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Right Around The Corner
By Mike James

	 For those of  you who don’t know me, I’m Mike, one of  Mary’s sons.

	 About 10 years ago, mom met with the parish priest at Our Lady of  Lourdes in 
University City where she was living at the time and laid out what she would like to be 
done at her funeral. In the notes from that meeting, the parish priest wrote: “Son, 
Mike, could give a eulogy”. Somehow in the intervening almost 10 years Mom failed to 
mention her wishes to me in this regard. Perhaps she didn’t want me to worry about it 
until I had to. So here I am, instead one of  my brothers, Chuck or Tom or one of  my 
sisters, Chris or Betsy. This will probably just confirm their opinion that I was the 
favored child.

	 For those of  you lucky enough to have known my mom, you know what an amazing 
woman she was. 

	 Mom was born August 20, 1931 to Charles and Muriel Macauley and was raised in 
Calhoun County, Illinois, just up the Great River Road north of  Alton. Mom attended 
and graduated high school from Visitation Academy as a boarding student, a fact that 
she was very proud of. In fact, she wore her class ring on her pinky finger at all times 
and refused to take it off, even while in the hospital earlier this year.

	 She met my dad, Hugh James, in Kampsville, IL at a restaurant and bar run by her 
parents and aptly named “Macauleys” that was located on the ferry landing. 
Macauley’s was THE place to be on a Saturday night. I’ve been told about the wild 
goings on when everyone would gather at Macauley’s and dance to the sounds of  the 
Dave Stiles Band and do the “broom dance”, which apparently involved trading dance 
partners using a broom. Ask my Uncle Tom or Aunt Shirley for more details about the 
broom dance. (When you do, ask Shirley about Philip Shuman and how my Mom or 
Shirley would somehow end up with him at the end of  that dance.)

	 My dad took a job at McDonnell Aircraft, so they settled here in Ferguson shortly 
after they were married in 1952 (at a time when Ferguson had never been heard of  and 
was a quiet and peaceful suburb of  a baseball and beer town). Their wedding on June 
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28 was apparently held on the hottest day of  the year according to my mom and at 
some point in time included my grandfather, Charles Macauley, falling over some 
bushes outside the Lodge at Pere Marquette State Park where the wedding reception 
was held. I suspect it was at her wedding where my mom first decided that she did not 
like the sweltering heat of  Midwest summers. 

	 In those early years they spent some of  their nights dancing on the Admiral on the St. 
Louis riverfront and closed the evening dancing the Mexican Hat Dance, which 
apparently was a favorite of  my father. She bowled with my dad just down the street at 
Bowl Ero Lanes on Thursday nights. I don’t recall that she was a very good bowler, but 
she loved the companionship of  my dad and the fellowship of  his friends from 
McDonnell Douglas.

	 With my father Mom raised 6 children right here in Ferguson right around the corner 
at 210 Hereford. She ushered us through Catholic schools (including the grade school 
here at Sts. John & James. One of  mom’s granddaughters, Emma, is in 8th grade here 
this year.). My parents scrimped and saved to afford private tuition but we still lived 
pretty well. We had a black and white TV and a window air conditioner in the kitchen, 
so we’d sleep on the floor in the living room and watch Johnny Carson while falling 
asleep. The house was an old Victorian with a set of  steps in the front and in the back. 
The back hall steps became the disciplinary “go to” place for Mom when we 
misbehaved. No one liked being relegated to sit in “time out” on the back hall steps. It 
was boring beyond words. 10 minutes there as a kid seemed like life in prison. Mom 
knew we dreaded it, so it was pretty effective.

Along the way in 1968 when my Mom would have been 36 years old we lost my 
brother Danny who at the tender age of  8 died when he was struck by a car while 
playing with friends near the street in front of  our house. Mom bore that tragedy with 
a grace and strength that I as a parent am unable to fathom and doubt that I could 
muster. She was able to do so because of  her unwavering faith in God and the 
incredible support of  family and friends. And it is these 3 things: faith, family and 
friends that I think defined my Mom.

