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$e q n d ,  gender - hearted, forgiving others, 
as God forgives you. 

Colossians 3:13 

When I was a little girl, it was such o thrill to ssleep over at Grondpo Kinne's 
farm. Mom and Aunt Johanno would sometimes make up beds for us /n Chs living 
room uith the big black horsehair sofas, the old Wc&oIo, and the walnut pump organ. 

But whot I always Lhought was absolutely the most beautihl thing I had 
ever seen wos a religious motto hung up over &e door directly within my line of 
sight. Ornately Vi'ctorian, it was made of deep red plush with lo& of colored flowen 
and curliques and it mid: 

Be Ye Kind, Tenderhearted, Forgiving Others, As God forgives You. 

It was burned Into my unconscious mind and I hove never Forgotten it. I 
used to think it was much too simple to meon much, theologicaliy, though. 

But much lotec I read of ths life of Christ: how much of his life was just 
spent being kind to people - day to day loving behavior to 011 the ruorld's little 
people. 

Nolu I have learned, regredvlly. that there is sometimes not much we can 
do for all the people we meet as they work out theit earb(l1y destinies. But ot least 
we can be kind to them. U k  might be the only ones thot are. 

I hope that you will hang these little mottos where your children can grow 
up to remember the words, too. Maybe we can start our own epidemic of kindness. 

1 ove, MOM Christmas, 7 985 
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%tter to 3uno Grayson 

from D i c k  Grayson 

June, 1993: 

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

June, there are nzany things I should have said to you during your lifetinze 
andparticularly 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 sonzeho~v, but if not, I will tell you when we nzeet again. 
Mean~vhile, this letter nzight encourage our children to be more articulate 
to~vard those they love 

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

Yourpraises, nznny tintes unrequited, ahvays spontaneous and for no 
ulterior motive, nzade all of us better. I ntiss calling you on the radio and 
Inter on the cellularphone to tell you I was on tlze way home; to you it was 
the signal to do that old-faslzioned thing that now has gone the way of the 
fenrinists, to get the supper ready. We had an agreentent, you and I: we 
divided tlze tasks between yours and ntine; you did lohat you liked, I did 
~uhnt I liked and it nll was done It rvasn't a nzatter of Chauvinism, it was a 
nrntter of preference as to ivhat chores we did And ifsonzething lvasn 't 
finished, we generrrlly did not conzplain. 

I renzenzber ntany 's the tinre you told me you appreciated that I never 
contplained about the unkenzpt house because other things were ntore 
inzportant. Rentember the sign you put on the door to your room: "This is 
nty nzess, so keep out. " I ntiss you kissing nze anytinte and anywhere just 
for the fun of it and ho~v I often said at the office in front of the nurses that 
they were looking, ~vlzich was what you ~vanterl. I'nz gladyou did that so 
they krzoiv even now that I V ~  loved each other. I rvoukdgil~e anything I have 
to kiss you again. 
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I nziss you. I miss you. I love you. - Dick 
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