
Christopher’s Message 
from his Grandmother  

When I die, give what’s left of me away 
to the children and old men that wait to 
die. And if you need to cry, cry for your 

bother walking the street beside you. And 
when you need me, put your arm around 
anyone and give them what you need to 
give me. I want to leave you something. 
Something better than words or sounds. 
Look for me in the people I’ve known or 
loved. And if you cannot give me away, 
at least let me live on your eyes and not 
on your mind. You can love me most by 
letting hands touch hands, bodies touch 
bodies, and by letting go of children that 
need to be free. Love doesn't die. People 
do. So, when all that’s left of me is Love 

Give Me Away. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

A Daughter’s Tear Stained Note 
The last time I saw you was Sunday morning, December 
4th, we said goodbye at the door and kissed. You were                   

fine. We spent the weekend together, eating your favorite 
foods, “pizza, fish, salad, and fruit”. You took out some 

wine and said lets have a glass. We watched Sherry        
Shepard and Jennifer Hudson’s talk shows. I fussed         

because you were doing to much for me but you said, “I’m 
fine.” We said we would watch ’The Woman King’ and 

’Black Panther Forever’ on pay-per-view when you came 
back to my house. You said, you were coming to the house 
on Wednesday to wash your  Aunt’s clothes and to pick-up 
CJ but it never happened. You told me you were fine and I             
believed you. I’m not fine, I feel empty, like apart of me is 
missing because it is. I know you were not ready to leave 
us because we had plans but God had already prepared 

your room in his mansion. Behold my Mother, my Angel, 
my Heart, my Everything, I will always cherish you. I am 
the woman I am today because of you. I’m hurting and I 

am lost, I do not understand but you need not worry  
Mother, I will continue on to uphold and care for our                 

family, “Your Work Is Complete”, says the Lord.  
 

Forever and Always Loving You Exceedingly,                              
Abundantly Above All Else, 

Your Missh-Shay  
 
 

 

To My Exquisite  
Grandmother 

Words cannot be formulated to express what 
and how much you mean to me. Instead, I will 

focus on who you were to me. Grand-  
magnificent and imposing in appearance, size, 

or style. The pure essence of your presence 
was enough to light up any room. You  

exemplified beauty in your demeanor on the 
outside, but most importantly on the inside. 

Mother-Patient. Respectful. Strong. Humble. 
Empathetic. Authoritative. Elegant.  
Supportive. Loving. Compassionate.  

Endearing. Protective. Strong. Intuitive. 
Mindful. Extraordinary. You were all of these 

attributes to me and so many others  
throughout the course of your life, thus  

warranting the high regard that you received 
from all. You were my first teacher and I  

appreciate the history and knowledge that you 
instilled in me. Thank you for all of the  
lessons and all of the blessings that you  

abundantly and exceedingly bestowed upon us 
all. Rest now, in eternal peace. Watch over us 
until we meet again one day. I love you, love 

you more, love you most,  
 

Your Grandson, 
Philip 

 
 
 








