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Chapter 1

The first chapter of this biography is a copy of Bernice Fortner's notes for the recording
she made for us before she died.  This is a combination of the recording and her notes.  She
loved Christmas, and left us a tape full of Christmas songs on the back side of the recording.
RDF

TO MY CHILDREN AND GRAND CHILDREN

Bernice B. Fortner
Roger asked me to say something on tape about my childhood.  The first thing I can re-

member was at Burkburnett, Texas, before Glenn was born.  That was before I was four years
old.  I remember the storm that blew the oil rig down that Daddy was working on.  We were liv-
ing in a two room shack that you moved when you moved the derrick from place to place.  Dad
and some men put a big plank that went from the corner of one room through the door to the oth-
er corner of the second room.  Mother put us kids under the big round table.  The men hung on
that board, holding the building down.  Not one of us was hurt.  At this same place, after Glenn
was born, someone had a shetland pony.  He would follow us kids around, onto the porch and in-
to the house if Mother would let him.

The next thing that comes to mind was when Burb was born in Arkansas.  I remember the
black lady that stayed with us when Burb was born, Mother had yellow jaundice.  The black lady
had a little black baby.  I remember her setting the baby in an apple box in the kitchen.  Us kids
would get down and love and kiss the baby, she would say, no you mustn't kiss my baby, but us
kids loved the baby so it made no difference if it was black.  Burb was born on December 9 and
that Christmas I got a buggy for Christmas, I pushed Burb in that buggy.

Then I remember the trip by train to Clayton, New Mexico.  Daddy worked in the fields,
planted pinto beans and peanuts.  We had some Mexicans staying in the loft of the barn to help
out, they threw apples down to us kids.  At this same place we would gather cow chips to burn.
The older kids will probably know what cow chips are.  Son and I would get a big tub, one on
each side.  We would go down to the pasture and pick them up to burn in the stove to cook with,
also to keep worm in the wood stove.

The older folks would say that there was a pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, so when
we would see a rainbow, we would start running, it looked so close.  We would run and run until
Dad and Mother would call us back.  You could see for miles.
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When we left New Mexico we left on a wagon load of pinto beans, sacked up in big
sacks.  Oh yes, Mother always ordered from the Sears catalog.  When she was through with it
she would give it to me for paper dolls, I was always thrilled.  Well we didn't get to take the cata-
log.  I remember crying, I wanted it so bad.  We left it on one of the rafters.

While we were in New Mexico, my uncle John and aunt Willie would come to see us and
bring us a sack of candy.  He would hide it in his car, we would find it.  Oh yes that reminded me
of Arkansas.  When we paid our bills at the end of the week, the man would give us a stick of
candy.  That was a treat you see we didn't get much of those kinds of things in those days.

We went to Madsonville where Toy was born.  Dad was there drilling an oil well.  My
cousin and her husband lived in a one room shack and we lived in a two room house.  The kitch-
en was in between.  All the rough necks that worked on the derrick ate at the kitchen.  We lived
out in the country down by the river, close to Huntsville where the prison was.  When the prison-
ers escaped they would send dogs after them.  I remember one time they came down the river
and we could hear the dogs barking.  The night Toy was born, it had rained and the doctor came
as far as he could by car, then on horseback to our place.  I sat on the steps of the kitchen and
held Burb, he was 18 months old.  I remember how scared I was since it was getting dark, but
when they said I had a sister, everything was alright.

When we got ready to leave Madosonville, uncle Bob, Dads brother came and took us
back where he lived at Fort Worth, Texas.  We stayed there a few weeks then on to Electra,
Texas.  That was the first time I remember going to church and it was the Church of God.  We
didn't stay long before Dad got work in the oil fields at Albany.  That was where I got saved and
later, Mother and Dad, in an Assembly of God revival there with brother and sister Mason.  I re-
member the first Easter, I got a real frilly dress short sleeves and kind of a silky matt.  Sister
Alexander was our young peoples leader, she said I should get a more plain dress so I took that
pretty dress back and got me a long sleeve plain dress with a high neck.  I was proud of it, but
that first dress was so pretty.  Sister Alexander is still living on the Texas campground, she is in
her eighties, I saw her when Mary and Daphne took me back two years ago in August.  She is a
wonderful woman and taught me a lot about the Christian walk.

