Dear

Mrs. Lenora Hutton Rackley

The day God called you home
God looked around his Garden and found an empty place.
He then looked down upon his earth and saw your loving face.
He put his arms around you and lifted you to rest.
His Garden must be beautiful, he always takes the best.
He knew that you were suffering, he knew you were in pain.
And knew that you would never get well on earth again.
He saw your path was difficult, he closed your tired eyes,
He whispered to you "Peace be Thine" and gave you wings to fly.
When we saw you sleeping so calm and free of pain,
We would not wish you back to earth to suffer once again.
You've left us precious memories, your love will be our guide,
You live on through your children, you're always by our side.
It broke our hearts to lose you, but you did not go alone.
For part of us went with you on the day God called you home.
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It takes special people to care for the needs of our aging community. Thank you all for your loving kind gentle care
that you provided. Your help, warmth and support is greatly appreciated and will not be forgotten. We pray that you
will continue to care for others with the diligence that you cared for Dear.
A Word of Thanks
here is such a great comfort in knowing we are not alone at this time. This assurance
is manifested by the many warm and sincere expressions of care and concern. Each
kind deed brings to fruition the promise of our Savior… “Blessed are they that
mourn, for they shall be comforted.” Please know that we are grateful for your many
prayers to our heavenly Father on our behalf. Additionally we are equally grateful for the
many of you who have been there for Dear through the years. Your incredible display of
unselfish love means more than we can express. Though a void is certain, one thing is
equally sure, through the guidance of the Lord and comfort from the Holy Spirit, we will
endure! Our prayer for all of you is that God’s matchless grace and blessings will fall richly
upon you all.
~ The Family

T

Resting Until He Comes Again
at

Evergreen Memorial Park
N. NE Loop 323 at Texas College Road • Tyler, Texas

The Celebration Worship Experience

Prelude Musicians
Processional of Clergy and The Family
Glimpse ‘til Glory
Praise Through Music J. E. Curtis Mass Choir

Bro. Gary Blevins, Minister of Music
Old Testament Scriptural Reading Rev. Gary Choice
New Testament Scriptural Reading Rev. Harold C. Young, II
A Talk With God Rev. Sedaric Dinkens
Ministry Through Music J. E. Curtis Mass Choir
Resolutions New Jerusalem Baptist Church

Mt. Hebron Baptist Church of Garland,
Texas
Reflections Sis. Virginia Davis

Sis. Rosia Harmon
Bro. Jules Hutton
Bro. Giles Hutton
A Word of Encouragement Pastor James E. Curtis
“The Day God Called You Home” Toni Berry-Wilkins
Sermonic Solo Minister Donna Bourgeois Williams
The Spoken WORD Rev. Frederick D. Berry, Sr.
Musical Tribute Grandma’s Hands

Minister Donna Bourgeois Williams
Recessional

What a Life!

Celebrating the Life, Love, and Legacy
of

Lenora “Dear” Rackley
It is 12:49 am Monday, April 26, 2010 and Dear just got her wings and took flight. Wow, what a life!
Where do we begin? Well, it all started nearly ninety-five years ago at 6:00 a.m. on Tuesday, June 1, 1915;
Lenora Parker was born. How proud her mom, Lillie Lue must have been. Her baby girl would be the first
of twelve children to be raised by her and her husband Joe Hutton.

Living in the historic Delta of

Mississippi, Lenora attended public school through the eighth grade in Mound Bayou, Mississippi. As
custom of the times, she and her family worked hard as share
croppers to take care of the family. She and all of her siblings
would go to the cotton fields; the older kids would work and the
younger kids would be close to them, the toddlers playing and the
babies on blankets under a tree. Later in life after they no longer
farmed they moved a couple times and landed in Cleveland,
Mississippi. In Cleveland Joe Hutton worked as a bee keeper and
they were able to purchase a home and was one of the first
families to own their own Model A. car. They started out poor
and worked their way up to be relatively prosperous for the times.

