, and the power,
and the glory forever. Amen.

~~ A Time for Sharing ~~

Rollin Hill:

When our family got together to talk about this funeral
service, one of the things that was a consensus in our family was to
have a few moments in the service for personal sharing. Now I sat for
over two hours at the table over at Miriam Ruth's, and they were
already sharing. This thing could get way out of hand, so I said,
"Guess what. We just can't open it up to everyone. We're just going to
have just invite certain people to come.” That doesn't mean that you
all don't have stories to tell, but we've selected these five people to
come and to share their stories with us. The first one is our architect
in our family, Randy Downing from Jacksonville.
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Randy Downing:

Good morning. First I'd like to say it was a privilege to be one
of thirty-two grandchildren of Miriam and Thomas Hill. Being a
grandchild, you're allowed a lot of indulgences that your children
weren't allowed. Actually you kind of see those in our parents and
also the frightening thing is we're seeing among ourselves (the
cousins) as more and more great-grandchildren are being born.

I just have a few things here; this is double-spaced so don't
worry! Unfortunately, well, not unfortunately, but most of it is about
Jood which I'd like to see it as a testimony to Grandma's cooking, not
to our liking to eat. These are just some memories I kind of
canvassed with several of my cousins and thought a couple hours
about the memories I had about Grandma.

»  Buckwheat cakes milk gravy, sausage and lots of apple
butter (in my case to drown out the taste of buckwheat cakes)

«  Breaking up ice down in the cellar for homemade ice cream
every Sunday. Now the thing was that Grandma and
Grandpap didn't believe in electric ice cream makers, it had to
be hand-cranked. So we had to deal with that; taking turns
cranking it..

+  Grandma making pumpkin pies, but not with pumpkins -
squash. And having dozens upon dozens of pies for
Thanksgiving.

« Thegarden in the side yard - how big that thing was and
how much work they put into it and the bounty that they
received from it.

« Camping. A lot of times if we didn't eat all our meal
during supper there was a threat that they would be mixed in
with the pancakes the next morning.
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Every Christmas - well, at least the Christmases I remember
Grandma and Pap Pap would be coming to our door with a
braided roll as their gift for us for Christmas.

When we stay at their house overnight the only cereal that was
available at least initially was just Shredded Wheat — no
sugar. Finally and my sisters and I convinced her to go with
Chex which is a little bit of a compromise. It still has no
sugar, but the great thing about the Chex was is that you
could send out for a race track. So she helped us to gather the
box tops we needed and eventually we got that race track and
the race cars to go with it.

Making rice pudding and then putting raisins in it so we
would eat it.

Making sure that we would eat our vegetables, sometimes
camouflaging them in casseroles.

Always having cookies, but putting the cookies in the
cookie jar that's inaccessible (at least to the young toddlers) up
on the refrigerator.

The kids' place at the table was on the bench and they'd
always had to squegze in on the bench. You could not sit on
the chairs. That was for the adults.

Camping: Grandma and Pap Pap loved to do camping and
they instilled that into all their children. Ithink the whole
Jamily camps. I remember camping at Lake Jean. That was
pretty much the favorite place to camp. Initially they camped
in the huge, big surplus army tent. That was before they got
the camper. They also had a hunting cabin. Some have
memories of that. One time Grandma was finishing up
cooking, and Pap-Pap and my dad was helping to cook at the
end to give her a break. She said she wanted one more
pancake. They came back with a pancake this big. (Gesture
resulting in much laughter!) The grandchildren helped finish
it! Getting a hot foot from propping her feet up on the fire
brim and dancing around afterward.
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Cutting Pap-Pap's hair. I always thought that was a novelty.
One thing about grandma is that and I think she grew up in
the age where you pretty much had to be self-reliant, so not
only did she cut Pap-Pap's hair, she made her own clothes, she
made Pap-Pap's clothes, she made clothes for all of us. She
made wedding dresses for her daughters, for her
granddaughters, she made me a leisure suit which kind of
dates me!

Getting driver lessons were her foxy grandma scooter.
Basically, we had to teach her how to drive that thing.

Being frustrated with her hearing -- both her and us.
Working with that the best way possible.

Receiving care packages from her. A lot of us who were in the
military got care packages. Even us who were away at college,
she was nice enough to send care packages. It was good to see.

