A tribute to My Grandparents on their 75th Wedding Anniversary
[bookmark: _GoBack]I am writing today to pay tribute to my wonderful grandparents, William P. and Helen Harrison. 
It is always interesting what a person remembers from his childhood.  One of the most pleasant memories for me is the times we went to Muskogee to see my grandparents.  I can remember as far back as their house over on Jolee and the manual typewriter in my PaPa’s office.  I remember being asleep on Christmas Eve and hearing the floor squeaking and wondering if it wasn’t Santa Claus.  And I remember waking up the next morning and finding a racing car set and my dad and grandpa racing the cars and how it was a long time before I got a turn.  I remember that there was always ice cream in the freezer and cones ready to pile it on.  I particularly remember the foot lodge for the freezer door.  Funny what kinds of things come to mind.
I remember going out to the property on Harris Road and the stakes in ground which marked the place where they were going to build their new home.  Every time we came back after that something had changed because PaPa was always working on something.  Finding out what had changed from the last time was always part of the adventure of going to their house.  For the longest time we waited for the bridge to be built across the creek and for the swing to be re-hung after it broke.  And of course, we were always anxious to see the latest remodel on the bird houses PaPa set out each year, especially the big castle bird house we built for him one Christmas.  
It was also fun wondering how many dogs were going to greet us with each visit and whether or not the little dog, Abby, would come out of her little cage from under the table.  
I always loved going in the summer because inevitably there would be fresh vegetables, and fried okra and wonderful, sweet corn on the cob.  I remember me and my PaPa got in a contest to see who could eat the most.  I ate ten ears of corn and he ate nine.  That was great.  I remember my grandpa’s hearty laugh and his teasing me about how much I could put away.  
Part of the charm of my grandparents’ home was that it was a gathering place.  It was always a delight when my aunt and uncle Jonell and Ray would come out with Tiger and Judy and the rest of the family.  People would not stay long, but our times were meaningful.  I especially remember David and Ernie, Kelly and Jeffry coming over and David asking me if I had heard how well the Sooners were doing.  
But what I remember most fondly were the times we would sit in the living room together and begin to talk.  We would talk about family or church or what was happening around the house.  Grandma would tell funny stories about different things happening to different people.  She didn’t always mean for them to be funny, but often you could hear a little chuckle just under the surface of what she was describing.  Then Papa would ask, “Brian, what do you think about….?”  And he would usually be asking me about some theological question or a current emphasis in religious circles.  He would sit there with a small grin on his face as he listened to me.  I always appreciated the respect I felt from my grandfather even if he wasn’t exactly convinced of my position.  
I deeply appreciate what they have given to me and my family through all these years.  They are more a part of who I am and what I do than I could ever describe.  They have given me and my family the stability and blessing that comes from a love that endures through the years.  
Grandma and PaPa, I wish so deeply that I could be there with you today to celebrate your amazing accomplishment of 75 years of faithful love.  Thank you for the foundations and legacy that you have given to all of us.  Thank you for making us feel loved and longed for.  Thank you for your prayers and encouragement and the open door and open hearts we always found at your house.
I love you so much.
Happy Anniversary.  
Brian, Suzanne, Abby, Stephanie, Hannah, Samuel, Jackie, Serenity  