During these days she also reflected on the time she though she saw a monster coming at her and it nearly
scared her to death! Well, it turns out that it was not a monster but the very first time that she saw a train.
After all, Lenora was born nearly a century ago (that was before television, frozen foods, credit cards, laser
beams, FM radio, curls and perms, and the ball point pen). She shared with us that as a kid she was very
afraid of large bodies of water and deathly afraid of fire. Both of these fears followed her through life which
made it amazing to us to know that she was baptized in the Yazoo River.
Lenora was always a feisty one. Maybe that’s why they called her ‘Lee’
for short. The oldest of twelve children, she helped to raise and protect
them and didn’t mind fighting for them whenever needed. As kids they
would carry their lunch to school in a “Syrup Can”. The container held
their lunch very well but would also serve a good weapon.

It was

common for her younger sister Vinnie to ‘get into it’ with someone and
Lee would have to fight to protect her, and yes, the ‘syrup can’ would often
come in handy!

The Delta was a great place to be but she decided to journey out and spread
her boundaries. She and a few cousins decided to branch out and they
selected Meridian, Mississippi as their stopping point.

What a good

decision Meridian turned out to be; that’s where she met J. C. Rackley and
in April of 1942 they became husband and wife. Married for nearly sixty
years, the young couple would live to see many things, many changes and
a lot of blessings. They decided to raise a family and God blessed J. C. and Lenora with a bouncing baby
girl, Mary. They were good parents and although life had some challenges as it does for us all, they enjoyed
it. As parents, they worked hard to provide her with the educational standards of private school for all of her
elementary and most of her high school years. They worked unselfishly to put her through college.

Let me tell you about Dear ~
As long as I could remember I called my mom ‘Madea’ which was short for Mother Dear. I was told that I
had to be too young to remember this but I can remember walking at the train station and with Madea and
daddy in a small town in the Mississippi Gulf Coast. I recall them holding their hands, mine stretched way
above my head; I must have only been a toddler around two or three years old. I recall what the streets
looked like and the sights around me. It’s real possible that I recall it that way because I can also remember
when the ice cream truck came by our house when I was three years old. I decided that I was going to get ice
cream although Madea said that I couldn’t have any. I recall batting out the door headed to my icy, cold,
sweet treat and my Madea as right behind me. I was young and could easily outrun her so I started out!
Instead of going straight to the ice cream truck where she would
immediately get me I decided to run around the house. There we were,
me running and her running behind me. I must have been doing pretty
good 'cause I had been around the house a time or two and she had not
gotten me yet. But something strange was going on…. It appeared that
she was gaining ground. I can remember running as fast as I could.
We must have made several laps around the house before this hand
came out of nowhere and grabbed me. I can remember cars up and down the street that stopped to watch this
lady chase this girl around the house over and over. Needless to say she got me good!!!

When I was a teenager I recall Madea let me go to the park with my friends. I was welcome to stay awhile
as long as I was home by the time the street lights came on. I now realize that it’s hard to determine when
the street lights come on when you are at the park and there are other lights, people and activities around
you. Well as the story goes, when my friends and I decided that we had as much fun as we could stand for
the day we decided to head home only to find the shocking news that …. Yes, the street lights were already
on and from the looks of the sky, they had been on for some time. When I got home, Madea and her
neighbor were sitting on their front porches talking. Madea went off on me! She told me to go get a ‘switch’
from the ‘switch bush’ so she could get me good. Wow, here I am a teenager and Madea was getting ready
to ‘wear me out’. I couldn’t believe it. I knew she didn’t play but wow. I recall going behind the house and
thinking about it for what I thought was a few minutes. Well, I decided, I would take my punishment, so I
pulled off a large ‘switch’ and headed back around the house as I was
informed to do. What seemed like a few minutes to me apparently was a bit
longer. Madea had forgotten that she even sent me behind the house. I came
around the house, dragging what must have been a half of the tree with me
and scared her and the neighbor half to death! She was so outdone that she
fussed at me and sent me in the house – yes, no ‘beating’ tonight!!!

As customary of the times Madea left school after the eighth grade. I can
remember Madea going back to night school and studying to become a Licensed Practical Nurse. She was
determined and she did it. She was also a midwife. Nursing was in line with her nurturing nature, for she
always was caring for someone else. Although Madea had several jobs through the years, from nursing, to
cooking at St. Joseph’s Catholic School (where I attended and would, from time to
time, get extra portions cause she worked there), to working as a housekeeper,
Madea worked hard to help daddy provide a good living for us.

