OUR MOTHER OF PEARL

October 26, 1939 – August 29, 2009
 

THIS IS A TRIBUTE POEM FOR OUR MOM
JUST AS SHE WANTED HER LIFE TO BE REMEMBERED
NOT IN SADNESS BUT IN CELEBRATION OF THE GOOD TIMES
MOM'S 4 KIDS BORN IN SEPTEMBER, JANUARY, AUGUST AND DECEMBER
WILL ALWAYS REMEMBER HER STRENGTH, COURAGE, TENACIOUSNESS, VIVACIOUS, FLIRTATIOUS NATURE 
 WHAT STICKS OUT IN MY MIND THE MOST IS MOM'S FEARLESS AND MANY TIMES IMPULSIVE
ABILITY TO TAKE RISKS, SO AUDACIOUS 

DID MOM MAKE MISTAKES IN RAISING US KIDS..   SURE SHE DID . ALL 4 OF MOM’S CHILDREN SURVIVED HER MISTAKES AND CHOISES SHE MADE IN HER LIFE, OUR LIVES. THE GOOD NEWS IS WE ALL 
THRIVED, NEVER FELT DEPRIVED
WHAT MOM TAUGHT US AS CHILDREN WE HAVE ALL TAKEN INTO ADULTHOOD, OUR MARRIAGES AND HANDED OVER TO OUR OWN CHILDREN
SOMEHOW, WE HAVE ALL MANAGED TO PICK AND CHOOSE THE MOST IMPORTANT LIFE LESSONS MOM TAUGHT US  AND WE LEARNED FROM HER MISTAKES. 
SCOTT, MIKE BRADY AND I WILL ALWAYS BE INDEBTED TO OUR MOM FOR OUR OWN ABILITIES 
TO GET THROUGH DAY TO DAY STRESSES, MONUMENTAL CHANGES IN OUR LIVES .
GROWING UP AS TEENAGERS, IT OFTEN FELT AS THOUGH 
WE WERE SHIELDED BY AN ARMY OF GREAT STRENGTH
MOM SAW TO IT THAT ALL OF US KIDS REMAINED IN CHURCH SCHOOL, MANY THANKS TO GOD ,MOM 
AND A SPECIAL AUNT AND UNCLE WHO HELPED OUR MOTHER AND HER CHILDREN BY UNTOLD LENGTHS
THERE WERE MANY CHAPTERS IN MANY STATES WHILE WE WERE GROWING UP !! 
MOM WAS A FREE SPIRIT, NEVER AFRAID OF MUCH
WHETHER IT BE RACING DOWN UTAH MOUNTAINS AT MACH SPEED AS SHE HUNG ON FOR DEAR LIFE, INNER TUBING AT THE AGE OF 30 SOMETHING WHILE PREGNANT WITH OUR WEE BROTHER BRADY OR FLYING THROUGH LAKE HAVASU ON MIKE'S INNERTUBE  ON THE END OF A SPEED BOAT CLOSING IN ON 60 YRS OLD.

THEN MOM DECIDED TO MOVE TO LOVELAND AT THE RIPE OL AGE OF 69. BOY DID HER  SUBARU &  “ GREMLIN “ TAKE OFF ON WILD ADVENTURES IN HER FAVORITE NEW TOWN.

IF GIVEN ENOUGH TIME SHE WOULD HAVE BOUGHT EVERYTHING IN “ BED BATH & BEYOND THAT WAS NOT NAILED DOWN

MOM WAS JUST ENJOYING HER NEW FOUND FREEDOM, SO LOOKING FORWARD TO DECORATING HER SPECIAL LITTLE HOME WITH SUCH THINGS AS BRIGHT RED APPLE KITCHEN CURTAINS. 

MOM ENVISIONED HER OLD WARN OUT KITCHEN CUPBOARDS, ONE DAY TO BE PAINTED BY HER OVER WORKED SON

JUST A MONTH AGO, MOM WAS BARELY ABLE TO WALK BUT SHE HAD ENOUGH ENERGY TO HELP GUIDE ME IN MAKING SCOTT’S SPECIAL ZEBRA STRIPED TIE BLANKET. THE GOOD NEWS IS, I NOW KNOW HOW TO DO THOSE DREADED CORNERS.

MOM NOW LAYS IN HER HOSPICE BED UP AT MCKEE, WHERE SCOTT GENTLY COVERED MOM WITH HIS TIE BLANKET, WHILE WE QUIETLY MOURN HER

A FEW DAYS BEFORE MOM GOT REALLY SICK WHLE STILL LIVING AT HER HOME, SHE MADE A LONG “ TO DO LIST “ THAT JUST HAD TO GET DONE.  MOM DECIDED IT WAS TIME TO MAKE SOME OF HER FAMOUS POTATO SALAD. TOOK US ALL DAY AS WE TALKED ABOUT LIFE WHILE PEELING THOSE BIG OL POTATOES. IT TASTED SO GOOD, SCOTT FED Xed MIKE A CONTAINER OF 5 DAY OLD POTATOE SALAD. I SECRETELY TEXTED MIKE , “ EAT AT YOUR OWN RISK “

BY THE 3RD DAY OF MOM’S WHIRL WIND OF ACTIVITIES, I WAS EXHAUSTED BUT NOT MOM…IT WAS TIME FOR US TO MAKE SOME BIG COOKIES OUT OF JESSIE’S COOK BOOK AT 10:00 PM ONE NIGHT. SHE SAT DOWN IN THE KITCHEN AND READ OFF THE DIRECTIONS WHILE I THREW EVERYTHING IN THE BOWL. MOM SAID “ THIS RECIPE IS TOO BORING, LETS ADD THE M & M’S TO BRIGHTEN THEM UP.”

