For Whom Do I Write?
Mark Hurt

I write for the dead.

I write to still be connected with the people in my past who I associate with a culture, a country
and a spirit I believe is disappearing. All of these people were of the 20th century and from the
middle of our country. None of them were privileged; all were people of integrity.

I write for David, who suffered through multiple sclerosis and cancer with vivacity and
optimism.

I write for Denny, who persevered through so many years of struggle after the death of his wife.

I write for Marilyn, who, despite her immense brilliance, was always humble and self-
deprecating and knew how to lift people up rather than breaking them down.

I write for Dean, who died off the Strait of Formosa serving his country and therefore was never
able to help his infant daughter through a troubled life.

I write for John, who died suddenly when he was finally beginning to live his life to the fullest.

I write for Laura, who understood the importance of young people learning Shakespeare and the
classics.

I write for Phil who made certain every patient's exam was conducted with professionalism while
at the same time creating a culture for staff that was friendly and informative.

I write for Tom, who best demonstrated the qualities of true friendship. However, his friends
were unable to honor him at a funeral because of the Covid lockdowns.

I write for Jarrell who like so many of the childless had no one to tell the unique stories of their
lives. He had quite a unique life coming from rural Arkansas to become incredibly successful in
both music and medicine.

Most of all, I write for Bob. I write in hopes of preserving the lessons he taught about character
and how to respect and understand the history of our country and its values. He modeled the way
each and every person should be treated with a lighthearted respect and decency. I write to try to
still be fastened to his world.



