
Dear mom – today, as I ran on the treadmill, a curtain in my mind was pulled back 
to reveal something I wanted to tell you. The thing I want to tell you is: you are 
loved. 

Every day, every hour, every moment: you are loved.  Whether or not you are 
ever told or ever hear it, you are loved.  Everywhere, there are people – known 
and unknown to you – who are thinking about you and loving you in their 
thoughts and prayers. 

The writer Ken Wilbur said that we have a number of levels of consciousness and 
that different kinds of activities have a way of unlocking those different levels.  
For many, that activity is physical exertion or exercise.  And, when I run, it’s often 
unlocked for me.   

What it reminded me, today, is to let you know that I think about you every day.  I 
always have.  Just as I know that you and dad think about me.  Even though we 
may go days or weeks without talking or seeing each other, I think about you.  
When I was younger and first left home, it would be months.  And, yet, you and 
dad were always in my thoughts. 

Whether or not it crosses your mind each day, people are thinking about you.  
Waneta is thinking about you. Jerry is thinking about you.  Adelia is thinking about 
you.  Frank is thinking about you.  Wanda is thinking about you.  Andrew is 
thinking about you.  

Rebecca prays for you every day, in her daily devotional.  Your friend Richard is 
praying for you.  People that you and dad worked with in the past at Public 
Storage are praying for you.  Middle-aged men who were boys the age of Ben & 
Andrew, who worked for dad & you at Metropolitan, are praying for you.  
Somewhere in the world, there are people that you’ve never met - a priest in 
Spain, a nun in South Africa, a holy man in Bangladesh - who are intensely praying 
for you.   

In a great book on the oneness of people and their environment, the naturalist 
David Suzuki writes about the science of air and the inert molecules that exist in 



the air.  These inert molecules are harmless but timeless as well.  They have 
existed for eons and travel the airstreams of the world.    

Here’s the fascinating thing that Suzuki says: the laws of nature and the 
mathematical laws of probability tell us that we have all breathed these 
molecules.  At some point, you have breathed the air, literally, of Paul, of Peter, of 
Jesus, of his mother Mary.  You have breathed the air of your great grandparents, 
your great-great grandparents, and your ancestors. 

And, likewise, future generations of your extended family will breathe the same 
breath of life that passes through your lungs.  Laurens’ son or daughter.  Ben’s 
grand-niece or nephew.  Courtney’s great grandchild.  The air you breathe today 
will live on in them at some point in the future. 

In that one small way of many, many countless more, your life and memory will 
live on in future generations that you helped create.   

And whether or not that future great-grandson of yours or future great-great 
grand-daughter is lying on their bed awake one night and thinks about you, by 
name, or is simply thinking about their place in life and asking themselves “why 
am I here?” “what is my destiny in life?” they will be sharing the world that you 
have shared and lived in and been loved in.  

The love is always there.  It’s as strong as the full moon that shines through your 
living room window or the bright sun that warms the day.  Even when the curtain 
is closed, the love is still there. You can be in a dark place, by yourself, struggling 
to fight back fears and loneliness - but, no matter what, the love is there. 

Rebecca tells me all of the time that, more than anything else, God is love.  I 
believe that.  And grace is the existence of that love, given freely, fully, and 
without condition.  God’s grace covers us with love that is real.  It’s a love that 
covers you up, just like the blanket at night that dad’s loving hands pull up, over 
and around you. 

This mystery of love is the reason I believe in God.  The love that Rebecca, and 
dad, and my kids, and that you – all of you – have for me is perhaps the one and 



only enduring proof I have that God is real.  God’s love, as lived and thought and 
experienced by us all, is always there.   

It’s like light.  The light, like love, is always there.  A woman may have her eyes 
closed or a boy may be blind, but the light is still there.  When it was dark at night 
in China, I knew you were sitting in the light of day on the other side of the world 
and sending your love to me. 

It’s a knowledge that defies logic.  And yet, as my life experience has led me to 
know, deep in my gut, the connection that we have to each other, through love, is 
every bit as real and genuine as the nose on my face. 

The brain scientist Jill Bolte-Taylor gave a talk a few years back at a conference 
about her experience having a stroke.  (Rebecca can play you the video of the talk 
some night, if you would like to watch it.)  In it, Jill begins talking about the 
importance we give to the “head” but ends up at even greater truth of the 
“heart.”   

During the talk, she uses the vivid, personal memory of the moments during 
which her stroke was occurring, as she was able to uniquely perceive because of 
her training as a neuroscientist.  She describes the onset of sudden fear as her 
nervous system began to descend into physical shutdown.  Yet, simultaneously, 
she describes how an amazing one-ness and connectedness – a universal love - 
reveal themselves to her in an awe-inspiring and holy way. 

For me, having always thought of myself as a logical person, her story 
immediately connected as a breath-taking, poignant story that provided another 
tangible proof point of the authentic truth of the love that connects us all to each 
other.  

Wherever you are, I’m with you. We’re always connected and always will be.  
When you are gone, we’ll still be connected.  Just like both you and dad each 
remains connected to your moms and dads, even though they are gone.  Just like 
Rebecca and I will always be connected with our kids, when we are gone.   The 
love will always be there.  You are now, and will always be, loved.  I just wanted to 
tell you that. 


