








will always remember to keep her Irish eyes
smiling!

Grandma McNamara
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Our Story

By Linly Duenow

The relationship between a mother and a
daughter is different in every situation, similar to
how no two snowflakes are similar. These
relationships have diverse characteristics and affect
people in different ways. Some relationships are full
of love and have positive outcomes, others are
opposite, full of anger and resentment, and then
there are others that are everywhere in between.
Through this story, | hope to show one example of a
mother daughter relationship. The story takes you
through the life of my grandmother, my mother, and
me, and the relationships we have with each other.
So here the story begins with my Grandma Rufer.

My grandmother, Grandma Rufer, was born in
Minnesota in January 1927, which makes her 82
years old. She is a short woman, about 5* 4”, and
has adorable white curly hair that sometimes is red
when she is feeling adventurous. She was born into
an already large family of four sons and four
daughters. My grandmother was the youngest in her
family, but was still very close to her older siblings.
She was a petite girl that was very pretty and
popular with the boys. Grandma Rufer was a decent
student up until her senior year of high school.
During her senior year of high school, she failed
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math, and because of it, she never graduated from
high school. The next year, she intended to go back
to school to finish her senior year, but chose
otherwise when she met my grandpa. They fell in
love quickly and in the summer, got married. They
started their life together in Minnesota, but soon
after moved to Indiana. Right after moving to
Indiana Grandma Rufer started having children. She
had four sons and five girls, having them basically
one year after the other. She stopped having kids
when my grandpa was diagnosed with cancer. This
was a very hard time for my grandma, and this was
when she started to become distant from her
children. He lived with his cancer for four years, and
died when his oldest child was sixteen and his
youngest was two.

The death of my grandpa was not only hard on
my grandma but also on her children. Although she
went through a time a grieving, my mother has no
memory of her being significantly depressed, or of
having any alcohol use. She only dated two men
after my grandpa’s death, but never wanted to get
remarried. As soon as her youngest child went to
school, Grandma Rufer started working, and worked
a lot. My grandma never got her driver’s license, so
she walked, rode her bike, or had one of her children
to drive her to work.

She first started at a local factory, where she
worked hard, long, repetitive hours, but wasn’t
getting paid enough money. She next got hired at the
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local hospital where she was a housekeeper.
Grandma Rufer had that job for over thirty years,
and retired as a floor supervisor. While working at
the hospital, my grandma worked extremely hard,
and wasn’t home very often. After she retired, she
stayed home for two years, and then started working
in the kitchen of the elementary school down her
street. To this day, she still works three hours
Monday through Friday. She always tells my mother
that if she didn’t have this job, she would be bored
to death. She has twenty-one grandchildren, and
nine great grandchildren. She sends us all birthday
cards every year, but stays in little contact with the
grandchildren that live far away from her. I am
unfortunate enough to be one of the grandchildren
that live far away. | have met her three times, all
three times for a holiday. This does make me sad,
but not having a relationship with her, I am not able
to understand exactly what I am missing out on.

The next part of the story follows my mom. My
mother, Cherri, was born in February 1957, in South
Bend, Indiana, which makes her 53 years old now.
Although my mom is 53, she looks years younger.
She said she has always looked young for her age,
but only appreciated it when she got older.

Growing up, my mother did not have a close
relationship with my grandma. She doesn’t have
very many memories of them spending quality time
together, and tells me that, “I love you” didn’t come
out of my grandma’s mouth often. She also told me
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of how her mom never talked to her about women’s
health, and was so uncomfortable and confused
when she got her period. She hid it from her mother
entirely. My mother’s older sisters were the ones to
educate my mother on women’s health issues, and
even sexuality.

Although her mother was somewhat distant, she
has many siblings to keep her company. Her oldest
brother was ten years older than her, so she was not
very close to him. The two siblings my mother was
closest to were my Aunt Rosie, who is older than
her by two years, and my uncle David, who was two
years younger than her. To this day these are the
siblings that my mom keeps in most contact with.
Growing up, it was expected of all kids to attend
Sunday morning church with my grandmother. They
were raised in a Baptist church, but didn’t talk about
religion much at home.

My mom attended the same school for
kindergarten through eighth grade. In junior high,
my mom remembers spending most of her summers
rollerblading with her girlfriends from the
neighborhood and her little brother David. For high
school, my mom went to a private Christian school
where she excelled in academics. Along with being
smart, she also was a member of the cheerleading
squad. She remembers how nervous she was trying
out for the squad, and how proud she was when she
made the team. Her senior year is when she had her
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very first boyfriend. They dated for about half the
year, but ended with him breaking her heart.

After high school, my mother went to a
University to study psychology. She only stayed for
one year, until she decided it wasn’t for her. She met
a group of friends, and traveled to different places
with them, in search of a good time. My mom
classifies this as her “wild years,” that consisted of
love, peace, and of course, the occasional puff of
marijuana, which was expected from a free spirit in
the late 70s. She finally settled in California where
she met her first husband. She doesn’t talk about
him much because it was an extremely verbally and
emotionally abusive relationship. She wasn’t
allowed to learn to drive, her social activities were
limited, and she wasn’t valued by him. Finally, after
getting out of the marriage, my mother soon found
out that her ex-husband had killed himself. This was
obviously an extremely hard thing for my mom to
go through, which explains why she doesn’t like to
talk about in it detail or often.

My mom stayed in California, and attended
Orange County Community College where she took
business classes to help her get her next job at a real
estate office. She next met my father and dated him
a year and a half before getting married. They were
married for four years before having my sister
Jessica.

Jessica was the quintessential “wild child.” She
had a temper like no other, and made sure she cried
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and screamed till she got her way. Although my
mom struggled to get through the troubled years of
Jessica, she still had a desire for more children. Next
came my sister April, and then finally me. Very
soon after | was born, approximately six months, my
father left my mom. This was unexpected by my
mother, and threw her into depression and slight
alcoholism. We had a nanny since April was born,
and she became our prime caregiver for the months
of my mothers grieving. This period of time was not
extremely long, and is vaguely remembered by
Jessica, and not remembered at all by April or me.
After my mom overcame the divorce, she started
become a very active part of our lives; we were her
angels.

In 1992, my mother met Royce, her current
husband and my amazing stepfather. They dated for
a very long time, and he finally proposed to her after
two years. At the wedding, | was very confused as to
why my mom was marrying him, I cried throughout
the ceremony. Although it was rough joining his
family, | am very happy he is not only a part of my
mom’s life, but mine as well. My mom and Royce
wanted to have a child together, and gave birth to
my great younger brother Joel in 1995. My mom
was a stay-at-home mom for the majority of the time
after she married Royce, although she does real
estate here and there. She is currently becoming
more and more active, and becoming more educated
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on taking care of herself to ensure a longer more
healthy life.

Now it is time for my story. | born was in Palm
Springs, California, in 1988, to my father Bruce, and
my mother Cherri. Right away, | was welcomed
home by my two eager older sisters.

But shortly after | was born, my father left my
mother, and my life changed forever! I grew up with
a nanny, especially when | was very young because
my mother was getting over the grief of her husband
leaving her. | can’t say that | remember much of my
life until 1 went to preschool. Preschool was such an
exciting time for me. | actively participated and
excelled in class. | learned how to read while in
preschool, which made my kindergarten year much
easier and enjoyable. Each year of elementary
school was great for me. | really enjoyed learned
and interacting with my classmates and my teachers.
While in elementary school, my mom was always
supported what I did, and she was very proud of my
intelligence. She volunteered in my classrooms, and
| always loved that. My mother was very good at
congratulating me when | did something good. This
close young daughter and mother bond did carry
over into middle school, but the tightness of our
bond slowly faded.

Entering the world of middle school was
extremely frightening for me. My elementary school
was very conservative, and | was more sheltered
from the world than others. When | came to middle
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school, everyone was using swear words, getting
into relationships, and most scary for me, flirting! |
think that, because this was such an awkward
transition for me, | didn’t want to talk to anyone
about it, especially to my mom. One of the biggest
fears | had was telling my mom about my friends
and her disapproving of what they were saying or
doing and not letting me hang out with them. 1 still
maintained good grades in all my classes and got
involved in student government. And as always, my
mom was very proud of me.

High school was full of different emotions,
hormones, and everything else in between. My
freshman year, | made the varsity volleyball team,
which not only was the coolest thing in my world,
but it took up a lot of my time. Going into any new
environment is hard, but when you add the demand
of a varsity sport and factor in all the other stresses
involved in high school, | wasn’t quite myself. This
stress greatly affected my attitude at home. | didn’t
want to talk to anybody, especially my mom, who
was so proud of me; she wanted to know everything
about everything. | was very cruel to my mom. |
would give sarcastic answers to her questions that
would often times lead to a fight. My attitude was
affecting my mother so negatively that she was
greatly considering sending me to live with my dad,
a man | saw roughly every other weekend. This
threat was sort of my wake up call, and my
relationship with my mother has only gone uphill
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since. My senior year in high school is when my
relationship with my mom got to be more of a
friendship. | think it was because we both realized
this was the last year | had at home with her before |
went away to college. The whole process of
applying to college was very difficult, but my mom
and | got through it a learned about each other in the
process. The relationship | share with my mother
doesn’t just include her; my sisters are a great part
of it as well. We are all best friends and love
spending time together. We are able to talk about
our bodies, controversial issues, and our personal
lives without judgment on one another, and with
trust. This is something | wouldn’t trade for the
world.

The lives of my grandmother, my mother, and
me, are all very different but are greatly intertwined.
The experiences my grandmother went through
shaped how she was a mother, not that she was a
bad mother, but the death of my grandpa cause her
to distance herself from her children. From the
relationship my mother had with hers, she took and
changed things about it when she became a mother.
Because she didn’t hear “I love you” often from her
mother, she was sure she said it as often as she could
to my siblings and I. My relationship with my
mother has definitely shaped my life for the good
and | hope to be as great as a mom as my own.
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In the Midst of a Season
by Margaret-Mary Gabriel

Margaret Brady, my maternal grandmother, was
born and raised in Scotland, and died before | was
born. My eldest brother accompanied our parents to
Scotland for his first Christmas and our Aunt Flora's
wedding. He was the only grandchild to have met
our maternal grandmother. My mother doesn’t speak
about her “mum,” and I never thought to ask since
there is no family stateside that speaks about her.
Consequently, the only grandmother | ever knew
was my paternal grandmother, Doris H. Gabriel.
This is a story about a paternal grandmother, a
daughter-in-law, and a granddaughter.

During the winter of 1913, Doris was born to
Clifton and Ethel Hallett in Boston, Massachusetts.
They eventually had four children in all, Carlton
was the eldest then Doris, Clifton, and their brother
Charles. Both parents died in their early fifties.
Doris’ mother was critical, aloof, and did not have a
nurturing demeanor. Therefore, Doris did not
develop the stereotypical female or maternal
qualities. As a mother and grandmother, Doris did
not give hugs, and no “I love you’s,” instead, Doris
consistently maintained a business like demeanor
with her relatives. Doris rarely spoke about her
youth unless in reference to raising her brothers after
their mom died when Doris was 13. Once when |
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wrote “grandma” on a birthday card that | had
mailed to her. My mother was instructed to explain
to me that my grandmother’s name was Doris
Hallett Gabriel.

In the early 1930’s, Doris completed a bachelor’s
degree in business while living in Pennsylvania. In
her twenties, Doris married Gerald Gabriel, a dentist
in the military. Gerald was a Captain, and Doris
worked for the government as a secretary while
stationed in Panama in the spring of 1941. There,
Doris and Gerald led a comfortable life, having a
Packard car, cooks, and household servants. They
were each allotted thirty days per year of vacation
time, and took trips to many destinations including:
Germany, Greece, China, Japan, and Thailand.
Doris was in awe of the demeanor and simplicity of
the Asian lifestyle that she witnessed. Doris adopted
lifestyle changes and new perspectives as she
traveled the world.

One of the only photographs taken of Doris and
Gerald is of them visiting on the San Blas Islands
off the coast of Panama in July of 1936. A young
girl from one of the tribal communities gave Doris a
bright and colorful dress as a gift. Doris had it hung
and framed, displaying it in her living room as a
remembrance of those times for as long as | can
remember. The dress now hangs in her grandson
Kevin’s living room, as it was the one item that he
requested as an inheritance from her life.
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Doris bore two sons in Panama: Gerry in 1939
and Richard in 1941. When the military exchange
escalated, the young family was sent stateside. They
resided in New York a short time before moving to
Gerald’s birthplace in Pennsylvania. Gerald was the
only dentist in town, and worked from home next
door to his brother Albert, the only doctor in town.
Albert delivered Doris’ two younger sons, Robert in
1943, and my dad-Charles in 1944,

Doris did not think highly of the medical
community, and preferred a holistic or non-invasive
approach to maintain one’s health. Doris requested
and was granted a divorce when Charles was
approximately six years old. Gerald’s alcoholism
had taken its toll on the marriage and the family. At
that time Gerald accepted a contract for work in
Canada. He sent letters offering to forgo his old
habits and yearning to make amends. Another
relative wrote to Doris similar entreaties, to no avail.
Doris packed up the 41 Ford with her four eager
sons, and headed across America.

As it was a sweltering spring, the boys fought
over who sat by the windows. They lived with Aunt
Marmie, an old friend in Ohio, for one school term
before beginning their new life in California. The
family moved to California to live with Doris’
brother Clifton, his wife Marian, and their three
children. They remained there in Orange County
while Doris found stable employment, and located a
home that would rent to a single mom of four. Gerry
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was twelve, Richard eleven, Robert nine, and
Charles seven. Gerald visited them once more
before his death in Canada by diabetic seizure; he
was in his early fifties.

As far as drink is concerned, the boys followed
in their father’s footsteps. Three of Doris’ sons quit
drinking when they were in their fifties. When Gerry
was in his sixties, he came upon a 1953 F-100 Ford
toy truck which he purchased and gave to his
brother Robert. Gerry owed Robert a replacement
for the one that Gerry had borrowed and
subsequently wrapped around a telephone pole early
one morning long ago. Doris intervened on their
behalf only to bail them out of jail, or a car wreck,
of which there were plenty. As a mother, Doris was
not a disciplinarian, and the boys managed to settle
their own disputes.

Doris attended several universities during her life
on the west and east coasts, both before and after the
children were born. Doris enjoyed literary topical
discussions and poetry because she was vigilant
about the improvement of her mind. Obtaining a
higher education was a natural extension of Doris’
passion for reading about the intricate world around
her, and the varied philosophies regarding a life well
lived.

When the family moved to Los Angeles, Doris
worked as a college secretary and attended night
classes to obtain a masters degree to teach English.
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At sixty-five, when Doris retired from teaching
at the college, she became a real estate agent. It was
a strategic decision to turn her personal interest in
real estate into a money making prospect and a more
secure retirement. Doris had owned and sold several
properties over the years both individually and with
her son Gerry. In 1982, Doris received recognition
and a promotion for selling over a million dollars
worth of real estate in a single year. Doris continued
working in real estate into her late seventies.

Since my grandmother was not demonstrative in
her regard for family and ambitious about remaining
active and mentally astute, these are the
characteristics that | recall about her. The best
relational moments we had together were spent at
annual family picnics at Mission Bay. Everybody
biked or roller-skated around the bay until late in the
night when we roasted marshmallows over the fire
pit. Swimming was the one thing that Doris, my
mom, and | had in common, and could do together.
All of the grandchildren can remember a fun time
spent swimming with Doris in the ocean somewhere
between San Diego and Del Mar.

Doris retained her mental acuity up until the end,
even when her body was slowing her down. This has
left an impression on me, and has influenced my
interest in gerontology and therapeutic recreation. In
early 2000, Doris was in a car wreck with an
eighteen-wheeler, and remained many months in a
nursing home in La Jolla, California. Doris did not
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drive after that time, though she lived a fulfilling life
until the summer of 2002.

My mother Mary was born in the summer of
1945, at the Airdrie Maternity Hospital in Scotland.
Her parents, Dugald and Margaret, had three girls:
Margaret, Mary, and Flora.

| find it interesting that there were two sets of
twins in the previous generation. Dugald had a twin
brother, Malcolm, and they had twin sisters Isabella
and Matilda. My mother’s family predominantly
remained in Scotland, except for my Aunt Flora and
Uncle Tommy, who have come over several times
on vacation, including last summer for the United
States Open.

Dugald worked as a railway guard and otherwise
enjoyed cycling with the Harrier’s Club. In 1952,
Dugald had a major bike accident and fractured his
skull, which caused his personality to change. My
grandfather then worked as a railway porter for
several years. When unable to continue that
profession, he took a job in British Steel Works as a
laborer. My mother recalls the year she turned
thirteen because one day, her daddy just stopped
working. His balance and mobility had deteriorated,
and multiple sclerosis claimed him.

My mother had always wanted to be an office
girl. Mary attended St. Patrick’s Elementary, St.
Augustine’s Senior High, and Coatbridge Technical
School for typing and shorthand. At fifteen years of
age, Mary’s first post was six weeks as an

109



accountant’s secretary. Then Mary received a letter
of acceptance to work at the Town Chamberlain’s
Office as “Gal Friday,” where she stayed from
1960-63. In those days, people were paid with little
brown envelopes filled with paper money and
coinage rather than a paycheck.

My Aunt Margaret had gone to America as a
nanny to earn money, and had sent airfare home so
that Mary could immigrate to America. At the age of
18, Mary had saved enough for her passport, and
went to live with Margaret in Providence, Rhode
Island. Before Mary’s departure she had promised
their parents that she would return for her twenty-
first birthday.

In September of 1963, Mary went to America for
the first time. In February of 1964, Mary’s Aunt Isa
wrote that her daddy had died, was buried, and she
need not return. He had been buried one week when
she received the news. Aunt Isa emphasized that her
dad would have wanted Mary to make the most of
her dreams in America.

Mary had been in America only five months
when their daddy died. By that time, Mary had
found employment, and Margaret had planned to
return to Scotland upon the completion of her one-
year nanny contract. Mary made friends at work and
networked to find housing and learn about life in
America. A woman that Mary worked with had
found an ad for a barmaid/server position at a beach
bar during the summer months, and asked if Mary
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would join her. Since the job included boarding for
the women just above the bar, Mary happily spent
the summer at the beach. Mary faked her passport to
say that she was twenty-one, and went to work at the
family owned beach bar in Misquamicut, Rhode
Island.

