
Michelle’s Reflections 
 

Almost exactly an hour before Mom died, her closest friend in South Africa sent an 
email to me. I, of course, only picked it up the following day. I found the heart of the 
email very timely and wanted to share it with you. 
'This morning as I was thinking and praying for a word of encouragement to send, 
what should I read in a meditation I receive daily from New Mexico, but 1 
Corinthians 3:21–23. About 40 years ago or so, as your mom and I were strolling 
along Llandudno beach, I shared with her a little chorus I had "composed!" on just 
that verse and it went like this ...  wish I could sing it to you girls now in my crackly 
old voice! 
 
God says to us  
All things are yours  
Life and death are yours  
The present and the future too are yours, 
For you belong to Christ ...  
and Christ belongs to God  
Now what have we to fear or dread,  
Whatever life may bring... 
We will always trust in God and sing.... 
God says to us  
All things are yours  
Life and death are yours  
The present and the future too are yours, 
For you belong to Christ ... and Christ belongs to God. 
 
I stand here today, as in a dream. 
 
It is one of those life experiences that is so hard to grasp. Both our Mom and Dad, 
who have been such a strong loving presence in our lives, now both gone in a short 
space of 9 months. The decades roll by unchanged and then suddenly they are 
changed forever. Although knowing of Mom's terminal cancer, her eventual decline 
came so quickly, it is still hard to believe.  
In our last moments with Mom, our thoughtful, sensitive hospice nurse asked me, 
“If you closed your eyes and thought of your Mom, what is the first thing that comes 
to mind?” 
So this is where I will start. 
 



ALWAYS unconditionally accepting 
Mom saw the best in others. She always believed there was a gift, a talent to be 
discovered or good to be uncovered. Things my Dad would tut-tut about, Mom 
could see they weren't life threatening and maybe there was a reason for it! This 
quality of Mom's wasn't always enthusiastically received by her daughters. We 
would come home from school, having had a bad day and muttering about a school 
teacher, only to hear all of the reasons why the teacher might have been mean or 
grumpy that day!  Not what we wanted to hear!! But this quality has served me well. 
Mom has believed in me, looked for the gold nuggets and spoken out 
encouragement. 
 
ALWAYS responding with warmth, pleasure and affection. 
Through many years and from many countries, I was always received with warmth. 
Phoning many times from England, when far from home for the first time, all those 
collect calls were accepted. No matter when I called, there was always love on the 
other end. I know many of Mom's friends would say the same. Mom responded 
with love, care and interest, to all. 
 
ALWAYS putting others before herself 
Never wanting to inconvenience others.  
I will share a funny story from our younger years in South Africa. 
Mom was owner building their dream retirement house behind our family home 
near Cape Town, while my Dad was working in Johannesburg and just coming home 
for weekends. Mom would 'bundu bash' - that is - trudge through vegetation from 
one property to the other to oversee things. One evening she noticed fang marks 
on her leg. Not wanting to bother us, as I was newly married and Lyn had her first 
new baby, Mom thought it wise to leave a note instead of calling. It read something 
like this ... “If I am found dead in the morning, I think I have been bitten by a snake!”  
Thankfully, all ended happily. 
On a deeper note, Mom ALWAYS covers vulnerabilities. 
As a child and struggling teenager, I knew Mom could always be trusted. She would 
never expose weaknesses. She would never talk. She was always loving and 
protective to those who confided in her. 
 
One last thing ... 
You have heard from others about Mom's teaching skills and abilities. 
She did have some success with me although a hair brush or two got broken in the 
process! 
I am so indebted to my precious Mom in so many ways. She will be deeply missed.  
I love you Mom. 