We moved back to Electra, that is where I grew up as a teenager.  Willie Lee Darter was
my best girl friend.  We still exchange Christmas cards at Christmas, with a little note.  We went
over to Nocona, Texas, then to Ducan, Oklahoma, on an oil field then went back to Electra, then
on to Celina, Texas.  Before I tell you about Celina, I remember something else in Albany, we
moved next door to a Christian Church.  I went there a few times and was in a play there.  That's
where I met Dr. Wood and Mother had him when Bill was born there.  His daughter and Mrs.
Sloan and me would stand or sit in a porch swing and sing and sing all the little songs, Jesus
Loves Me, Right in the Corner Where You Are, Bring Them In, lots of little songs, I've always
loved singing.  The little Sloan girl called her Grandmother, "Mother Sloan", that's why I taught
Bryant to say "Mama Scott", because I thought it was so sweet, so I started all the Grandchildren
calling Mother that.
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Church of God YPE group at
Electra, Texas.

Bernice is on the right and her
best friend, Willie Lee Darter,
is next to her.

Her youth leader was Sister
Alexander, I think she is center
front.

Also, back in Arkansas, we went down to the creek to get water.  Son and I one time was
chased by a razorback hog.  Somehow the hog got Sons pail over his head and ran off with it.  I
get tickled thinking about it.  We also used to swing across a creek on grape vines, they grew real
big and you could swing on them.  We thought that the creek was real wide, but it probably was
only a trickle.  PRECIOUS MOMENTS Arkansas was the place Dad and the men had to use ox-
en to get their rigs where they wanted, it was swampy land.

Oh yes something else came to me.  When we lived in Albany, Texas, we lived down the
street from the school.  Us kids would go there to play, but we wasn't supposed to.  One day
Mother sent me to the store which was on the other side of the school.  On the way over, I just
had to stop because some other children were playing there.  Now Mother told me not to stop by
the school but I did.  The fire escape was on the outside of the building something like a slide
and there was a rod across it near the end.  Us kids would climb up by our hands almost to the
top, then turn around and slide down, it was a lot of fun.  Well this day I slid down and didn't set
up fast enough after I went under the bar and fell and broke my ankle in three different places.
The kids that was with me tried to get a man to take me home and I said no I'd walk but my foot
turned over.  So the man said he would carry me home.  I wouldn't let him, I said it would scare
Mother to death if she saw someone carrying me, so he finally talked me into letting him take me
in his car.  I disobeyed Mother so I really had to pay.  During the time I had the cast on my ankle
I got a boil on me right where I sat down, so I had to stay on my stomach on a cot.  Daddy finally
opened the boil with his straight razor, that was the kind he always used.  He cut an X on it and it
finally made it ok.

Also, Albany, Texas, was where I got my worst whipping.  You see I always went to the
show on Saturday, you could go for a dime.  The Ten Commandments was showing, so I went to
see it, not only once but two or three times.  It was dark and Mom and Dad didn't know where I
was, they had sent me to the store, so finally Daddy found me in the show.  He took me home
and what a whipping, he took his belt off and I got one I'll never forget.  While we was at Al-
bany, us kids would go fishing.  We would fix a hair pin on a string and fish in the little water
holes left by the rain.  We fished for crawdads, we got a lot of them.  Mother would fix the tails,
they were real good too.
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We visited my Grandma in Hollis, Oklahoma, that's Dad's mother, about the same time I
remember Grandma had a bunch of setting hens in the cellar.  Glenn decided he would gather the
eggs, was Grandma mad and also tickled to, he had messed up the different hens eggs.  Grandma
may have had the eggs marked, I don't know.  Also one time we visited Grandma and us kids got
the wagon and the hack out of the barn.  A hack is a one set that you drove with horses.  We
would push them up a hill and hold the tongue up with a rope and ride down the hill.  Boy when
our folks saw what we was doing, they made us quit it because it was so dangerous.

