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To the Henley clan
past, present, and future



Gram: A Life Without Measure

ithough Gram's life was ordinary, it was extraordinary. It wasn't a life you'd bring
home in a brown paper bag. Instead, you'd wrap it in cherry red paper, tie it with
a huge gold bow, and sign the gift card with a flourish: A giff fo freasure forever,
Gram, more than anyone I've known, lived life to its fullest. She treasured
each day, each hour, each moment. She was a lovely lady—the high priestess of
laughter and love. To Gram, life was robust. She never complained. She never criticized.
She never condemned. Gram looked for satin, not seams.

Gram fussed over her family’s creature comfons. She accepted us. She treasured us. She
bragged about us. She loved us unconditdonally. It's not that she didn’t recognize onr faults.
She did. But she loved us, warts and all. As a result, we never wanted wo disappoint her.
Although Gram didn’t jndge us, we did our best to *measure up.”

Gram's greatest fanlt was, ironically, also her greatest virntue. Gram had the rare gift of
being a good listener. She loved to talk with us about our lives. Actually, she welcomed our
conversations. We'd go to Gram with our stories, our problems, our triumphs, and even our
true confessions. No matter what we wanted to talk about, Gram poured coffee, plated one
of her freshly baked treats, pulled chairs up to the kitchen table, and listened. Gram told us
time and dme again, *God gave you two ears and one mouth for a good reason.”

Now that Gram has passed, we realize that although she was a wonderful storyreller, we
only know snippets of her life story. Yes, we intended to learn about her life. We put it on
the Semeday List. Then, convinced that all was well, we went whisding merrily and oblivionshy




through the days, weeks, months, and years. There's
no excuse. We simply allowed life to reel by and do-
si-do around.

Suddenly, the Somsday wakeup call rang. But it
wasn't the call we wanted to answer. It was w00 late.
Gram was dead. The family lamented, “If only we
knew more. If only we had taken Gram's advice and
listened.” But there's no going back. Instead, we did
all we could do. The family rallied and decided to
preserve the few treasures we do have—the stories
and recipes that honor Gram’s life, a life without
measure.

Our advice to others is this: Life passes quickly. It's like a stone skipped across water. It
makes ripples and then disappears into an unknown depth. Don’t become a victim of the
Someday List syndrome. Don't Semeday wail, “If only we knew more.” You never know what
will happen next year, next month, next week, or even tomorrow. Don't play roulette with

the universe, Start now. Talk to the Gram in your life, and make her past vour present to the
future.

Cindy Henley Sims
Granddaughter
October 2007
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ireasure Mom's stories. But
because this one capures her
-most Feelingg, its my
favorite. Each time I treat moyself o
her decadent chocolate pie, which is
Frequently, I think of my mom and
the legacy she left to her family.
I can still hear Mom's soft voice. ..
R wax & chamber of comanerce Easler
morn. Sun fillensd through e church s
stained gass windoe, Special red vekoet
cieshions smugpled on the walnel pews,
The alor war dreped in ropel furple and
adormed with dozens of aromlic white
lilies. The comgregaiion wes bederked
in splendid Easter bonnety comjlate
il e required frills. The ool of
Sfelmuship smbunmied the preseruice, “Good
Morraings. ™ What a glaniouns dey for a
bapiism
Crwr plam was o colabrode the bepfinm,
and then po home and enjoey our
tradiional Easter dinner of ham, polais

salnd, porden-fresh pans, homemade yanst
rolls, ared the familys alHime foovorile

Ripples

chocalale pie. Toow yamr-old fuse (hat wonld be mel) had
otfer idans. FHymns were nung. The black-robed choir reised
Eomious Aosannas. Pasor delivered a feoroenful sermon,
Gold offering plates were passed. And, now, it war S for
the Secrament of Holy Bapism. The waher approached ouwr
e, and as toe rose o “Come forth litde children, ™ wy litide
child serecamed af the lof of her lengs, "NOOOO! NOGOG!
NCCN™

Eventually I discovered the trth. Tt seems Grandpa Henley
informed his pranddaughier that she would be dunked ina
pail of cold water, Well, sofd granddaughier wanded ne fart
of & dunking and wam ¥ of ol shy abnd sharing her fiercing
Prodesin with the entire congegaion. What way I i do i
prab fure and yank her and her sereams out the back door?

Tdidn’t think much abouwl cherch for ansfer fiffeen yoors.