As an adult, I spent a lot of time with my Madea and daddy. Madea would help me
in any way she could; from cooking, raising the kids, spanking the kids and helping
to get them to school. My husband and I even lived with them for a short time when
we were first married. She was the ‘captain’ and ran a tight ship. She kept me inline,
daddy inline, the kids inline and nearly everyone else who came in contact with her.
As I previously stated, as I could remember I called my mom ‘Madea’. When my
daughter Toni came along that was too much for her to say so she shortened it to

‘Dear’ and daddy was referred to as “Papa” by the kids. Since that time they have been Dear and Pa to
nearly everyone they met.

We enjoyed our time together. Living in the same small town made it easy, I could easily stop over at her
house or she drive over to mine. We went to church together and would enjoy Sunday’s soul food dinner
every Sunday at my house. All of the holidays, special times, and normal times we were together.

In 1985 I made the decision to relocate to Texas to accept a position at Jarvis Christian College. Dear was
not excited about this idea at all but reluctantly supported me. My family begin to migrate from Mississippi
to Texas; Frederick moved in 1986 and Toni in 1987. In 1988, I
asked Dear and Pa to move to Texas to live with me. Pa agreed
without hesitation but Dear needed some convicting. Being out voted
by Pa, Dear agreed and all of us packed up their home and moved
them to Texas. That was a great move. Shortly after their arrival in
Texas and with a few “Curtis bar-b-ques” they united with The New
Jerusalem Baptist Church where she attended faithfully until her
health became more of a challenge.
Here in Texas, Dear was still Dear. She was still feisty, sassy and didn’t mind getting you and anyone that
she met inline. People gravitated to her and loved, as well as, respected her. Dear was full of energy and
didn’t mind hard work.

Dear lived a full life and raised many kids including her siblings, child,

grandchildren, great-grand children and was working on raising the great-great grandchildren. They all had a
special bond with her… she would fuss at them, swing at them, encourage them and love them. All of them
have their “Dear Stories”; from Toni and Frederick with Dear living in Meridian next door to the
neighborhood store where she would give them money to buy goodies
when they were little; to Marilee when Dear and Pa would take care of
her while Toni was in nursing school; to Ambi and Jason when they
stayed in the house with them and enjoyed all the fun times; to Pandy
when Dear stopped Pa from spanking her and Marilee; to Scooter and
William all the way down to Cameron and Cassie. They all had their
Dear times.

Just think of it, Dear was the matriarch of five

generations… and she looked good!
In Dear’s last years she suffered from Alzheimer’s. She had good days and challenging days. But she was
still her same feisty self. Sometimes that only meant that she would get on to the kids over, and over, and

over for the same thing (i.e. put your shoes on, don’t eat up all the food, etc.) but it was not out of character
for her. In the last few months it became apparent that we tried hard but I and her caregivers could not give
her the care at home that she needed. After praying, contemplating and searching I selected Park Place
Rehabilitation and Nursing Center for her. The nurses and caregivers would often comment that Dear was
feisty! Although her health was failing, she did what she could to
keep them inline also.

So as I stand here around her bed and watch as she received her
wings at 12:49 am on Monday, April 26, 2010 I can’t help but
think... Wow, what a life!
Those who will often reflect on the precious memories of Dear
include…
A loving and dedicated daughter

Mary Rackley Berry

Tyler, Texas

Two loving grandchildren

Toni Berry-Wilkins
Frederick (Patra) Berry, Sr.

Mesquite, Texas
Wylie, Texas

Great-grandchildren

Marilee Elizabeth Berry
Andrelin Renee (Jonas) Brinkley
Ambrielle Cachet Wilkins
Jason Dwayne Wilkins
Frederick Dwayne Berry, II
William Keith Rackley Berry

Irving, Texas
Bay City, Texas
Tyler, Texas
Mesquite, Texas
Wylie, Texas
Wylie, Texas

Great-great grandchildren

Cameron Lewis J. C. Berry
Cassandra Gladys Berry
Josiah Adrian Brinkley
Madison Andrea Brinkley

Irving, Texas
Irving, Texas
Bay City, Texas
Bay City, Texas

Brothers

Giles (Virginia) Hutton
Jules Hutton
Vernell Hutton
Lee Kelly (Annie Laura) Hutton

Miami, Florida
Chicago, Illinois
Cleveland, Mississippi
Cleveland, Mississippi

What a happy reunion ~ nearly ten years later, she’s now reunited with her husband in glory, J. C. Rackley;
along with her mom, Lillie Lue Hutton, father, Joe Hutton; sisters Vinnie Sutton, Delores Harvey and
Geraldine Jenkins including their brothers John D. Hutton, Mack Hutton, Joe Hutton and Joseph Hutton. In
that great getting up morning…. Fair ye well; fair ye well!