The Catholic faith was Mom’s bedrock. She had a rosary at her bedside always, 
and prayed for us kids every day (and I’m sure for us some days prayer was needed 
more than on others.) She made sure we were in church every Sunday, whether at 
home or on vacation, and whether we really wanted to go or not. I can still recall 
sitting in one of  the pews out there on the right hand side about 10 rows back itching 
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in a turtleneck shirt (because we had to wear our Sunday best). She was very involved 
in the Women’s Club here, reveled in the annual Valentine’s Card Party fundraiser, and 
volunteered in countless ways at the school and hosted bible studies at our house. She 
worked in the concession stand down by the ballfield on Sunday nights when my dad 
played slow pitch softball that was played with an enormous oversized softball because 
the fences were so short. She hand sewed baseball uniforms for Chuck and me when 
we played on the school team. (Mine was white with blue trim, button up shirt and 
baseball pants with the names James stitched on the back. I’m not sure Chuck got the 
name on the back of  his jersey. More proof  of  my favored child status.) She was a 
fixture up here and enjoyed the friendships that she developed with other moms in and 
out of  church. Later, when she moved to University City in the mid 1980’s she joined 
the Ladies Guild at Our Lady of  Lourdes Catholic Church, where Mom attended 
mass regularly.

Her faith and friends were even more important for her when in 1973 she 
undertook the unimaginable task of  caring for my dad when he was stricken by Lou 
Gehrig’s disease. She watched in despair as his body slowly failed until death overtook 
him at the age of  47 in 1976. Her devotion to him defined the wedding vow “in 
sickness and in health.” My mom was 44 years of  age, still had 4 children at home, and 
did not have a job. And now she was a widow.

Rather than collapse, Mom went to school, obtained a nursing degree at St. Louis 
Community College at Florissant Valley and then took a position as an oncology nurse 
at St. Mary’s hospital in Richmond Heights caring for patients who were dying and 
ministering to their families. She took the personal trial and grief  that she had to face 
with my dad and used it to learn to serve others. It was her faith and reliance on God’s 
love and mercy and provision that allowed her to do this. 

Mom retired from nursing after injuring her back in a fall. Not one to sit around 
and mope, Mom formed the St. Louis Chapter of  the Red Hat Society. As the Red 
Hatters know, the poem that inspired the founding of  the organization begins: “When 
I am an old woman, I shall wear purple, with a red hat, which doesn’t go and doesn’t 
suit me.” It was through this group that Mom met many new friends, had many great 
adventures and laughed and loved more than we’ll know. Their escapades included an 
epic trip by train to Chicago where they met and had drinks with a professional 
baseball player, a pitcher, (whose name was not revealed). I was told the pitcher, after 
partying with the Red Hatters, had a miserable performance against the Chicago Cubs 
in a game played later that day. Ah, those Red Hatters were a crazy, fun loving bunch. 
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The many hats you see today being worn by Mom’s granddaughters are from the 
collection of  hats Mom acquired over the years. She painstakingly cared for them in 
hat boxes that moved with her every time she moved. I am certain that now in heaven, 
Mom is sporting a very fabulous red hat and is moved by seeing all of  you honorary 
hatters showing your love. 

Mom also volunteered at the St. Louis Chapter of  the ALS Association, a cause 
very close to her heart because of  the support and assistance that she received when 
my father was ill. Mom stuffed envelopes and did whatever else was needed. She would 
occasionally bring along a granddaughter or two to help out.

It was during this time with the Red Hatters that Mom acquired the title “The 
Queen”, a designation of  affection, which her children adopted. We liked to consider 
Mom to be the Queen because, as we all knew, Mom made the rules, but not in a 
dictatorial way. Mom had fun with the title and relished the position. In fact, her last 
outfit on this earth included a Queen t-°©‐shirt complete with a royal crown 
emblazoned on the front. 

As her children got older and marriages were held, including my sister Chris’ 
wedding to Charlie Reynolds in 1978 in this church, her life began to be blessed with 
grandchildren and she acquired the name “Mimi”, which was much more befitting the 
Queen than Grandma. She had 21 grandchildren, treasured everyone of  them and 
loved every minute she could spend with them. They were all so very special to her. 
Here they are: [please stand when I call your name]

Bob James

Paige Lutterman

Steve James

Lauren Schrader

Colin Reynolds

Katie James

Sarah James

Lindsey Schrader

Dan James

Annie Kinghorn
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Emily Schrader

Shane Reynolds

Theresa James

Dan Schrader

Mary Elizabeth James

Elliott James

Steve Kappel

Maddie James

Emma James

Abby James

And, then, her life was blessed with 2 marvelous and incredibly cute great grand 
children:  Hugh and Lily (who just happen to be my grandchildren)

