MARION DICKERSON EULOGY

Ross Dickerson, 23 JAN 2010

WELCOME EVERYONE!!  A special Bienvenidos to Maria Vellarde.  Marion didn’t speak Spanish and Maria didn’t speak English, but both of them managed to communicate across the neighborhood fence as friends for 30 years.  How they managed this I’ll never know, but that was Marion!!

I was initially very apprehensive concerning all the details associated with a tribute to Marion’s life.  She was a fabulous wife, mother, grandmother and great grandmother, but more than that she was a once-in-a-generation, genuinely, special person.  Most of us here know that, and I wanted to do it right.  Therefore, I needed help with the details and this church, this community came through.  Who would play the piano?  Thank you Leslie.  Who would sing the solo?  Thank you Sandra.  Who would organize the food?……I mean my brother Ron and I were beginning to organize a “lame” KFC fast food menu when Doris Pate stepped forward.  Thank you Doris!  Who would assist with a video slide show?  Thank you Curtis Pate.

And then there was the myriad of additional details such as the program, the church, the Pastor, the flowers….thank you so much Elizabeth Crews.  However, she could not provide us all of the answers, and the biggest hole—for me anyway-- in a proper tribute to Mom came down to this communion table up front.  Elizabeth said the norm consisted of flowers in the middle and 1 or 2 pictures on either side.  

Elizabeth, I believe we got this right.  However, you added that usually an object or two are also placed here to represent who Marion was, what she enjoyed doing, what her hobbies may have been…….I was completely stumped.  Did I not even know my own mother?  What did she really love to do?

I began the search with the basics.  She liked to fish….with Howard.   She liked to Hunt…..with Howard—not actually shoot the animals mind you (she wasn‘t Gene Dickerson), but rather accompany Howard on the yearly October trips to Colorado.   She took care of the camp, cooked the food, and occasionally helped do some scouting.  However, given the opportunity to do those things on her own, I’m not sure she would just get up one morning and say, “lets go hunt and fish!”  Specifically, I think she felt really bad for the deer and the elk.  Therefore, a hunting knife or rifle are simply not going to make it to the communion table.  So, I moved on.  

She liked dominos and a card game called Screw Ball Rummy.  We’ve been playing this game in the Dickerson extended clan as long as I can remember.  The way she played usually evoked the wrath of Howard or myself as she routinely would throw away cards that played into someone else’s hand, and we would routinely remind her to “quit throwing away cards that play into someone else’s hand.  In order to win, you have to force your opponent lose!”  Of course, this usually fell on deaf ears as she would always respond with, “you play your hand, I’ll play mine.”  So, I wondered if I could throw a deck of cards up here to represent something special in her life.  However, I’m not sure she’d go out of her way to play if family were not involved in some way.  So, I moved on.  

She liked to cook.  In fact, our family was probably one of the few that CONSISTENTLY got 3 home cooked meals a day.  And I’ll tell you something, there were times in the Navy when I didn’t get 3 squares a day.  Yea, Marion was a great “comfort” food cook:  fried chicken, fried Okra, fried zucchini, fried liver, fried eggs, fried eggplant, fried fish, fried bacon, and--of course--chicken fried steak…..in fact, if it was edible, she could probably find a way to fry it!   The health NAZIs of today would have had her arrested!!  She did make a mean German Chocolate Cake and her spaghetti--handed down from her mother Maud--is a staple in our household and usually is the first request by our son Alex on his visits home from college.  

Her one venture outside of fried and Betty Crocker was Gourmet Chinese Cuisine.  Fred Pond ran a Chinese Food store on main street.   As a first generation immigrant from China mom, of course, was one of the few that befriended him, and in return he came over to teach her to cook.  It was the whole works.  Top notch, and centered on something called “bird nest soup.”  Well, the Egg Foo Young was great and we struggled through the rest of the traditional Chinese meal, but dad and I had to tell her afterward, “We don’t think this soup thing made from the saliva of some bird in china and shipped 3 weeks to the states on a freighter is going to work out……even if you find a way to fry it!  And so, she was back to the traditional comfort food.  Therefore, I don’t believe I can put a spatula or a mixer up on this table to represent her life.  She simply was not Julia Child.  So, I moved on.  

Marion sewed.  She said she liked to sew yet I don’t recall her doing much of it except to help the family save a dime here and there.  She hemmed our levis, did some crochet, and occasionally made us a shirt from scratch, but the only ones I can recall were the matching Hawaiian shirts she made for the entire family circa 1975.  I can’t leave out that Leroy (or for once, in Mom’s honor, I’ll call you LeRoy), reminded me that she also made the entire family paisley shirts in the 1960s.  I don’t know what category of “fashion” these things fit into, but you can see mom and dad wearing them in some of the photos.  Bottom line:  I don’t believe we can put a needle and thimble up on this table either.  So, I moved on.  