At the close of the summer season, a coworker
was going to California. Mary recalled that she had
extended family in Redondo Beach, California, and
decided to accompany her new friend. The two gals
took a train, a bus, and a car ride to get to Los
Angeles, California. From there, Mary located the
bus that would take her to Redondo Beach.

When Mary arrived, she located a phone book
with the listing of her Uncle Joe and Aunt Mary
Brady, and called to tell them that she was less than
a mile from their home. Mary’s cousin Anne drove
to collect her at the phone box. Although they had
not seen each other since Anne was five, and the
Brady’s had left Scotland, they welcomed Mary into
their lives. Cousins Anne, Patricia, and Sharon were
up all night giggling about the events that brought
Mary there to live with them in the female-
dominated home. Over the years, Mary and Anne
have relationally remained the most intimate, and
our families continue to celebrate events together.

In Redondo Beach, Mary found work at a finance
company. A co-worker, Susan, was looking for an
apartment and asked if she could team up with Anne
and Mary. The three young women lived in

111



Hermosa Beach for a year. When Susan married,
they moved to a cheaper apartment. As my mother is
a social, outgoing woman with winning ways, she
was never short of friends to visit or sights to see.
As with most Europeans, Mary loved to swim in the
ocean. She bought annual passes to attend musicals
or theater. Mary enjoyed her independence and
cultivated meaningful relationships that have
endured over the decades she has spent in America.

One evening when Cousin Pat’s double date with
Robert Gabriel was missing a girl for his brother
Charles, she pleaded with Mary to join them. Cousin
Pat was relentless, demanding that they were only
going to play records at the home of the Gabriel
men, so she went. Mary was not impressed with
Charles, but eventually they went out on a date to
the Drive-In, just the two of them.

As Mary’s twenty-first birthday drew near, she
had already saved her return fare, and had sent
money home to her mother for a washing machine.
Mary’s visa allowed her to be out of the country one
day less than a year. Mary returned home and
worked while in Scotland. She returned to the states
as a nanny two years later. In McLean, Virginia,
Mary was set on a one year contract. When the
contract was up, a replacement had not been found,
so the family asked Mary to remain three months
longer. While in Virginia, Mary contacted the
cousins in California, and Aunt Mary repeatedly
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declared that, “Charley comes by regularly to bother
us about your whereabouts and return time.”

Charles wrote Mary one letter telling her that his
mother, Doris, wanted her to come to Torrance
before she returned to Redondo Beach. Since Doris
was raised with three boys and had bore four boys,
she did not easily relate to or welcome women into
her sons’ lives. Mary knew this about Doris, and
was receptive all the same to being included in a
family gathering. Mary had agreed to see Charles,
but it was Gerry that collected her from the airport.
That day, Mary was introduced to her first taco, and
later that week, to Sizzler.

Mary remained busy and yet Charles persisted,
and in August of 1968, he proposed. They were
married February 1969, at the Golden Bull
Restaurant in Studio City. Uncle Joe gave Mary
away, Susan was her best maid, and Richard Gabriel
was the best man. Since Charles had begun a new
job, and could not have time off, Doris planned for
them to have a weekend stay at the Capistrano Inn.

During the first several years of marriage, Mary
referred to Doris as Mrs. Gabriel. Mary was
accustomed to addressing anyone older than herself
as Mrs. So-and-so. Doris mentioned that when she
was ready, Mary could call her Doris. Mary
continually offered unreciprocated hugs to Doris at
every hello and good bye. Doris' reasoning remained
that she had not been taught affectionate manners
and could not practice that which she did not know.
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| never knew about these conversations. My mom
had always hugged everybody hello and good bye so
| did not acknowledge that my grandmother was not
the one to initiate the greetings.

My aunts have revealed a similar situation to that
of my mother when relating to Doris. She was not a
female-oriented person, and remained aloof over the
years in relating to family. Ironically, Thanksgiving
or Christmas family gatherings, occurred at
grandma’s house. | believe that occurred because the
homes of her four boys were equidistant from Doris'
which made her home the central location at which
to meet.

In 1971, Mary and Charles were expecting their
first child. Mary’s clerical job required that
expectant females take their leave at six months
gestation. She went shopping with Aunt Lynn,
Richard’s wife, at garage sales, which is where they
found the pram and baby playpen that would survive
all of the four kids that would follow. David arrived
in the spring of 1971, Kevin was born in the winter
of 1974, Margaret-Mary in the fall of 1976, and
Andrew in the fall of 1979.

Doris came from an era where kids were a
woman’s duty to raise and so she had four children
out of expectation. Doris impressed upon my mother
that Mary had a choice as to how many children to
bear, and that she should keep it to a minimum.
Doris knew from personal experience how truly
difficult it was to raise several kids and wanted to
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spare Charles, her youngest, the same experience.
Mary and Charles had four children anyway. The
children were born three years apart, which adheres
to the current belief of the healthiest spacing for
each child’s individual development to be three
years, though not intentional, it was a miracle.

Charles had an independent office maintenance
business with a partner, but was driving so much,
that they chose to move to San Diego. Mary enjoyed
all that San Diego had to offer with one child in a
baby backpack and another in the bike baby chair.
Mary enjoyed riding her bike everywhere. For the
longer trips to visit uncles and aunts Mary bought a
two door '69 Chevelle. We were the youngsters in
the family, and readily shared with Uncles and
Aunts. Many holidays were spent driving at least
three hours to celebrate holidays, birthdays, and
visiting with cousins on my paternal side that lived
in England, but would visit a few weeks in the
summertime.

Mary was diligent to attend challenging
community classes, and learn about child
development. Three days a week, Mary, Kevin, and
Margaret-Mary attended a parent childcare class
titled, “Child Psychology 3,” put on by Adult
Education. Each day, ten parents worked with thirty
children in the classroom. There, a mother had been
teaching numbers and colors in Spanish to Kevin,
who seemed very interested. When it came time for
kindergarten, three of the four children were
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enrolled at Longfellow Spanish Magnet School in
San Diego.

In regard to my mother’s role in religious
matters, she raised her children in Catholicism. The
four children attended Catechism Wednesday nights
while Mary was in choir practice at Our Mother of
Confidence Church. Every Sunday, the four children
would sit front and center in the pew closest to the
choir until the age of sixteen. At that time, the kids
could choose to either become confirmed or chose
their own spiritual path.

Each of the four kids has chosen to put into
practice grandmother’s admonishment to complete a
higher educational degree prior to getting married.
Kevin and David both have bachelor degrees and are
married. There is one grandchild thus far, and so my
parents are officially grandparents. Mary baby-sits
Thursday and Friday evenings. When | visit my
mother, we still enjoy walks together at Balboa
Park, museums, outdoor music, swimming, cycling,
reading, and many visits with friends. The best
memories of interacting with my mother are of each
August spent at Camp Oliver Family Camp in
Descanso.

During the autumn of 1976, Margaret-Mary was
the third child and the only girl born to Charles and
Mary Gabriel. Margaret’s favorite activity was
riding her tricycle until it was outgrown. Then it was
her brother’s bike and lastly her cruiser. She biked
everywhere even in the rain. There are many
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pictures of Margaret in a crash helmet and skivvies.
Her older brothers had miniature motorcycles, and
the family regularly went out to the desert to go
riding. Margaret was always accompanied by a
brother, and was never allowed to drive the
motorcycle alone. She did, however, have a crash
helmet with the metallic speckled stars and stripes
design like that of Evil Knievel.

As a toddler, every Tuesday and Thursday was
spent attending Tiny Tots at a Recreation Park near
home where she met the Martin twins, with whom
she shared most of sixteen years in Girl Scouts. In
1988, Margaret, Kevin, and Andrew still had not
had the chicken pox, and Mary wanted to get it over
with. When the Martin twins came down with the
pox, their dad, a doctor, said it would be fine for
Margaret-Mary to come over after school. Mary was
always allowing her children to build their immune
systems through this type of personal contact
experience. Margaret and Andrew managed to get
the chicken pox within six days of exposure to the
twins. Mary rented a VCR and funny animal movies
during their home bound quarantine. Kevin did not
acquire the pox, and as an adult, opted to get the
vaccine.

Margaret had to get up extra early to meet the
bus at the corner to drive around the neighborhood
on the way to Longfellow. When Jaime and Jessica,
a set of twin girls moved in down the street,
Margaret wanted to walk to school with them and
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quit taking the bus to Longfellow. Margaret was
allowed to switch schools and walk with the twins to
the school down the street.

At age nine, Margaret took her eldest brother’s
bike without asking and got hit by a car. Fifteen
stitches for her head, and all the skin her back was
scraped off resulting in her leaving the hospital
looking like a mummy (which was a joke because in
Scotland, that is what moms are called). Mary had to
scrub Margaret’s back every day to be sure all the
gravel was out and to stimulate the cells to grow
new skin. Being a sentimental creature, Mary asked
for the stitch needle so that it could be included in
Margaret’s baby book. There were two more
incidents of untimely cars meeting with Margaret’s
bike but the first was the worst.

Girl Scouts was the best thing that ever happened
in Margaret’s life. | am forever appreciative of all
that my mother did that allowed me to go on all the
trips. Just a few of the fantastic events that took
place: camping everywhere, canoeing, backpacking,
snow shoeing, fishing, horseback riding, repelling,
service projects, roasting marshmallows, and all
those other foods one can cook by wrapping it all in
foil and tossing it into the fire.

With all the songs, stories, and trails experience,
Margaret became a camp counselor for several years
during the summer months so that she could be paid
to do what she enjoys. During the school year,
Margaret worked in the public schools with special
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needs Kkids. At twenty-one, she moved to
Sacramento, and worked with young adults with
special needs in a transition program where most of
the day was spent in hands-on learning in the
community. At twenty-seven, Margaret moved to
Redding, worked in Alzheimer elder care, and
attended Shasta College while living with her
recently widowed aunt. She then moved to
Humboldt for a year, and worked at an assisted
living facility. In 2009, Margaret is living in
gloriously peaceful Forest Ranch, attending Chico
State for a Gerontology degree, and working with
children with special needs in the school district.
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The Shoulders | Stand On

By Elena Garcia

| never got to know my grandma the way other
girls got to know theirs. | don't have stories about
going to her house for the weekends, going through
family photos and hearing her stories, or cooking
together. | always thought that the bond between a
grandmother and granddaughter was always
something really special and amazing. My grandma
passed away when | was about three years old. |
didn't get the opportunity to get to know what a
great woman she was. What | know of my Grandma
Is through pictures and stories from the many people
who knew her. Every story | heard is a good one.
They're funny, they're crazy, they're unbelievable at
times, and they always leave me wishing | had the
chance to get to know her. Sometimes | feel like |
remember her, like I can visualize her next to me,
but maybe I feel that way because I've seen so many
pictures of her and home videos. The memories of
my grandma and gaps of information about her have
always been filled in by my mother. It is because of
my mom that | feel a connection with my Grandma
even though I was too young to remember her.

My grandma, Maria Irene Gonzalez Lopez, was
born in Ocotlan, México, and was the youngest of
five children. Her parents were very different. Her
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father was a business man, who was strict and
serious with his family. He was very good with his
customers and loved to talk. Her mother was
subservient, but with a great sense of humor, and as
they got older, she was no longer as obedient, and
loved to play jokes on her husband.

As a young girl, my grandma always dreamed of
going to school, but she was not allowed that right.
Her education stopped at the second or third grade
level. This never stopped her curiosity or thirst for
knowledge, though. She read the books that were on
her church's "do not read" list because she thought
that the church was trying to stop her from knowing
something important. She did not want to miss out
on anything. She was a rebel and a smart girl. Her
parents would tell her that she was a little lawyer,
and that if she were a male, she could have been a
great lawyer who won lots of hearings.

*khkkkhkkkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkkikkikkk

Maria’s Masa for Tamales

Ingredients

* 5 Ibs. masa for tamales

» 1 T baking powder

o 2 Ibs. of lard [substitute w/ your oil]
* salt to taste

e pinch of rice cereal

k*khkkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkkikkikkkkkikkk
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As a young lady, she put a lot of importance in
the way she looked and how she presented herself.
Even if she was making a quick trip to the store, she
would put on her best clothes, do her hair nicely,
and put makeup on. She didn't concern herself with
name brands or the latest fashion; she just picked
things that looked nice and made her feel good. She
used to say that if a woman had a nice pair of shoes
and a nice hair do, then anything she wore would
look just fine. She was a very beautiful woman in
her own way. She was exotic looking, and her
features weren't the most beautiful, but she did have
a nice figure. People always used to tease her
because they would tell her that from behind, she
looked very tempting because of her curvy shape,
but when she would turn around and they saw her
face, those that were tempted would soon change
their mind. Although it wasn't the nicest thing to
joke about, she took it well and found it funny.

During the 1930’s deportation of Mexicans in the
United States, many Mexican Americans showed up
in her town via the train. She said some were
Mexican but many of them didn’t even speak
Spanish. She was in awe when the train rolled in and
felt sorry because they looked so confused. Her
brother did not like the U.S. because of what he
would read in the papers. Her older brother finally
did come to the United States and was treated so
poorly he immediately went back to Mexico never
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to return. She, on the other hand, was curious about
the United States.

When she got married, she got her dream of
coming to the United States. She would tell stories
of the sailors and the dances she would go to. Some
of her neighbors were Mexican American women
and liked to party a lot. Then, they would tell her
about their adventures with the sailors. She was
blown away with the liberalism of the United States.
She didn’t know about some of our common day
conveniences, like using a washer and some of the
electronic gadgets. These women helped her and
guided her through our American way of life.

Mom

My Mom and Grandma had a good relationship.
| don't think it was always easy and | don't think
they always got along, but they respected each other
and loved each other. It seems that my mom always
disagreed with her, yet, they did talk about a lot of
things.

When my mom was a young woman, she came
home one day after having taken her first class of
human sexuality at a community college. She asked
my grandma if she only had sex missionary style.
She was blown away and told my mom that she was
being very inappropriate. My mom smiled and told
her that she just thought she should experiment
positions.
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Maria's Mexican Rice — easy style

Ingredients

1 cup of long grain rice

* 2 cups of liquid — preferably chicken broth
Y white onion

1 can tomato sauce

garlic powder

salt

olive ail

k,khkkkkkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkkkikkk

My mom loved making fun of my grandma along
with her other siblings. My mom once bought my
grandma a new washer and dryer. My mom said it
was so much fun getting it delivered and putting a
big yellow bow on it. She also bought her fake
eyelashes, but the kind you put in one at a time. For
Christmas, she had a big box full of a bunch of
smaller boxes that she opened until my grandma got
to the tiny box and when she opened it, her
expression was priceless! She loved them. My mom
loved doing her hair too. She had a beautiful streak
of gray hair across the front, and it looked so
beautiful. She also did her makeup because she
never used it and didn’t know how. Once she made
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her up like a hooker, and when she went to mirror
she gasped, and scolded my mom.

One story that | will always remember from my
mom and grandma is when they both went out to eat
lunch together. As they ate their lunch, my grandma
discreetly leaned over to my mom and said,
“There’s a lady that keeps looking at me. Do you
know who she is?” My mom looked around and
didn’t see anyone. “Mom, there’s no one looking at
you.” “No, not there, look in front, she is sitting
across from us.” My mom looked up and almost wet
her pants. There was a mirror in front of them and
the lady that would look at her was her!! She
couldn’t stop laughing, and amidst her laughter, she
was saying, “No wonder every time | looked up, she
looked up.” This story will always be with me. It's
the small stories like this one that make an
impression.

*khkkkhkkkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkkikkikkk

Maria's Menudo (10 people)
Ingredients
* 5 Ibs. nixtamal (raw hominy)*
10 Ibs. of menudo meat
3 chiles pasilla
3 chiles & 1 small head ground garlic
1 ground onion
1 pig’s foot — optional
1 cow’s foot — optional

k*khkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkkkikkikkkkkikkk
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Like any mother, my grandma wanted the best
for her only daughter. She was very nice but
cautious about any dates my mom brought home.
She had concerns about her marrying my dad
because he had two other children and liked to drink
a lot.

One day my mom came home after being out,
and my grandma said, “Quick, park your car in the
alley!” My mom asked her why, and she told her
that my dad had been calling her a lot, and that he
needed to talk to her. My mom asked where he was,
and she said it sounded like he was calling from a
pay phone at a bar. My mom knew exactly which
one, and she grabbed my keys. “Where are you
going? Don’t go mija, | think he has been drinking.”
So she told her, “Mom, maybe he needs help. | have
to go. I’ll be back.” When she showed up at the bar,
he was on the phone with my grandma, and when he
saw my mom he said, “Oh Maria, guess what? An
angel just showed up. Bye.” It was then that my
mom and dad realized that they cared deeply for
each other.

From what | know of my grandma, my mom
seems very similar to her. My mom says that my
grandma would always say hello to anyone she saw
and smiled. My mom would ask her, “Do you know
them?” and she would say, “No, but everyone can
use a smile and a hello.” That is exactly how my
mom is. Always happy, always friendly, and always
seeing the positive side of people and situations. |
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remember at times | would be annoyed by this
constant happiness and positivity. It didn't seem
possible or real to me. I think I just didn't understand
when | was younger that you can determine your
moods, and you can determine how you will react to
situations in your life. My mom always chose to
react positively. This is something that I try to strive
towards.

My mom was born and raised in Oxnard,
California, in May 1951. As a young kid of about
nine or ten years old, she would round up the
neighborhood kids, and teach them English using
pictures. She was always playing teacher, probably
because when she was in school, her teachers would
always ask her to be a teacher's aide and help out the
Spanish-speaking kids. When her parents went to
her parent teacher conference, her teacher said that
she was a natural born teacher. I think this is true.
She teaches everyone around her, not just in a
school setting, but in everyday life. | feel like my
mom has made such an impact on so many people.
People who know my mom always tell me how
great and amazing she is.

