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What a treat! Not too many families get that kind of response [referring to previous eulogies by daughter Ellen and son Larry], and there’s no way a pastor could give you that kind of testimony and that kind of witness to a person’s life. But, I do want to add a thought or two of those things that a pastor perhaps knows, that maybe even Ruth’s children don’t know. 


Ruth was a member of Sharon Community Presbyterian Church for more than 44 years, the entire length of time that she and Ralph lived in Moon Township. And I’ve had the honor of being her pastor for about a quarter of that. As you might realize, if you think about it, pastors have those parishioners that are difficult to visit, because when you visit them, not only do they share all of their troubles, which is natural, but they also share all of your troubles with you as well and all the flaws in the church. Then there are some other folk who are easier to visit, who even though they may also share with you some of their troubles, they also share some common joys. And then there are people like Ruth Pearce, who, when I went to visit with her, which wasn’t too frequently, for most of her years there and most of my years there, was resolutely healthy. I say that meaning, whether she was healthy or not, she was in church. But when I visited with her, whether it was in the hospital or at home, it was a pastoral visit. The only problem was, it was my pastoral visit. It happened to be on her turf at the time, wherever she might have been, and pastors come away from visits like that where they didn’t do much ministering—they got it! And that’s the way it was visiting with Ruth Pearce. For her joy and her hope and her faith were clear and were encouraging to me as her pastor and the pastor of her congregation. That was her nature. And as for what she was supposed to do, which was to complain about those maladies that she had, she almost never did—not without a lot of poking and prodding from me. 


The great writer and spiritualist of the 20th century, the late Henri J. M. Nouen, who was a Catholic priest, a monk, and professor at Yale Divinity School, wrote a wonderful book called Reaching Out: The Three Movements of the Spirit. In that book he speaks about the movement from loneliness to solitude. Loneliness is an empty feeling inside. You can feel lonely in a crowd because there is an emptiness that cannot be filled by other people or activities or business. Solitude is a feeling of comfort within one’s own skin, whether you are alone or with others, because you have that connection, that faith in Christ, and with God, which you carry with you wherever you may be when you are alone. 


The next movement of the spirit takes some solitude. It is the movement from hostility to hospitality. Most of our society teaches hostility very, very well. We treat each other with hostility because we’re not even comfortable within our own skin when alone. Hospitality, as Nouen spoke about it, is not so much in the way we fold our napkins, or how we bake things, or set the table, or keep a schedule, but more about the way we allow others to find solitude in their lives. That caring, that deep loving and caring for others, those with whom we come in contact, that allows them to grow into all that God calls them to be. 


I read two love passages for you a minute ago. I think Ruth Pearce could almost be a picture next to the definition of that kind of hospitality, that kind of caring, not only for her four children, but for all those in-laws and grandchildren and great-grandchildren and everyone she touched, everyone she touched that I witnessed within the church. And most especially myself.


In another passage that I read to you, Jesus talks about going and preparing a place for us, creating a home. Nouen would say, “creating a place of hospitality in which we have the presence of God and an ease about ourselves, where we are and with whom we are.” And now Christ has prepared a place for Ruth and she is in that place. There’s no question. Because of her prayer life, because of her way of solitude and prayer and hospitality to others, she now experiences the joy of the hospitality of God. 


Ten and a half years was not enough, as her pastor. However, we can be joyful today and celebratory because of a life that touched ours and because of a life that wells up to all eternity in Ruth Elizabeth Pearce. Let us unite in prayer:

Oh God, our Father, from whom we come, unto whom we return, and in whom we live and move and have our being, we praise Thee for they good gift of life, for its wonder and mystery, its friendships and fellowships. We thank Thee for the ties that bind us one to another. We bless Thee for thy loving and patient dealings with us whereby Thou does ever teach us thy way; for the meaning that lies hidden in the heart of sorrow, disappointment and grief; and for they guiding hand along the way in our pilgrimage. We give thanks for this thy servant, Ruth Elizabeth Gray Pearce, recalling all in her that made others love her. We bless Thee for the good and gracious influences in her home and training, for all that ministered to her best life. We thank Thee for the goodness and truth from her life into the lives of others that made this world richer for her presence. We thank Thee for her sense of humor, for her great joy that she shared with all the people that touched her life. We thank Thee for her everlasting strength, for her prayers for each and everyone, for her love of family, of friends, of strangers, of animals, her sense of duty, her timeliness, her self-discipline. We pray, Oh God, that Thy Spirit may buoy the spirits of those closest to her, most especially her family. We pray for your presence with her 
brothers: Barton, Merle, Lawrence, and Stanley;


sisters: Sarah and Lois;




her children: Paul and wife Cynthia, their son Steven and 





his wife Leslie, and children Alexis and Paul; 





for Paul’s son Stuart and his wife Beverly, and 





children Austin, Michelle, and Jackson; 





for Ruth’s son Carl’s wife Jean, her daughter Diana 





and her child Jordan; for Carl’s son Ken and 





wife Nikki, and children Taylor, Logan, Garrett 





and Nolan; 

for Ruth’s son Larry and wife Susan, and their 



children Annie and Matthew; 



and for Ruth’s daughter Ellen.

For so many who touched her life, family or friends, or strangers who came into her life, we pray for thy strength. God, we bless thy name for the revelation of Thyself and of thy love in our Lord, Jesus Christ, and for the hope set before us in the Gospel. We thank Thee that deep in the human heart is an unquenchable trust that life does not end with death,  and that the Father who made us will care for us beyond the bounds of vision as He has cared for us in this earthly world. We praise thy name that our hope has been so wondrously confirmed in the life and words and resurrection of our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ. Grant us, we beseech Thee, the comfort of thy presence and the ministry of thy Holy Spirit. Renew within us the gifts of faith, patience, and enduring love. Help us to walk amid the things of this world with eyes open to the beauty and glory of the eternal that sew among the sundry and manifold changes of this life our hearts. May surely they be fixed where true joys are to be found. Through Jesus Christ, our Lord, Amen.

The committal followed.  