Thinking of Dear
As the senior grandchild, I spent most of my formative years with Dear. She
guided and molded me in ways I never realized. Every day I discover new things
about myself that are a direct result of her wisdom, discipline and love. There is
truth in the statement that the more things change, the more they stay the same.
Though I strived to be so much different from her generation, I sometimes find
myself the very embodiment of her spirit and philosophy. Dear was progressive,
outspoken, and sassy and assertive…all of the things I always wanted to be, but
never knew why. I was too naïve to realize that she lead by example, and instilled
the desire to emulate without revealing her true purpose.
I was the first one to call her “Dear”. As a baby learning to talk, I could not
pronounce the word “Madea”; I could only say “Dea”…and the name stuck.
While Mom attended college, I stayed in Meridian with Dear and Papa during what I call “the good years”…being the
apple of their eye was great! But make no mistake, discipline was ever present, swift, but always tempered with love
and guidance. Dear was always my cheerleader…she encouraged my growth and tolerated my petulance…to a point—
which basically meant, she often protected me when I sometimes didn’t exactly deserve it, like when I climbed up on
her kitchen table and pulled the middle out of the layers she had baked for a cake. I so loved her for that. Dear was
always there…she took me to my band rehearsals, piano lessons, and choir rehearsals. She took my brother and I to
the fair every year, every when there was an outbreak of hepatitis and we were still pining to go. She helped us save
our pennies and took us gift shopping for our mother on every occasion and would secretly add money to ours so we
could get what wanted our mother to have. She
bought every car I ever had until I got married, and
provided home-cooked meals to every boyfriend I
had lied to and told I could cook. She was the only
Sunday school teacher I ever had. When Mother and
I got into it, and I “ran away from home” or “moved
out”, I went straight to Dear’s house—she would
come and pick me up from my mother’s house!
When the doctor put me on a special diet, she went to the store and bought everything on that diet and learned how to

cook it, just for me…even though it was stuff we had never even heard of, like lamb chops and cauliflower. She
went thru every illness and hospitalization with me from the first moment to the last. She was determined that I
would always have the best and do my best. She literally raised my child while I pursued a degree and career in
nursing. She was my confidant and best friend all through the years. We talked about things that I could not or
would not discuss with anyone else, and she advised me correctly each time, always ensuring that I prayed about
it and put it in God’s hands. My faith endured and strengthened thru the years because of her undying devotion to
the Lord and his grace and mercy. Dear was the oldest of all of her siblings, and they, their children and their

children’s children greatly respected her. No matter who you spoke to, they
all said basically the same thing…Dear was strict, and didn’t take no mess.
She was assertive and meant what she said! Whenever they were around,
they knew Dear was in charge---even over their own mother! She always
“ruled the roost”. So, as an adult, whenever my friends would ask how she
was doing, I gave them the most accurate statement I know…”Dear is
Dear”..and they instantly laughed and knew what I meant. It is amazing that
at almost 50 years of age, everyone who knows me knows Dear. Many of my
friends are people I have known practically since the cradle, and we literally
grew up together. From Walterine’s nursery to St. Joseph’s Catholic School to
Mt. Calvary Baptist Church to New Jerusalem; those who know me, know
and love my Dear. As her health began to fail, she became increasingly
concerned with being a burden, to which I promised her that I would always be there to help take care of her, no
matter what. During her final days, as we were gathered around her bedside, she made sure that she let us know
that she knew we were there, and we felt her love comforting us. As she ascended to glory, my heart was
breaking but my soul was rejoicing; she was finally together with her loved ones once again. I already miss my
“mama grand”, my confident, my friend, my “Dea”. But she left us her spirit, her strength and determination;
with these qualities we will endure and prosper…which, all along, was her true purpose.

~ Toni