My mom was born with a strong feeling that she
had a specific and meaningful purpose in her life.
She was meant to accomplish great things in her life.
She might not have known exactly what, but she
knew it was something. In her search for her mission
in life, she became very involved in politics. She got
the opportunity to see President John F. Kennedy
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and his wife Jackie at the Point Mugu Air Force
Base. She also saw and shook the hand of his
brother Bobby Kennedy, and Cesar Chavez when
they came to Oxnard. She was very involved with
the Chavez Union Boycotts that took place in
Fillmore, Santa Paula, Saticoy, and Oxnard. She
marched and picketed in front of Safeway
Supermarkets, where she was insulted and assaulted
with grapes and lettuce. She believed very much in
advocating for those that are under-represented.
While a student at Cal State Northridge, she worked
with some factory workers that were striking for
minimum wage. She marched with them and also
cooked burritos to feed them.

She was also very active in her church in
Oxnard. For about two years, she became very
involved in going to people’s houses to evangelize,
and would travel to other cities and take part in
church services and witness to the youth. She
strongly believed that politics could only do so
much, but that God could truly change a life. During
this time, she also volunteered at the Woman’s
Correctional facility in Ventura, where she would
visit one of the inmates there, for over a year. Her
belief is that we have to make a difference. She tells
me that at night when she goes to bed she likes to
reflect and ask herself this: Did it make a difference
to someone that | got out of bed today? She believes
that we have to look for opportunities to make
someone’s day.
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Granddaughter

| remember as a young kid, |1 would be amazed
by the number of people who would stop my mom
in the grocery store to say hello, thank her for
something she did for them, or ask for her advice or
assistance. | could tell that they all trusted her and
counted on her. | was so used to this that | thought
this is how all moms were. It turns out that all moms
aren't like that. 1 remember going to homes and
delivering free groceries for them on Thanksgiving.
| remember my mom donating old toys and items of
ours to people who needed them more than us. |
remember hearing my mom talk in Spanish on the
phone to people all the time. | couldn't always
understand what she was saying, but | knew she was
helping someone. She was always so busy doing a
million different things that | feel like | never really
appreciated or admired all that she did. It was just a
normal thing for my mom to be helping people.
Looking back now, | see how much she has done for
others and how much she continues to do.

| feel like the relationship that | have with my
mom is in some ways similar to the relationship she
had with her mom. We don't always get along, and |
always find a way to argue my side and disagree
with her. | think this is because we have a lot more
in common than | care to admit. | know that it's a
good thing, though. | want to have as rich of a life
story as she has had. | want to do great things in my
life, and make good memories like she has.
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Maria's Chile Verde — shortcut

Ingredients

* 2 Ibs. of pork meat

1 can of Victoria chile verde for enchiladas
olive ail

2 bay leaves

dash of pepper

garlic powder

salt

k,khkkkkkkhkkkhkkhkkhkkkkkhkkhkkkkkikkk

Looking back at stories of my grandmother and
mother, | feel really comforted knowing that | have
these women as part of my past. | am part of them. |
look up to them both for the amazing women that
they are, and they make me want to do more than
what I'm doing now. | am touched by the stories of
my grandma. She seemed like an amazing woman
and | would have given anything to get the chance to
know her and have that relationship with her. I love
hearing the stories of my mom, and getting to know
who she was as a person before I came along. It
makes me see her in a different light. | see her as a
woman and a person and not just as my mom.

These next words are from my mom. "One last
thing | want you to know about your grandmother is
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that she taught me strength, generosity, and how to
have faith. She might have made some mistakes
along the way in raising me, but every single one of
them was out of love. | know that now. You’re
standing on some good shoulders, mija." This is
how | feel about my grandma even though | didn't
get the chance to know her. This is how | feel about
my mom, and | hope this is how my future children
will feel about me.
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Tragedy Brings Companionship

By Nicole Jacoby

k*khkkkhkkhkkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkikkkkkikkkkkkk

My Grandmother Marcia

My grandmother is a remarkable woman.
She is a wonderful combination of
warmth and compassion, laughter and love.

She overlooks my faults, encourages my dreams,
praises my every success.

My grandmother has the wisdom of a teacher,
the sincerity of a true friend,
the tenderness of a mother.

She's someone | admire, respect and
love very much.

kkkkhkkhkkhkkhkhhkkhhkhkikkihkkikx

Marsha: The Paternal Grandmother

From as far back as | can remember, my
grandmother Marcia, my father’s mother, has been
such an inspirational figure in my life. Every
summer that | went to visit her, she gave me a
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different educational book, and took me to every
fascinating historical site she could think of. She
was always searching for new ways to encourage me
to pursue a college career, become the best person |
could be, and offer society the most I could give.
Her dream for me was to have the best of everything
in life and earn it through hard work, since that was
the way she was taught. In her mind, happiness was
gained through experience, family, hardships,
dedication, reading, and learning as much as one can
learn. She wanted me to attend a prestigious
university, such as Harvard or Stanford, and become
a doctor, but in reality, |1 knew that was never going
to happen. Her life story, however, motivated me to
become the best person | can be, and she helped me
to grow mentally, spiritually, and physically. In
terms of my growth, career path, friendships, and
happiness, | owe her the world. This is how her
story begins. This is a story about a paternal
grandmother, a daughter-in-law, and a grand-
daughter.

My grandmother Marcia was born in 1919 in
Pennsylvania. She grew up in an orphanage, not
knowing that she had many brothers and sisters. Her
father died unexpectedly at work when he was
crushed by a vehicle; her mother then abandoned her
children to an orphanage as she did not have a way
to support them. The children were split up, and
went on to lead separate lives and did not reunite for
many, many years. My Grandmother's older sister,
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who was old enough to know when the family was
split up that she had brothers and sisters, made it her
mission to find her lost siblings.

My grandmother and her older sister looked very
much alike. When | look at old photos of them, I
think of how surreal it must have been for my
Grandmother not to meet a sister she never knew,
but also to see a face that looked just like hers
staring back at her.

| am always amazed at how giving and loving
my Grandmother is. | think her years in the
orphanage left her feeling so alone that once she
married a military veteran, my grandfather John, and
started a family, she became an all-giving mother
and grandmother. She became a mother of three
boys, and raised her family in Philadelphia,
Pennsylvania. She brought up her family in a cozy
house surrounded by miles of beautiful trees, and
wildlife. I remember taking many long walks with
my grandmother and looking at different types of
trees and the patterns and colors in their leaves. |
also look back upon catching fireflies in glass jars in
her huge moonlit backyard at night. At night, the air
was so humid, | could almost taste the water in the
air. My father, her son, had a love for nature, and
Marcia always admired that passion because that
was a quality they both shared.

When she learned of my father’s death at the
early age of thirty five, she nearly broke down. She
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had gone through so much loneliness in her life, that
this was extremely difficult for her to grasp.

My grandmother had so much ambition and a
strong desire to learn all she could about every
subject, and this played a huge role in her decision
to pursue a college career and make something of
herself. She passed that knowledge onto me. My
grandmother was the first person to teach me to
swim, play badminton, and cook for the family.

She cooks wonderful meals, and her apple pie
has always been a much-requested dessert, and to
this day, she continues to read every cooking book
she can. She sews beautiful clothing, and hand knit
blankets and sweaters for everyone. She loves to see
her family gathered around a table full of food she
had prepared.

She has always rejoiced in her role of family
matriarch and nurturer. My grandmother likes to
help people outside the family too. I think the hard
youth she had gave her tremendous empathy for
anyone vulnerable or alone. She volunteers in a
hospital at almost eighty years old. She has high
energy for her age, is extremely healthy, very smart,
and loves being a volunteer. Although from time to
time she still becomes saddened by the death of her
son, she has only become stronger, and is living a
fulfilling life with my grandfather, is loved by many,
and continues to touch the lives of her family and
strangers alike.
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| have many fond memories of our adventures
and trips together. Each time we set out, |1 knew |
was in for a big surprise. When | was about twelve
years of age, my grandmother took me to see the
Liberty Bell in Philadelphia. She felt it was very
important for me to learn of the tradition of a chime
that changed the world on July 8, 1776. The Liberty
Bell rang out from the tower of Independence Hall,
summoning the citizens of Philadelphia to hear the
first public reading of the Declaration of
Independence by Colonel John Nixon. On that very
day, | learned the importance of that iconic symbol,
making it a very special memory. | will never forget
how much fun my grandmother and | had when we
rode in a horse and buggy in the pouring rain on the
way back from visiting that historical site.

Another place she took me is known as the
sweetest place on earth, Hershey Park,
Pennsylvania. Hershey Park is an amusement park
close to the Hershey Chocolate Factory. To this day,
I remember the taste of the silky chocolate and
smiling with glee as my grandmother handed me the
best chocolate | had ever consumed. There are many
fond memories of us spending time together. One of
the more meaningful memories was when she and |
were sitting out on a bench by the pond in the front
yard of her extravagant house reading a book about
the artist, Claude Monet. It was a beautiful day, and
the sun was gleaming on the pond, and small brown
rabbits hopped about through the long, freshly
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trimmed green grass in the front yard. We sat in
content and amazement while learning about the life
of the famous painter Monet, and reflected on the
thoughts that went on his mind when he created
those magnificent masterpieces. It meant so much to
me to have her spend as much time as she did with
me and teach me about the lives of many historical
figures in the world.

| had now figured out why she was so intelligent.
My grandmother Marcia had once taken me on a
spur of the moment trip to New York to visit my
relatives and cousins | had never met, and also to
see the Statue of Liberty. My grandmother wasn’t
one to love fashion or shopping, but because she
knew | was interested, she took me to the most
famous shopping center in New York, and bought
me a very fancy red coat. | also got to spend quality
time with the relatives | had never met, making the
experience unforgettable. | felt like |1 was a famous
actress in my little red coat, and eating at fancy
restaurants only heightened the sensation.

My grandmother had taken me to other places,
such as Boston and Gettysburg, and we went to
small cafes, eating biscuits. All the while, | learned
about the many relatives | had, but whom | had
never gotten the chance to meet. Not only has my
grandmother made me more of an interesting
person, but she has also developed a great
relationship with my mother, and helped mold her
into the strong person she is today.
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My Mother Maureen: The Daughter in Law

My mother, Maureen, was born in San Francisco,
California, in November of 1959. She was born into
a family of two brothers and two sisters, and was the
youngest of the five children. She would have had
another older sister, if it weren’t for her mother’s
devastating miscarriage. She also had a sister who
was diagnosed with polio as a very young child,
and, as a result, she passed away, and my mother’s
house had to be quarantined. As one can see,
throughout her life, my mother had experienced a
great amount of tragedy.

Growing up, she attended a Catholic school by
the name of Star of the Sea in the City by the Bay,
as did her brothers and sisters. She was very popular
and enjoyed being on the cheerleading team, as well
as the basketball team. At an early age, she was
extremely social, which many times, got in the way
of her education. The nuns who taught at her school
were not particularly fond of her behavior.

At the age of thirteen, my mother experienced a
tragedy not common for many people of her age.
Her mother, aged 50, passed away from cirrhosis of
the liver. For years, her mother experienced a
constant battle with alcohol abuse from depression.
The miscarriage only added to her unhappiness.

Maureen never considered her mother as a
“mother figure” before she passed away, since she
was preoccupied with her own problems, while
taking care of all of her children. The funeral was
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held at Star of the Sea, since her father, my
grandfather, was close to the pastor. After the death,
my mother looked up to her brothers and sisters for
support, but many times, they were too caught up in
their own hectic lives to pay much attention to her.

My mother caught the boys’ eyes at a very young
age. She had started dating in middle school and
continued dating throughout high school. When my
mother was nineteen, and graduated high school, she
set eyes on a man who was tall, dark, and handsome.
They met at a Halloween party in 1978, and the
mysterious man could not take his eyes off of her
Playboy Bunny Halloween costume. They started
chatting, and the spark grew stronger from there.
They were attracted to each other instantly and their
first date was at the famous Cliff House Restaurant
near Ocean Beach in the City. It turns out, the man
she fell in love with was my handsome father, John.

My father was born in 1956, in Pennsylvania,
and had graduated high school. He had come to San
Francisco in hopes of finding a career and getting
away from his controlling parents, Marcia and John.
He wanted to be on his own man, and create his own
path, while finding his true calling. My mother
instantly fell in love with his artistic and free spirit,
and love for nature. My mother and father moved in
together in San Francisco when she was twenty and
he was twenty three.

A couple of weeks later, my mother met her
mother-in-law, Marcia, and father-in-law, John. At
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first, my mother was skeptical of Marcia, since she
was not used to having a mother figure in her life.
My father did not have a great relationship with his
mother, which also made it difficult for my mom to
accept Marcia into her life. My mother knew she
had to compromise because she wanted Marcia to be
a part of her and my father’s life, especially if they
were planning to start a family.

My mother and father took a spontaneous trip to
New York City, when my father proposed to her on
a horse and buggy ride through Central Park. My
mother was never one to like school, and wanted to
start a family, so my mother said yes, and they got
married in 1981, at the Swedenborgeian Church in
San Francisco. This church was so special to them
because it was known as a gem of exquisite beauty
and spirituality. The 100-year-old church radiates
friendship and community, and has been a haven to
countless San Franciscans. As a result, it has been
designated a National Historic Landmark by the
U.S. Department of the Interior.

After they had been married for a while, on one
of the happiest days of her life, my mother found out
she was pregnant with me. She was twenty six, and
my father and she moved to Novato, California.
They had bought a house in a perfect neighborhood
for starting a family. She had my brother three years
later when she was twenty nine.

My mother worked as a housewife while my
brother and | were growing up, and my father
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provided for the family. Marcia and my mother
would visit frequently upon the birth of my brother
and I, and through their interaction, they developed
a strong relationship and found they actually had a
lot more in common than they thought.

My mother and father had been married for about
twelve years when things started going downbhill.
My father was experiencing family problems, and
turned to drug abuse to cure his troubles. This, in
turn, caused marital problems, which eventually led
to their divorce after thirteen years of marriage. My
mother, brother, and | moved back to San Francisco
to live with my grandfather.

In 1994, my mother received the devastating
news that my father had passed away due to a drug
overdose. Marcia and my mother could not believe
the news; they leaned on each other for support and
their friendship grew. They visited more often, and
by spending time together, they got to know and
understand each other. Their bond became so strong
that my mother gained a mother that she had never
had, and that mother was Marcia.

A couple of years later, my mother met another
gentleman named Dave, who lived in Alameda,
California, and after their relationship blossomed,
my mother, brother, and | moved in with him. As a
result of my father’s death, my mother decided to
work at a drug and alcohol adolescent treatment
center to work with teens undergoing difficulty with
drugs and alcohol.
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My mother and Dave broke up six years later,
but my mother wanted to keep me and my brother in
school in Alameda, so we moved to an apartment
down the street. To this day, my mother remains in
the apartment, and keeps in touch with my
grandmother Marcia on a constant basis, and their
relationship continues to grow. My grandmother
convinced my mother to go back to school and
pursue an education. After lots of thought, my
mother took her advice, and is now attending school
in San Francisco.

Nicole: The Granddaughter

Now | will tell you my story as the
granddaughter. My name is Nicole, and | was born
at The Children’s Hospital in San Francisco,
California, in June of 1986. | was raised in a tiny
apartment in the city until I was about two years old.
I moved to Novato, California, when my mother and
father decided they wanted to buy a house and have
another child. My brother Ryan was then born in
August 1989, and he and | were very close from a
young age.

| always remembered visiting with my
grandmother, and she and | having a very close
relationship. | also was very close to both my
mother and father, but had more of a natural bond
with my father because of his love for nature and
protectiveness over me.
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When | was five years old, my mother and father
informed me that they were not happy together any
longer and were getting a divorce. | could not
believe what | was hearing, since | could never
picture them apart, but | sensed, even at such an
early age, that things between them had changed,
and had taken a turn for the worst. When | was in
second grade, my mother, along with my brother
and I, moved into my paternal grandfather’s house
in San Francisco, where my mother was raised. My
brother and | attended Star of the Sea, the same
school my mother’s family had gone to, and we
would take turns visiting my father on the
weekends.

Three years later, when | was eight years old, |
heard the tragic news that my father had passed
away. | never saw this coming, and | did not talk to
anyone for many weeks for | was in absolute shock.
My family spread my father’s ashes on San
Francisco Bay according to his wishes. While going
through such a difficult time in our lives, my
grandmother, mother, and | bonded and began to
communicate and show our feelings in ways we had
never done before.

My grandmother, mother, and | decided to plant
a maple tree in my grandmother’s beautiful and
large front yard in remembrance of my father’ free
spirit and love for nature. We decided where we
were going to plant the seed, and gathered in a
circle, held hands, and spoke about why we were
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grateful to have each other. We also took time to
talk about and reflect back upon why and how my
father was a great influence in our lives. This was a
happy, yet painful time for all of us, but we never
would have been able to get through it without each
other. Every decision we made, we made it together,
as a family and as one, and | was very happy to see
my grandmother and mother as close as they had
ever been.

| had always felt bad for my mom, since she
never got to have a relationship with her mother, but
by seeing my mother and grandmother hugging and
leaning on each other’s shoulders, | felt something |
had never felt before, | could see the compassion
and true companionship in their eyes. My father
meant so much to both of them, and through this
tragedy, they intertwined. We began to grow so
close that my only friends, and best friends, at that,
were my grandmother and mother. We visited my
grandmother as often as possible, given the fact that
she lived in another state, but when we did visit, we
did everything from sitting at home watching
television and talking, to cooking, going
rollerblading, and talking about boys.

My mother, brother, and I moved into our own
apartment in Alameda, and | was very relieved to
spend more quality time with my mother while she
finally did not have a man in her life.

Everything had been going great, but as | began
high school, | started dating and became a bit of a
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rebel. I would not listen to my mother’s rules about
curfew, and would come home whenever | pleased. |
got a boyfriend, and was never around the house. As
a result, our relationship seemed as if it were
deteriorating because she and | did not see each
other as much. | felt as if | had lost my best friend
and knew it was my fault for not trying as much as |
used to. | called my grandmother for advice as to
what | should say to my mother, and she gave me
great insight. | told my mother I missed talking to
her and that | was sorry for the distance. | also asked
her if we could go visit my grandmother, since it
had been a while. Of course, my mother happily
agreed. We reunited like the old times and
reminisced on my father and me, as a child.

When | decided to go to college, my mother
cringed at the thought of losing me, but at the same
time, she was also very proud of me because | was
the first person in my immediate family to attend
college. My grandmother was ecstatic that | was
pursuing an education, and thought | was making a
great choice since she felt she made the mistake of
not going to college out of high school.

