LoReece Eslinger
August 17, 1931 - December 29, 2020

LoReece Eslinger was born August 17, 1931 and went home to heaven on December 29,
2020. She was born in Tulsa, raised a family in Stillwater, and spent retirement years in
Sand Springs. She attended Bethany Peniel College (now Southern Nazarene University).
LoReece was preceded in death by her parents Calvin and Lois Crawford. She is survived
by her loving husband Norman of sixty-six years who was her faithful caregiver for five
years of her final illness; sister Nancy Rutledge of Edmond; children David Eslinger and
his wife, Cheryl of Collinsville and Janna Eslinger of Owasso; two grandchildren Byron
Eslinger and his wife, Katey and Bryce Eslinger and his wife, Rebeka; two greatgrandchildren Adriana and Austin; and numerous nieces, nephews, and many, many
friends.
LoReece was an accomplished organist and pianist and faithfully served in these
capacities for nearly fifty years in the churches where she attended. As the pianist of the
West Tulsa Nazarene Church in the early 1950’s she caught the eye of Norman who was
visiting a service and they were later married in 1954. Soon after her marriage she spent
two-years in Panama where Norman was serving in the United States military. She loved
to travel and enjoyed numerous vacations to sites throughout the United States.
Mom’s highest aspiration was to be a Christ-honoring Home-Maker and this she
resoundingly accomplished. Yes, her house was always spotless, the meals hearty and
healthy – but more importantly her home was a place of peace and harmony surrounded
by her love and prayers.
The last several years of her life were severely impacted by the ravages of Lewy Body
dementia. Throughout this long battle she was consistently uncomplaining, gracious, and
kind. Her routine comment to a new health issue was “I have so much to be thankful for!”
When CoVid prevented in-person visits she usually called Norman twenty or more times a
day – often saying, “I just wanted to hear your voice.”

Frequently in these last difficult years she would say, “I just want to go Home”. Now she
has safely arrived. She is in that place of health and reunion, the place where her Lord is
the light – now our dear Wife, Mom, Sister, Grandma, and Grammy is finally and forever
Home.
Visitation will be held on Sunday, January 10 from 1 pm - 5 pm at Floral Haven Funeral
Home.
Memorial Services pending.
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Comments

“

55 files added to the album Memories Album

Floral Haven Funeral Home, Crematory and Cemetery - February 05 at 09:18 AM

“

9 files added to the album Memories Album

Janna L Eslinger - January 23 at 11:11 PM

“

Mom Eslinger, a.k.a Margie LoReece Eslinger
You made it easy for me to call you mom!
Your slow nature paved the way for me. David never once chided me for my
slowness. He understood that some people are just made that way and it never
fazed him.
Your caring ways remained until the end. The way that you helped me the first week
after our boys were born will never be forgotten! It was so appreciated! I was having
so much trouble resting when I heard every little squirm of my boy. You said, “let me
take him into the living room with me & when I can not quiet him, I will wake you to
feed him.” What a lifesaver for a young exhausted mother! You were always willing to
drive the 3 hours one way and stay to help if I was having an extremely rough
physical illness. After we moved to Broken Arrow, if you detected that I was
struggling physically, you always offered to help.
Whether we were far or near, you always kept in touch. You always made me feel
special. Many times, you called to tell me that God came while you were praying for
me.
We loved our Sunday dinners together. Our conservations were all over the place.
With all our guys, imaginary inventions were created and politics were discussed and
analyzed. Even when things turned hilarious, you would just get a grin, have a quick
chuckle and shake your head. Afterwards, if you were hosting and I would start to
help clean up; you would say, “Cheryl, now go lay down, I can do these dishes.”
Your house was spotless, but you never chided me when mine wasn’t.
I always appreciated when you helped a righteous cause by calling or writing your
representatives. I will not forget your overcoming of fear when you went to the capitol
to plead for one man, one woman marriage. It was so out-of-your-comfort zone, but
you joined us anyway.
I’ll forever be grateful that the Lord gave you to me as a mother-in-law. I never had
an ounce of trouble with you. You made it easy to love you. Thank you, Mom! Love,
Cheryl Eslinger

Cheryl Eslinger - January 12 at 01:17 PM

“

Simply Elegant Spathiphyllum was purchased for the family of LoReece Eslinger.

January 08 at 05:59 PM

“

Your Light Shines was purchased for the family of LoReece Eslinger.

January 08 at 12:17 PM

“

I got to know Ms. Margie as her housekeeper at The Highlands. Everyday as I
finished cleaning her room she would always thank me for cleaning her room. I would
sometime help her talk to her husband and try and help her fix her phone. She was a
great blessing and will forever be in my heart and memories! She was the sweetest!