B one Sunday for a reason I can't ecplain, T fal compelled
te g ol of bed, diresy i wry Sundoy-best, and afend &
seroiee gf owr loeal Lutheran chanch. This decivion iarally
changed my life

Sharily after that day, Ijoined the church, My chuch
Jamily is ot wy extended family,. When life is painful,
they circle the nagons and prodect my heart and my soul, T
will always be groigful for how wy churck family helped me
throwgh the ordeal of fim's funeral My church family took
ceere of the datails T eowldn’t begin fo deal wit h—ihe fowers,




June Henley Corona, Daughter

the service, aad e lincheon all seathed my wminded sheri.
The hugy reached owl and procksiwed, “We e por. Wee ane
here for you. "

I loak farward to Sundey morndng, T kneel st the altary
e ey Aead, and ofen oy haort o e inner meaning—
inner pance— chuch coniribuies fo ey life. The Senday
serie frepanes me for Bhe roeek afead. My spiniual Bfe
reminds mw of the marvel of e world aroend me and helfn
me afprecicle God's erealions, T love sy Paslor Mike and the
Jriemds I s oach Sundeay. Without church, my life would be
empxy.

Revenily, fune asked me, "Mother, wha proes meaning b
youer e She comdinually challenges me wilh Rer quenies.
Mosl limes, T manage lo dodge her delermination. But on
this pccasion, fune’ piercing green oyes demanaed an e
T eontemplated. My annwer came to me in ihe form of a
prayer—ihe prayer [ leaue b you as wy kgacy:

0, Divine Master, grant that [ may not

So much seek to be consoled as to consale;
To be undermstood as to nndem@and;

To be loved as o love,

For it is in giving that we receive.

It is in pardoning that we are pardoned.

It is in dying that we are born o eternal life,

Life passes quickly. It is like a stone skipped across
water. It makes ripples and then disappears into an

unknown depth. My fervent hope is the ripples I leave
behind help others. This, my dear family and friends,

is my legacy for you.




Truth Sermons, Grandpa Style

¥ Gram was the best sioryteller, ever.

After dinner we'd sit around the table,

eat her sirawberry shortcake topped with
mountaing of whipped cream, and listen to her stories.
Ome of my favorites is about the time my grandpa
found my great uncle Trler 1loved my grandpa. He
taught his kids and his grandkids the value of hard
wiork, how to conduct onr lves with honor, and 1o
abways tell the truth. His truth sermon, however, did
allow a bit of leeway. We learned it wasn't a sin oo

. embellish a bit whenever

phocked off his hair, and zoomed away with the perfect
liring for her nest.

We were never quite sure if, indeed, the reasomn
Grandpa never made it to Beaver Island was because
he'd start swimming, make it halfway, then he'd get
tired. What was he to do but mrn around and swim
back: Nor, could we figure out why Grandpa was so
smart. He only went to school two days in his entire
life. And those two days were quite traumatic. The
Grat day the school house burned. The second day the
teacher died.

But the real mystery was when and where Grandpa
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was born. How could it be that a wayward buzzard laid
an egg on a fence post, and after days of incubating in
the hot sun, out popped Grandpar

The questions were never answered, but we begged
Grandpa time and time again to tell his beguiling
stories. Grandpa’s stories were, well, stories, but
Grandma's tale about his rennion with Uncle Tiler was
the absoluie ruith, I know. ['was there,

I can gtill hear Gram's soft voice. ..
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Shawn Henley, Granddaughter

Your grandps war born Ovtober 10, 1880, on o primitive
tobacen farm in Palwyra, Tenmessee, His linsage troces back
ta frdand. In ander o feed their ever-growing brood of thirkeen
scrafad the poor soll. Their gundy Inish Rerilage saov ihe
family from slaraation.

Cramdia oas o waner wesdonas—one wilh a degh e
Jor the land and el wildlife. Henever wsed dogs for hunting
wild pame—he didn ¥ nard them. Your grandjpa fnen onitlers”
wenlaring holes and their feeding Rabits. He cowld folow dheir
trenils better thar amy hewnd alive. Your grandpa lived with
the pame, nol ot &. He hunied for food, nat ghort, T ean sl
hear your grandpa fume, “Killing something for sport is the
silliest dermn Bing Foe ever Raerd tal. ™

Chne enigp Ociober dlay, your grandpa couched belaind a
sonrreny sl and aimed his sholgun of a speirrel. The pun
misfired, and the dullet ricochated off s tree. His brother Tyler
JElL bo the grovmd. Your grandpa was only sixteen years old
and didn’t knew how ip cope with the posvibility he'd killed
Hhis brother: With only & few pennies in his pocke, Grandpa
ofimism, and fteried waking. His final destination toas
Omahia, Nebraska.