Games in the attic and the toys in the basement and us always
fighting over the skates. That if you found the skate key to
work them.

Her faith was so huge. The faith spread not only to her

children, to her grandchildren, but it's just perpetuating. You
can see the faith going throughout.

One final memory I want share. It's a rarity but I came up

north for Christmas. It was a little bit too cold for me, but we had an
opportunity just this past Christmas to have Grandma to celebrate
Christmas with us. The last thought I have of Grandma is sitting in
a rocking chair, the great-grandchildren in a ring around her and
she telling about Christmas past of her children over fifty years ago.
That is my lasting memory of her.
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Rollin Hill:

Our next invitee is Dr. Bob Styer from the Villonova
University. He was for a while the head of the mathematical
department. He went on sabbatical and gave up that to somebody
else. We're delighted, Bob, for you to come and share with us.

Dr. Bob Styer:
Everything Randy said was true! It was wonderful!

Just to extend on the food theme a little more. We were
camping at Lake Jean. One of my earliest memories of camping at
Lake Jean was when I was six, seven or eight years old. It was in
August. We wanted to go pick some blueberries. Aunt Judy and
Aunt Carol agreed to take us out to pick a few blueberries. Grandma
said that she would take every blueberry and make a blueberry
muffin or blueberry cake or whatever we wanted with all the
blueberries. Since we were little kids, she didn't think we'd pick
many. But Aunt Judy and Aunt Carol took us out and there were
millions of acres of blueberries. These blueberry bushes are like
millions of miles highly; just zillions of blueberries. I just remember
picking all day. It was so much fun wandering through the bushes
like little tunnels. Grandma spend the rest of the week making
blueberry muffins, blueberry pancakes, blueberry everything! She
was faithful to her word.

Randy mentioned her faith and Marvie reminded me a story.
When Uncle Tommy was stationed on the USS Sperry, the boiler blew
killed seven sailors. Marv mentioned, "Grandma, you must have
really been praying for Uncle Tom to be safe.” Grandma said she
was praying for God's will to be done because she couldn't pray for
Tommy to be safe because that would mean some other mother would
be grieving.

T want to read out of Psalm 128:5 & 6. It says, "May the Lord
bless you from Zion all the days of your life. May you see the
prosperity of Jerusalem and may you live to see your children’'s
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1‘@. children." Grandma got to see her children's children's children's
:{)—{ children. So she was four times blessed and we were blessed four
;I% times to have her for as long as we did.

FA

RPS

ﬂtgf Rollin Hill:

1=

/ @ One of the gracious friends of our family was someone who
-8 was there when my mother gave birth to some of us, who was there
& N .

3? when we were baptized into the church and into Christ. He was there
e when some of you got married in our family. He was there when I
3\\% graduated from high school and was contemplating joining the

Vi{;‘ Army. He said, "Rollin, I think you can do better if you would enter
ﬂ@ into the ministry." I felt a little guilty about that because I did not go
B9 into military that time, but I spent twenty serving as a chaplain in
ﬁ{; the military. We are just delighted to have Bill Tucker join with us
r\ and share with us today.

)

R

T Bill Tucker:

F

jl*éi I can remember the day when I could walk faster than any of
= you! -

4@ "Charm is deceitful and beauty is fleeting, but a

),f(ﬂ* woman who reverences the Lord is to be praised.

P Give her the reward she has earned and let her

{\%« works bring her praise at the gates.” (Proverbs 31:

,J(’; 30-31)

4=

N2

5@ In England when a queen dies, the word goes out through the
3\: kingdom, "The queen is dead.” Then there is just a brief moment and
‘y« all the kingdom says, "Long live the queen.”

4 :E

'}\\(._», So today as we come, I was thinking about this and wondering
‘;@ just about how she is going to be remembered in the years ahead. 1
il’?';: counted up the number of grandchildren, great-grandchildren, and
:«{x great-great-grandchildren and I believe my figures are right. It was
P

“’rg.(
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105. Now along with the nine children and their spouses, it's going to
be a long, long time before anyone ever forgets Miriam Hill:
Grandma, and Great-grandma. The world will not soon forget this
beautiful soul.