Missing, of  course, is Meredith, who was Mom’s first born grandchild and the 
oldest child of  my sister Chris and her husband Charlie. God had one more life lesson 
for Mom, when Meredith died at just 20 years of  age, in an automobile accident in 
Northern Minnesota. Mom was there in Crookston, my sister’s new hometown, 
ministering to my sister Chris and her family and all of  us who were facing the same 
crushing grief  that had engulfed her years before. Losing a son, a husband and a 
grandchild. Mom may have believed that God had mistaken her for Job. But she never 
abandoned her faith. She never became bitter or resentful. She held onto God and the 
trials she endured strengthened her will and her trust in God’s love and mercy and 
provision. 

Growing up Mom introduced us to the wonders of  tent camping at places like 
Wakonda Beach state park and Bastrop State Park in Texas and the Wisconsin Dells. 
My parents had this massive canvas tent that was given the name “The Waldorf ” after 
the famous hotel in New York, due to its enormous size and weight and the time it took 
to construct. She also introduced us to turtle soup at church picnics in Calhoun 
County. (I personally could not get past the name.) Her favorite was the picnic at St. 
Mary’s Church, in Brussel’s, IL where she and my dad were married, and where her 
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brother, Jimmy, fried chicken in massive commercial deep fryers and held court with 
his many friends from around the county. 

Because of  her great love for family, more than 20 years ago Mom began a 
tradition of  inviting her siblings and her children to a special Christmas dinner. 
Originally we met at The Westerfield House in Illinois, which was a unique and 
fabulous venue decorated with apples and candlelight. Later, the dinner moved to 
Mom’s house, and finally, to Chuck & Mariann’s old house right around the corner 
where we celebrated our last Christmas dinner together with her last December. We 
shared countless good times as a family at those gatherings. One year, in particular, 
Mom played Wii bowling with us after dinner and following the consumption of  a 
Manhattan or two, a special treat she allowed herself  at these dinners. She still had 
skills left over from her time with dad at Bowl Ero Lanes.

She also helped organize family reunions for the James/Pregaldin/Hagen side of  
the family with my dad’s relatives, especially Tony Pregaldin, one of  my dad’s cousins. 
And an wonderful Macauley family reunion held right here in Ferguson, just around 
the corner, at the old Thyme Table restaurant on Florissant Road. Those reunions 
pulled us all together, reminded us of  our roots and helped us to form strong bonds. In 
a lot of  ways, Mom was the glue that held a lot of  us together as family. 

Mom loved: cold weather, so she would spent winters visiting my sister Chris and 
her family in Crookston in NW Minnesota. She would get excited telling us how cold it 
was, how much snow had fallen and how ridiculous the wind chill was. She loved lady 
bugs, so her house was filled with lady bug mugs, framed prints, pillows, and afghans. 
She loved the St. Louis Cardinals and enjoyed watching games, especially with family 
around watching the world series. She loved apple themed artwork too, from the days 
when her parents ran Macauley’s because Calhoun County was known as the Gateway 
to the Apple Kingdom. She loved going to symphony concerts and the Reperatory 
Theater with her friends.

She loved her brother Tom, his wife Shirley, her sister Barb and her husband Bob, 
her brother Jimmy and his wife Vonnie. She loved each of  her children and our 
spouses, Charlie, Mariann and Danette, in an unconditional and selfless way. She loved 
her grandchildren and great grandchildren in whom she delighted. She loved her 
nephews and nieces and her many friends near and far. 

But most of  all, she loved God. 

Earlier this year, when mom was in the hospital we spoke about God and heaven.
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It was February and she had been in the hospital about a week and was having 
spells  where her heart would race. We later learned that was because she had a bad 
heart valve.  She was feeling so poorly she said, pretty confidently, “I’m going to die 
today”. In  response I said to her, “Well you might die today, but you might not. The 
important  thing to know is ‘are you ready to die’ if  that is what happens? Mom said 
that she was  ready, that she had lived a good life and that she had been blessed in 
more ways than she  could say. She said she believed in God, in Jesus and in heaven. 
She then mentioned  family and friends who had gone before her, (dad, my brother 
Danny, Meredith, her  brother Jimmy, Pat Becht and Joan Klass to name a few) and 
how wonderful it would be  to see them. She said “I can’t imagine what heaven will be 
like” and then said,  paraphrasing the bible “no eye has seen nor ear heard what God 
has prepared for those  who love him”. We sat there quietly and let that sink in, “no eye 
has seen nor ear heard  what God has prepared” for us. She hugged me.  