She played the piano.  While she said she really enjoyed playing, I really never saw her just sitting down and tickling the ivories for the shear joy of it.  Yes, she practiced and played for the church in order to fill the gap between the passing of Mildred Hoskins and your current, fine organist, Leslie Lamb.  But, in my mind she did this because the congregation needed her….not necessarily because she really loved to play.  I suppose the best part of her playing was her gift of music to this church and certainly pushing me to play.  I’m glad she did.  I still find comfort at the keyboard today and although she would probably enjoy hearing John Lennon‘s “Norweigan Wood,” she would lament,  “that’s a nice song, but those Beattles are a bad influence on today’s young people!!”  Therefore, I don’t believe I can place Treble Clef up here to represent Marion’s life.  So, I moved on.  

This time I decided to ask Dorothy Gatewood for some help on this “Object” thing.  Dorothy reminded me of the friendly spats mom and I used to get into while dining together in the Gateway Café.  While I can’t remember the subject of these heated debates, they PROBABLY centered on my vision of the world versus hers.  I would lament that criminals should be locked away and the keys conveniently lost.  She would argue that everyone can make a mistake, they should be forgiven, and provided another opportunity….and she meant it.  I’m convinced that if a person robbed our house at 3:00pm, mom would forgive them at 4:00pm, and serve them up a hot meal at 5:00pm.

I would lament that we lost in a sporting event and the coach needed to bench players X, Y, and Z.  She would remind me it’s just a game….we’re back to the screw ball rummy card thing.  I don’t think Marion was about winning!!

So, I moved on, but this time I decided to look through all of our photo albums to see what she loved most in life so that I could place a representative object up here on the table.   There were pictures of fishing, hunting, family, and church.  They all had a common theme:  pictures of Marion and Howard; pictures of Marion and Howard and the kids;  Pictures of Marion and just the kids; Pictures of Marion and Howard and the extended family;  Pictures of Marion and just the extended family; Pictures of Marion and relatives, pictures of Marion and friends in the community.   Other than her younger years, there WERE NO PICTURES of Mom alone.  I was fixing to “digitally” cut Howard out of one of the pictures when my sister, Lonie, finally found one.  In fact she took it.  This is the one you see up here.  Lonie told me Marion never liked her picture taken and rarely would pose for one without family or friends.  And THAT was the final CRUCIAL clue I needed…..

I finally figured out what most of you already knew.   From all of the subject areas above--hunting, fishing, cooking, parlor games, sewing, and photos, a common theme jumped up and slapped me.  It was there all along.  Marion WAS NOT about Marion.  She didn’t do ANYTHING centered on herself.  She did EVERYTHING for everyone else.  

…and then Marion herself confirmed this all for me.  Over a decade ago, prior to her slowly losing her memory.  She was provided a questionnaire to fill out with the following instructions:  “Complete these sentences to express YOUR REAL FEELINGS”.  A couple of the answers were very telling which I will share:

“The Best” (and fill in the blank)…..to many of us this is easy.  “The best” boat is a Chris Craft, “the Best” Car is an Accord, “the Best” ski resort is Mammoth, “the best“ mutual fund?  American.  Mom’s answer?  “The Best” things in life can not be purchased with money.  There is no normal trinket that I can put up here to represent that.  The other sentence I found interesting was “The Happiest Time” (fill in the blank).   Wow, this one is really easy.  “The Happiest Time” is when the Raiders are up by 3 touchdowns with less than 2 minutes to go or the Chargers actually win games when they count, in January.  Of course Marion’s answer was not even close….for Marion, “The Happiest Time” ….  “The Happiest Time”… is when my family all come home to visit.      

As an object up here, the military officer may have his boots or his sword, the fisherman may have a rod and reel, the sportsman may have a golf club or racket, the world traveler may have a passport.  But no such “object” can represent Mom’s life.  Her hobby, her love, her life started with family.  She was the glue that held it together.  And, so--Elizabeth--this photo of our last big reunion represents most of who Marion was.  She was MOSTLY about the family. 

And I say MOSTLY because there is one more object that must go up here.  Other than family, there was only one passion that dominated her life, and that was this church and this community.  I know Doris Pate will spend a couple of minutes about what she gave to the church momentarily, but we place this bible here to represent her love for God, this church, and all of you!  In the end these 2 objects that represented what she loved most brings to a close who I believe mom was, what she meant to us, and what God in Heaven has gained!!

I close with a simple analogy for people like me who still live in a shallow, material world:  ……..in Marion,  we all won the lottery!!  