About a month ago I had one of the nicest visits with her that I
think I've ever had. It was just the two of us together and I would
print on her paper whatever I wanted her to answer. Then she would
ask me a question. I had the advantage of hearing aids, so we had a
great time together. Before the meeting was over, we had filled that
page with questions and answers and it was a great time.

We talked about the apple orchard back home. The apple
orchard is no longer there. There may be one or two trees, but most of
them are gone. But she talked about a favorite apple tree that she
made in that place which is sort of a hideaway for her to get away
from the humdrum that sometimes came into the home.

We talked about being in the nursing home. She said, "You
know Thomas and I had the privilege of traveling all over the world.
God has been so good to us. But I sit here and I look out the window
and I think this is where I'm going to spend the rest of my days.”
Well, unfortunately, she moved from there. But what a faith this
great woman had.

I remember going to their home when I was just a boy. Adra
gave me some piano lessons and then gave up on me. We had a great
time together. It was a place that was filled with music. Adra the
piano and Albert played the trombone. I remember a day when 1
attended a musical program at the high school and I'm sure your
mother played the steel guitar. It was one of those moments that 1
remember from a long time ago. Incidentally, I have known her
longer than most than you here. Certainly I've known her longer
than you children. My home now is just across the road from where
your mother lived.

She had a love of learning. She had lived about six miles from
the high school. That was just a little too far to walk. Iwalked four,
but six were too many. There were no school busses then. It was a
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1!@ difficult time, but she found a way to do it. She was a housekeeper for
;\f-_f the Gregor family in Huntington Mills. She not only worked after
Qlﬁ school, but she during school and graduated at the head of her class.
,@ She had a love of learning. It was so evident in everything that

*.;{a happened later.

i

'3{{.4 Then she met Thomas and Thomas and she set the world on
;‘é": fire. One after the other you arrived. I remember when the last one
1':{.'3 arrived and father was in the hospital and mother was there bearing
£ the last of the nine of you. I got a call to see if I would pick up mother
;lﬁ and baby at the hospital. So I brought them home. It was a just

-4 privilege. I brought them home to a happy homecoming.

'},f{«: Incidentally 1 might say that they were just as happy with the birth of
1Ivé their ninth as they were with the birth of the first. Each one was a
B blessing to them.

F

f"'é'j There was always a large garden and I think one of you

3= mentioned that. That was a necessity. They used the garden as a
},,@ way of canning during the summertime so that all of you had a good
f‘;@ meal all the way through. Incidentally, how would you like to be the
}@ cook for eleven people for breakfast, lunch, and dinner everyday?

jli‘@: This was a huge undertaking and she did it so well.

IS

;TEI: Then there was church. Here was one who was faithful and
!\&f/ just, and that not only included her but it included Tommy and all
;’/(a the rest of the family. Somebody asked her one day how she knew
P when they were all ready to come to Sunday School. She said she put
,@_, out at that time eight chairs and she started to get them ready. When
3&@ the chairs were full, then they knew that it was time to head out to
i"g'l church. Tunderstand that there was a good portion of the time when
:{,\;’ they walked to Sunday School and church from out in North Berwick
;}@ into Cemetery Street. When the Hills were not there, I knew that

3@ something was radically wrong. They were there every Sunday

R E{C«j without any pause along the line. It was our church, incidentally,
jliél that introduced the Released Time Education Program. Your mother
;{\f.; was enthusiastic about that program and taught in it for thirty

<I§' years. I hadn't realized that it went on for that length of time, but it
-’gj was a great program. It's been given up now, Idon't know why

9= particularly, but it now longer exists.

P

A
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In her job for Fred Ruch and his brother, she was a specialist.
Now she was a proofreader. They put together books and she served
as a proofreader and that's an exacting job to be sure. Fred said she
did it so well.

As a teacher, she was one of the finest. In Sunday School and
wherever she taught, there was always a prepared lesson, a well
thought out sermon if you will and she used that opportunity to let
others know about her Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. The influence
of her life will go on forever. She not only taught, I know there were
occasions when she filled the pulpit. Something that was a little
unheard back that many years ago, but she did it magnificently.

As a personal friend, she was the finest and she was cherished.
She made a great strudel. You are her children and my children too.
I thank God for the life and love of Miriam Herring Hill. I look
forward to our next meeting.

