Joyce thought of me as that bad guy who stole her daughter away, not once but three times. Each time we left Minnesota for New Zealand Joyce was sure that it was my idea and that I was forcing Gail to leave. It was a grievous offence since Gail is an only child. And to make matters worse I was also taking their only grandchildren away.
In 2002 I lived with Joyce for 5 months.  And Gail was with us for two of those. With the three of us living under one roof Joyce was able to see the genuine love that Gail and I share and I’d like to believe that Joyce came to like me from then on. 
During that stay we discovered that we shared a liking for “Everybody Loves Raymond” and we would watch the daily re-runs together.  I also discovered that Joyce liked to watch NBA basketball. I don’t know if she understood the game, but she liked to comment on how good the players looked.

I will miss that cross-eyed look Joyce would make whenever she did something silly or stupid, especially when we were playing Pass Rummy.

Like you I have happy memories of her to treasure. 
Rest in peace Joyce.