At first, | did not know what | wanted to study in
school, but when the move to college came closer, |
felt that nursing was the perfect career for me. The
decision to become a nurse was greatly influenced
by my mother and grandmother, but aside from the
opinions and advice from them, | decided upon it
because it was a career that | felt would make me
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very fulfilled and happy. | decided to focus on
health because | wanted to help others and follow in
the inspirational footsteps of my mother and
grandmother.

When it came time for me to move into the
dorms in Chico, | was nervous about the prospect
that | would not be able to see my mother and
grandmother as often. It was the first time | had ever
been on my own, and without a shoulder to cry on. |
had been through an extensive amount of ups and
downs with both of them, and was going to miss
their company greatly. I will never forget hugging
and kissing them goodbye, but because of this, |
have become better at accepting the fact that people
leave and it helps to define a person by allowing the
individual to grow and become stronger. A few
years have passed, and | am now in my fifth and
final year at California State University, Chico, and
my relationship with my grandmother and mother
has only gotten stronger.

As the granddaughter, 1 am proud to say that I
have benefited greatly from having three generations
of women in my family. | remain in contact with my
grandmother and mother mostly through phone and
email. | see them occasionally, but even though we
do not see each other often, | know I can always turn
to them for any support, problems or questions |
have, and just to talk. Their struggles have helped
me to understand and define who | am, and have
molded me into the intelligent, beautiful young
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woman that I am today. | have watched my
grandmother and mother overcome many hard
obstacles that numerous individuals would not have
been strong enough to surpass. Through their
experiences and hardships, | now see that no one is
perfect, and this has led me to believe that it is okay
to make mistakes and experience tragedy, as it only
makes one stronger in the end. Their independence
and self-determination has helped me drastically
during times when | feel the need to give up. | see so
much of them in myself, and | believe that everyone
has to start somewhere to grow as a person. | have
gained a vast amount wisdom and knowledge from
the experiences of my grandmother and mother. We
have encountered many hardships in our individual
lives, but when | look back upon each of our
difficulties, | find that, overall; our struggles were
actually pretty similar. I am thankful for what they
have taught me about life, and | am excited to see
our relationship continue to get stronger.
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May God Go With You

By Alexandra Larrabee

k*khkkkhkkkkhkkkhkkhkkhkkkkkkikkkkkkk

Maria Fidelina

My everything when it came to life

Always my support system when it came to any struggle
Reality shattered when it came time to say goodbye
Intimate moments from our relationship are always in my
memories

A grandmother and granddaughters love so strong for
each other

From the beginning of my life to the sudden end of yours
I never dreamed it would have ended so abruptly

Death pulled my light from my life

Everything was pulled beneath my feet

Life as | knew it was over

I would have to try and live with the change

Though it seemed impossible

Never-ending bond we have and will always share
Abuela I will see you again soon, | love you.

*khkkkhkkhkkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkkhkkhkkkkikkikkk

My Grandmother Maria Fidelina Roa

March 25, 1925 was the greatest day in the lives
of many in Managua, Nicaragua, for a beautiful
Maria Fidelina Roa was brought into this world.
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From the moment that she entered this world, her
mother knew that life as she knew it would change.

My grandmother lived in Nicaragua for a short
time, until when she was a toddler. Maria, her
parents, and three siblings moved to Guatemala.
Little did my grandmother know at the time that her
life was going to find great things from this move.
In Guatemala, my grandmother welcomed her other
sisters to the world. There were a total of eight
children in the Roa family. Every child was different
in their own way, but my grandmother stood apart
from all the children. She was smart and presented
herself well, even through her adolescent years. She
was very close to her siblings and mother. Her
mother gave her a lot of advice, and Maria was wise
enough to listen and put it into action in her life.

There were many life lessons that my great
grandmother taught Maria that shaped the person
she was. First, she told her not to tell a lie. The
moment she caught her lying, she would never truly
be able to believe what she would tell her. Second,
respect yourself, and always make sure that every
man respects you as well. Third, never use bad
language when you are in an argument, especially
with a man, because they will turn around and use
the same language with you or worse, and you won’t
like it. From that moment on, my grandmother never
used bad language, no matter what situation she was
in. She thought it was not lady like, and she didn’t
want anyone to think she wasn’t a lady.

149



My grandmother always prided herself on the
way that she presented herself to others. She always
would wake up in the morning and fix herself as if
she was going to an important event or to meet
someone special even if she wasn’t. My
grandmother always believed that you should take
care of yourself first, to feel good and confident.
Then, you will be able to take care of your family.

When she was a teenager, my grandmother found
herself taking care of her younger sisters. As a result
of having to take care of her siblings, she couldn’t
finish  her schooling. This was a huge
disappointment to my grandmother. She wished she
could go back and finish her schooling, but it was
too late, and she had to take care of her family. She
learned later as she got older how important it was
to have that education to be able to take care of
yourself, without depending on someone to take care
of you.

As she got older, she began to make many
friends, and would go to gatherings and enjoy
herself. She was not allowed to date until she was
older; it was a rule within the household for every
sibling in her family. She never drank alcohol, and
she respected her mother’s wishes by going home at
a very early hour, even if she was having a great
time wherever she was.

One evening, my grandmother went out to a
friend’s party. What she didn’t know at the time was
her life was going to be turned upside down. She
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was at a party when she saw a very handsome and
elegant man. This man asked her to dance, and that
was the moment she met my grandfather, her very
first boyfriend. She fell in love with him at this
party, so deep in love that they got married a year
later. That year was so full of love and amazing
times spent between the two of them.

After they became husband and wife, they started
a family of their own. My grandmother first had her
daughter Sheny. She was a handful from the
moment she entered this Earth, but she was such a
beautiful person, and my grandmother loved her
very much. Second came Manuel, her only son. He
was the light of her life. She made sure to take care
of her son, and even in her later years, she would
still make him breakfast before work, and whatever
else she could do to make his life easier. The last
child was my mother, who became one of her
greatest successes later in life.

Later in life, my grandmother wished she dated
other boys before getting married to her husband.
She loved her husband and children deeply, but was
curious about what qualities she liked and didn’t like
In a man.

My grandmother always had one or two of her
younger sisters living in the house with her three
children and husband. This living arrangement
caused conflict in her marriage. She did not care that
her husband thought her sisters should get their own
place to live. Her sisters were family, and she was
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going to let them live with her as long as they
needed, even though it would harm her
relationships.

My grandmother would reprimand her younger
sisters and give them valuable advice as if they were
her own daughters, while they were under her care.
She made sure they were dressed well like her
daughters, and treated with as much love as if they
were her child. She kept her home clean and
organized because she wanted to have it presentable
to guests who would drop in from time to time.

When it came time for her children to go to
school, she knew she wanted her children to have
the best education possible because she did not. My
grandmother thought it was best to send her children
to private school because she believed it was the
best education possible for them.

As her children got older, they began to spread
their wings and wanted to venture out of Guatemala
to seek other opportunities. Both her oldest daughter
and son moved to the United States. Her son played
soccer for University of Michigan. This was a huge
blow to the family because my grandmother wanted
to keep the family as close as possible. It made my
grandmother extremely upset to have her children so
far away. Only my mother, her youngest daughter,
was left at home.

My grandmother decided the family would move
to the United States to be close to her two other
children. The move was an interesting and different
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experience for them because they did not speak one
word of English. Being such a classy and intelligent
lady, however, my grandmother learned to get along
in this country.

My grandmother had never worked before
coming to the United State, and never thought she
would, but she decided to work to meet people and
learn to speak English by practicing it with her co-
workers and American friends. She worked at the
gift-wrapping department at the local department
store. My grandmother had an amazing time being
around so many people and learning a new
language. She ended up learning English fairly
quickly. She still had a deep accent, and had a little
trouble finding words in her vocabulary, but she
managed.

Living in the United States was one of the best
things that had happened to my grandmother. She
wanted her sisters to come to the US to continue her
relationships with them as they were when she lived
in Guatemala. Her sisters and their children would
then have as much opportunities as her family.
When President Carter made it possible for people
who were citizens to give residence to family
members, my grandmother immediately gave it to
two of her sisters. When they came to the United
States, she and her sisters ended up living only about
five minutes away from each other, which thrilled
my grandmother because they got to talk and spend
time together all of the time. Life couldn’t get any
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better. My grandmother, loved her family dearly,
and nothing could get in the way with her
relationship with her children. My mother and my
grandmother had one of the greatest relationships
from the very beginning of my mother’s life.

My Mother

My mother was born in November 1957. She
was a very loving child, and loved her mother very
much. My mother was born in Guatemala, and loved
lived there when she was in her adolescent years.
My mother loved having all of my grandmother’s
sisters, other family members, and friends over
when they had parties at their home in Guatemala.
My mother said, “l always enjoyed when we had
parties in Guatemala and the U.S. because my
mother and father would dance the tango together,
and they look so good together. It was wonderful!”
My mother always looked up to my grandmother in
every aspect of life.

After moving to the United States, my mother
started as a sophomore in high school in Los
Angeles, California. She said, “Schools were
different than in Guatemala. You stayed in school
until three, and you did not get to go home and eat
lunch. We did not shower at school.”

Her school experience was a whirlwind of
difference when she came to the United States. In
Guatemala, the schools did not have boys and girls
being educated together. Boys had their own school,
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as did girls. Also, the girls had to wear uniforms to
school, and there was also a different level of
respect for teachers in the U.S than in Guatemala.
My mother explained how fun high school was for
her when she moved to the United States. She loved
going to school sporting events. She loved being
able learn how to play sports during physical
education classes. In Guatemala, the girls didn’t
learn anything about sports. Now, my mother has
the greatest love for anything that involves sports.
She loves to watch them on television and she loves
playing any sport.

My mother explained to me how strict my
grandmother was when it came time for her to go on
dates, or even sleep over at friends’ homes when she
was in high school. She said, “My mother did not
allow me to spend the night at other family’s home.
She did not mind if they stayed at our house, but
since she did not know the parents, she did not like
it.” My grandmother was protective of her children
because she couldn’t ever live with herself if
something happened to them. She wanted the best
for them. She wanted them to be safe, especially
when it came time to dating. She didn’t want her
daughters to have their hearts broken.

My mother was not allowed to date until she was
16 years old. My mother said, “That’s only because
my older sister convinced her that it was okay.” My
grandmother kept her children extremely close, but
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realized that she had to let go, and allow my mother
to date.

My mother said to me, “What | enjoy doing with
my mother was talking to her and listening to her
advice. | did not follow it as well as I should have.
Another thing that my mother enjoyed was spending
Christmas with her because she made it so special
by making special foods and decorating the house.
Hearing about that made me extremely happy
because even to this day, every holiday we would all
get together and decorate, cook and be together.”

In 1980, my mother went out with a friend who
was set her up on a blind date. When she met her
blind date, she immediately thought he was
handsome and extremely fun. She didn’t know at the
time this man was to become the father of her
children. My mother and father dated for two years
before they got married. They were extremely in
love.

All of my relatives tell stories of their younger
years with my mother and father. They had many
parties with family, and enjoyed themselves as a
married couple. In the next six years, they had two
children, a daughter and a son. My mother loved my
sister and brother with everything she had in her
body. Seven years later, however, life turned upside
down for my mother.

In 1987, my grandfather passed away from a
stroke. It was extremely difficult for my mother and
the rest of the family. It was extremely difficult for
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my grandmother because she had just gone through
a mastectomy on her left breast; she had just come
back from the hospital when my grandfather had a
stroke. My mother said, “My father was very close
to my mother, and we think that her diagnosis and
procedure affected him a great deal because he had
always been a very healthy person.” My grandfather
loved my grandmother so much, and thinking that
she was not going to live through the breast cancer
made him so stressed out that he had a stroke. My
mother spoke about the struggle my grandmother
had to endure after my grandfather had passed. She
had no financial support because she did not have a
job, her first and only love was gone, and she was
alone for the first time in her life. My mother was
there for my grandmother during this horrible time,
and made sure she wasn’t alone. Also, my father
was there for my mother in order to keep her strong
for my grandmother. It was a huge effort, and the
family was there for each other. My grandmother
and mother always believed that family is
everything, especially in time of need.

One year later my mother had another child, and
it was a baby girl. Everyone was happy because they
knew my mother wanted to have another girl.
Suddenly, the family went from a state of
devastation to a state of happiness. After | came into
the world, everything seemed to change, and there
was no way to prepare for the unexpected.
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The Granddaughter

| was born in September 1988, in Los Angeles,
California. My mother says | was a very lively child.
| was the type of child that would be run around
with a smile. My mother called it “happy go lucky.”
| followed my brother around and tried to be just
like him. In every way, we were two peas in a pod.
From the minute | could start remembering
moments in my childhood, my grandmother was in
those memories. She was always around the house
with my mother helping to take care of my brother
and I, and loving us unconditionally. | personally
don’t remember living in Los Angeles because | was
SO young.

I know being so close to my grandmother was
really important to my mother and my grandmother.
| see pictures of birthday parties with all of the
cousins, aunts, uncles, and family friends there at
my house in Los Angeles. | always see my
grandmother’s shining face in all of the photos. It all
changed because my father got transferred from his
job in Los Angeles to Chicago.

My childhood memories are a lot clearer when
we lived in Chicago. My childhood was amazing! |
was always having an amazing time with my brother
and our neighbors. | went to kindergarten in
Chicago, and made many friends there at my school,
but | couldn’t wait to get home to play with my
brother and see my mother.
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From the moment | can remember, | have loved
my mother and looked up to her. She has been such
a beautiful person in my life who has pushed me in
the right direction, no matter what the situation was.
| knew she did not like living so far away from my
grandmother when we lived in Chicago, but she
stood by her husband and did what was best for our
family.

When it came time for my brother and | to enter
elementary school, there was a huge issue with
birthday cut offs in Chicago. My mother did not
want us to have to wait a year before entering first
grade because she didn’t want us to be with people
who were younger than us. She thought we would
be looked at as if we were held back, instead of
having an age issue. My mother knew that in
California, we could enter the first grade at the age
that we were, and then in a month or two after
starting, we could transfer to our old school in
Chicago in the correct grade. Because of this, my
mother sent my brother and | to live with my
grandmother in order to start school; this was one of
the best times in my life. | remember waking up and
having breakfast waiting for me from my
grandmother. She took care of us. She made her
classic eggs with beans. They were her secret recipe.
Her beans were amazing, and whenever we went to
grandma’s house, we had to have her beans. When
we weren’t at her house, we couldn’t wait to get a
plate of those beans.
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The time that my brother and | lived with my
grandma was the best time of my life. No matter
what time of day it was, my grandmother always
made sure we were well taken care of, well fed, and
always well behaved. | remember being at
grandma’s house, and we would be the best-behaved
children because we never wanted to stress her out
and we wanted her to be happy. When we walked to
school, my grandma and | would be hand-in-hand
on the way to school, smiling. I would get upset
when she left me at the front of school, wishing I
could be with her all day. When school ended, she
stood there with a smile on her face and my brother
and | would run to her and be on our way home,
hand-in-hand, just like the way we came.

My grandmother and | loved to take walks
together; | was always attached to her hip when we
were together. We walked to the Super A, the
grocery store that was down the street, to get her
groceries. | remember | would hold more than |
could, so my grandmother wouldn’t have to carry
heavy bags. When we got home from the
supermarket, we would sit at her kitchen table and
sort out the dry beans before she made her amazing
secret recipe. We sorted them by the bean. Those
with holes, dents, or cut in half, were thrown out
because they wouldn’t taste the same with all of the
good beans.

Any time that | could spend with my
grandmother, | enjoyed it because I looked up to her
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in so many ways. She was always so vibrant, loving,
classy, and beautiful. 1 would always sleep with my
grandmother when | stayed at her house. Every
night before bed, we said our prayers with rosary
beads, and at the end, we said in Spanish, “in the
name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit,
Amen,” and we crossed on our bodies. The Spanish
version is, “En nombre del padre el hijo y el Espiritu
Santo amen.” | always loved that part before we
went to bed because it was what we did together and
only us. When those few months were up, and we
had to go back home to mom, | was really sad. Of
course | was happy to be going home to see my
mom, but | would miss my grandmother. No matter
where my brother and | were going, either on a trip
on a plane, or down the street, my grandmother
would always say, “May god go with you.” It was
something that is etched into my mind because we
heard it from her all of the time, and it made me feel
safe.

After we went back to Chicago, my father was
transferred again. We didn’t know at the time that it
would be the last move for my mother, brother and
me. We moved to the Bay Area in Northern
California where we lived in a small town. We were
a five-hour drive away from my grandmother, which
was so much better than a plane ride away. | spent
my whole childhood and adolescent life in this small
town in the Bay Area. | went to my last half of
elementary school, middle school, and high school,
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in this town that I lived in. Every summer, no matter
what grade | was in, we would always make that
five-hour drive to Los Angeles to see my
grandmother and spend a lot of time with her.
During my high school years, | became the rebel
type, and my mother and | began to butt heads. |
thought that | should be able to do something, and
she thought otherwise. My mother and | became
very close after I got over myself and my rebel
nature. | look up to her for any advice or help that |
need in my life. High school was the point in my life
that my mother guided and helped me through so
many hard times and situations.

After | graduated from high school, I moved to
Chico, California, where | attended California State
University, Chico. My grandmother and mother
were so proud of me because | made it to a
university, and | am going to have a great education.
College has given me some of the worst experiences
and some of the greatest experiences in my life. My
first year of college, my mother and | became even
closer than when | was in high school, and | never
would have thought that was possible, but we did. |
would call her everyday, and we would talk about
what happened and how school was and what she
had done that day. She was my rock that | knew |
could count on for everything.

One of the two biggest struggles that occurred in
college was during my second year at Chico State.
My best friend Laurel Williams passed away
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October 20, 2007, in a drunk driving accident at the
age of 19. This rocked my world. | was so lost and
devastated from the event because she was the
closest friend that | have ever had in my life. My
mother was the one who helped me through every
moment of the funeral services, and at that moment,
we became more connected as mother and daughter
and as best friends. She has still been the shoulder
that | lean on since that experience. | still go to her
for help and advice when | am having a horrible
day. She always can brighten my day with her
inspirational words. | struggled through that year
with my head held high because of my mother, and |
didn’t know that | was going to have to do the same
the next year.

