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Be Kind, Pender-hearted, forgiving others,
as (sod forgives you.

Colossians 3:13

TO MY FAMILY

When | was a little gir, It was such a thrill to sleep over ot Grandpa Hinne's
farm. Mom and Aunt Johanna would sometimes make up beds for us in the living
room with the big black horsehalir sofos, the old Victrola, and the walnut pump orgon.

But what | olways thought was aobsolutely the most beautiful thing | had
ever seen was a religlous motto hung up over the door directly within my line of

sight. Ornately Victorian, it wos made of deep red plush with lots of colored Aowers
and curliques and it sald:

Be Ye Hind, Tenderhearted, Forgiving Others, As God Forgives You.

It was burned Into my unconscious mind and | have never forgotten it. |
used to think it was much too simple to meon much, theologically, though.

But much later, | read of the life of Christ: how much of his life was just
spent being kind to people - day to day loving behavior to all the world’s little
people.

Now | have learned, regretfully, that there is sometimes not much we can
do for all the people we meet as they work out theit earthly destinies. But ot least
we can be kind to them. We might be the only ones that are.

I hope that you will hong these little mottos where your children can grow

up to remember the words, too. Maybe we can start our own epidemic of kindness.

love, MOM Christmas, 1985
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Tetter to June (srayson
from (Dick (srayson

June, 1993:

On the occasions of your 68th birthday and our 44th wedding anniversary.
(June 1st and June 2nd.)

June, there are many things I should have said to you during your lifetime
and particularly at the last. But now that I have had 19 months of weeping
over your death, I realize I should tell you these things. I hope you can
read this letter somehow, but if not, I will tell you when we meet again.
Meanwhile, this letter might encourage our children to be more articulate
toward those they love.

These are then the memories of you that I should have told you I appreci-
ated: Your constant praise of everyone, in particular, of me and the kids;
you always read inspirational books at bedtime on the power of praise to
make people happy and to make them better.

Your praises, many times unrequited, always spontaneous and for no
ulterior motive, made all of us better. I miss calling you on the radio and
later on the cellular phone to tell you I was on the way home; to you it was
the signal to do that old-fashioned thing that now has gone the way of the
Sfeminists, to get the supper ready. We had an agreement, you and I: we
divided the tasks between yours and mine; you did what you liked, 1 did
what I liked and it all was done. It wasn’t a matter of Chauvinism, it was a
matter of preference as to what chores we did. And if something wasn’t
finished, we generally did not complain.

I remember many’s the time you told me you appreciated that I never
complained about the unkempt house because other things were more
important. Remember the sign you put on the door to your room: ‘‘This is
my mess, so keep out.’’ I miss you kissing me anytime and anywhere just
for the fun of it and how I often said at the office in front of the nurses that
they were looking, which was what you wanted. I’m glad you did that so
they know even now that we loved each other. Iwould give anything I have
to kiss you again.

I miss you. I miss you. Ilove you. - Dick
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