The Eulogy of Henry Clark, Jr. 
One week ago this day, Henry Clark came home for the last time. His journeys are not over, the remembrance now begins.. .It is difficult to stand with you today and share my thoughts of Henry Clark. To Barbara, who he called wifey, and his two daughters, Chandra Clark Young and Kallene Clark-Rutherford, forgive the smallness of my tribute for a man whose memory is so inspiring.
I have seen famous men, and wealthy men and brilliant figures in my day, but never one so thrilling, so vital as that of our friend, Henry Clark. Like a prince he would enter a room, quite unconscious of his own royalty, and by that mere act put a spell upon everyone around him.
In the twinkling of an eye, gloom was changed into light; dullness quashed due to a certain sparkle in his presence. Here was someone who was distinguished by a nameless gift of attraction, head and shoulders above the crowd; and it is the memory of this personal magnetism more than the work his destiny permitted him to fulfill that adds strength to the roots of his memory.
Henry Clark, bom in our community of Detroit. Raised and schooled in the city, graduating from w*w*S;J'Wright High school and spending his working years at Chrysler Motors, experienced a profound stroke, and severe failure of the power of the muscle in his heart. But the stroke never diminished his strength, either of thought or determination. It would be a terrible mistake to believe that his weakened heart muscle ever diminished the profound strength of his heart-capacity to love and inspire.
Henry has the hardness and beauty of granite; granite passions, passions tested and proved by the difficulties of life and the depth of his conviction. These passions lead Henry to take on the most difficult of tasks, leading a life facing a profound disability. But he did not rest with merely coping with a stroke and heart failure, he chose to lead, and lead by both example and by his profound, deep and total conviction in his power to succeed, and his love of his wife and daughters, and his keenness to help others find a ray of sunlight in his smile and optimism.
I treat patients with illness like Henry's; but no patients with his spirit, and inner strength. This is a special man. I remember our first meeting, his inability to talk, and the pain in my own heart as I watched him refuse my hand so he could alone rise to sit on the examination table and dress himself. I remember him telling me of his dreams of wanting to travel, and spend time with his wife, to me horrifying dreams as I felt the possibility of his realizing the dream remote. But I little knew this remarkable man.
I have received post cards from Henry and Barbara, from the western bank of Alaska, watching whales, from an extensive tour of Disney land, and following a steamboat trip along the Mississippi, Each card, a tweak to me, as if Henry was saying, "see, see what a man can do, if he has heart." At first I thought he was just proving me wrong, and as I

grew to know this man, I learned that he was trying to inspire me. to give rne hope, and to offer his spirit to help others.
This is a man who could light my room with his smile, and change my day with his victory. This was a man so unpreoccupied with his own illness, that he could reach out to help, to help his neighbor. Henry tested as JOB with disability, still managed to have the faith to uncompromisingly commit to being a good. Samaritan,
What he loved about life was people, people as people, in all their wonderfully wild variety-—black and white, protestant, catholic, and jew, believer and unbeliever, important peoples and plain people, democrats and, as he would probably say, "even" republicans. What he loved most about people was the chance to befriend them in their need, to ease their pain even though it magnified his own-—that pain and disability which he never outwitted, but which he held in heroic perpetual contempt. By the alchemy of his boundless drive, rescurcefullness, generosity, and availability, he transmuted his own sufferings into a soothing medicine for countless others. This is a remarkable man.
Men without faults are apt to be men without force. A round diamond has no brilliancy. Lights and shadows, hills and valleys, give beauty to the landscape. The source of his heart disease is not known. But, I can assure you that neither his heart nor his spirit diminished with his last breath,
He lived too few years, most cf the time in tireless activity. One has the melancholy sense that when he knew death was at hand, he was contemplating not what he achieved, but what he had not quite managed to do.
I trust to say that Henry would have valued in our meeting here today would not have been a recitation of the actions of his life, but rather the deeds and visions his life inspired in others.
With Henry Clark, a simple name for an uncommon man, I submit to you, that we will do no justice to him man if we choose only to remember. The way to honor Henry Clark is to refer to him in the present tense, not Henry was, but rather Henry IS. And we must choose actively to deploy his spirit in our daily activities. He will remain vibrant and alive as we choose to actively take his smile and effort into our own heart.
Together we pray that he has found peace, and a glimpse of a beautiful and serene sunset. But today we weep for ourselves. We are lonelier.
Henry, Godsend, and God thank you for sharing, this man with us.