ON THE 4TH DAY OF MOM’S WHIRLWIND, SHE WANTED TO SHOW ME HER BRIGHT RED APPLE MATERIAL THAT SHE HAD INTENDED TO SEW AND HANG IN HER NEW KITCHEN .  I BEGAN TO HAVE VISIONS OF MOM ORCHESTRATING ME WITH A NEEDLE, THREAD AND PAIR OF SHEERS. 

     BY NOW MY MIND WAS REELING WITH UNABASHED FEARS…WOULD MOM NOTICE IF I BOUGHT HER SOME ALREADY MADE CURTAINS FROM THE NEARST SEARS ?

I QUICKLY OFFERED TO TAKE HER BRIGHT RED APPLE MATERIAL HOME TO RENTON ON MY NEXT FLIGHT. I ASSURED MOM THAT MY SEAMSTRESS IS AS TALENTED AS CAN BE. 

I’D BRING MOM’S FANCY APPLE CURTAINS BACK TO LOVELAND AND HAVE SCOTT HANG THEM , PRAYING SHE WOULD AGREE.

WITH THAT OFFER MOM QUICKLY SAT DOWN FOR 2 HOURS AND DREW THIS ELABORATE CURTAIN DESIGN. 

     MOM, I HAD NO IDEA OF YOUR HIDDEN ARTISTIC SEWING TALENT WHEN WE WERE JUST TODDLERS, BUSY KEEPING US ALL IN LINE !!  

     YOU TOLD ME HOW YOU WOULD PUT US YOUNG NS TO BED BY 7 OR 8. SEWING HAD BECOME YOUR OUTLET. YOU’D CREATE YOUR OWN COUNTRY WESTERN PATTERNS THEN SEW INTO THE NIGHT. 

     BEFORE LONG DAD HAD THE FANCIEST COLLECTION OF WESTERN SHIRTS HE WORE PROUDLY WITH SUCH DELIGHT

OUR “ DOMESTIC”  TIME SPENT TOGETHER THOSE BUSY 6 WEEKS

WILL ALWAYS BE WITH ME, ALL YOUR CRITIQUES AND TECHNIQUES !!

I BELIEVE IT WAS MOM'S GREAT SENSE OF HUMOR THAT GOT HER
THROUGH EVERY DAY OF HER LIFE
IT'S A GREAT CHARACTER TRAIT AND WHAT WE ALL WILL MOST REMEMBER MOM FOR !!
YOU WERE A GREAT MOM NOT TO MENTION A STRONG AND LOVING WIFE
YOUR DEDICATION TO PAUL DURING HIS ILLNESS WILL FOREVER MAKE US PROUD. YOU TOOK GREAT CARE OF YOUR MAN, AT THE COST OF YOUR OWN HEALTH. 
MOM, YOU HELD UP THROUGH YOUR YEAR LONG BATTLE WITH DISCOID LUPUS AND THEN YOUR CANCER LIKE A PILLAR OF STEALTH
 A CATCHY PHRASE SPAWNED BY YOUR GRANDSON'S TEE SHIRT,
" IT IS WHAT IT IS "  
SOON BECAME A MUCH USED PHRASE, A REALITY AND A WAY FOR YOU AND US TO DEAL WITH YOUR CANCER.
WHEN YOU NEEDED US TO HELP YOU, IT WAS A " NO BRAINER "
DIDN'T YOU TEACH YOUR CHILDREN TO BE LOYAL, LOVING AND KIND ?
TO LOVE UNCONDITIONALLY, BE PROUD BUT WITH HUMILITY ?
SO THERE WILL BE NO MORE SADNESS AS I END YOUR CELEBRATION POEM
WE KNOW THAT ONE DAY OUR ARMS WILL STRETCH OUT FOR YOUR EMBRACE 
AND GENTLE KISSES ON YOUR PERFECT SOFT CHEEKS,
A GLIMMER OF HOPE & HUMOR ON YOUR STRESS FREE FACE
OUR WORLD WAS A BETTER PLACE WITH YOUR PRESENCE IN IT

NOW IT’S TIME FOR YOUR JOURNEY, AS YOUR WORDS OF 

“ I’M READY TO FLY OVER THE MOON “

STILL RING IN OUR EARS,

YOU’LL LEAVE US WITH ABUNDANT MEMORIES AND ENDLESS CONVERSATIONS AS WE KIDS LAUGH &  WIPE AWAY OUR TEARS
ALL OUR LOVE AND ADMIRATION,
SCOTT, JOY, MIKE AND BRADY
ALL YOUR GRAND KIDS 
AND MANY FRIENDS WHO LOVED YOU

AND A VERY SPECIAL SISTER & BROTHER IN LAW, OUR UNCLE RON AND AUNT EVA