Fifty years {ater your grandpa neierned to fis mots. One
spring afternoon, he walked, unennounced, into g tobacco
bearn in Clarksodlls, Tennessee, A man shaded Ris epes,
mapped the sueat frow his bro, and jumped down from the
tobaces Bales, Ax he seuntered towand your grandpes, fime
stood still. The man offered s hand to your grendpa, and
witered a single word, “Waller "

Grandpa clasped s brother’s hand and said, “Tyler * For
& fhalfcenbury, the brobhers were strangers. But noo in that
msky fobacen barn, the kxyers of years wene peeled oway. Four
grendpa sever talked aboul it but knew he was relieved of @
heaty, lifedong bmien.




CHICKEN AND SPINACH

b 3 Ibs. cooked chicken

¢ 2 pkgg. frozen spinach, cooked

¢ For sauce, blend:

* 1 can mushrooms

. 11/2 cans cream chicken soup
- 3/4 c. mayonnaise

1/2 L. curry

§ 2 T lemon juice

i - Layer spinach, then 3/4 sauce,
. chicken on top. Top with remaining
(. ‘sance. Sprinkle with parmesan
i cheese. Bake 350 degrees for 45

b minutes. Can serve over rice.

x

SPINACH & TORTELLINI SOUP

2 Ibs. Italhan sansage
320z chicken broth
160z whole tomatoes
1 pkg. spinach

Boz tortellini

1,/2 c. chopped celery
2 c. water

1,/2 c. omion, chopped

parmesan

4 s _, ) 74
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Simmer celery, onion and sansage one §

hour in water. Add chicken broth,
tomatoes and spinach and simmer
ancther howur. Add tortelimi and

simmer another 1/2 hour,
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POTATO SESAME BREAD

b 2 phygs. yeast
i 51/2 c. sifted flour

2T sugar

;' 2 t salt

11/3 c. milk
1/2 c. butter
1 1/2 c. sieved hot cooked poatoes

£ 1 cgg white, slightly beaten

Sesame seeds

i In mixing bowl, thoronghly mix yeast,
L 2 c. flour, sugar & salt. Heat milk,

¢ butter & sieved potatoes over low heat
i until very warm (120-130 degrees).
Butier need not be completely
melted. Add hguid to dry ingredients.

Beat 2 minutes. Add remaining flour,
kneading in by hand (10 minutes)

or with dough hook. Place dough in
buttered bowl mming to butter all
sides. Cover. Let rise until double in
bulk. Punch down, divide into 4 parts.

¢ Roll cach between buticred palms to

form a strand about 15 inches long.

'._ Spiral wrap 2 forms together to form

twist loaf Place in buttered loaf pan.
Let rise. Brush tops with egg white

'.: and sprinkle with sesame seeds. Bake
i -at 375 degrees for 40 minutes. Makes

two loaves.

EAREN'S SALAD
2 bags spinach
1 bag iceberg letiuce
1 c. cottage cheese
1 Ib. bacon
3/4 c. Swiss cheese
1 red onion
3/4 Ib. mushrooms
11/2T poppy sceds
11,2 c. olive oil
3/4 c. vinegar
11,/2 t salt

3/4 c. sugar
3/4 v dry mustard

Marinate last B ingredients overnight.

Pour over first b imgredients just
before serving. Crowd size.
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MAY GRAM’S LIFE REACH OUT AND TOUCH TOMORROW



About This Culinary Memoir

This limited edition culinary memoir was coordinated and edited by Memoir Shoppe
in Fort Landerdale, Florida. Book design, digitl imaging and page layout was done by
Shoebox. Scanning & Design in Vero Beach, Florida.

Judith KEolva, PhuD. is the founder and owner of Memoir Shoppe.
Judith’s doctoral work focused on how preserving life stories can
create meaning in life. he is a vusted interviewer, expert researcher,
and gifted writer whose experience and expertise makes completing

life stories easy. Judith travels worldwide transforming precious
memories in priceless memoirs. Please visit her web site:

wWwWW.memodrshoppe .oom

cjMadigan is a publication designer and digital imaging specialist
with ower owenty vears' experience in graphic design and print
production. Her firm, Shoebox Scanning 8 Design in Vero Beach,
Florida, helps private publishers mrn manuscrips into masterpieces.
You can reach her through her web site: www.shoebowscanning. biz.




tories have a way of taking care of us. They

provide guidance, counsel, encouragement,

inspiration. We learn from our stories. We build

upon our stories. Actually, stories are the glue of
human connections.

Fortunately, storytelling is embedded in the
Henley DNA. Through Gram’s stories, we learn
about an ordinary woman with an extraordinary
family story. We learn how the Henley Clan
laughed, cried, played, and loved. We learn

what it means to be a Henley.




