
In Memory of Henry, with Love and Mahalo Nui Loa from Janet

Henry’s office door is opposite mine.

Every morning, Henry wheeled in, pushing his door wide open to bring in the light and to welcome all the many people who stop by to see him.

Every morning, our family of DSPS colleagues would drift into his office to fill their souls.  

I would take in my morning cup of tea to sit with him, while Henry lent strong left-leaning comments to the politics of the day, made me laugh with a clever pun or wry comment, and always threw light on my challenging problems.

Henry and I have worked very closely together for many years.  I’ve walked with him many miles, up ramps too narrow to move side by side, Henry at the back, Henry at the front, separate but equal, because there was no other choice.

I’ve sat with Henry on many occasions at the back of the old Garvin Theatre, always at the back, segregated in the box, with poor views of the stage, because there was no other choice.

I’ve sat with Henry at the front of the bleachers in the gym, always at the front, segregated on the gym floor, with no views of the crowd behind, because there was no other choice.

I’ve sat with Henry in front of the stadium seats, always segregated at the front, down on the edge of the playing field, with no views of the light reflected on the sea, because there was no other choice.

A few years ago Henry asked me to join him at the top of the stadium steps above the last row of seats.  As I walked towards my friend, I took in that beautiful view you all know so well: the harbor, the beach, our running track and field.  But as I crouched down next to Henry and saw what HE saw, the view was gone.  All I could see were rows of bricks; bricks at the top of the four foot high wall directly in his line of vision.

Henry simply commented, “Until we get a stadium renovation, ask them to remove a couple of rows of bricks so we can all see the game and enjoy the view.”

This simple, practical solution of Henry’s, the removal of a few bricks, let in the light; the light of opportunity and the promise of integration.

Each day of his working life, Henry, in his similarly understated way, threw light on the lives of so many of his students.  He showed them a way forward, helping them to realize their opportunities and convincing them that they can achieve.

Henry’s passion for providing integration and opportunity was reflected best in his counseling those many students who are facing disabilities that no one can see.

There are vast examples of how Henry has thrown light into these lives so often enveloped in darkness, but one instance symbolizes his positive influence.

This week, in Henry’s office, I found a thank you card with a picture on the front of light shining down into a dark cave. It is from a student with just such an invisible disability.

I feel as if I am in a dark place trying to find my way out,

constantly searching for light to guide me.

Henry, you are part of that light.

You took the time to help me and give me advice.

You had confidence in me and my ability to succeed in life.

I am so afraid of being in that dark, helpless place again.

I am thankful that there are people like you in this world.

Henry, you make each day a little easier by putting a smile on my face

and giving me more confidence in myself.

For this student, Henry removed a few bricks to let in the light.

In throwing light on the lives of students, colleagues, friends and family, Henry will never be forgotten.

Henry, we will miss you for being a shining light in our lives.

