
 

 

Love Raisin 
 

My earliest memory in life is kneeling at my grandmother Nanna Robbie's open 

casket in 1957, thinking, "She really looks dead! Her mouth looks like an upside-

down smile with the corners almost drooping down to her chin." I was 6 years old. I 
was fascinated with how still she was, and assumed that this is what "dead" looks 

like. 

 
I never really thought much about her again until my father was dying 35 years 

later, at the age of 74, and cried out to her, "Mama." I knew he could see her face 

again, and it wasn't the face that I remembered in the casket so many years 
before. It was the face of his beloved Mother, inviting him to drop everything and 

come to her. He too was so still as he took his last breath—beautifully still. I was so 

proud of him. 

 
My Father continues to be an inspiration to me. While he was dying, I felt 

compelled not to miss a single breath.  

 
At one point, in a moment of lucidness, I asked him what he was seeing while lying 

so still in his bed. He said, "Ice breaking up on the river." The expression on his 

face was so peaceful. I have never forgotten it. It was as though he was being 

invited to the spring thaw, where all is released to the flow of the river on its 
journey back to the ocean. His face showed the ease of finally letting go without 

resistance, and surrendering the ultimate human possession—his body. 

 
He died at sunrise. I wrote this letter to him later that morning: 

 

 
PALM SUNDAY 9:30 a.m.  1990 

 

Hello Daddy, I saw you thread the needle of death early this 

morning. I held your hand and watched you slide right through 
to the other side, dropping everything graspable. I felt so 

privileged to see you breathe your last breath with such a gentle 

ease, after seeing you breathe such pain. I will miss your face, 
your big, full hugs, and your quiet Quaker spirit. For so many 

years you were my father and I loved you so. This past year and 

a half you became my "Daddy," my dear sweet Daddy. I feel 
such gladness and sadness. You’ve taught me how to thread the 

needle. This morning, I quietly clapped at the moment your 

chest became so still, over-whelmed with being proud of you for 

letting go and falling into the great unknown. Like a child who 
ventures off-balance into that first independent step to walk 

alone, I wanted to clap and cheer you on. How brave you felt to 

me. I miss you already. 
 

     Love, Raisin 

 