She Is Just Away

I cannot say and I will not say

That she is dead, she is just away;

With a cheery smile and a wave of a hand
She has tvandered into the promised land;
And left us dreaming how very fair

Its needs must be since she lingers there.
And you, oh you who the wildest yearn
For the old time step and the glad return;
Think of her faring on as dear

In the love of there as the love of here;
Think of her still as the same, I say,

She is not dead, she is just away.
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How Beautiful To Be With God

How beautiful to be with God
When earth is fading like a dream
And from this mist and circled shore
We'll launch upon the unknown stream.

No doubt, no fear, no anxious care
But comforted by staff and rod
In the faith brightened hour of death
How beautiful to be with God.

Then let it fade this dream of earth
When I have done my life's work here
Or long or short has seen it best
What matters so God'’s will appear.

I will not fear to launch my bark
Upon the darkly rolling flood
Tis but to pierce the mist and then
How beautiful to be with God.

Rollin Hill:

Thank you, Bill. As you said, my mother did preach and she
preached to me a few times too.

From our family, the one that we focus on most and remember
most as the caretaker for my mother, was Miriam Ruth. She was a
next door neighbor, but she was a gracious, gracious angel
ministering to our mother.
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Miriam Ruth Hutton:

We are going to celebrate Mother's life and there's just a few
little incidences that happened. We sat around our kilchen table
yesterday morning for about two or three hours and we laughed and
we giggled and we carried on at some of the things that we did as
kids. I made the remark then, "I don't know how my mother lived
ninety-five years through all those things that we did!" Because we
did that would have shortened my life I'm sure.

But just a couple of those things we talked about at the time.
Melissa lives in Mom and Dad's house (which is our daughter). You
can't see now, but if they talked about the garden my mom had a lot
and then the neighbor had a lot and they farmed that. You couldn't
play in the lot and even if you did, it would make it too hard for my

"~ brothers to spade it up in the next spring. So we always played in the

street. Thursday was always cleaning day upstairs, and Friday was
downstairs. Now maybe my vounger brothers and sisters won't
remember this, but (a chorus of "we do" accompanied with much
laughter). but anvway, we would be plaving in the street and vou
could look out onto Summerhill Avenue.

My mom would go down to pick up my dad at 4 o'clock at work
and then they would head (o the A & P store to do the grocery buving
Jfor the week. So we knew when we got home our chore was to go
upstairs and clean the upstairs. We had three bedrooms and a
bathroom upstairs. So we would get home, change our clothes (the
first thing was always to change our clothes). and then we would go
out to the street to play. We could see that '35 Chevy right out there on
Summerhill Avenue and they only had a little distance to turn the
corner. In the house we would run, up the steps. Then Mother and
Daddy would bring the groceries in and Mother would holler, "Girls,
how are you coming?" "We're almost done," and we had just got
started! T often wondered whether if she really new that we just got
started!

Then a little more on the serious note, just recently when we
were down at Michelle's. her Bible study is doing a studv on
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Ecclesiastes. One of the things was, What was the important thing in
your life that made your character? I had to stop and think as they
went around the room, who was the most influential in forming my
character? There was only one person I could remember or think of
and it had to be Mother. But I also said to them, (in those days ladies
didn't wear trousers. She always wore a dress with an apron. My
mother loved pockets as my sisters would tell you. When they cleaned
her house, they cleaned all the tissues out of her pocket.) But Mother
had a pocket in her apron and in that apron was a little narrow
black strap. It may sound cruel, but I often think that little black
strap helped my character because when I was bad, she used it. But I
often thought of the many times that she didn't use it because of the
things I did correct. My mother lived those principles. She instilled
them in each one of us, but not just to us, but to every one of the five
generations. She not only believed them, she lived them.

I'm saying to my mother, thank you for building my character,
thank you for installing those principles in each one of us. 1think of
our family reunions when she'd say, "I want a little time to talk to
everybody,"” and my mother would get up and give us all sorts of
wisdom. I appreciated that so much in building my character. So I
say to Mother, "So long for a time being. We're going to meet her one
day. Say hello to Daddy."

Rollin Hill:

Pastor Row, I warned you this was going to get out of hand.
I'll forbear my own remarks.

