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Grandpa, 

 

When I was young, you extended your right arm and said to me, “Amanda, shake my hand. For 

when you do, you’ll have shaken the hand that shook the hand that shook the hand of Abraham 

Lincoln.” 

 

I was young, and couldn’t fully grasp the concept, but I stuck out my bony arm anyway and gave 

you my tiny hand. You squeezed it, as you do when we say the “Our Father,” and you winked at 

me.  I smiled. 

 

You have been many things in your life; you are many things. You have experienced much; you 

have travelled the globe, witnessing the world at both its finest and its worst; you have built a 

business and fathered a small nation; you have met thousands––probably tens of thousands; you 

have spoken and written; you have read and learned; you have prospered. You have lived. And 

through such life you have collected an arsenal of stories, of memories, of life. 

 

Spending this past week with you has opened my eyes to everything that you are, not only in life, 

but more specifically to me. Every story you tell, every song you sing, every language you speak 

is a testament to how beautiful this world can be. You and Grandma give me hope that 

everything that happens in this world is survivable. Your memories and your words, your sheer 

presence, comfort me beyond any attemptable explanation. 

 

Both of you have taught me the extraordinary power of words. Any ability of mine to craft the 

English language pales in comparison to the beauty emanating from your writings and thoughts. 

The simple fact that my grandmother and grandfather inscribed their histories in the annals of 

time kindles an inordinate amount of inspiration within my own soul to do the same. 

 

Beyond simply imparting a penchant for words and their composition, you two have invoked an 

understanding and appreciation of a word positioned chief among all others: one inconspicuous 

four-lettered entity known in the English language as “love.” 

 

As such, I would like to thank you.   

 

I am the lucky one; I am the member of a family whose roots are found in this seemingly simple 

yet undeniably complex concept.   

 

Love is the seed from which your tree has grown. It is the water and the sun. It is the care and the 

tenderness. It is all that is necessary. And I am so grateful, so moved, so happy to be one of its 

many leaves, forever connected to it, regardless of which way the wind blows. 

 



 

 

My life has been short: a quarter of its full potential at best. I have many more people to meet, 

numerous experiences to witness, and a thousand more stories to tell. But of all those people who 

have had, and will have, an impact on my impressionable young life, two possess the steadfast 

position at the helm. 

 

My grandfather. My grandmother. 

 

Grandpa, you have shared with me innumerable stories. I can recall many, and have lost some as 

well. But when I was young, my favorite was the one in which you would extend your right arm 

and say to me, “Amanda, shake my hand. For when you do, you’ll have shaken the hand that 

shook the hand that shook the hand of Abraham Lincoln.” I must admit that I have taken this 

story and used it with many of my own time, adding one more hand to keep consistency and 

accuracy, of course. 

 

But, Grandpa, I have a new favorite story. It may not profess the poetic quality of yours, nor does 

it cover a century and a half of memory. But it is my greatest story, and will unremittingly 

remain so. 

 

It goes like this: I extend my right arm, hold out my hand, and say, “Shake my hand. For when 

you do, you’ll have shaken the hand that shook the hand of the man who planted many seeds, 

watered and cared for them, and watched with eager eyes as they spread throughout the world.  

Take my hand, and you’ll have grasped the hand of the man who cultivated a beautiful garden of 

life with God’s most remarkable and everlasting gift: love.” 

 

I love you, Grandpa, 

 

Your Amanda Clare 