Heather Tong - January 05 at 09:14 PM

“

Thank you so much, Heather! We so appreciate you keeping her room clean and your help
with her phone. That was definitely a lifesaver for us in keeping touch with her during covid.
Thank you for your kindness and important work.
Cheryl Eslinger - January 12 at 01:15 PM

“

My beautiful, talented sister has arrived in her heavenly home. I’m sure there was
much rejoicing. LoReece was born fifteen months before my birth. Consequently,
growing up, we were basically like twins. We played together, slept together, and
walked to the store together, and quite often dressed alike. We were known as the
Crawford Girls. I was her best friend and she mine. Until the charming Norman
Eslimger showed up. I immediately became second best friend.
Music was very important to LoReece. After taking piano lessons a few years, her
teacher told my parents she had taught my sister all she could. And she needed a
much more advanced instructor. My Dad scraped up the money and she started
studying theory, etc. all of it was used for the glory of God.
LoReece’s family meant everything to her. She constantly strived to be the best wife
and mother.
My beloved sister was small in stature but a giant in her life. Her reward will surely be
great.

Nancy Crawford Rutledge - January 05 at 05:20 PM

“

What a beautiful and graceful lady she was . Se Her gentle ways revealed a deep
love for God. She will be greatly missed. Heaven is getting sweeter. You are all i our
prayers.
Vern and Mary Donoho

Mary Donoho - January 03 at 07:16 PM

“

My Mom - Part 3
About seven years ago dementia intruded into Mom’s life and the progress of this
awful disease was a daily battle for both her and Dad. In so many ways it changed
who Mom was – but it also revealed who she really was. Insidiously it erased both
precious and mundane memories, it humbled her natural sense of dignity, it
deepened her melancholic disposition, and it scrubbed away the last features of her
youthful beauty. Dementia made it impossible for her to read a book or to process
complex information and Mom’s world got progressively smaller and darker.
However, as life’s veneer was brutally torn away, in contrast with her circumstances
her character was even more evident. I never heard her blame or question the
providences of God (“why me?”); even with the increasingly dire physical
circumstances she spoke with gratitude for God’s blessings in her life (“I am so
blessed”); and her love and concern for family was unwavering- especially for Dad.
She maintained a gentle and thankful disposition that was remarkable to those who
helped her at the Highlands. All of this is for sure a testimony to Mom’s character but
more it is a testimony to God’s faithfulness and grace that kept her spirit strong
during her hardest trial. Another name can be added to the cloud of faithful witnesses
in Hebrews 11.
Mom’s ambitions I think were singular and uncomplicated – that is to live a Christhonoring life that would lead to Home. She enjoyed life in so many, many ways –
immediate and extended family, music, travel, reading, learning, worship, ministry,
friends, and keeping a home; but all of these things were done and enjoyed in a
context that would enable her, her family, and those she knew to someday arrive
Home.
I am so blessed to have called this very special person, Mom.

David Eslinger - January 02 at 10:34 PM

“

My Mom - Part 2
Dad was an avid football and basketball fan (especially of Oklahoma State). On
Saturday afternoons in the fall there was an almost an electric charge of excitement
mixed with nervousness in our house as we listened to OSU football broadcasts. But
somehow, Mom was completely unfazed and could even leave the house and go to
the store without any concern for the progress of “the game.”
Mom introduced me to “collecting”. She collected stamps and she helped me to start
my own collection. We looked through “stamp catalogs” and then mail ordered
affordable stamps. She taught me the technique of carefully looking for a stamp’s
watermark and how to use a perforation gauge. Later, I transitioned to collecting
coins. At that time silver coinage had not been minted for three or four years and it
was soon hoarded and fell out of circulation. To help me build my coin collection,
Mom took me to the bank drive through to get several rolls of dimes and quarters and
then parked across the street from the bank. I went through the rolls looking for silver
coins – and if I luckily found one I replaced it with a clad coin. Patiently and with no
complaint, Mom (and poor Janna) then went back to the drive through to get a new
batch of rolls; this was repeated over and over for a couple of hours.
When I was about ten or eleven, Mom had a brush with notoriety. While parking at
the Mr. Swiss hamburger joint, she accidentally hit the accelerator instead of the
brake and completely smashed the store’s air conditioner and pushed it into the side
of the building. There was a fair bit of damage to the store and to the front of our
relatively new 1969 blue Chrysler. What left the biggest impression on me from this
event was a tearful Mom telling Dad that evening how appreciative she was that he
had not gotten upset at her for the accident.
Soon after I was born Mom and Dad moved from Tulsa to Stillwater. However, they
still faithfully attended church in Tulsa – which in the 1960’s was over a 90-minute
drive. This decades-long routine had a deep influence on our family. In some ways
our life in Stillwater had a monastic feel – as all our social life was in Tulsa. However,
Sunday was also always fundamentally special and “set apart”. For Mom, the
Sunday routine really started on Friday with a trip to the “beauty shop” so she could
look “nice” for Sunday. In the summers, Janna and I had to go with her. Thankfully,
Mom usually gave me money to buy a Classics Illustrated from Tiger Drug across the
street so that I did not have to sit in the hated shop polluted by chatty hairdressers,
cigarette smoke, and a fog of hair spray. Afterwards, Mom would often take Janna
and I to eat lunch out – an amazing treat for us. Mom’s Sunday started at about
5:30am as she started preparation for the day in Tulsa and we left Stillwater around
7:30am. The Tulsa church was our life outside of home. Here we worshipped as a
family and enjoyed the fellowship of friends. Here Mom ministered as a children’s
Sunday School teacher, as either the church pianist or organist, and in various
singing groups. Sundays in Tulsa usually ended at Grandma’s house eating desert
left from Sunday dinner. Almost always, Grandma offered Dad a second helping of
desert and Mom would reliably say, “Norman, hurry - it’s getting late and we need to
get home.” Even though Dad did the late-night driving, Mom seemed to have a
strong sense of schedule and the need to return home.