Reverend Row:

I'd love to hear what you have to say. We were enjoying this
up here. I was watching Barb and Amber as they listened to the
conversations. I know, Amber cries at everything. What a testimony!
It's just hard for me that this is really happening here. Idon't know
how to express that, but in 1992 when we moved here, I was being
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pulled aside constantly and people were whispering to me, "Mrs. Hill,
she’s in poor health. She may not be long with us." I've heard that
Jor thirteen years. It's just hard to imagine that we're here at this
time today because she's just a part of the life of this community, she's
a part of the life of this church, and she's been part of my life.

It's interesting too for me that she is Mrs. Hill. There's justa
Jew adudlts in my life that have maintained that status. 1 just couldn't
call her anything but Mrs. Hill. Ithink there are many in the church
- many adults and young people - that's the way they think of her,
not because she ever asked that or demanded that, just because there
was a sense of great respect there for a real lady who lived her life in
such a way to call her Mrs. Hill is just a part of the honor that you
give her.

When I was talking to Rollin the other day about the service
and planning it, I said, "You know, I use this very sparingly. In fact I
think only once before in thirty years have I used this passage of
Scripture. There is no way we could have a time together here and
not think of Proverbs 31 which is a description in the Bible of a
virtuous women. 1d like to share just that passage with you as we
think of her life. You have all these memories that are moving
around right now, having been stirred by what you've heard.

Proverbs 31

Who can find a virtuous woman? Her price is far
above rubies. The heart of her husband does safely
trust in her so that he shall have no need of spoil. She
will do him good and not evil all the days of her life.
She seeketh wool and flax and works willingly with her
hands. She's like a merchant ship that brings in food
from afar. She rises while it's yet night and gives meat
to her household and a portion to her maidens. She
considers a field and buys it. With the fruit of her
hands she plants a vineyard. She girdeth her loins
with strength and strengtheneth her arms. She
perceiveth that her merchandise is good and her
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candle goeth not out by night. She layeth her hands to
the spindle and her hands hold the distaff. She
stretches her hands out to the poor; yea she reaches
Jorth her hands to the needy. She's not afraid of the
snow for her household for her household is clothed
with scarlet. She maketh herself coverings of tapestry,
her clothing silk and purple. Her Her husband is
known at the gates and he sitteth among the elders of
the land. She maketh fine linen and sells it and
delivers girdles to the merchants. Strength and honor
are her clothing and she shall rejoice in the time to
come. She opens her mouth with wisdom and in her
tongue is the law of kindness. She looks well to the
ways of her household and eats not the bread of
idleness. (I remember her lying in Intensive Care the
day I left town and Carol was there. She was just
sitting there saying, "I'm just so tired of doing nothing,"
and she was wiggling her toes!) Her children rise up
and call her blessed. Her husband also praises her.
Many daughters have done virtuously, but thou
excellest them all. Favor is deceitful, beauty is vain,
but a woman that feareth the Lord, she shall be
praised. Give her of the fruit of her hands and let her
own works praise her in the gates.

I think there are several things that stand out in that passage
when I think of Mrs. Hill. Something that I think she probably said
to me ev ery time we sat down to talk. 1don't recall any conversation
where at some point it didn't come out. She would look at me and
said, "Roy, you would have really loved my husband Thomas." Over
and over again she reminded me how much he would have liked to
met me and how much he meant to her. I read about this Proverbs 31
woman and who honors her husband and speaks well of him. She
honored him, she loved him. I'll tell you what: Thomas was the
wisest man that ever lived if you asked her. She just adored the
wisdom and the relationship that they had together.
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I think we read these verses about caring and I know that
she had a sacrificial care for her husband and her children.
She'd often would tell stories about families today and how they
had put children through college, how they had bought a house,
and giving honor to God each step of the way, but also showing
there was just a great deal of determination and a great deal of
sacrifice in whatever it took to make it happen.

But also a sacrificial concern I think for others. In verse 20
of this passage, it talks about she streiches out her hands to the
poor and to the needy. I miss the days of the labors of love, her
giving years in that way. Like 1 said, when I came in 1992, it was
whispered again and again that she has a bad heart. But for
thirteen years I watched her reach out to poor and needy and so
many others through her prayers. I knew I had someone there
who was always praying, who was interested in whatever was
going on. She wanted to know about missions. She wanted to
know about the family. She wanted to know about what people
was doing. She was concerned about every activity in this church
even if she couldn't be here for it. Her labors went on when her
physical labor was unable to add to it.

