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I’ll miss her smile. I have not known Pearl for very long, nor can I say I know her very well, but I know I will miss her smile. I wish I had known the crafty Pearl – the one who made dolls and doll clothes and teddy bears and every other assortment of handcraft items. (I enjoyed seeing some of her handiwork on display in the visitation room and was amazed at Pearl’s many talents.) I have learned to knit, but I sure could use a lesson from one who was so creative and so artistic. She never owned an electric sewing machine, but spent many hours pumping her old one – a seamstress with a knack for the creating and pleasing.

I wish I had known the gardening Pearl. I have the uncanny ability to kill every plant that comes my way. Pearl could have taught me much about life – the way to keep plants alive and growing and flourishing. She was known at her church in Holland, VA for arranging the flowers for the sanctuary. That is such an unappreciated, behind the scenes, labor of love. But Pearl knew the importance of adorning a sanctuary built for holy worship. Worship brings the community of faith to life and how appropriate that Pearl’s creative gardening ability brought beauty and life to the sanctuary where she worshipped.

I wish I had known the teaching Pearl. Over 30 years as an elementary school teacher - children were her life. She loved teaching – inspiring 100s of children no doubt – to be anything they wanted. (I noticed a picture of Pearl with one of her classes from years ago, and I could not help but wonder what those grown up children are doing now, and Pearl’s role in that.) She must have brought love and patience into their lives. She must have brought knowledge and compassion into their lives. She must have brought laughter and creativity to their lives. She must have been quite the teacher. What is more amazing than 30+ years in the school system is 50+ years as a Sunday School teacher! They don’t make them like that anymore! How many hugs did she give and receive? How many times did she sing Jesus Loves Me? How many times did she tell the story of the animals getting on the ark? How many times did she tell the story of the birth of Jesus? How many times? How many lives were changed? We’ll never know, but it does not matter that we know. Pearl knew and God knows – and I imagine they are both smiling about it all right now. Her family says that when they would return to her church in Holland, VA, for a visit, they would just cancel Sunday School so that everyone had a chance to visit with Pearl. She was loved and that is a gift to be cherished.

I wish I had known the mother and grandmother Pearl. She loved the homeplace and her life in VA. Jim and Melanie tried to get her to move here for years, but she had her own thoughts on that – at least until she met Matthew. One look at that little baby boy and her house was on the market. Next thing anybody knew she was living at the Kimberly across the street from Park Road Baptist Church where she would begin a new time in her life. Making new friends, becoming involved in a new church and joining the Dorcas Sunday School class, becoming not just babysitter extraordinare, but grandmother extraordinare. She made the transition with a positive attitude and excitement. She and Matthew made quite a pair. I say to this family, Jim, Melanie, and Matthew - well done, good and faithful servants. You cared for Pearl. You loved Pearl. You needed her as much as she needed you, and you were faithful to one another. That is a gift of grace to be treasured all of your days.

I did know the Pearl that smiled, and that is all I needed to know. The Pearl I knew lived off of happy memories and a desire to do once again all that she loved. The Pearl I knew lived just in the moment, not worrying about what was ahead, and enjoying the gift of memory – of a church that she loved, of children that she taught, of blankets crocheted, and clothes sewn, of flowers planted and leaves raked. And she always smiled as those thoughts ran through her mind and heart. 

If it is true that the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, generosity, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control – then it is true that Pearl Twyne walked closely with God. She must have been so guided by the Spirit of God that her life was lived as an example – a witness – to the One who gave her that life and guided her in how she lived it.

We gather here today in thanksgiving and in celebration for the life of Pearl Twyne. It is with deep sadness and grief that we learn to live without her here on this earth. But it is with deep joy and gratitude that we celebrate a life well-lived – full of creativity and knowledge and love and, of course, always full of smiles. And it is with a Blessed Hope that even today, we know that Pearl enjoys the richness of the forever presence of God: where cloth must abound and flowers must grow, where children hug, where smiles are endless, and where memory is long and forever is peace. Thanks be to God for Pearl and for that kind of Blessed Hope.

Prayer of Thanksgiving

O God on this day of celebration, we indeed give thanks for your child, Pearl Twyne. This one who has meant so much to these gathered here can only bring a sense of pleasure and joy to your heart. We give thanks for this family. Comfort them in their grief. May their memories be full and may they know how to smile even in their grief.

On God on this day of worship, remind us of your great goodness. We give thanks for the promise of abundant life in your presence, and we give thanks for the abundance of life offered by your servant, Pearl, to those who crossed her path. May she always be a reminder of your love for us.

Even today, O God, teach us all the gifts of love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, generosity, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control – that we may walk in your way.

We give thanks for Pearl Twyne. Grant us this day your peace. Amen.

