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On behalf of the Jantzen and Kurpiel families, I’d like to thank you for coming this afternoon to celebrate 

the life of my Mom, Edith Maureen Jantzen-Kurpiel. 

As I was reflecting on my Mom and how to best capture the essence of who she was, I kept coming back 

to the same one word, a simple but at the same time, complex word, and a word that I’m sure we would 

all agree reflects the heart and soul of the woman she was…..that word is Love. 

Although I Corinthians 13 is often read at weddings, I can’t think of a better way to fully capture the 

essence of my Mom’s life than to read a portion of 1 Corinthians 13. I’d ask that as I read this, you reflect 

on the Maureen that you knew. 

If I speak in the tongues of men or of angels, but do not have love, I am only a resounding gong or a 

clanging cymbal. 2 If I have the gift of prophecy and can fathom all mysteries and all knowledge, and if 

I have a faith that can move mountains, but do not have love, I am nothing. 3 If I give all I possess to 

the poor and give over my body to hardship that I may boast, but do not have love, I gain nothing. 

4 Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. 5 It does not dishonor 

others, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. 7 It always protects, 

always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres. 

 13 And now these three remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love. 

My Mom was born two years before the depression (in 1927) just five miles from here at the old Arden Hill 

Hospital in Goshen.  And while one would think that she was too young to be impacted by the Great 

Depression, one had to only watch us carefully unwrap our Christmas and birthday presents under my 

Mom’s supervision to know that the Great Depression was an event that left its mark on even the 

youngest of children. Mom would encourage us to carefully unwrap our presents so that she could iron 

the wrapping paper, carefully fold it, and reuse it for a future birthday or Christmas. To this day, I can’t 

open a present without thinking about my Mom ironing the wrapping paper.  It was a lesson in frugality 

and recycling long before recycling was popular that continues with me to this day. 

After graduating from Warwick High School in 1945, Mom attended nursing school at Englewood Hospital 

in Englewood, NJ. It was during her nurses training that she met our Dad.  They were married in the 

summer of 1947 (just two years after the end of World War II) and ultimately settled here in Florida in the 

house that my Dad built in 1952 and in which my Mom would live the rest of her life (another 65 years).  

While it was the carpentry skills of our Dad that constructed the house, it was our Mom’s love that 

transformed it from a house into a home, a home for her husband Ted, and for her four boys: 
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Ronnie, Bobby, Donny and Danny….and, of course, all of the pets that she didn’t just tolerate over the 30 

year period she spent raising us, but actually helped us care for. 

From the traditional…..dogs, cats, tropical fish, hamsters and Guinea pigs to the more non-

traditional…..rabbits, chickens, and even owls not to mention the full blown turtle pen complete with a 

concrete pond.  And of course, the freezer full of road kill that friends and family would drop off as my 

brother Don experimented as an amateur taxidermist.  If we wanted to try something, my Mom was up for 

helping to make it happen….even if it meant keeping frozen animals, birds and reptiles in her freezer.  To 

this day, I open every freezer with a bit of fear and trepidation not ever sure of what I might find.   

When Mom lost her patience with us, which was a very infrequent occurrence, we suddenly transformed 

from Ronnie, Bobby, Donny and Danny to: 

Ronald, Robert, Donald and Daniel.  I’m not sure that she ever called my brother Bob, Robert, as Bob 

never seemed to do anything wrong…..unlike the rest of us.  And Don…well Don never seemed to do 

anything at all (well….at least according to my Dad and at least as it related to work).   We did recently 

find one picture of Don holding a hammer, but we concluded that it must have been part of a Halloween 

costume. 

Don….while we can tease you all we want, the truth is that you did more for Mom than all the rest of us 

combined.  You were there for her no matter how big or small the need was.  We will be forever grateful 

for the way that you cared for her….and while we have joked for years about who was her favorite, I 

concede…it was you…and…after 56 years, I will say it…..Uncle.  Dad would be proud of you and all that 

you did for Mom. 

While we grew up in a family with limited resources, we never wanted for anything. And the one thing that 

we needed more than anything else, love, was overflowing…and it was a love that was self-sacrificing. 

