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I recently attended the funerals of my grandmother and grandfather.  My grandmother passed 

away in September of this year (2015) and my grandfather passed five weeks to the day after 

her; he gave up the fight and decided that he could no longer live without his Honey.  In the 

midst of all of this heartache and sadness and understanding that they have gone home to be 

with Jesus, I have discovered that there were life’s lessons that they tried to teach us that we 

never really got a hold of.  There were lessons that they tried to instill in us, and understandings 

about life that we never completely grasped until they were gone.  What this has done, is 

forced me to acknowledge every single day that God is at work in my life, and He is doing 

something even when I don’t understand it, or see it, or even recognize what is happening.  He 

is continually working in me. 

Whenever we kids had gotten into trouble, or broken a rule, or gotten our feelings hurt; my 

grandmother would always pull us aside and say, “Let me explain to you why this is… do you 

want to know why?”  She would always ask us that, “Do you want to know why?”  As a little kid, 

I thought, “no, I don’t care why, I just want things my way…”  I remember being annoyed at 

how she would repeat this question until I recognized her, and what she was trying to do.  I just 

wanted her to leave me alone, so that I could sulk and pout about whatever was happening.  So 

now as I look back, I see that her desire for showing me and telling me why things were the way 

that they were was not to display her power over me or to demonstrate her understanding as 

being superior to mine… she loved me.   She loved all of us kids.   

When we held her funeral, the young minister who officiated her service told a story about her 

that he had heard somewhere.  A story about how a particular woman in the neighborhood had 

been bad-mouthing her kids (my mom, and aunts and uncles).  My grandparents had seven 

kids, so that is a lot of bad-mouthing.  To my understanding, this particular woman was making 

some accusations and possibly threats about a number of the neighborhood kids, and was 

really creating a rift between her and the parents in the area.  As I recall the story, some of the 

parents had begun to take notice, and there was talk of some taking action.  My grandparents 

as well were frustrated with what was transpiring, and they decided to confront her.  When it 

came time to make a move, my sweet grandmother remembered that Jesus said, “…be good to 

those that persecute you,” and she believed the Word of God.  So rather than going out with 

sword-in-hand and a bad attitude, she baked her some pies.  She decided that she was going to 

bless her with these little circles of love and let her know that she was interested in her as a 

person… that she too needed love.  You see my grandmother knew Jesus, and that he had said 

to love your enemies, and pray for those that despitefully use you and persecute you.   



So she took these amazing circles of sweetness and blessed her, and needless to say, there was 

never another cross word about my mom, or my aunts and uncles.  It left this neighborhood 

bully with no ammunition to declare war with, and from what I understand, they became very 

good friends, and my grandmother touched her heart and changed her life; this, all because she 

was willing to love the unlovable.  So the “Do you want to know why?”  And the understanding 

that she was trying to impart to us was driven by love.  There was never anything forceful or 

controlling, nothing manipulative… just trying to teach us to be compelled by love, in a creative 

and Christ-like way.   

Likewise, after my grandfather had passed away we held his memorial service, where the same 

young minister told the congregation how he whittled the names of everyone in the church on 

a block of wood.  He would whittle little trinkets and toys for the kids (and some adults)… he 

called them “whirly-gigs.”  They were basically little round pieces of pine that had two holes in 

the middle with a string tied through them.  When a person moved the string in and out, that 

little piece of wood would spin real fast in opposite directions.  As he got older and was 

preparing to go home to Jesus, he decided that he wanted to leave a little blessing with 

everyone that he could.  To some, it probably seemed like an annoying and strange old man 

who had nothing to do.  To others he may have appeared insecure or needing attention and 

value, but all of us kids (22 grandkids) had been getting little memoirs of his whittling all our 

lives… and he was a master whittler and craftsman.  He carved little busts of our presidents, 

and baseball players, and different notable people out of 2 x 4’s.  Actually an amazing talent 

that he used to pass the time and bless all us kids with; something fun and creative.  To this 

day, I wish that we could gather up all of the little masterpieces into one collection. 

So he took this talent to his home church and began to pass them out one by one to all who 

attended there.  Even I, my wife, and all of our four kids have our names written on a block of 

wood that he carved out for us.  It really blessed us all.  The tragedy, if there is one, is that in 

one month, my wife and I are having our fifth child (Luke) who does not have one of these little 

blocks.  He will never know my grandfather.  He will never get to hear his stories and life’s 

lessons about faith and integrity; never be privy to the piles of wood shavings and lessons about 

how to “not” cut yourself while working.  So while the other four kids may have taken these 

name blocks for granted, or even viewed him as some strange old man, doing something silly… 

Luke will realize that he had never been given an identity from my Popa.  He will never hear 

Popa laugh, or tickle him, or give him a story about his life.   

I understand that my grandfather had perfect intentions of making him one of these squares of 

identity, but he never got the chance.  So in the middle of all of this emotional roller coaster of 

sadness and reflection; the Lord spoke to me about these blocks of wood.  He said, “In every 

one of my children there is a name.  In all of your earthly vessels, and blocks of wood there is a 



name that is in there; I just haven’t uncovered it yet.  I am cutting you and removing pieces of 

you, not to hurt you, but to give you an identity… an identity that only comes from me, an 

identity that comes out of the blocks of wood that my Son was nailed to.”  So as God begins to 

cut away at the surface of who we think we are, we sometimes scream and holler because we 

feel the edge of the blade and we think that He’s whittling away something that we need, or 

something that we are trying to preserve or even hide from Him; but the truth is that He is 

cutting away the unnecessary shavings that are hiding who we really are.  As He continues to 

shape us and polish us, He is showing us and the world how He sees us.  The real you is hiding 

under the surface… the real name that He has written to call you “Son and Daughter” by… the 

real identity that comes out of the cross of Christ.   

God is calling us to change the world around us.  Whether it’s by baking pies for a grouchy 

neighbor, or whittling someone’s name in a block of wood, or even something as simple as 

telling someone that Jesus loves them.  We can make a difference by loving people.  Let Him 

love you, and change your world.  Let us hear Him when He instructs us, and let us respond 

with joy when He uncovers our new nature.  Be Blessed.  Jesus is King!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



We will always love and miss you both.  Rest in the arms of our Lord. 

 

 

Sally Beth “Honey” Spurrier                                                    Jack Eugene “Popa” Spurrier 

Feb. 11, 1934 – Sept. 28, 2015       April 11, 1932 – Nov. 2, 2015 

   