The second greatest struggle in my life came this
past October. October 28, 2008, was the day that my
grandmother passed away from a struggle with lung
cancer. | remember the night before my
grandmother passed away, my mother called me and
told me that she didn’t know how long my
grandmother would be living, and she wanted me to
come home that weekend. | remember thinking to
myself, “I don’t think she is going to make it past
the night.” The next morning, my mother called me.
| could hear the devastation in her voice. She spoke
saying that grandma passed away and | needed to
come home. At that moment, my life shattered.
Memories of my grandmother came rushing to my
head, and | couldn’t even stand up. | knew I had to
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go home immediately. | booked my plane ticket and
flew home. | knew my mother needed me as much
as | needed her. My mother and | took it upon
ourselves to make a playlist for the viewing of songs
dedicated to my grandmother and songs that she
enjoyed. | created a slideshow of pictures that my
entire family sent to me, that would play for my
grandmother’s viewing. In our hearts, we knew that
my grandmother would have loved what we had
done for her. My grandmother was my every thing.

| have learned so many things from my
grandmother and mother in my lifetime. They have
taught me to be a strong woman, and always stand
up for myself because | am worth more than
anything in this world. They taught me to respect
myself, and carry myself in a positive and
presentable manner. My grandmother was one of the
classiest women on this planet. She gave me the
strength and determination that | have in this life to
get to where | want to be, no matter what it takes.
My mother gave me the love and compassion that |
have in my heart, because that’s everything she
showered me with. | became the person | am today
because of these two beautiful women in my life. |
could not have asked for a stronger or more
beautiful family. My grandmother always taught me
that family is everything, and | should never do
anything to lose the relationships | have with my
family members. These two women were, and still
are, the light that shows me the path through life.

164



Three Women, One Love

By Julie Matthews

The bond between three women can only be told
by sharing their stories. These stories go from a
grandmother, to a mother, to a daughter, eventually
ending in the bond the three of them share.

The story begins with my grandmother, Mila
Sherigan. Mila was born in Japan in September
1946. She was the baby of four siblings, all girls. In
1951, Mila and her family immigrated to California
and settled in San Francisco. Both of Mila’s parents
were Russian, therefore, she was raised as Russian
Orthodox. Mila, her mom, dad, and three sisters
would go to church every Sunday partly because
Mila’s mom sang in the choir. During her early
years as a child and through her teen years, Mila
was extremely close to her father. When Mila was
just fifteen years old, her father passed away. This
was extremely hard on Mila seeing how close she
was to him. Through the grieving process and
learning to go on with life, Mila became much
closer to her mother. Mila remained in San
Francisco with her mother throughout her teen
years.

In high school at the age of sixteen, Mila met the
man she would soon call her husband, Alexander
Bobroff. Shortly after meeting each other and still at
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the age of sixteen, Mila was asked by Alex to take
his hand in marriage. She accepted his proposal, and
in 1962, they married each other.

Mila never finished high school. She and Alex
moved in together, and had three children, two
daughters and one son. Mila became involved at the
elementary schools her children attended. Every
Wednesday was “hot dog” day at the elementary
school, and she was the “hot dog” lady. In 1986,
Mila and Alex divorced. Mila continued raising her
three kids and even took in a fourth person named
Rosie who she helped raise as well.

Mila worked at Amica Insurance for most of her
life. She recently retired and now spends her days
doing a variety of activities. One thing Mila enjoys
is being able to visit with her grandchildren. She
also loves having her grandchildren come and visit
her as well.

One distinguishing factor that many people do
not know about my grandmother is that to this day,
she is still not a U.S. citizen. Mila did not care to
elaborate on why she chose to not become a U.S.
citizen. All she cared to say was that in her point of
view, it was easier to live life with her alien card
than to study and take the test. Mila is content with
where she is in life, and to her, that is all that
matters.

As was stated above, Mila had three children, the
first one being a daughter named Alexandra, my
mother. Alexandra has always gone by Sanya, a
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shortened Russian name for Alexandra. Sanya was
born in February of 1964, in San Francisco. She was
raised by her two parents and was brought up in the
Russian  Orthodox religion. She remembers
attending church but only on special occasions such
as Christmas and Easter.

In 1970, Sanya moved from San Francisco to
Novato, California. This is where she attended
elementary, middle, and high school. In high school,
Sanya was a cheerleader, and as a sophomore in
high school, danced at the San Francisco Ballet.
While in high school, Sanya met the man she would
soon marry as well, Thomas Matthews. Sanya
graduated high school in 1982. After high school,
she got a job in bookkeeping and accounting. In the
meantime, Tom had proposed to Sanya, and she
accepted and in 1986. They bought a house together
and fixed it up. Then, in the following months in
August of 1986, the two got married and went on a
beautiful honeymoon to Hawaii. In May of 1987,
they had their first daughter Tara, in August of
1988, their second daughter Julie, and in January of
1991, their third daughter Alexis.

Sanya and Tom never wanted to send their
children to day care. The two felt as though they
should be raising their kids, not someone else. They
consistently talked about how once they had kids,
they wanted one parent to stay at home. As a result,
once their first daughter was born, Sanya
immediately became a stay-at-home mom. When
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her children were in elementary school, Sanya
became an extremely active classroom mom. In
addition, she became a troop leader for the Girl
Scouts. Once all of her daughters were older, Sanya
went to work in tax preparation/reconciliation. She
also taught ballet lessons at the dance studio all of
her daughters danced at.

Sanya would always make sure her family ate
dinner together every night. It was the one time
where she felt that everyone sitting around the table
together was considered true family time. Everyone
could be connected, talk about how their days were,
and just have that time set aside for family. Sanya
said she believes this is what built such strong
family relations between her, her husband, and her
three daughters. In addition, Sanya and her husband
would always do something special for their three
daughters. On the weekends, for example, she would
always make sure the family ate an early dinner,
usually right around 5:00 pm. After dinner was
finished and dishes were done, Sanya and Tom
would take their three daughters on a walk. Sanya
said that her three daughters would always ask them,
weekend after weekend, where they would be going
on the walk, and each time, she and her husband
would respond, “we’re going up Mike’s, down
Jake’s, to go eat jelly cakes.” The three daughters
laughed and went along with this idea. But as a
surprise, Sanya and Tom would always end up
taking the three girls to ice cream at Baskin
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Robbins. When Sanya was asked about why this
started, she said it was just another way for the
family to bond outside of the house. She said it was
doing little things as a family that kept everyone
connected.

In August of 1988, Sanya had her second of three
daughters, Julie. Julie was the child that would go to
everyone. As a baby, she loved to be held and would
always play with the hair of those who were holding
her. From the very beginning up until now, Julie has
always been a daddy’s girl. However, as she has
grown older, she finds herself becoming much
closer to her mother.

Julie was raised along with her two sisters, in
Novato, California. She attended Tiny Tots,
preschool, and then proceeded on to elementary,
middle, and high school. In her early vyears,
beginning around the age of four, Julie began
experiencing some minor fainting and seizures. She
managed to still go through all her schooling
without this affecting her too much. Around this
same time, Julie began to do some modeling for an
agency in San Francisco.

When Julie was six, she was enrolled in ballet
and tap dance lessons. Dance would soon become
the love of her life. While in elementary school,
Julie also became a member of the Girl Scouts, and
participated in a pen pals program. After elementary
school, Julie moved to middle school where she
continued dancing and became very involved in
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leadership, where she was the Vice President of her
class.

Up until the time Julie graduated from high
school, she spent everyday after school at her dance
studio. At the age of six, she began ballet and tap
lessons. By the time she was ten, Julie added jazz
into the lessons as well. During the time she was in
sixth grade, Julie was dancing approximately twenty
hours a week. In addition, Julie’s dance teacher,
Gail, told her she would be able to get Pointe shoes.
Julie remembers how excited she was to be able to
get to that point. During that summer to prepare for
the dedication needed when going on Pointe, Julie
did a Ballet Summer Intensive Program. She took
ballet classes for four weeks, Monday to Friday,
eight hours a day. At the age of thirteen, Julie was
able to perform a solo ballet routine in her recital on
Pointe shoes. This was an experience that gave Julie
a tremendous amount of confidence in being able to
perform solo in front of hundreds of people. The
following year, the owner of the dance studio, Janet,
asked Julie to start assisting in classes. Without
hesitation, Julie jumped at that opportunity. Julie
still took her own classes, but also assisted in ballet,
tap, and jazz classes for the younger students. In
addition, Julie taught these classes when a teacher
could not be there. This continued from the time
Julie was in seventh grade until a junior in high
school. Entering her senior year, Julie was given
permission to teach two classes by herself in
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addition to choreographing the dances for the recital
in June. Julie was so happy and learned so much
about her dancing abilities, the ways to relate her
dancing concepts to younger girls, and have an
overall sense of accomplishment.

As a junior in high school, Julie went through an
experience that she feels brought her very close to
her mother. One day, Julie was with some friends
and she remembers her vision turning from black to
white, becoming very dizzy. She had a seizure, and
woke up in the emergency room. Julie had her
driver’s license taken away, and had to go through
countless tests to try and determine what happened.
Julie’s mom was the one who accompanied her to
all her appointments, always comforted her when
she felt things were going horribly, and always
believed an answer would be given as to what
happened. Her mother was the one who always told
her to stay strong, and her words of encouragement
are what made the world of difference to Julie. Julie
felt so bad because her mother would always tell her
stories of how scared she was for her, not knowing
what exactly what was going on that caused her to
have seizures. After lots and lots of testing, Julie
was finally diagnosed with a heart condition, and
she was so grateful to have her mom to go through
every hard moment with her. There was no other
person in the world Julie could have imagined
experiencing the whole ordeal with than her mother.
At the end of the crisis, Julie appreciated her mom
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more than ever. She felt a certain type of bond with
her mom that today, Julie finds hard to put into
words.

Julie completed high school and graduated in
June of 2006. Only a week after graduating high
school, Julie and her mom came to Chico for
orientation. This was another experience where Julie
felt she was able to bond with her mother. Finding
out all this new information, exploring the campus
together, and getting ready to start this whole new
life outside of home was new, exciting, and
somewhat scary to both Julie and her mom.
Throughout that summer, Julie would go out with
her mom to buy all the “college necessities,” and
remembers lots of fun memories from that.

Then came August where it was time for Julie to
move to Chico. Her mom was the one who moved
her in and the whole process was quite a show but
so much fun. Julie recalls saying good bye to her
mom as one of the hardest things to do. Julie grew
up in such a safe, warm, environment that saying
good bye to that and having to start over was a
difficult thing to do.

In college, Julie continues to go through many
experiences and finds herself making some of her
most amazing and unforgettable memories. Julie has
met some of the most interesting, fun, and caring
people while attending California State University,
Chico. In her first year, Julie lived in Shasta Hall
where she became involved through many of the
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Residence Hall opportunities. In her second year,
and now her third year as well, Julie has been a
Resident Advisor for University Housing and Food
Services. Julie believes being a Resident Advisor
has helped her in many ways. From being more
social and outgoing, to learning the skills needed to
run a floor of forty plus girls has all helped in many
ways. While Julie does admit being away from
home has been hard, she talks to her mom at least
once a day, and this makes up for not being home.

All three generations of women, from the
grandmother, to the mother, to the daughter, have all
experienced unique opportunities that have lead
them to where they are today. What is important to
know is the relationship the three of these women
have. In a perfect world, it would be great to say the
bond between the three women are strong, but
unfortunately that is not the case. As the daughter in
this story, Julie has seen many ups and downs in the
relationship the three women have had. As Sanya
has said, as she became older, she became more
distant from her mother. As Julie has become older,
however, she has become much closer to her
mother. It is a hard thing to say but things happened
within the family where bonds were somewhat lost.
Even though things happened, there is always a love
that cannot and will never be broken.

Even though that happened, there are memories
that Julie is able to recall of her and her grandmother
that she will always remember. Julie would always
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go spend long weekends with her grandmother. To
Julie, it was a treat to be able to go with her
grandmother because she was always spoiled with
goodies. Julie’s grandmother would take her out to
lunch, go shopping, out to the movies, then to ice
cream, and so much more. The times where Julie
felt like she bonded with her grandmother were the
times she would be at her grandmother’s house and
the two would be cooking together in the kitchen.
Julie’s grandmother would tell her so many stories,
and just being in the kitchen in a relaxed
environment, more memories were made. In
addition, Julie and her grandmother would always
watch the Food Network Channel together, go spend
the nights out in the hot tub, come back, and then eat
a dessert called “honey bee” while sipping on tea.
Julie is also able to reflect on memories that are
specific to her and her mom. Julie and her mom
never really had a passion for fast food, but out of
all the options, the two of them loved and continue
to love Taco Bell. Whenever Julie would be out with
her mom shopping in the Vintage Oaks Shopping
Center, the two would always go through the Taco
Bell drive thru before heading home. The location of
Taco Bell was right by the train tracks, which
looked out at a place called Deer Island. After
ordering and receiving their food, Julie and her mom
would park the car by the train tracks, roll down the
windows, eat their Taco Bell while looking out at
Deer Island, and talk about everything and more. |
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look at this now and think about how funny it must
sound to people reading this, but | swear it is the
small things like this where memories are made. All
the little inside jokes came out during this time, and
just being able to spend time with my mom by
myself in a fun, relaxed environment was the time
that | cherished.

When | first started writing this, |1 found myself
asking what | would learn from this. | thought I
knew a lot about both my mom and grandmother,
but it turns out | was proved wrong. Taking the time
to sit down with my mom and grandmother, and talk
about important stages in their lives and so forth,
made me realize that there is a lot more to them than
| thought. I feel honored to have been able to share
the stories of the three generations of women with
you. It is sometimes hard to portray the real feelings
of them, but | feel as though my story gives the
reader an in-depth look into the experiences of my
grandmother, my mom, and myself. | hope the
reader learned something new from reading my
story. If anything, know that even though the three
women may not be close as a whole, every family
has its share of ups and downs. In the end, bonds are
still there, memories will always continue to be
made, and the three women will always have one
love.
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Three ‘Generaciones’

By Yudith Pizarro

I never really realized the differences between
my grandmother, my mother, and myself. My
abuelita, Spanish for grandmother, was born in
Oaxaca, Mexico, in 1948. She has only one sister,
whom | have only seen once. My abuelita grew up
in a small humble town. At a young age, she decided
to drop out of school. Her parents did not think
anything of it because kids there rarely finished
school. She started to work around town; she used to
take care of the cattle, and during spring, she would
grow corn. Once the corn grew, she would pick
them and let them dry.

My abuelita did not have the best time growing
up. As she grew older, she learned to do what the
majority of women did. Every morning, she would
get up and she would gather the dry corn. She would
grind the corn and once it was ground, she would
make it into dough. She would walk back home and
make tortillas. She made enough tortillas to last the
whole day. Everyday she would go through the
same routine.

Eventually, she met my grandfather, and got
married to him. Soon after she got married, my
abuelita had her first daughter, Victoria, who is my
mom. My abuelita was very young, and did not
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know how to take care of her daughter, so she
decided to give her up. My abuelita gave away her
first daughter to her mother-in-law. My abuelita then
had more children, two more girls and three boys.
The rest of her children grew up with her, while my
mom grew up with her grandmother. My mom saw
her grandmother like a mother, spending her days
listening to her wonderful stories. After some time,
my mom moved back in with my abuelita. Although
she never looked at my abuelita like a real mother,
she still loved her.

My mom, just like her mother, also did not finish
school. She dropped out at the age of 14, and
worked to help provide for the family. She was
really close to all her siblings, but she was closest to
her brother Jose. Both of them would always find
ways to have fun, and sometimes ended up in
trouble. As she matured, she did what she had to and
learned what she needed to.

At the age of 17, she met my father, and soon
they got married. As soon as she got married, she
moved in with her mother in-law. Before long, my
dad decided to go to California to find a job and
start a better life for both of them. My dad left my
mom living with his mother and sisters. My dad’s
family did not like her for some reason, and made
my mom’s life a living hell.

After about a year, my dad went back for my
mom. They came back to California and moved to a
small town north of San Diego called Fallbrook.
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They rented a room with some friends, while my
dad worked and saved money.

Shortly after coming to California, my mom was
pregnant. In September 1988, | was born. My
mother did not want to be like her mother, so she
took great care of me. My mom had the opportunity
to work and help my dad out, but she did not want to
leave me in the care of someone else. Six months
later, my mom got pregnant again. In December
1989, my sister Evelyn was born.

After a few years, my dad had saved enough
money, and was finally able to afford a house. My
dad had found a small house, but we finally had a
place to call home.

Years later, my mother got pregnant again, and
in August 1993, my second sister was born. Around
this time, my father could no longer afford all the
bills he had. Facing difficult decisions, my mother
decided to work, leaving my sisters and me in the
care of someone else. She did not want to leave us
alone for long periods of time, so she worked the
night shift, 40 hours a week. She only worked for a
short period of time, and in 2002, we moved in to a
bigger house.

By that time, | was already in high school, and
couple months later, my abuelita moved in with us.
Before that, | had only seen my abuelita twice on
our trips to Mexico. | remember that people would
always ask me if | was her granddaughter or the
daughter of Victoria, because | looked like both of
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them. Other than those trips to Mexico, | really had
not spent enough time with her. During the first
couple of months that my grandma had moved in, |
felt awkward. When she first arrived, it was difficult
for us to communicate; she had lived all her life in
that small town in Mexico, and dropped out of
school early so she did not speak proper English.
Although she had been living with us, | have not
spent a lot of time with her, and | did not feel
comfortable to confide in her. Although my mom
never grew up with her, she held no grudges against
her; she made her feel as if it was her home, and
helped her with what she needed.

After months of looking for a job, my abuelita
finally found one. She found a job as a nanny, but it
required her to move. She really needed the money,
so she decided to take the job. She moved to the
next town over called Bonsall, which was about 20
minutes away, so she was not far at all. During that
time, she only came home on the weekends, but she
would mostly spend time with my uncles. With me
going to school, and my abuelita having a job, |
rarely saw and talked to her.

During all four years of high school, I was
enrolled in a program called AVID, which stood for
Advancement Via Individual Determination. This
program was meant to help first generation students
who want to attend a four year university. Ever since
| can remember, my parents have always wanted the
best for me. | know they do not want me to go
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through what they went through to have a better life.
My parents wanted me to get a higher education,
something they never accomplished. By being in
AVID, | was able to accomplish not only my goal,
but my parents’ dreams for me.

