
Gary Forsythe

Perhaps some of you will remember the eighth grade choir photo. 

Thirteen year old Gary had his converse covered feet in a most contorted 

position.  Try turning your feet like that and you’ll it difficult, if not impossible  

to do.  I can’t do it.

For my thirteenth birthday, my parents gave me a party.  It was styled 

after a casino and each of the twenty-some guests were given an equal amount 

of chips to bet on the various games.  At the end of the party it was Gary who 

had the most chips and earned himself first choice of the prizes.  He chose a red 

kerosene lantern.

One summer evening Gary and I set out on his motor cycle for Kaisers 

Lake.  We took the back roads.  Four or five miles out of town the bike ran out 

of gas.  Gary parked the bike and we walked until we found an empty pop 

bottle.  With pop bottle in hand we, we found a farm with a fuel tank and either 

coaxed or bought 12 ounces of gas from the farmer.  I don’t remember if we 

made it to the lake or not, but I do remember the fun we had riding all over 

tarnation that night.

Edmund Miller




I had two beds in my room, so Gary would often spend the night.  We’d 

get up early on Sunday morning, pick up some pastry at City Bakery, and head 

to Myers Bar to clean it up, which was Gary’s job.  I was happy to help him get 

the work done so we could have more time to have fun.

In recent years Gary and I exchanged e-mails and occasionally talked on 

the phone.  I recognized in Gary deep humility and love and appreciation for 

many people, who had encouraged him over the years.  Like me, Gary had a 

spiritual awakening and found joy in his relationships with Christ and friends at 

church.  The last missive he sent me expressed a radical witness to his faith.

Gary was truly a kindred spirit.  We enjoyed many things together: food, 

beer, sports, music, parties, deep discussion, poker, and tonk to name a few.  I 

am convinced that a time will come again when Gary and I will pick up right 

where we left off.  After all it’s Gary’s turn to deal and I’m ten cents up. 