I told Mom that I would miss her more than I could say and she looked at me and 
said  “I’ll be right around the corner” and she smiled. She said it so directly and 
confidently  that it was a certainty. “I’ll be right around the corner.” And as soon as she 
said that I  felt this overwhelming sense of  peace and comfort. Mom knew where she 
was going  because her heart was in the right place with God. She loved God and her 
life had  reflected that love to all who knew her.  

Of  course, Mom did not die that day. She rallied back and fought to regain her 
health as  best she could. I think she did that for all of  us who were not ready to let her 
go. I used  to tell her that she was like the proverbial Timex watch. For those of  you old 
enough to  remember the slogan made famous by John Cameron Suaze: “Takes a 
licking and keeps  on ticking”. I’m not sure Mom really liked it when I would say that 
about her. 

It should not have surprised me that Mom’s faith was so strong. Her faith had been 
a  fortress for her throughout her life, both in times of  sorrow (losing a son and a  
granddaughter in sudden and tragic circumstances and losing her husband after a long  
and debilitating illness) and in times of  joy (the birth of  children, grandchildren and 
great  grandchildren, weddings and family reunions and time with her Red Hat 
friends). She  had, after all, kept a rosary at her bedside and took communion 
whenever it was offered  to her. When she was able she attended mass regularly. She 
modeled a love and  commitment to God and to church that was reflected in her spirit 
of  gratitude and  thankfulness.  
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Especially over the past year, during time in the hospital and in rehab and in 
nursing care  and finally in hospice, Mom would always, without fail, thank whoever 
might be  attending to her, whether it was a nurse checking her vitals, an aide helping 
her with a  meal, or a family member or friend who came to visit. She would always 
say “thank you  “, “thank you for being here”, “thank you for coming”. No matter how 
difficult her  circumstances or how poorly she was feeling or how discouraged she 
might have been,  she always said “thanks”.  

And I think she is here today with us, saying “thanks for being here”.  

And she would also say “hugs to you”. She used to like to say to us at the end of  
almost  every phone call or conversation “hugs to the girls”, “hugs to Danette”, “hugs 
to the  kids”. Her wishes of  “hugs” to us was a constant reminder of  her love. And to 
her “hugs”  meant a long, warm, loving embrace. And I know she would want each of  
us to share a  hug, express our love for each other, and think of  her.  

And, as you know, Mom was very proud of  her Irish heritage and her relationship 
with  the McDonald and Macauley clans. She and Chris travelled to Ireland several 
years ago  and I think it was one of  those trips of  a lifetime that Mom thoroughly 
enjoyed. So, her  eulogy would not be complete without an Irish blessing. I think she 
would offer this  blessing to you:  

May you always be blessed with walls for the wind,

A roof  for the rain,

A warm cup of  tea by the fire,

Laughter to cheer you,

Those who love you near you,

And all that your heart might desire.

So when you leave here today, hold onto and cherish that thought.  

And consider this: that Mom’s telling me that she will be right around the corner is, 
after  all, an invitation to each of  us. It’s any invitation to make certain that we have a 
right  relationship with God. Because, for those of  us who remain behind, the question 
is not if   we will die today, but are we ready when that time comes for us. If  you haven’t 
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already  accepted Jesus as your lord and savior, then let this be an invitation and an  
encouragement that today is the day to accept Jesus into your heart.  

One last thing. A few days after I spoke to my Mom about heaven back in February 
I am  convinced God sort of  tapped me on the shoulder to let me know he was in 
control.  

I say this because, shortly after I had that conversation with her, I went online to 
look at a  website about my nephew Colin and his then fiancee, whose wedding was 
planned for  June. (He married a lovely young woman named Jenny on June 27th in a 
beautiful  ceremony in Chicago.) Sometime today, take out your smartphone and go to 
their  wedding webpage “ihartreynolds.com” scroll to the bottom of  the homepage and 
you will  see what I saw just a few days after Mom and I spoke. There you will find 
these words from 1 Corinthians Chapter 2, verse 9, which my Mom paraphrased to me 
in February:

  “For it is written, what no eye has seen, nor ear heard, nor the heart of  man 
imagined,  what God has prepared for those who love him.”  

We love you Mom. Thanks for everything. I’ll expect to see you right around the 
corner.  
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