The summer before my senior year in high
school, I got my first job. My first job was being a
waitress at a senior facility, and | only got paid
minimum, so | decided to look for another job. A
month later, | found a better job at a retirement and
assisted living facility as a server. At my second job,
| was getting paid more, so for two weeks, | had two
jobs. Those two weeks were very exhausting for me.
| worked about 12 hours a day, and | was just
waiting for those two weeks to be over. Work kept
me very busy, and once school started, | was even
busier. | was rarely at home. My relationship with
my abuelita did not get any better, and the
relationship with my mom was growing tense.

That year, | started to apply to different
universities. | ended up applying to seven
universities. Once | started getting the acceptance
letters, my dad took me to visit campuses. | had seen
a few, but nothing like Chico State. In May, | took a
tour of Chico State’s campus. My dad drove ten
hours in the rain for me to look at the campus. | was
anxious to see the campus and nervous because of
the rainy weather. The day finally arrived. It was
such a sunny day and it made everything much
better. As | stepped onto campus, | fell in love with
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it. The campus was so green and had a lot of
beautiful flowers. I knew this was where | wanted to
come.

| also visited Dominguez Hills, where | was
supposed to go along with my friends. | did not like
the campus as much as I liked Chico State’s, and |
was not sure about the idea of living with my
friends. By that time, | had already made up my
mind | was going to attend Chico State. School was
about to end, and all those years spent in high school
were about to be just memories. On June 16, 2006, |
walked across the platform at the graduation
ceremony to receive my diploma. That day was one
of the happiest days in my life. After graduation, it
finally hit me, | was about to leave to the other side
of California in just a couple of months, leaving
everyone and everything | grew up with behind.

That summer, | went back to Chico State for
EOP (Educational Opportunity Program) Summer
Bridge program. This was a week-long session in
which first time students were gathered together to
do ice breakers in order to get along better. During
that week, | got to experience what | would go
through during the upcoming year. After that week,
| had met many people, and made a couple of
friends. When that week was over, | went back
home, leaving me with only a couple more weeks
until my first semester at college would begin.

During the weeks | had left, I got everything
together, and packed what | needed. | had another
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session of Summer Bridge so | was actually in
Chico a week before classes started. As | was about
to start, | felt nervous about my classes, especially
my 8:00 am class.

During my first semester, I lived in Whitney Hall
with a wonderful roommate, but after about a
month, she decided to drop out. I lived alone for
about a month, but then | had another roommate.
My new roommate was not the best, but she was
also not the worst. | had a great experience living in
the dorms. That year | made new friends who soon
became my new roommates. My new roommates all
had one thing in common; they were all from
Southern California. These girls have been my
roommates for almost three years now. During that
same year, | met my boyfriend. After almost a year
after 1 met him, he asked me out, and | gladly said
yes. We have been together for almost two years
now.

During that first year away at Chico State, | only
went home on breaks. The drive home was very
long, and airplane tickets were not any better.
Although we were miles apart, my mom and | still
kept in touch. | spoke to her everyday. The
relationship with my abuelita did not get any better.
| only saw her when | went home, and when she was
actually at home. The next year was not any better. |
was no longer living in a dorm, so | did not have to
leave during those long breaks. | have been going
home less and less. | am almost done with school, so
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| do not worry about it too much. I will eventually
go home, and stay close to my family.

| think that the relationship with my mom is not
as strong as we would want it to be due to the
relationship she had with her mother, but for now,
this is what we can accomplish. Some trust bonds
were not established earlier in our lives, but life
keeps on going, and | think | will better understand
her once I have kids of my own.
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Her, Me & Mine

By Heidi Runyan

HER (MARY)

My mother, Mary Gabrielle, was born in June of
1956, in Dublin, Ireland. She was the second of
what would grow to be a family of ten children.
Being that her parents were devout Catholics, she
was named after the most famous woman in the
Bible and the angel Gabriel, who brought Mary the
great news of Jesus’ birth. At just a year and a half
old, the family moved to Toronto, Canada. The story
is told that while waiting in the airport, famous Irish
actor, Jeffrey Hunter, approached Mary’s mother
and asked to hold this baby that he just thought was
amazing. This legend lives on among my mother’s
family, though | am not sure who keeps it surviving,
my mother or her family. At six years old, my mom,
her mom and the six children that there now were,
moved back to Ireland while her father drove on to
San Francisco, California, in search for a job, house
and better life for his children. My mother and the
rest of the family finally joined her dad, a year and a
half later. She was eight years old when she came to
California, and started her education in the states.
The school she attended was not sure where to place
her, so based on her age, they put her in the second
grade. Unfortunately, she had already learned
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everything and spent a year focusing on trying to
sound like everyone else. This was the only year she
spent in public school...

As previously mentioned, my grandparents had
many children. When my mom was ten, her brother
Francis was born. He was diagnosed with spina
bifida and only lived nine months. This was
exceptionally hard on my mother, being the eldest
girl and watching her baby brother suffer and her
parents’ hearts broken. The family was given a
Smoky Bear stuffed animal at the funeral, and she
and her brother David would take it everywhere
with them, pretending it was their baby brother.
They would take it on the swing set and push him
and talk to him, and nobody ever knew about it. The
week after his death, in hopes of keeping spirits
lifted among their children, my grandparents took all
seven children to Disneyland. It was the greatest
time of their lives. No one ever forgot about Francis,
and until the day my grandfather died, he carried a
picture of St. Francis in his pocket.

When my mother was about twelve years old, her
father broke his ankle. With the time off from work,
the parents decided to take all of their kids on a road
trip to New York. Along the way, they were able to
stop in Salt Lake City and experience the foulness of
Salt Lake. Her brothers were the only ones willing
to step foot in the water, and after entering through a
thick layer of gnats, they took a short dip in the
saltiest film that any of them can recall. My mother
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and her sisters laughed, and pointed as the boys
emerged from this lake with a white coating so
thick, they had to immediately take showers.

Once back in the car, her younger brother David,
came down with car sickness. My mother recalls
that the second highlight of this trip was as he sat in
the back of the station wagon, he rolled down the
window to vomit. When he did, all of the kids
watched as the vomit hovered in the air for a
moment, and because of the pressure, shot back in
his face. They laughed about this for days.

Once the gang reached New York, my
grandfather decided to make a surprise trip to his
brother Jimmy’s home in Canada. When they
arrived at his home, the surprise was on them when
they soon found out that Jimmy had taken his wife
and children to Ireland! Luckily, they were able to
get a hold of Jim and he flew back, alone, to spend
some time with his brother’s family.

In the eleventh grade, my mother met my father.
They were both employees at the local Fish n” Chips
Restaurant, but ironically, both of their families
already knew each other very well. My parents
hadn’t met until this job, but Ed (my dad), also came
from a large family, and his younger sisters went to
elementary school with my mom’s younger sisters.
Both of my grandmothers worked together,
volunteering at St. David Catholic School.

The couple dated through the end of high school,
and married the October following graduation. My
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mother was working for Chevron at the time, and
my dad was still at Fish n” Chips. The next April,
their eldest child, Christy, was born and shortly
thereafter, they moved to Sacramento, where my
father accepted a position as a manager at a Fish n’
Chips. After just seven months, they moved back to
the Bay Area, where my dad took on his own Fish n’
Chips Restaurant in San Francisco. The couple
bought their first house in Richmond for a whopping
$25,000! They began to grow their family in this
home, as well as an addition to the house. After my
brother Eddie was born, then came me.

ME (HEIDI)

I was born in November of 1981 in Oakland,
California. 1 was the third child, and being that it
was my dad’s turn to name one, he chose my name
from his favorite book, “Heidi.” Growing up, | had a
wonderful childhood. Both of my parents came from
large families, and each of my aunts and/or uncles,
had children of their own, and for the most part,
were local. Our lives were filled with birthday
parties, camping trips, sleepovers, holiday get-
togethers and more. There were always enough kids
to play with, and we always had an amazing time.
Many of our cousins even went to the same
elementary school.

My youngest brother Tim was probably my
closest playmate, when no one was around. We were
only a year and a half difference in age, and for the
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most part, he did what | told him, except when it
came to playing house. It seemed we would be
having a good time together until the game turned to
“House.” | always wanted him to be my son, and at
just about the time that roles were being determined,
he would mysteriously need something from the
kitchen. Minutes would usually pass by before |
would go downstairs to discover that he had no
intention of coming back up to play, and in fact, was
already engaged in something else or better yet, was
cuddled up next to mom so she would protect him
from me.

The best times we had were when my cousin
Stacey would come to play. She and Tim were the
same age, but she and | were best friends. We would
hide in the closet or under the bed and call Timmy’s
name. When he would come into the bedroom, we
would pretend to be God, and he always believed
the voices. We still laugh about that to this day.

| started Kindergarten at St. David School and
went through the eighth grade. My dad and his
siblings and some of my mother’ siblings went to
this same school. | joined Brownies and then Girl
Scouts and played softball as well. | loved this
school because of the family atmosphere, not to
mention that most of the school was made up of our
cousins and relatives. Every week, each class had to
go to church (which was not the fun part of it). In
the second grade, I made my First Communion, and
prior to accomplishing this, I had to make my
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reconciliation. The whole idea was that you go in a
private closet and tell your sins to the priest. |
remember being so afraid, | would have nothing to
say, and my family reassuring me that they could
come up with plenty for me to tell. I got in there,
and was so nervous that | couldn’t think of a thing to
tell, so | began to lie and make up sins. When | got
out, | prayed my penance and told God how sorry |
was for lying to the priest. | was so scared to go
back to church because | thought that somehow the
priest would know | was lying.

My mother and | were always very close, despite
the fact that | gave her the most trouble. Christy,
who was the oldest, was a decent student, was funny
and responsible, and didn’t get into trouble. Eddie,
next in line, was and is still a schmoozer, and told
my mom what she wanted to hear, and was good at
hiding what he was up to. Tim was the baby, enough
said. | was the smart mouth and had no problem
talking back. It seemed | always got caught for
everything and blamed for even more. I, of course,
blame this on the pact between my brothers. There
was one time that Eddie was teaching Tim how to
roll up a wet towel and strike people with it. He had
him practice on me. Well, | was pretty mad about
this so | grabbed the towel from Timmy, hid in the
bathroom while | soaked it with water and just as |
emerged, and was in mid-strike toward Tim’s back,
my mom walked in, and | got in trouble. | tried to
explain that it was simply retaliation, but as usual,
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they stood up for each other, and the story became
that | had started it. This was pretty much the way of
childhood with two brothers.

My dreams as a child were always to be an
actress. | would beg my parents to take me to San
Francisco, and get me an agent and make me
famous! They would always tell me | was too shy or
they had too many kids and not enough time to run
me to places like the Big City. After enough
bugging, | finally was able to get them to take me to
a casting call when | was about fourteen. We waited
in the office of this business, and when they called
us in, the agents raved about how perfect | was for
this business, and how we just needed $500 to get
started. My parents listened politely, but | knew at
the mention of this money, it was already over. |
was right, but they took me to dinner at Pier 39 and
we had such a fun time anyway. My dad always
made it pretty clear that the best way to make a
living is to work hard, focus and to get paid for
something you love, not to have to pay for
something you love. That is called a hobby.

| started high school in 1995, at Salesian, in
Richmond, California. It was a fun time.

MINE (MY DAUGHTER)

Ava James was the light of my life from the
moment | learned | was pregnant. The bolt of
excitement that shot through me when | found out
we were going to have a baby was like nothing |
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could have predicted. Aside from the terrible
morning sickness in the beginning, the pregnancy
was a breeze, and | loved every moment and every
milestone. Hearing her heartbeat for the first time at
ten weeks gestation was amazing. Feeling her kicks,
and learning her personality before she was even
born, was an awesome experience. The night she
was born was so incredible, and | remember looking
at this angel baby and being surprised because she
looked nothing like | had imagined, but was more
beautiful than | could have envisioned. She changed
my life for the better, and as cliché as it sounds, |
never knew | could love someone so much.

My parents came to visit us at the hospital the
next day, and | could tell that their bond with her
was going to be as special as the bond they shared
with their first two granddaughters.

Ava has had the same personality that she had in
utero. She is feisty, independent, witty, and
ingenious. She is loving, but secure with being
alone. She is sassy like | was, but with much less
fear. She doesn’t care what anyone thinks, and will
tell you what she wants. As trying as times can be
with a small person with whom | butt heads with, 1
love every ounce of my baby girl and would not
change a thing about her. She is perfect.

At four years old now, we have a very close
relationship. As | mentioned, my mother and | were
always close, but | feel that I try hard to change
things and be the person that | wanted my mom to
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be for me. We dedicate time to do activities together
that don’t include her dad or little sister, and | try to
instill the act of love (hugs, kisses, saying “l Love
You”) inside of her.

Ava is very close to her grandparents, and when
we go for a visit, she loves wearing grandma’s red
slippers and sitting by the bonfire with them.
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“We are here, cuz we’re here”

By Sara Schievelbein

My grandmother, Lenora May, was born May of
1933, to Selmour and Hannah of Malta, Montana.
She was the ninth of ten children, with four older
sisters and four older brothers. Eighteen months
after Lenora was born, the last child arrived, a
daughter, Lulu. The two girls instantly became best
friends. They spent the majority of their time
together swimming in the river and playing “anti thy
over the chicken coop.” All ten children in the
family had a playmate throughout their childhood.

Lenora grew up in a very close family. Holidays
and evening dinners were special. Hannah was
always in the Kkitchen making delicious home
cooked meals. Although Lenora’s mother cooked, it
was the children’s job to catch the chickens and
milk the cows.

Lenora attended school in Dodson, a few miles
from Malta. She enjoyed reading and writing. In
addition to excelling in school, Lenora had big
hopes and dreams of becoming a movie star. She
would walk to the end of her family’s property
dreaming about everything life had to offer.

When Lenora was a junior in high school, she
moved to Great Falls, Montana, to be with her older
sister Illa. Illa was newly divorced with a young
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daughter, Evelyn, and needed help raising her.
Lenora watched Evelyn during the evenings while
I1la worked.

Lenora finished her junior and senior year of
high school in Great Falls, but disliked it. She had
grown up in the country, and was not used to the
city life. After graduating high school, Lenora
worked various jobs, from greeting people at the
local electric shop, to making milkshakes at the
Farmer’s Union Creamery.

After adjusting to life in Great Falls, Lenora met
a man by the name of Robert. They dated for awhile
and married in 1953. Robert worked construction, so
they traveled during the first couple years of their
marriage. Lenora was fortunate enough to not have
to work outside of the home.

In 1955, Lenora gave birth to her first daughter
Deborah, and in 1959, to her second daughter, my
mother, Nancy. She was so blessed to have her two
daughters, but soon after discovered she was
pregnant with a son. At this point, Robert decided to
quit traveling so Lenora could be at home with their
children.

Life seemed complete to Lenora until one
afternoon at the house. She was feeding Nancy
lunch in the high chair and ran downstairs for a
second to put a load of clothes in the wash. She
heard someone coming down the stairs and thought
it was Robert home from work. To her surprise it
was Roberts’s father. “His face was white as a
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ghost’s.” She was given the news that her husband
had suffered a heart attack and was dead. Lenora
was in shock. Robert was only thirty years old. The
death of her husband changed her life drastically,
but she was lucky enough to have the support of her
family and friends. Lenora’s younger sister even
moved in with her to help raise the children.

As time passed, Lenora met Dennis, a man
staying down the street from her. She was weeding
in the yard one afternoon as Dennis drove by in his
car and shouted, “You should not be outside doing
that kind of hard work.” She decided to invite him in
for a beer. Dennis and Lenora hit it off rather
quickly and married in 1963.

Dennis not only took on the role as a husband,
but became a father to three young children. Dennis
and Lenora took the kids on many family vacations.
They would drive to Colorado Springs to see
Lenora’s sister, and to Washington to Dennis’
brothers. Most often, though, they visited Lincoln,
Montana, where they stayed at a place called
Kenny’s Cabins. They swam, fished and went
snowmobiling during the winter. Nancy remembers
catching her first fish one summer. She was in
second grade and was so proud of herself.

Nancy was a very energetic and happy child
growing up. She spent much of her time with
friends. They would ride their banana seat bikes,
with white baskets on the front, and listen to the
various AM stations on their transistor radios. They
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also spent many summer hours at the Water Towel
Pool. Nancy was close to her friends, and it was
easy for her to get together with them because they
all lived within walking distance.

In addition to spending time with her friends,
Nancy played school and paper dolls during her free
time. She dreamed of becoming a teacher someday.
Lenora has memories of Nancy playing school, and
rearranging the furniture in her bedroom. Lenora
also recalls allowing Nancy to play dress-up with
her fancy dresses and jewelry.

Nancy attended church and Sunday school
growing up. She participated in holiday
performances, and later received her First
Communion and Confirmation of her faith. As a
young child, Nancy would run to the corner of their
street to sing the Christian favorite, Jesus Loves Me.

As Nancy grew up, she became close with her
cousin Jeni. Jeni lived in Big Timber, Montana,
right outside of Billings, so the girls tried to see each
as often as possible. Nancy remembers Jeni visiting
her during teacher’s convention weekend. The two
would play for hours. They would watch and play
the popular television program, The Brady Bunch;
Nancy played Marcia’s character and Jeni played
Jan’s. The two girls also pretended to be married to
Tom Jones and Engelbert Humperdink. The girls
shared a bond with one another that could not be
broken, for they were truly best friends.

196



My grandmother and mother’s relationship
growing up was very special. My grandmother did
not have to work outside the home so she was there
for her children. Lenora was around when the
children arrived home from school and when they
needed help with their homework. Nancy cannot
think of a time when her mother was not around.
She often remembers the two of them shopping at
the local Sears store. Lenora would always charge
the news clothes and shoes she bought for Nancy to
her Sears credit card.

As Nancy grew up, she attended the same high
school as Lenora. Nancy participated in the
Delphian Choir and attended three proms. During
the summers she would spend two weeks at
Whitefish with her girlfriends. They would bask in
the sun all day and go out on the town at night. It
was one of Nancy’s most memorable times during
her youth.