Now I remember something else that happened when we was living in Madisonville,
where Toy was born.  The river was right down from the house, so the folks fished a lot.  One
day dad caught a spoon bill cat fish.  Now my uncle Dock used to visit us and we would always
have him some fish.  We had a rain barrel at the corner of the house and Mother would wash
with this water.  Well Dad had me to take the fish by the spoon bill and take it to the house and
put it in the rain barrel, it was alive when uncle Dock came.  Mother got our nice little fish and
cooked it for uncle Dock.  We were really mad at him eating our little fish.

Mom loved music, when she recorded this story of her life she inserted several
songs.  In this space she recorded a steel guitar playing “Precious Memories." R.D.F.

Dad would try to teach us kids to swim.  I remember when he would get the boys, Glen
and Sonny on his back and swim across the river, then have them swim back.  I never learned to
swim even though I tried.

We moved to Celina, Texas, from Electra.  Dad went out there to drill a wildcat well.
When we got there, there was no Pentecostal church and sense everyone on Dads rig but one
man was a Christian and some people that lived around there wanted to start a church so we
started one in a store building on the square.  That's where I met Eldred Sellers, he was Bryant,
Daphne and Carl's Father.  We lived about a block from him and his folks, so at night we would
go up there and sing and play.  He would sit on his front porch and play his guitar.  That's when
he taught me to play.  We were out in the country three miles, that was way out.  When it rained
you couldn't get out of the rawhide as we called it, in a car.  It was red clay like, so we went in
the wagon.  So Eldred and I did our courting in a wagon, to and from church, that was in the win-
ter time.

We got married February 12, 1932, I was 16 and he was 23.  We lived in the country until
Bryant was one year old.  We had it rough during the depression days.  Eldred made fifty cents a
day.  We moved into town, in a two room house with some friends.  Mother and Daddy was liv-
ing in town to, so pretty soon we moved in together, ten of us in a three room house.  Can you
imagine that.  It wasn't long until Daphine was born on May 28, 1936, that made eleven.  We
soon moved to La Mesa, Texas, Carl was born there October 8, 1938.  About the whole family
lived together there.  Mr. and Mrs. Sellers had two rooms, Eldred and I had one room, we had
our bedroom and kitchen together.  His brother and his wife had one room, his sister and her hus-
band and baby had another room.  We had three children when we lived there, all in that one
house but it was quite big.  We had outside toilets of course in those days.
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Eldred Sellers

Bernice Scott Sellers

Bryant was born February 1, 1933.
Daphne was born May 28, 1936.
Carl was born October 8, 1938.

Eldred got a job at the La Mesa Meat Company, so we moved out to the cow pens.  It was
out in the country about two or three miles.  We moved into a house that had three rooms and it
had a little room that was supposed to be a bathroom but hadn't put it in yet.  That was big to us.
That's when I got my first bedroom suit that Norby and Lydia has now.  Oh I thought that was the
prettiest bedroom suit and we got new linoleum for the floor.  We were so happy and so proud of
that.  That was November and it was December 7th that they bombed Peal Harbor and started the
war, the war was really already going on.

That was December 7th, 1941. So in 1942 we decided to go to California and Eldred was
going to work in the defence plants or something like that.  So when we got out here he helped
build the Navel hospital over at Norco.  And in 1942 in December he got hurt on Christmas Eve
and he lived until the 3rd of January.

From there we moved to Pomona.  I moved in with Daddy and Mother and my little fam-
ily moved to Pomona.  I worked at the consolidated laundry.  In 1944 I met Earl Fortner, I was
going to church with his cousin.  He invited him over to our church and so that's where I met
Earl.  So on June the 30th, 1945 we were married and moved out to 1648 East 7th Street.  In the
little house, we finally got a little trailer house for the boys.