Did your class need a chaperone for a class trip?  Mom would do it.  Every time, elementary school, 

middle school and even high school 

Did your Cub Scout Pack need someone to help with the den?  Mom would do it. 

Did one of the pieces of toast get burned in the toaster?  Mom would eat it. 

Was there always a piece of cake and a glass of milk on the table when you got home from school?  

Yup.  Mom made sure of that. 
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Every time that we left the house….every time….was there someone in the window waving good bye 

to us?  Absolutely.  It was Mom.  She wanted us to know that we were loved. And we had no doubt 

that we were…and unconditionally. 

Mom and Dad set high standards for us and had high expectations and high hopes for us…..always 

challenging us to do our best and to do the right thing.  Not only did Mom and Dad deeply instill in us a 

set of values, they skimped and sacrificed to ensure that we had the best possible education and that we 

had every opportunity to enjoy a life that was better than theirs. It’s just who they were and what they did. 

Being a nurse was a natural vocation for my Mom.  She was one of the most empathetic and 

compassionate individuals that you could ever meet. One of my earliest memories was of Mom working a 

3 to 11 private duty shift taking care of a patient in her home in Warwick named Edie Sandfordt.   Edie 

was more than a patient.  She became a friend.  My Mom would be exhausted the next morning, not 

because of the physical labor of working, but because of the emotional strain of caring for Edie in her final 

days. She gave Edie her all.  Little did my Mom know that way back in 1964 she was paying it forward 

only to be repaid 50 years later.   I’ll come back to that in a minute. 

1992 was a difficult year for my Mom losing both her Mom and her husband, our Dad, in the same week 

in February.  But God has a way of bringing together those who suffer loss.  After losing his wife, Chet 

Kurpiel, a long-time family friend, re-established a friendship with Mom. We immediately began to notice a 

difference in her life.  When we called, she wasn’t always home…a big change from the previous 9 or 10 

years.  At first, we were worried.  But then we realized that she was just out on a date with Chet, 

picnicking, visiting some place that they had never been or spending time with Chet’s son, Danny.  And 

when she did answer the phone, there was a new found happiness in her voice…a spring in her step so 

to speak.  That was from you, Chet.  You brought joy back into my Mom’s life where previously there had 

been a disproportionate amount of sadness. In 2003 Chet and my Mom became husband and wife and 

my Mom added two more sons, another Chet and another Danny, to her flock. By the way, my Mom’s 

Dad was named Chet as well.  While she never got the daughter that she always wanted, she did have a 

life filled with Chesters.     

Chet….thank you for loving and caring for our Mom and for giving her someone to love in return. 

In more recent years, Mom bravely battled progressive aphasia, a disease which eventually took away 

her ability to communicate.  At just the right moment, as He always seems to do, God brought Tamar into 

my Mom and Chet’s life.  Tamar moved in with Chet and Mom as a full-time caregiver and was there for 

my Mom literally 24/7/365 never once taking a day off for herself.  The compassionate self-less loving 

care that my Mom had provided to Edie Sandfort so many years before was being repaid.  Tamar, we 

can’t thank you enough for taking care of our Mom, for loving our Mom and allowing her to spend her last 

days in the place she loved being the most, her home. 
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Regardless of your relationship to my Mom, I can assure you that she loved you. 

Were you her husband?  She loved you. 

Were you her son or step son, daughter-in-law or step daughter-in-law?  She loved you. 

Were you her grandson, granddaughter or great granddaughter ?  She loved you…tremendously. 

Were you her niece, nephew, cousin or sister-in-law?  She loved you. 

Were you her neighbor or friend?  She loved you. 

The four words that my Mom liked the most…and the words that she could continue to speak when all 

other words had faded away due to her aphasia…. 

….when all Mom could do on a phone call was listen, when aphasia had stolen the rest of her 

vocabulary….when we would say….I love you….she would still say…. 

 

I love you too. 

 

No obstacle, not even progressive aphasia could take away her ability to communicate that she loved us. 

 

Mom, we know that you loved us….and….we love you too. 

  

Daniel P Jantzen  

April 22, 2017 

 


