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e URING our time together,
1 3@ keep asking my tnother t re-
AY peal the stories of her child-
hood, not untike the begging ; ch{:
Amla, imploring her tc vead “Sisep-
ing Beauly” over and over again.
fand while sihe talks, 1 pepper her
with questions, each Tlf‘lfi’ le Fg!
something new abeui her ¢
aow all that had been |
was a rough skeich of her Il
ia‘iel"u, a-s she turns 71 this s
've f2lt a profound need to be {:'!oser
G her,

‘Like her, I am also a moiher of
fomr. We 2asily relate to each other
through the grandchildren. The hour-
Fiags 18 empz:}’mr and I am ready
oW 10 ialk to her in a de pﬂr way,
nrobing 10 reach the gird of her child-
004, .

{ have gleaned & few peaﬂs ... hey
zarly uevormm, books and the piano,
thep later, matheinatics and spoHrts:

iinits reve aiad ’rhmugh the vears. i
iearned that a bout of scarley isver
stole her nearmsg for iwo weeks when
she was 2 years ou‘ {eaving her
Arums punciured. @ ¥xnew of various
incidents, but 1ong~.d to urders tand
her emotions associgied with thoge
EXBErIeNces _

I wonder if my mom has any re-
grets, She shdared with that after
college In the late 1954°s, she worked
0T 4 large insurance company and
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Lisa St Johinis g freelance writer
who lives o1 Uhappague.
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was one of a few empioy
to learn compmer' ski

cimec a stimulating and lucrative
ioh track vcecause she knew that if
.woula confiict with being a2 wife and

She de-

motner. I, {og, oiien struggled with

v decigion {¢ siayv home ang raise
my iamily.

Stitl, she toicd me, “I wouid siil
make fhe samie chpice today.”

When ner oider proither, myv uncie
Russeli, went off to war, fﬂ¢ family
said geoabye, vet no one cried excent
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my moinker. “Iwas fur'éous al my par-

ents for not crying,” she saxd Her
revelalion sad ueﬂea i as8 a chiid, §
rarelv.saw ier cry. In her own child-

ﬁoo&,- there was 1o reom for emoticn.
For the first time I ungerstood why
MYy expressive nature mgni;ened

- her.

an.ev v we jog or walk, 1 press
r i0r more intimaie siories, asking
he; now 1t felt to grow up the first

dpughnter, the third child of six chil-
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dren. What were the games of hur.
vouth? iavaorite books?’ What col-

or was her pedroom? My mother and
i stop beside the bridge overiooking
the Croton Reservoir, silently taking
in the sky and water before resuming
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our brisk five-mile trak,

On angther rip, I ask her for more
details about myv g?"mam\:m::x
whose gifted piano hands betrave
her with a diagnosis of Parkinso s
aisease, My voung mother wata,,.zw*
ner own mother withdraw from the
world as the ravages of her disease
caused myv grandmother fo withdraw
irom the cr:*mpany 01 others,
though at the lime she was m her
early 50°¢. She retired 1o her bed-
room and never left untii her death,
decade later, My grandmother never
communicatea any of her struggle or
neariache to her chlraren.

L2517 October, as we strolled with
tﬁe auturan iea\fﬁ“‘ underfoor, I asked
ner about iriends who had died or
were dxrmo “It’s hard to be the lagt
e Lmd me. My father dieg of
lung canger at 58, and since then
thelr best friends are dving, one afie;
the other. Recently, her best {riend
Ann, died of cancer, within months o
her husband. [ kncw how much my
maom misses them.

Spring is returning and we have
resumsed our om’:ings cn the mke
path. Kecenily my 7-year-old ‘niac(:
Ramona as}.:ed- her graﬁam&
“What dees it feel like 10 be you
Grandma?” ,._3, mother answerasg
thoughtfully.

“I feel very voung on the inside,”
she said and nesitated before adding
“Thereis spo much I wani to learn.”
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