And that was where Norbert was born on October 21, 1946.
And then Roger was born on April 30, 1950, still at 1648 East 7th
Street, Pomona, California.
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When Earl’s father died, we moved to 1662 East 7th Street.  Amon Fortner died in 1953,
his wife Dora died in 1950.  So we moved over to the big house and we lived there 27 years.  We
moved from there to the front house at 1646 East 7th Street.  We lived there about four and one
half years.  And then I moved over to Cletus Fortner's house in 1984.  That address is 1684 and I
moved over here in 1984.  Earl past away on November 16, 1982 and he was buried in the Pomo-
na cemetery.  Earl and Eldred were buried in the Pomona Cemetery.

Well we have lived in four houses on the south side of East 7th Street, Pomona.  I'm liv-
ing now in Cletus's house and I love it so much here, It's real nice place to live.  I hope that I
don't have to leave this street because I've lived here so long and I really enjoy this.

Mom sings, "He walks with me and he talks with me and he tells me I am His own *****"

I want to tell you something about your grandparents, Dad Scotts father was William
Scott, he was born in 1854 in Alabama and died in 1920.  His mother was Lizzi Ann, Born in
Texas and died in 1932.  Now this is Mama Scotts father, Alexander Morrow, born in 1857 and
died in 1908.  Her mother was Sarah Jane Johnson born in 1857 and died on 1915, she died the
same night I was born.  Daddy Scott was born on April 13, 1895 in Handley or Grand Prairie,
Texas.  It is a little undecided there on which town it was.  He died on September 3, 1970.  Ma-
ma Scott was born on November 11th, 1897 in ??, Hunt County, Texas.  She died on September
12th, 1974, they are both buried at Rose Hills, Whittier, California.

Dad Scott

and

Moma Scott
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Now Roger, you asked me about my childhood and I've told you about everything that I
can think of right now.  Well I have good memories about my childhood and now I think about
all the spacial days that come along and all the children that come by visiting with me.  On the
special holidays its seems like it is family time to get together.  Like this Christmas on Christmas
Eve we were all together and Christmas we were all together, most all of us was together and it is
such happy occasions with such love between our little family group and I just thank the Lord for
that.  I think this is what makes me so happy.  It's because He has been with me and let our little
family love each other.

You know I have thought about it a lot of times.  If I go by the way of the grave, why I'll
be absent from this body but I will be present with the Lord or if He comes and I go with the rap-
ture well that will be a happy time for me.  Because I believe that its not going to be long until
He comes for us.

"He's coming soon, He's coming soon,
With joy, we'll welcome His returning,
It may be morn', it may be night or noon,
We know, He's coming soon,"

There is one more thing that I wanted to say about Norby and Roger.  Norby and Roger
will remember this but for the sake of the children I will just add it to this tape because I have a
little bit of room.  I remember the two kids out here on this acre or a little less than an acre of
land out here.  You two kids liked to play out back with your friends.  You would dig trenches
through the ground and make tunnels, great big long ones.  You would cover them over with tin
and camouflage them, with dirt and trees limbs and things.  It's a wonder they hadn't caved in or
something, but you kids were having fun with it.  Then Roger, you was older when you built the
tree house back there in the old eucalyptus tree.  You made a pretty good tree house out there you
even put lights in it and I sure hated to see that come down from there when they took it down,
but some of the children from the back street coming up there and playing up there and we was
afraid that they might get hurt on it so we did tear the tree house down later.

Well I don't know what I'll put on the back side unless I should put Christmas songs on it
because this is finishing up close to Christmas and I think Christmas songs will be more appro-
priate than about anything that I could put on the back side.

