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The recent newspaper article said it this way: “So Miss Mack is back and doing the things she loves. On Sundays, you can find her at Park Road Baptist Church, where `I’m feted like a queen bee.’ She keeps a special cushion on her pew, and everyone knows not to move it.” (The Charlotte Observer, December 23, 2002) The Charlotte Observer had it right – we all knew not to move her cushion. I guess if there ever was a woman who deserved to be “Feted Like a Queen Bee” it was Mack. (Though I must admit that I’m not even sure exactly what that means! But I sure am glad that, according to Mack, we did it well.) Mack loved her church. Mack loved her family. Mack loved her girls. Mack loved her friends. Mack loved her God. And all of those things are well and good and can be spoken about most folks. But I’ll tell you what strikes me most about Mack Cameron. Mack loved life. Even until the end, she was not ready to die. Oh, I don’t mean that she was unsure of what was next – she looked forward to that. But Mack was the kind of lady who wanted to be right in the middle of the action, surrounded by those who knew her best and loved her most. Heaven may be well and good, but this life was full for Mack – and she didn’t want to miss a thing. I want to be like Mack when I grow up – loving life and living life to the fullest every step of the way.

Oh the stories we could tell  - everyone has a good one. The first memory I have of Mack is of her in this pulpit. On the Sunday that Russ and I were installed as Pastors here almost 2 ½ years ago, Mack spoke representing the Church’s Heritage. I listened to the tape of the service this weekend. Mack said, “I greet you as a representative of the older members. We’ve seen many changes around here – why, we’ve outlasted many ministers.” And of course the crowd erupted in laughter. She had a way of making a room do that – especially with her jokes at Wednesday Night Supper or at VSP. And she liked her jokes to push the envelope a little. Just on the edge of being something she might aught not tell, but she’d tell it anyway and get away with it, and the moment would always be just right. Her blue eyes and beautiful smile and the way she was always put together just right (I hope you know she always gave “my girls” credit for that!) – Mack knew how to live life – to the fullest.

The story cannot go untold of this past November, just before election day, when she marched right up to her pew on the front, sat on her cushion, with a “Vote for Parks Helms” sticker on the front of her hair. Being the good yellow dog democrat that she was – never mind that Parks and Eleanor gave her a ride to and from church every week – she was wearing that sticker for the whole service. No separation of church and state for her. She wore it everywhere and swatted away anyone who tried to remove it. She was who she was – honest, courageous, hard-working, and hard-living. She loved life.

Her faith and her family were the most important things to Mack. She always talked about “my girls.” The sons-in-law had to really work to win their way into Mack’s good graces. But they succeeded. Mack wanted the best for her girls. She was widowed in 1957 and she set out to take care of herself and her family with fortitude and total dedication – teaching herself typing and secretarial skills so that she could be self-sufficient. Mack was a strong woman who knew the meaning of sacrifice – for her family and for her church – always believing in giving of self and money. She was always taking food, sitting with the sick, bringing people to church. She sacrificed for her children’s education and remained frugal long after she had to be. (The girls just got the final word though – In 1995, Mack and Polly went to the funeral home to prearrange funeral plans and get everything paid for in advance. When they got home Mack said she didn’t need that expensive walnut box for her ashes. Polly insisted, “Just leave it like it is, Mother.” Well, when they went to the funeral home yesterday they found out that Mack had called back, in 1995, and had them change the walnut box to a plastic box! Leave it to Mack. But, I’ll have you  know, Mack’s ashes rest today in beautiful walnut. The girls got the last word on that one!) 

Mack knew the value of hard work – you had to earn your fun. And earn her fun she did: in her 70s she road a skimmer at the beach; in her 80s she went dog-sledding in Alaska; when she was in her late eighties and the family was on vacation and went horseback-riding. Mack didn’t think a thing about hopping on that horse. The stable manager came out and said, “How old are you?” To which she replied, “What difference does that make?” He was concerned about insurance issues. They worked out a deal – she could ride if he could take her picture to use in the advertising for his stables. Oh the memories to keep near and dear.

To this loving family we offer our love and our prayers as you make your way through this journey of grief. And to Mack’s “my girls”: Patsy, Polly, and Judy, I say “Well done good and faithful servants!” She may have provided for you to have the best in rough times and in tough circumstances, but you have given in return your attention, your presence, and your love. She taught you the importance of family and then you lived it out in her midst. What more could a mother ask for? She feted you like queen bees and you have returned the favor.

On this day, we share a Blessed Hope. It is that even today Mack knows the fullness of God’s presence. Mack breathes deep the very breath of God. She swims deep on heaven’s shores. And in this place of Blessed Hope she continues to bring a smile to the very face of God. That is our Good News. That is our peace. That is her joy and we share in that with her until that day when we too shall see – face to face.

In her words at our installation service, just after she said that the elders had seen many changes in this place, her very next sentence was, “God will still do new things in our future.” God is doing new things for her, even now, just as surely as God will do new things for this family and for this church. May our memories of Mack be rich, and in her memory, may we live the abundance of life that she enjoyed. As the chimes ring – each and every day in this place – may we be reminded of Mack’s life and the goodness of God that we were given the gift to have known her at all. May it be so. Amen.

AMY – I HAVE ATTACHED THE WORDS I SPOKE AT THE CALL TO WORSHIP, AND PR OF THANKSGIVING… IF YOU WANT TO USE THESE WHEN YOU SEND THIS STUFF TO THE FAMILY. IF NOT, DELETE…

GREAT JOB!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

ily

THE CALL TO WORSHIP

In Mack’s Bible, Polly found these words underlined, from 2 Corinthians 5: For we know that if the earthly tent we live in is destroyed, we have a building from God, a house not made with hands, eternal in the heavens. For in this tent we groan, longing to be clothed with our heavenly dwelling… So if anyone is in Christ, she is a new creation: everything old has passed away; see, everything has become new!

Because she was created in the image of God; because she was re-created through faith in Christ, Mack was perhaps the continually-newest-nonegenarian-creation I have ever known! Even at 94 Mack was not ready to die. It was not that she had anything to fear… she just loved to live!


We come this day to celebrate a near-century of love-of-life of laughter-in-living, of abundance, full and free. We come to celebrate one of God’s amazing graces, Grace, named Magolene McDaniel Cameron. Grace, which we just called Mack.


To that end, let us worship God together.

THE PRAYER OF THANKSGIVING

God who lives among us


how grateful we are, to have known you:



to have heard your laughter,



to have experienced your touch,



to have known the tenacity of your resolve,




by laughing with Mack Cameron




by living with her through thick and thin




by being made better by her life





and in her love.

God who lives among us


teach us to number our days --



to drink deeply of each hour,


that we might apply our hearts


to the wisdom that Mack knew so well:



the wisdom of hilarity,



the wisdom of fidelity,



the wisdom of longevity,




the wisdom of a childish innocence




and a deep, child-like faith.

God who lives among us


make us grateful this day


for your amazing grace --



grace which can be known




in the simplest pleasures of life;



grace which can sustain




in the most difficult of days;



grace which always hopes




for a brighter tomorrow.

God who lives among us


Make us grateful for the life of Mack Cameron



and make us better stewards of your presence among us



because of all that she continues to teach us.

Hear our prayer,


and live in us,



even as she now lives in you.

May it be so, Amen!