Nancy graduated high school in May of 1977,
and went on to attend college in Billings, Montana.
She lived in the dorms her freshman year with her
good friend Joni, and then the girls moved off
campus in their sophomore year. Nancy was
majoring in Special Education because she knew she
wanted to help children.

Although, Nancy enjoyed Billings, she was ready
for a change in 1980. She decided to attend school
in Bozeman, Montana, at Montana State University.
She lived with a girl named Shannon, and worked at
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the local Hallmark store. Nancy loved Bozeman, but
after three years, decided it was best for her to move
home to Great Falls.

In 1983, Nancy decided to take a break from
school, and began working as a teller at the Great
Falls Teachers Federal Credit Union. Without the
burden of classes, Nancy had the time to go out with
a few of her close friends Cari and Kathy. The three
girls would go out to the bars on Wednesday and
Friday nights. On one particular Wednesday
evening, the girls went to Joe’s Bar for happy hour.
Nancy ran into my father, Terry, a guy she had met
a couple years before. The two of them talked for
hours, and later in the week, Terry drove through the
credit union drive up while Nancy was working and
asked if she would go boating with him at Holter
Lake. Nancy agreed, and the two of them enjoyed
the weekend together.

Nancy and Terry began dating in June of 1984,
and soon were engaged later that year in October.
Nancy remembers the day of their engagement very
well. Terry was nervous that fall day, and kept
telling her that he needed to discuss something
important with her. Later that day, he got down on
one knee and proposed. After, my parents drove to
my grandparent’s house to reveal the news. Lenora
was so excited that she insisted on popping open a
bottle of Champagne to celebrate. Also, Terry’s
father was ecstatic; he could not believe Terry had
finally popped the question. My parents married
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nine months later at Faith Lutheran Church in Great
Falls, followed by a honeymoon to Glacier National
Park and Hawaii.

Nancy continued working at the credit union and
taught Sunday school weekly. Nancy loved children,
and knew it was her calling in life to teach. Later on,
she decided to finish school, graduating with a
degree in elementary education.

Following graduation, Nancy became pregnant
with her first child. Terry and Nancy were so excited
to be expecting. The two of them decorated the
nursery and participated in Lamaze classes together.

I, Sara Ann, was born in 1988, on a quiet
February afternoon. | had black hair, tan skin, and
bright blue eyes. Family members and the hospital
staff commented on how | resembled a Native
American baby. After much discussion as to what
my name would be, my parents decided on Sara. My
dad wanted to name me Maybelline, May for short,
and my mom considered Amy or Hannah, but were
both sold on the name meaning princess. After my
delivery, | was taken to the newborn nursery to be
watched carefully by the hospital staff and my
father. He sat outside the nursery for hours watching
every move the nurses made. He was not letting his
new baby girl out of his sight.

The following day, my mom was released from
the hospital, and came home to a house decorated
with pink streamers and window paint, welcoming
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me home. Terry wanted everyone in the
neighborhood to know | had arrived.

As | began to grow up, | was very fortunate to
have my mother at home with me. She would take
me for walks around the block while | relaxed in my
stroller, read to me, and played with me. Nancy was
a very caring, patient and nurturing mother.

Two months after | turned two years old, my
mother gave birth to her second child, a son named
Karl Grant. Although I had a difficult time adjusting
to having a new baby brother, | felt very grown up
when | was allowed to hold him. My mother
remembers watching me gently rub his soft head.

Nancy continued to stay home with both Karl
and | as we grew up. The three of us were
inseparable. We would take naps together, watch
movies, and play outside.

When Karl and | began school, my mother
started substitute teaching part-time. Karl and |
didn’t mind because our Grandmother would
occasionally pick us up from school on the days she
worked. Before dropping us off at home, she would
take us to Dairy Queen for Nerds Blizzards. We
were not allowed to tell our mom because it was the
three of ours’ little secret.

In addition to Dairy Queen, our grandparents
would take us to Stumps Ice Cream Factory on the
weekends. It was an older ice cream shop in
downtown Great Falls with over fifty flavors to
choose from. My grandfather would pull up to the
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drive up, and Karl and | would stare at the different
flavors on the sign for at least ten minutes. Most
often we would narrow it down to bubblegum or
gummy bear. After devouring our ice cream, we
would go to Gibson Park to feed the ducks. My
grandma would always have two loaves of old bread
in the car for Karl and me.

Another memorable time with our grandparents
was Sunday afternoon after church. My brother and
| would attend Sunday school for an hour, and then
meet our family upstairs for the 11:00 AM service.
Karl and | would have a difficult time sitting
through the church service because the only thought
crossing our minds was the box of donuts sitting on
our grandparents Kkitchen counter. We would
whisper to one another, “I hope there is one of those
vanilla frosting ones with the sprinkles.” Once
church was over, Karl and | would run to our
grandparents’ house making it in record time. It was
only a block away so it did not take us but a couple
minutes. Once we made it to their house, we would
tear through the door to see what donuts my grandpa
had bought from the local county market up the
street. After everyone arrived to their house, the men
would sit in the living room and watch football,
while the ladies sat at the kitchen table discussing all
the latest gossip. It was the time during the week for
everyone to catch up.

As | began high school, my relationship with my
mother grew stronger. My freshman year at Great
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Falls High was quite the experience. The girls I
thought were my friends became my enemies. | was
called Barbie, beat up at a football game, stocked,
and spit on, by these girls. At the beginning of my
sophomore year, | decided to transfer high schools. |
left all of my friends | had grown up with, and was
expected to fit in at a new school. Throughout the
whole process, my mother and father were there by
my side. | remember my mom repeating to me that it
was not my fault, and | would get through it. It
helped me realize that friends come and go, but your
family is always there. My mom became my best
friend that day.

My four years in high school were challenging,
although | do have great memories to look back on
including proms, summer road trips, and time spent
with the ones I loved.

| attended five proms, and my mother,
grandmother, and Aunt Debbie were always there to
help me get ready for each of them. One would be
helping me put on my bracelet while the other two
fixed my hair and makeup. | remember my senior
prom being the most memorable. My date arrived a
bit early and the three of them were scrambling
around my room trying to make me look perfect.
They made each of my proms special. They devoted
the entire day to helping me get ready, and took an
entire roll of pictures for me to cherish.

In addition, road trips were very special during
high school. One summer, my mother, grandmother,
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Aunt Debbie, cousins Tiffany and Krysta, and
Krysta’s friend Emily, drove to Denver, Colorado.
The seven of us girls piled into Debbie’s Escalade
with no space to spare. | sat in the backseat with
Krysta and Tiffany, and we were so crammed that
we found it necessary to giggle for the first two
hours of the trip. I remember my grandmother
saying, “Oh qirls, | can get back there.” That
comment even made us laugh even harder; we could
not imagine our grandma crawling into the very
back. The drive was a total of twelve hours and we
made it in one day. | remember being an hour out of
Denver and Krysta shouted, “Why does this state
smell like sh**?” We all started laughing. Krysta’s
comment was the highlight of the trip and we
giggled the rest of the way to Denver.

While in Denver, we shopped and then ate at
many delicious restaurants. We loved the store
Forever 21 and Super Target. Also, the Cheesecake
Factory became our favorite restaurant. After dinner,
I remember going back to the hotel and sitting on
the beds while we shared our different flavors of
cheesecake with one another.

While loading up the car on the last day, we
realized that we had bought too much shopping and
needed a luggage topper. For some reason, my Aunt
volunteered Tiffany and | to do the manual labor of
attaching it to the top of the roof. The two of us had
no idea what we were doing and just started
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laughing. Once again, the seven of us were laughing
hysterically.

Although | enjoyed high school proms and
traveling, the little moments made my high school
experience. At least one Saturday out of the month,
my grandmother, mother, and | would devote our
entire afternoon to shopping. We would usually hit
up Shopko and K-Mart across town and finish at the
Holiday Village Mall. We most often would have
lunch at the mall, and I can still hear my mom and
grandma fighting over the bill, “I’m getting it this
time, you can get it next.” Both women always were
thinking of the other.

The three of us also enjoyed hunting for gently
used items at garage sales. | remember one summer
morning my mother and | picked my grandma up at
her house around 9:00 AM and the three of us
searched the classified ads for the best deals. We
decided on this one address, and when we arrived
my grandmother and mother were in seventh
heaven. The woman having the garage sale had
turned her entire basement into a store. She had
thousands of home decorations for sale. | can recall
my grandmother saying, “This is just wonderful, |
have never seen anything like this before.” The three
of us spent our entire morning in this woman’s
basement looking at all of her treasures.

As my last summer of high school faded, | began
college at the University of Montana that fall. |
declared my major as unknown, and went in with an
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open mind. To my surprise, | loved college, and
everything it had to offer. I met three great girls
from Spokane, Washington, and we instantly
became best friends. The four of us studied together
and partied together.

As | began spring semester of my sophomore
year, | realized | was ready for a major change in my
life. | started researching schools online, and came
across California State University Chico. | was
accepted to the school and soon after was offered
the Western Undergraduate Exchange Scholarship. |
knew | needed to take this step in life, so my family
and | drove twenty hours to Chico, California, in
March of 2008. I fell in love with the campus, and
knew | was meant to transfer universities.

| finished my sophomore year, moved back to
Great Falls for the summer, and worked as a
waitress. | wanted to spend as much time with my
family before leaving for California.

This past summer was one of the more
memorable times | have experienced with my
grandmother and mother. We went shopping, ate
tacos on Tuesdays in my Grandma’s backyard and
worked out at Curves for Women together. My mom
and grandma had been exercising at Curves for the
past few months, so | decided to join. The three of
us would exercise in the mornings together at least
three times a week. | believe we were the center of
attention every time we walked through those doors.
We attempted to challenge ourselves and burn the
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most calories possible, but somehow always got
caught up in chattering and giggling. At times, |
would have to turn my back to them because | could
not help but laugh. The two of them made working
out fun for me. It was such a bonding experience for
the three of us.

When August 2008, rolled around, it was time
for me to leave for California. | was scared, but
excited at the same time. | was moving someplace
new and leaving all my family back in Montana. |
remember the day | left being very emotional. | was
fortunate enough to say goodbye to all four of my
grandparents on that August morning. | can still see
my grandmother looking out her screen door
window, waving with a big smile on her face.

Once arriving in Chico, my parents and brother
helped me get settled and then left a few days after. |
can still picture them pulling away and the tears in
my mother’s eyes. At that point in my life, | realized
how special family is to me and that | would not be
where | am today without them.
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Growth Throughout the Years

By Autumn Snell

Grandmother’s Childhood

My grandma (Mary) was the born in Detroit,
Michigan, in 1939, becoming the third daughter of
the family. Shortly after her birth, her youngest
sister Rita was born, making a total of four
daughters. Mary and Rita had a special relationship,
and spent all of their time together. Starting in grade
school to high school, all four children attended
private Catholic school. When my grandma was
eleven years old, her parents divorced, and her
father moved away, which ended any relationship he
had with his children. The divorce was difficult for
the entire family, but had a positive effect on my
grandma by making her more independent.

The Start of a New Family

My grandpa lived in the same neighborhood as
my grandma, and they were introduced when they
were fourteen. By the age of eighteen, they were
married and had their first child at the age of twenty.
The first child of this new family was a baby girl
named Kimberly. She was the oldest of six more to
come, and the first to start a new generation. Her
childhood was full of new siblings that all looked up
to her as a role model. At an extremely young age
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Kim (my aunt) had to become a leader to her
brothers and sisters. Throughout my aunt’s
childhood and adolescent years, my grandma was
consistently working to support the needs of the
family. Unlike most families, my grandma was the
majority of the support for the family, while my
grandpa could never keep a job for a long period of
time. My grandpa had a drinking problem, which led
to him physically abusing his wife and children.

Struggle

My grandma struggled with supporting all the
children, and at times, they had little to no food. My
aunt remembers times when they would eat Crisco
with crackers because that was the only items in the
house. My grandma and aunt didn’t have a close
relationship until she was in high school. They
started to bond and build a relationship that every
mother and daughter would want to experience. My
grandma was always supportive of my aunt’s
decisions, and helped every step of the way. As they
both grew older, their relationship only became
stronger. Money was always an issue in their
household, which ensured Kim would not be able to
go to college. Instead, Kim stayed home and helped
my grandma support the other six children. A year
after graduating from high school, her brother
Daniel left for the military. This was extremely hard
for both my aunt and grandma because he was the
man of the house.
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Third Generation

Soon after this occurred, another man named
Tom came into my aunt’s life. Tom was different
from the rest of the guys Kim chose to have a
relationship with. After a few years of dating, Tom
proposed, and they decided to marry. Tom had been
married before, and had three children from his
previous marriage. Kim always wanted to have kids,
and she wanted to have one of her own. In April of
1988, Kim found out she was pregnant, and couldn’t
have been more excited. This was the fourth
grandchild for my grandma, but she was just as
excited as she was for the first grandchild. My
grandma was encouraging in everyway because she
understood how important this was to Kim. She
stood by her through every step of the journey of
pregnancy. In December of 1988, my cousin
Christine was born adding to the third generation of
our family.

Kim and Tom decided Christine was enough to
handle, and decided not to have any more children.
Christine was her mother’s whole world, and
nothing less. She was always the center of attention
and spoiled rotten. Even though my grandma lived
across town, Kim always brought Christine over to
spend time together. Since my grandma didn’t have
a driver’s license, she would take the bus or find a
ride to work. Throughout the week, Kim would pick
up my grandma and take her to the grocery store and
anywhere else she needed to go. This is when they
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would talk and catch up on everything going on in
their lives. On many of these events, Christine
would be along for the ride, and that was more time
for the three of them to bond. When Christine was
about ten years old, her grandparents divorced. This
was shocking because they were together for a great
amount of time. My aunt comforted my grandma,
and was by her side when she needed someone. This
showed Christine the strong relationship her mother
shares with her grandmother.

My grandma wanted to build a relationship with
Christine that she missed out with Kim. In a way,
she wanted to do everything right that she did wrong
with her own child. She has made every birthday
and Christmas special for Christine, and doesn’t
plan to stop anytime soon. My grandma has seen her
first child raise her own child, which has given her a
sense of accomplishment.

The Big Event

My cousin Christine was recently married in
August of 2008, and this was an immense event to
show the relationships between the three generations
of our family. My grandma didn’t agree with her
decision to marry at the age of nineteen. My
grandma married at a young age and didn’t want
Christine to make the same mistake. This didn’t stop
Christine with following through with her plans of
marriage. My aunt Kim planned her daughter’s
wedding with the help of her mother. This was a
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pivotal moment in my aunt’s life because she was
able to experience this with the two most important
women in her life. She finally was able to
understand the feeling of letting go as her mother
did with her.

The Bond

These three women have a strong bond that will
last forever. They each have impacted the others’
lives and learned many lessons. Each of them has a
journey of their own, but when they are together,
there is so much more to gain. Three different
generations of women have influenced one another
and helped each other grow into better people.
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Flipping Through the Memories

By Shauna Turak

| am Shauna. I am who | am today because of my
mother and grandmother. We all grew up with very
similar outlooks on life that have taken us far. My
grandmother and mother have both lived amazing
lives that deserve to be talked about, starting with
the earliest birth in 1916.

My grandmother Libby was born in New York,
and her childhood was an enjoyable one. She loved
her family life, and the close ties she had with her
parents and cousins. She enjoyed listening to her
father play piano and be an entertainer at social
occasions. She loved her mom very much, and felt
as if her mother was like her best friend. She had
one younger sister Gussie that she helped take care
of, especially when times were hard. When my
grandma turned five years old, she already couldn’t
wait to go to kindergarten. She was adventurous and
also a fast learner, smart for her age. She loved
kindergarten so much! Often she would wonder why
some of the other kids were crying for their moms.
“What babies!” she would think to herself. She did
very well in school and especially in math and
science. Once her teenage years came, her mother
became ill, so she had to take care of her younger
sister more. This was a huge responsibility for her

212



because she was taking care of herself, her mother,
and sister. School was an escape to get away from
all the family troubles; it was something she loved,
and knew it would release stress. When she was
barely 18 years old, her mother passed away. She
was devastated, and this was a very traumatic time
for both her sister and herself. To make matters
worse, her father remarried a woman who treated
her and her sister badly. She was scolded and was
often down on the fact that she would never have the
same mother again. Sadness was a regular feeling
she felt, but she worked extremely hard to succeed
in life.

My Grandmother Libby was aware that her
ancestors were killed by the Cossacks and various
European and Middle Eastern regimes. Her own
father was born in Jerusalem, and made his way to
New York through Argentina. Both sides of her
family had come to America for greater economic
opportunities and freedom of religion. Observing the
Sabbath and lighting the candles was a very
important tradition to her. Being raised in a strong
Jewish community helped her keep her faith and
helped raise her sister. She had good friends at
school that she cherished dearly. The college she
attended was Brooklyn College and she graduated as
a science major. When she was in her twenties, she
was asked by the government to use her skills as a
scientist to solve chemistry problems and work on
the famous Manhattan Project out of Princeton
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University. This opportunity was crazy, and
something that she never had dreamed that she
would have been offered. With this in her hands, she
knew that she had do jump at the idea! There was a
lot to think about while accepting this job by the
government, and the thing she thought about most
was how her ancestors had died due to religious
persecution during the Holocaust. This was a
dangerous task but she felt that she had to prove
something to herself and her family and repay those
who had made her ancestors suffer. She was
successful in solving the top secret problems, and
was given various awards for her work.

After she accomplished this, my grandmother
worked in Washington, DC. At thirty years old, she
finally went to visit her best friend Eve Mendelson.
Eve had her over to dinner to catch up on their lives,
and brought along her cousin Jack Pomerantz (also
born in New York of immigrant parents). Jack and
Libby hit things off at dinner and never separated
after. They dated for a while, and ended up being in
a relationship. Jack and my grandmother quickly fell
in love and married. They had a beautiful wedding!

After all the fun and games they set up a house in
Washington. In a five-year span, they had three
children. First, they had my Aunt Darshan, then my
Uncle Stan, and last my mother Lauren. My mom
was very close with my aunt and uncle, and they
were also close with their parents. My grandma’s
love for my grandpa was so strong, and it made
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raising their kids a true joy. My grandmother’s life
took a dramatic turn when my grandpa became very
ill. He was taken to a hospital and when he was
injected with a shot that was supposed to cure him,
it ended up taking his life. This was a scandalous
situation, and my grandmother was left with three
children and a broken heart. Luckily, she still raised
everyone, and this event made my mother a very
independent individual at a young age. Going back
to when my mother was born, it is easier to see why
she became the mother she is today.