Bernice B. Fortner
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Chapter 2

Bernice B. Scott  -   Sellers
Early marrige memories

We found this little booklet that Bernice wrote in, it looks like it was given away by a
feed store or farm supply.  Eldred had some information in it that looked like shared work
with his father.   Bernice starts with meeting Eldred in Celina, Texas.     RDF

On the 14th day of January, 1930 Mr and Mrs G.H. Scott and family came to Celina,
Texas.   We started a meeting at Celina and going to that meeting I met Eldred Sellers, which
afterwards I married.  We started going together in the later part of July.  We were going to sing-
ing school in November (the first part).  We were engaged then and on the 12th day of Feb. 1932
we were  married.  One week to the day after we married Eldred recieved the Holy Ghost.  This
year we are making a crop with the father Mr Adam Sellers.

My Mother and Daddy and family lived about a block from me.  Our first prayer meeting
after we married was to Brother and Sister White.  We rode on a mule (old kate) our first visit off
to another town was to Dexter.  It was the 10th day of May and we stayed with J.B. and Edith
Sellers.  When their little son was born on the 8th day of May (Mothers Day).  They named the
child A.L. Sellers.  While Eldred and I was in Dexter ???? came up (they helped can fruit) 7
quarts and 11 pints of Dewberries and 5 quarts and 2 pints of Grapes.

While we were there we met a lot of people which became good friends to us.  They
came in every day and some nights singing and listening at us sing and play.  We sure did enjoy
being there but we got pretty lonesome to see our folks and our friends at Celina.  On the 22nd of
May Mr and Mrs Bennett and Son came after us about 6 o'clock, they wanted to get to Celina in
time for church, but on account of car trouble we never got there till after church was over.
When we got home, we had the big sum of 8 chicks which was our first start of Poultry.

Feb 9th 1940, We moved 2 miles from Lamesa, we have the sweetest little place, 4 rooms
and a bath.  We got us a bedroom suite, rug and some more things.  I could really enjoy it if my
baby was well.

Feb 20th 1940, Bryant Wilson rides to school.  Going to school today, he rides on Mullins
District No. 7.  We pay $1.00 a month for him to ride.

Feb 22nd 1940, Daddy, Mother, Toy, Billie and Jackie came out to visit.  Daddy sure
liked my bedroom suite.  Lot of fun.  Eldred is making a little derick for his coral.

Bernice B. Scott - Sellers
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Chapter 3
Remembering Mom

It was Saturday evening, December 5th, 1994 when I called my mother, Bernice Fortner
on the telephone.  She was so happy, she was getting ready to have dinner at her brother, Jackie's
house.  They had a tradition of getting together any time one of the five brothers or sisters had a
birthday.  I had been so busy, that it had been a long time since I had called her.  She had just
sent me some family information for our family tree and I just wanted to talk to her.  We talked
as she was putting on her “make-up” and fixed her hair.  As a child I remember watching her
powder her face with a big powder puff.  I teased her about me making her late, but she seemed
to enjoy our short talk.  Soon we said goodby and I told her that I would call soon.  That night
she was with her family, visiting and having a good time.

Sunday evening I received word that my mother and her friend, had been killed by a
drunk driver.  They were on their way to church.  It was hard to take at first, all I knew was that I
had to fly home to California to be with my family.  Mother was a special person to everyone she
met.  She was not rich, but she was willing to do anything she could for you.
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She was a teenager, when a friend invited her to church.  None of her family was saved.
Her father worked in the oil fields, and had to move often, they had to live in shacks or some-
times in the work sheds near the oil rig.  When her parents saw how God had touched their little
girl, they too were changed.  Others in her family soon were saved and everywhere they went
they were involved in the local church.  If there was no church in the area they moved to, they
started one.  If there was no preacher, they preached.  One little girl did change her world, her
family and everyone around her.

On the last day of her life, she was honored at her church for being faithful to God and to
the Church, at the Pomona Church of God.  The pastor had her come forward and told the people
how long she had worked for the church, behind the scenes.  The Set Free Prison Ministry of
Chino was going to her church and a bus load of former drug addicts and ex prisoners asked
"Grandma" to eat lunch with them that day.  Although she had a meager income, she was giving
a large portion every month to help support this ministry.  It seems funny that at this time, all I
can think about is how she affected the lives of others.

