
A eulogy is literally a good word. This day I have good words for Jim Gabriel. But my good words are really the family’s good words. I have taken their memories and their words and placed them in some kind of order that would bring tribute and celebration to the child of God whose name is Jim Gabriel. The first thing out of their mouths was his gardening. He loved that garden – even getting a pellet gun after the squirrels and setting traps for the moles. Even this past year, gardening a little with the help of his grandson, Jim was intent on producing good food from the earth and the labor of his own hands. Some folks take their hands and the sweat of their brow and a few seeds with a few tools and produce something as magnificent as a tomato or green beans or squash and in so doing we are reminded that we are indeed made in the image of God – the one who created in the first place. 


I read the eulogy that Russ had given at Evelyn’s funeral. He spoke of her love of roses. As I put together Jim’s gardening and Evelyn’s roses, I couldn’t help but think of the old hymn that says “I come to the garden alone while the dew is still on the roses.” In Jim’s love of gardening and Evelyn’s love of roses – I think they indeed walked and talked with God – knowing that they were never alone.


Jim always had a joke for you – and not one of these grandchildren will ever, ever take wooden nickel, I bet. A new joke for every gathering – there is something about a person who knows how to have a good time – enjoying the pleasure of laughter. It is good for the soul and Jim must have known that.


Jim was a photographer with his own dark room in the basement. This was great for all the traveling that he and Evelyn did. He captured memories that many only get to see in their mind’s eye. They and now this family gets to see them for a lifetime. Jim wasn’t one to watch TV or keep up with sports. He was too busy for that. Too much to do to waste time on such idleness. Jim was industrious and came from a generation that understood about work in ways that recent generations do not. For even in retirement, Jim was busy.


Jim was a watch maker and technician and repair person. I have thought about the amount of detail needed to do such work. Our clock in the Narthex of our church stands as a constant reminder of Jim’s life’s work. He kept that thing ticking for us – keeping good time in the church for many years. I thought of Ecclesiates when I thought about Jim.