There was always the wisdom also. Verse 26 talks about
this woman is one who opens her mouth with wisdom and her
tongue being the law of kindness. I think Mrs. Hill had a great
deal of wisdom from life and she was willing to share thal with
anybody who would listen. But I also sensed in her a tremendous
wisdom about spiritual things. She had a deep heart for God and
the wisdom that she shared was more than just the experiences of
her lifetime. The wisdom that she shared came from seeing
through life through God's eyes and being able to interpret for
others as something this is what would please God. This is what
the godly life is all about. That kind of wisdom touched me this
whole time I've been here. That's the Kind of wisdom I'll miss
from Mrs. Hill. That's the kind of strength that she gave to me.

That passage closes with the comment that her children
will rise up and call her blessed. It's too bad we couldn't just set
this mike here and iust let each file bv because I think there would
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be without any dissenting voice, words of praise, words of blessings,
testimonies of love, care, lessons that God had taughit, experiences
that had built life instead of tear it down. What a testimony to what
God has done.

Our purpose today has not just been to talk about her and the
wondrous life she lived, but also to remind each other about the
wondrous God that she loved. Ithink that is the secret of the life she
lived. If we leave this place just trying to be like Grandma Hill or
just trying to live my life that way, I'd like to be thought of in that
way, I'd like people to be able to say those nice things when my life is
done, you missed the whole essence of what we've done here today.
Because all that has been said and all that is remembered and all
that is been done has come from the strength and the power that came
from her relationship with the Lord Jesus Christ. The love that God
had for her gave her the strength and the love to love her husband, to
love and accept and receive her children in spite of what they did, and
to love others with a tremendous love. And so perhaps the best we can
remember and the best way we can honor is to commit ourselves as
deeply as possible to open our hearts to that same divine love and to
Jollow Him with that same hunger for wisdom that Mrs. Hill always
had right through every day of her life.

Twant to share a poem quickly and then I want to sing
together. Again this is one that I don't read very often. ['ve copied it
into my personal book as an encouragement to me. It came out of an
old Methodist hymnal, but oftentimes in a funeral it's just not
considered that appropriate, but I think it's a powerful thought.

Why should our tears and sorrow flow

When God recalls his own

And bids them leave a world of woe

For an immortal crown?

It's not even death a gain to those

Whose life to God was given

Gladly to earth their eyes they close

To open them in heaven.
(I remember the comment that she made in the nursing home that
dayv. Where would vou like to go? Heaven!)
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The toils are past, their work is done 3;

They are fully blest. Bla

They fought the fight, the victory won ;\/:
They entered into rest. X

Then let our sorrows cease to flow 33

God has recalled his own ,{3\‘5

And let our hearts in every woe RN

Still say, "Thy will be done." :2/’%

AL

“33«@51

If we would but open our lives today to that guiding, loving 43
direction of God, we would do a great deal to move in a direction that Til‘;
would honor not only the Lord, but the memories we have of Mrs. e}’/a
Hill. I want you to stand with me and seal me that with a prayer. @T
1 ;@% 14

Guide Me, O Thou Great Jehovah %;

Guide me, O Thou great Jehovah, pilgrim through this ;!jlt
barren land; =4t

I am weak, but Thou art mighty; hold me with Thy 3«4;
powerful hand; I

Bread of heaven, bread of heaven, feed me till I want no S\g
more, gla

Feed me till I want no more. 4!
Open now the crystal fountain, whence the healing stream \'j:'?

doth flow; =

Let the fire and cloudy pillar lead me all my journey 34,
through; L)j{

Strong Deliverer, strong Deliverer, be Thou still my f§€;
strength and shield, gl"

Be thou still my strength and shield. %;
When I tread the verge of Jordan, bid my anxious fears gg

- subside; '3?‘
Death of death and hell’s destruction, land me safe on jjlr
Canaan’s side; £

Songs of praises, songs of praises I will ever give to Thee, @f‘~

1 will ever give to Thee. o
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