I can tell you that she was happy.  She had all her presents under the Christmas tree,
ready for her children and grandchildren.

Christmas was her favorite holiday.  Our family knows she had hard times, but you could
never see it in her life.  That day, I know she met Jesus!  I don’t understand how God works, but
I think He wanted to honor her by bringing her home.  I know she wanted her independence and
didn’t want to leave her home, she was still doing her own yard work.

One time, while visiting her at Christmas time, she made little banana bread loafs.  She
had me take two over to her neibors accross the street, she knew they were drug dealers, but to
her they needed God’s love.

At the visitation in the funeral home, nobody wanted to leave.  It was about 10:00 pm be-
fore everyone had left.  As I was leaving, I saw a rough looking biker sneak into the funeral
home.  I decided to follow him and he went streight to the room Mom was in.  When I reached
the door, I saw him by the casket playing a hymn on his harmonica.  I started crying and sat
down to listen.  When he finnished he noticed me and said “Grandma always liked me to play
my harmonica for her.”   God’s love was in Bernice Fortner.

The funeral was the next day and as I entered the large room, it was full, there were peo-
ple standing around the sides and along the back of the room.  Two or three of the front rows
were filled with men from the Chino Prison, Bankers, Lawyers, and people who had nothing
filled the room.  Several former pastors of Pomona Church of God came, Danny Drake took time
from his large Florida church to honor her by being there.  Her life affected everyone around her.
After the service I saw the two bus loads of men from the Chino Prison waiting to leave.  When I
told the bus driver who I was, to thank them for coming, he yelled into the bus, “this is Grand-
ma’s son”.  The whole bus load wanted to tell me how much “Grandma” meant to them.  I won-
der how many people she touched during her life?

Roger D. Fortner
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MY TRIBUTE TO BERNICE
By: Jackie Scott

BERNICE!

So beautiful!  I thrill to the name.  It makes me warm inside.  Like when I view a golden
sunset or see the early morning dew on a rose.  It speaks volumes to my heart.  Yet, I cannot re-
peat themessage it sends.  I sit in awe.  I can only think of the undescribable sense of admiration
for the One who bears the name.  Why?  Why such deep emotion?  Where does it come from?
How can I explain it?  Fond memories.  Memories from my youth — memories just now.  Cher-
ished memories of the woman who walked so softly, so quietly, so effectively and so in control.

BERNICE!

Its an old name.  Thousands of years old, it is.  Coined by the ancient Greeks.  Seems
they formed it by combining two common words, the word for "to bear" or "to carry" and the
word "conquest".  The new word they called "Bernike".  It meant "victorious".  In time, it be-
came a woman's name.

BERNICE: BERNICE!

My sister's name.  Mom and Dad had no idea of its origin.  Little did they know at the
time how prophetic the name would be.  But it was meant to be.  That name, above all others, de-
scribes her best.  "Bearing, carrying, conquering".  Three words condensed into one, "victori-
ous".  That's the woman I knew.  That's my sister.

BERNICE!

The little candle that ignited a flame.  A spiritual flame that illuminated our home for
years.  At the age of nine, she brought the story of Jesus home from Sunday School.  Mom and
Dad listened, and listened, and watched.  Then, a Christian home was born.  God only knows
how far that little candle casts its beam.  It still burns.  It still gives its light.  It will burn forever.
It will never be extinguished.

BERNICE!

I remember one time when she held me so close.  She bundled me up like a babe.  She
cried with me.  She forgave me when I apologized.  She loved me.  I knew from that day on I
had a confidant.  Someone I could go to for anything.  And, I did.  She carried me through many
slippery places.  She never told a soul. Page 12



BERNICE!