David Eslinger - January 02 at 10:32 PM

“

My Mom -David Eslinger - Part 1
I met Mom according to my faintest memory sometime in late 1959 in the nursery of
the West Tulsa Nazarene Church. She was bending over me as I lay on one of the
nursery beds. She was dressed really nice (as she always was) in a dress that had
sequins that dangled from a pocket – which of course to me was intriguing. Pictures
and word-of-mouth suggest that she knew me a couple of years before this – but I
can’t be sure. It is not surprising that I met my Mom at the West Tulsa Nazarene
Church since this place was near the center of the family’s universe until I was ten or
eleven.
Mom taught me a very many things – really most all of the important things that I
know. I think she probably taught me to talk (she spoke very well even at her end)
and walk (neither of us terribly gracefully). Mom was inquisitive and loved to learn
new things. She never told me that I should also like to learn things – she just did
things that made learning seem natural. In addition to reading many different kinds of
material, she was fascinated by far-a-way places and had sets of “3D” ViewMaster
disks of places ranging from Russia to the Holy Land and she subscribed to a
“country of the month” program from which I learned about the cultures and songs of
places like France and Germany. She also subscribed to the Reader’s Digest
Condensed Book program. In about 1968 she and Dad bought a set of World Book
encyclopedias – which to me was an almost unimaginable twenty volume treasure
trove. Soon after we got the encyclopedias she became a World Book sales person!
This was an incredible shock – as Mom was the antithesis of a “used-car salesman”
and it was clear that it really stretched her introverted personality. But I soon
understood she did this so she could “earn points” and get other World Book learning
materials like the World Book Cyclo-Teacher for Janna and me.
Mom taught Janna and me the great stories of Scripture by nightly reading from the
Uncle Arthur Bible Story books (bedtime was usually no-nonsense, but she could be
persuaded to “read just one more.”) Mom and Dad taught us to pray by example. We
had regular family prayer times and although it was certain that she personally
faithfully prayed– she usually did so privately and not pretentiously. Part of the
heritage that she gave to me was her deep, deep desire to please the Lord. She
helped me pray for my own salvation when I was seven. I prayed at the church alter,
but I was so overwhelmed by the twenty or more voices around me that afterwards I
realized that personally I had not prayed. I explained this to Mom and we knelt
beside my bed where she helped me to really pray – and my life was changed
forever.
Life during childhood was of course strongly influenced by Mom – especially during
the day when Dad was working. Love, piety, tranquility, and order are the words that
best describe my memories of this time. The day started with oatmeal – and she was
seemingly unphased if I was sitting at the table after more than an hour: the oatmeal
– and tears had to be eaten. From 8:30 to about 10am she regularly listened to the
same radio preachers while I played with toys. In the evenings we often listened to
records of gospel artists like the Speer Family and Doris Akers (especially on
Saturday nights). Mom was tender hearted – but never indulgent and she showed no

misgivings about harvesting a few choice switches from the neighbor’s hedge so that
the “child would not be spoiled.”
David Eslinger - January 02 at 10:30 PM

“

Medium Dish Garden was purchased for the family of LoReece Eslinger.

January 02 at 09:17 AM

“

Emerald Garden Basket was purchased for the family of LoReece Eslinger.

December 31, 2020 at 01:26 PM