She was always there.  When you stubbed your toe, got your feelings hurt, didn't know
what decision to make, had girlfriend problems, or just needed someone to listen.  She always
had time.  She would take up for you.  Plead your cause.  A bunch of us kids went swimming one
day down at the pond in the pasture.  We were told not to, but we did anyway.  When we saw
Dad's car pass, we jumped out, put on our clothes and ran.  In the haste, Bryant and I exchanged
clothes.  We didn't realize what we had done until we got home.  Mom begin to question us and
we had no answer.  Bernice, knew at once what had happened.  She explained the situation and
pleaded for us, but to no avail.  We were punished, but what I remember most, is Bernice's
atempt to help us out of an embarrassing situation.  She was always like that.  Even in later years
she was the Peacemaker.  Never taking sides, just negotiating a settlement.

BERNICE!

I used to watch her in church.  I loved it.  She would close her eyes and begin to sing.
Soon, tears gradually welled up in the corner of each eye and ever so softly slide down her
cheeks.  She didn't seem to notice.  Her countenance changed.  It took on a peaceful serenity that
captivated me.  It was as if she were in the very presence of God.  She used to always carry a
hankie crumpled up in one hand.  Ever so often, she would wipe away the tears, glance around,
smile at me, and return to worship.  The look, the smile, beckoned me to join her in worship.
That is way I worship to this day.  What a model!  What a heritage we have!

BERNICE!

How she loved the church.  She was the pastor's dream.  Readily available for any job.
Mostly behind the scenes.  She didn't like public exposure.  Occasionally, she and Earl would
sing a special during the service, but only then with some coaxing.  It took no coaxing to get her
to take care of the toddlers, bake and cook for funding raising, organizing rummage sales, visitng
the shut-ins, or cleaning the church.  That was where she felt comfortable.  She would have been
most miserable had she not been able to work in this way.  She never missed any service eiher.
Sunday morning, Sunday night, and mid—week.  You could depend on her presence.

BERNICE!

Part of the name is "conquest".  No she did not conquer worlds.  She was not well-
known, she was not highly educated.  She never had a "status" job though she worked very hard.
She never lived in a fancy home nor earned a lot of money.  But, believe me, she was successful.
Successful in the highest sense of the word.  You who know her, know that is true.  God knows it
is true.  One time God said of of his servant, "Have you considered my servant Job?  There is
none like him in all the world."  It would not surprise me if God has not said the same thing of
Bernice.  There is none like her in all the earth. Page 13



BERNICE!

That name can be inserted in the Bible's love chapter without any difficulty:

"Bernice is patient and kind; she is not jealous or conceited or proud;

Bernice is not ill—mannered or selfish or irritable;

Bernice does not keep a record of wrongs;

Bernice is not happy with evil, but is happy with the truth.

Bernice never gives up; her faith, hope, and patience never fails."

The Bible tells us the greatest attribute a person can have is LOVE.  Love conquers.
Love is victorious.  Bernice is characterized by love.

BERNICE!

"Walked with God and was not because God took her".  She was not translated as was
Enoch, but God took her in His own way.  In His own time.  Our times are in His hands, the Bi-
ble tells us.  We are safe there.  Even at the time He calls us home.  I will miss her a lot.  I will
mourn her departure.  I will think of her often.  Most often, I will thank God for the opportunity I
had of knowing her.  Of learning more about Him through her.  I will pray that one day, I might
see her again, in His presence.

Good night, Bernice, Goodnight.  Thanks again for everything.  I prom-
ise, I’ll see you in the morning.

This tribute was read at her funeral by Jackie Scott.
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You Tube Links

Mom’s Testimony, uses a portion of Bernice Fortner’s actual recording, with a slide show of
photo’s.  The recording is not very good quality, but it is what she recorded for us.

Link: https://youtu.be/_ArhSGieJL0

Earl and Bernice,  Bernice Fortner and Sarah Biggers singing at Pomona Church of God on Se-
nior day.  They are singing "Tell me His name again" then it goes to a short clip of Earl and Ber-
nice singing the same song in the 1950's.

https://youtu.be/OGZ-BNVlEeg