My mother Lauren was born in Washington, DC.
Just after her birth, my grandma and grandpa bought
a home in the suburbs in Silver Spring, Maryland.
Growing up, my mom appreciated how my grandma
Libby cared so much about education and having
lessons in all the arts. Her sister Darshan also had a
passion for the arts, but she did not take lessons and
pursue her interest like my mom did. My mother
started to have lessons at four years old onward in
piano, acrobatics, tap, hula, and ballet. Piano was
her biggest passion, but she couldn’t live without all
the dancing. She had a natural ear for music, and
with this talent she was able to dance very well. One
big aspect about dancing that my mom loved was
that she got to perform on big exciting stages. My
grandma worked hard to make costumes for my
mom for all her performances (which was a lot of
sewing and extra work!). My grandma encouraged
my mom to be social and to sing and perform. With
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this encouragement, my mom started to enjoy
entertaining others in all the arts, especially singing
and playing piano and guitar. People loved to hear
her sing and play instruments because she was so
good at it! Along with music as my mother’s first
love, she loved school and being social, like her
mom did. She was independent and thought of
school as somewhere that she could be free of all
other troubles. My mom knew that my Grandma
Libby loved her, and would help her with
homework, projects, and classes. Although my
mother was smart, she would still ask for help with
schooling because it helped them form a tight
relationship. My grandma was dedicated to my mom
and her life and would drive her to all her seven or
eight classes a week.

When my mother grew up, she went to Oberlin
College because it had a great Conservatory of
Music. At first, she planned to study math and
science like my grandma, but things changed when
one winter when she worked on project in
Massachusetts that was based on music therapy.
Throughout college, my mother had never stopped
doing music; in fact, half of the classes she took
were music oriented. She decided that if music was
as powerful as therapy, she would switch to a major
in music to help people, and enjoy the freedom it
would give her to live anywhere. My mother was a
spontaneous person, and she always went with her
gut feelings. After graduating from Oberlin
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Conservatory of Music, she moved to Spain. There
she joined a boyfriend from college, and began to
teach music overseas at the international school in
Ibiza, Spain. She performed throughout Spain, and
also in Switzerland and England, where she earned
her master’s degree in the field of early music. Like
my grandma, she became interested in helping
people through her career. My mother was very
interested in creating peace in the world to stop
wars. She specialized in a type of music that took
place in the Golden Age of Spain when the Jews,
Arabs, and Christians worked together peacefully.
She lived in Spain for nine years, and sang and
helped out the community in many different ways.
My mother and her boyfriend in Spain broke up
when she was in her 20s, but remained friends. She
found several great relationships lasting about a year
each before she met my dad. They met for the first
time when she was visiting her parents, which was
similar to how my grandma met her future husband.
She had been recording an LP on the West Coast
and performing on the East Coast, but on this one
particular trip, she stopped in to visit her parents.
Friends of hers from high school days set her up
with a friend they knew, my dad. He had seen her
LP and said when she came to town, they should get
together for a dinner. My mother wasn’t interested
in him at first, but my dad was persistent. My dad
had told her that he really wanted to date her, and try
to make something happen. After months of
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convincing, my mom and dad started a long
relationship which led to marriage a year and a half
later.

My mom met my dad when she was 30, married
at the age of 32, and gave birth to me at 35. My
grandma was thrilled that after all those years away
from her daughter, she would finally have a
granddaughter to see. My mother finally had settled,
and was living in the Virginia suburbs outside of
Washington, DC. My grandpa and grandma lived so
close to me, that they came over everyday in the
first years of my life. We had a sit down dinner once
a week, but it was mostly just a quick hello and
goodbye. My mother had always been close with her
parents, so she wanted them to become close with
me during my infant years. | remember spending
lots of time with my grandma and Grandpa Jack,
and having sleepovers with them!

| was very social like my grandma and mom, and
loved playing with other Kkids. | formed a lot of close
relationships with my classmates, and used school as
a stress reliever and time to hang out and relax, just
as my mom and grandma had. Since my grandma
had given my mom piano lessons that she loved so
much, my mom wanted to do that for me. | started
playing the piano with my mom when | was about
two or three years old. We would also engage in
activities like drawing pictures, playing the piano at
the same time, and singing.
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| remember this one time, my grandparents,
parents, and | were sitting at the dinner table. | kept
singing the song, “Doe, Rae, Me” from the Sound of
Music. | did this for a few hours and everyone just
laughed and sang along! | also took many dance
lessons because my mother and grandmother had
done this when they were little. My mom sewed me
every costume | danced in, and although it was a
tedious task, she never complained about it. | did
ballet, acrobatics, Hawaiian and tap dancing.

When | was three and a half, my dad got a job in
California, and moved there before everyone else.
My mom, younger sister, and | followed, and we
lived in Walnut Creek, California. My grandma and
grandpa were upset that we had to move so far, but
they came to visit us for six weeks every year, so |
still got to spend a lot of time with them. When my
grandma would come, she would encourage me to
dance, draw and read like my own mom. | liked the
fact that | had someone to look up to and | always
enjoyed our time spent together.

When | was six and a half, my mom and dad
separated, and my dad moved to Sacramento, but |
stayed with my mom and sister in Walnut Creek. |
was a lot closer to my cousins that were located in
Berkeley and Lafayette. I got to see them a few
times a month, which was something | always
looked forward to. My cousins and | were all close
in age, and we would hang out, and it was like being
with a big group of friends.
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| attended elementary and middle school in
Walnut Creek, and | loved it. I was home schooled
for preschool, but I told my mother that I wanted to
go to public school. I loved it in Walnut Creek, and
made many friends, like my grandma and my
mother had. | became more active in sports like
gymnastics, ballet, hula, Tahitian, and Maori
dancing. I also got more involved in piano and took
lessons from my mom once a week. My mom held
piano recitals two times a year at churches, and |
was able to play in them as well. | knew my mother
had always loved performing on big stages, and |
know that’s why | loved it too. | was also involved
in dance recitals and gymnastic meets, which were
even more of a thrill than piano! My grandma and
mother came to almost every one of my recitals and
meets because they were so supportive of what |
was doing. It triggered an emotional response from
them because watching me was like watching them
when they were little. My dad came to as many
recitals as possible, but wasn’t there as much as my
mom. | was ready for a change by the time my
teenage years hit, and when the opportunity arose to
live in Davis with my dad, | jumped on it.

When | was thirteen and a half, my sister and |
moved in with my dad, but remained in contact with
my mother. She was hurt by our decision to leave
her, and my grandma would constantly remind me
of this. It wasn’t a decision | was proud of, but |
knew that my mom would forgive and still love me.
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Unfortunately, my mother and | drifted apart from
not living together, and it became harder to feel
comfortable telling her my secrets. She still came to
every gymnastic meet that she could make it to, and
when | would see her, she would teach me new
songs on the piano. As a mother, it was hard to see
me grow up, and it took her a while to accept this
fact. She moved to Hawaii when | was in ninth
grade due to a job opportunity, but surprisingly we
became closer after the fact. As | went through high
school, | was able to fly out to see her four times a
year, and she would come to the mainland to see me
the same amount. Even with our annual visits, |
didn’t become really close to my mom until I left for
college.

My mother helped me move into the dorms and
also started to help out more financially. My
grandmother wasn’t there for my dorm experience,
but she was supportive and would call me and send
me cards as much as possible. When my mom
would come to Chico, we would be sure to go and
visit my grandma in her skilled nursing home in
Danville, California. She was put into this nursing
home so she could be close to her family and have
family visits as much as possible. When my mother
and | would go to see her, we would look at old
pictures of all of us, and talk about the good times
we all had. We looked at pictures of my mom in her
dance recital outfits, and saw how she looked
exactly like me as a child. It was hard for me to see
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my grandma growing old, and it was even harder to
go see her once she had a stroke and her memory
was near gone. She had also lost ninety percent of
her vision, and was unable to communicate. When |
would talk to her on the phone, she would ask me
questions repeatedly like, “How old are you now?
Have you started college yet?” The fact that my
grandma almost didn’t remember me was sad, but
my mom had been preparing me for it. | would still
talk to my grandma like nothing had changed, and |
would keep her updated on my life as much as |
could. As time went on, she had yet another stroke,
and on October 4th, my grandma passed away. | had
last seen her a few months before her passing, and |
knew it would be one of the last times we had
together. My sister, mother and | sat in the nursing
home with my grandma, and talked to her, updating
her on our lives. We brought her flowers and some
new clothes which she always enjoyed. Saying
goodbye was tough, and | remember crying the
whole way out of the building, wanting to just sit
there with her forever.

Since my grandmother’s passing, my mom and |
have become extremely close. We learned that life is
too short and that communication with your family
is one of the most important things there is. My
mom has always been supportive of the decisions |
have chosen to make, and now with my grandma
gone, she feels like she needs to fill four shoes
instead of two. She will call me to ask how | am
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doing and ask if | have any questions with
homework or my life in general. Even when | know
how to do my assignment, | will call her and ask for
help, just as an excuse to talk to her. The
reassurance that she gives me makes her feel like a
best friend to me. My grandma didn’t pass that long
ago, and it is something that we both still are
mourning about. | know that whenever | am upset,
my mom will always be there to talk to me. | wish
that the three of us could still get together in my
grandma’s nursing home, or even at the dinner table.
| understand that death is something that everyone
has to experience. When 1 last saw my mom in
January, we looked at pictures of me playing with
my grandma and grandpa. It reminded me of all the
good times we had together, and how I should
always keep close family and relationship ties.

Right now, my life is full of excitement and new
experiences each day. | now play Rugby (which I
don’t think my grandma would approve of!), am
doing great in school, working at a pre-school, and |
am planning on finishing off my schooling with a
master’s in nursing. | want to be like my
grandmother and mother and excel in what | do. |
want to get my master’s like my mother, and | want
to be able to help out our country like my
grandmother did. They are both inspiring women,
and they both had so many accomplishments in their
lives. | also plan to get married, and | don’t want to
ever get divorced. You live and you learn from your
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family, and my grandmother’s and mother’s lives
have taught me this concept well. All three of us
chose careers that helped out others, whether it was
my mother’s music, my grandmother’s top secret
science projects, or my plan to become an Intensive
Care Unit Nurse. | know that I am now doing so
well in school because it has been emphasized since
kindergarten when my mom and grandma would
help me with homework. I know what a good work
ethic is, and | will continue to take after my family
and bring my knowledge to those around me. We all
love and value our family, and | think it is
something that everyone should learn to do. | plan to
keep in touch with my mother, and if one day she
moves into a nursing home | will be sure to come
visit her and cherish her as much as she did for my
grandmother.

224



The Woman in Me

By Jaimy Vinton

Clara Garza

Clara was born in Juarez, Mexico, in August
1935. She was the oldest of six siblings, four sisters
and two brothers. During her time in Mexico, she
only went to grade school K-6th grade because in
Mexico, children were only allowed that many years
of education.

After she finished school, she was a caregiver for
her brothers and sisters until she reached 15 years of
age. She ended up getting a job as a housekeeper.
She did that for awhile and then she met her
husband Arturo Garza. They then got married in
Mexico at age 16, and had their first son, Art, who
was born in Mexico. Clara and Arturo believed that
there was no way they would be able to earn a good
living in Mexico to support a family, so they
decided to move to the United States. This would be
the first of many moves for the couple, looking for a
better life.

They moved to Roma, Texas, and had their
daughter Blanca and their other son Paco. Arturo
would work out in fields and Clara was a housewife
taking care of the three children. The family was
growing, and they needed better job security for
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Arturo, so they moved to California where his
brother was.

They packed the family up in 1965, and moved
into a little house in Huron, California. While
Blanca was in school, Clara worked in seasonal
jobs, and Arturo again didn’t seem to be making
enough at the time, and decided to leave his job, and
move the family to Oxnard, California, which is
South of Huron. They ended up staying there for
only about a month because he didn’t find a good
job. His brother offered him a good job if they
moved back to Huron, and so he took it. They all
moved back to Huron, and Clara then had her last
child Myrtha.

While Clara established her family in Huron, she
also established her religion of Catholicism. That
was a big part of her life, where she attended church
every Sunday, and sang in the choir. Since Blanca
was the oldest daughter, Clara also had her sing as
well.

Clara was tired of being a housewife, so she
decided to help her husband work, and picked up
seasonal jobs in the fields. Aside from working and
going to church, Clara loved to sew and quilt. She
taught Blanca how to sew and quilt, and it became a
mother-daughter activity that they continue even to
this day.

Clara still attends church and sings in the choir,
and she also helps with community service. She
finally decided to retire, so now she relaxes, attends
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church, and continues sewing and spending time
with her family. She recently became widowed in
July 2007, when her husband Arturo died of heat
stroke.

Blanca Garza

Blanca Garza was born in Roma, Texas, on May
29, 1958. She was the eldest of two daughters of
Clara. Before she began school, her family picked
up and moved to California because there were
better jobs there. They decided to move to Huron,
California, where Blanca began school there. She
was in school till about 4th grade when her mother
and father decided to move to Oxnard. It was only
for the summer for about a month, and then they
came back to Huron, and she finished grade school
there.

Blanca started working at the age of 11. Her
mother put her to work in the fields at 11, and she
worked there until she was 15. She then got a job at
a clothing store, and worked there for 17 years.

Blanca attended Coalinga High School, and
graduated in 1977. She then met her husband John
Vinton. They married in 1978 in Coalinga,
California.

They lived in a one-bedroom trailer in Coalinga,
where they had their first daughter Roxann in 1979.
John wanted to start his career as a mechanic, and
they were expecting another child, so they decided
to pick up and move to Huron, where they would be
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close to John’s and Blanca’s families. John’s mom
lived about three houses down the street from their
new place, and Blanca’s mom lived just around the
corner.

John and Blanca added to their family, and had
two other daughters, Kristen in 1981, and Jaimy in
1984. John was a mechanic, and Blanca continued
working at the clothing store till Jaimy was old
enough for grade school. She decided to work as a
substitute teacher at the elementary school. She
worked for about a year as a substitute teacher, and
then decided that wasn’t for her, so worked in the
cafeteria. She started off as a student assistant
worker there, and worked her way up to assistant
cook, and now she is a Cooks Manager. She has
been working at the school now for 18 years, and is
still there.

Granddaughter Jaimy

Jaimy was born in March 1984 in Hanford,
California. Hanford is about 35 minutes from where
her parents lived. She has two older sisters. Roxann
Is the oldest at 30, and Kristen, the middle sister, at
28. What is really unique about the three sisters is
that they were all born on the 28th of different
months.

Growing up in their household, Jaimy was
known as the tattle teller and sort of a trouble maker.
She had to be because she was the youngest of three,
and her other two sisters were close in age, and so
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she felt that would be the appropriate role. Her
grandma Clara and Jaimy were very close when she
was a child. Jaimy was also close to her mom, and
her mom to her grandma Clara. As a young girl, she
would attend church with her mom and her
grandmother every Sunday. Blanca taught Jaimy
how to sew and quilt at a young age, which is funny
because her grandmother taught her mom all that,
and she was the only daughter that actually caught
on, and enjoyed doing that.

Jaimy started preschool in 1987. In preschool
and throughout school, she was a big tom boy,
except she could not leave my mother’s side. Every
time she was about to drop Jaimy off to school, she
would cry so much, so she wouldn’t leave her. Her
mother finally gave up, and decided to just work at
the school with her, and she was there all the time.

Jaimy met her best friend, Paul Williams, and
they still continue their friendship. They were pretty
much together all the time. Jaimy also was very
competitive with him, especially. For example, they
were on different T-Ball teams, and he was in the
outfield, and Jaimy was batting, she hit the ball to
his direction so she ran after it just so he wouldn’t
get her out. Jaimy had other friends than Paul, but he
just stuck out the most to her. Though he moved
away from her hometown of Huron, they both kept
in touch. After 4th grade, she made a lot of new
friends, and got closer to her sisters and family. It
was hard after her grandma’s death. She was only in
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third grade, but being with her family, and
understanding what happened, helped her to get
through the tragedy.

Jaimy was a tomboy in the younger years, but
once she hit 7th grade, she ended up becoming a
cheerleader. Her sisters were cheerleaders, and
Jaimy always looked up to both of them so she
decided to do that. Jaimy cheered for about two
years only because she also played volleyball and
basketball. She realized her Tomboy side was
coming out more than her cheerleading side, and
when she got to high school, she had to choose
between cheerleading and volleyball because they
both ran at the same time. She decided to play
volleyball for four years. Other sports that she
played in high school included track and basketball.
She was best at volleyball, so she stuck with that the
most.

During high school, she met her high school
sweet heart, and dated him for about three years,
until junior college. During her senior year of high
school, she decided to get her driver’s license. That
summer after graduation, she got her first ticket, but
she went to traffic school and had that taken care of
with traffic school. After high school, she decided to
go to the West Hills College, a junior college in
Lemoore, California. She attended the college for
about three years, and earned her AA degree in

psychology.
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Jaimy contemplated what to do after graduating
from West Hills. It would either be staying home or
moving away. She was the last of three sisters to
move away from home. Her sister Kirsten moved to
Chico when she was 18 to attend Chico State. Jaimy
really looked up to Kirsten as a child, so Jaimy
decided to transfer to Chico State. It was a tough
decision because she would be moving five hours
away from the rest of her family. So at 21 years old,
Jaimy moved to Chico to be with her sister Kirsten,
and is attending now Chico State.

At first, she got accepted to the Psychology
degree program, but then switched her major
because she found out how much school she would
need to find a job in psychology. She switched over
to Health Science, and she will be graduating in
spring 2009, with her Bachelor of Science degree.
After graduation, she will be moving back to her
hometown or around the area, and attend nursing
school. The ride at Chico State has been good, a
change that Jaimy definitely needed, and is very
happy she chose this town and school.

The hard work and dedication to their families is
the story of these three women. The dedication to
make their lives better; making sacrifices to live a
better life for themselves is something these women
share. Religion and their hobbies have been passed
on from generation to generation, and will continue
to be passed on to Jaimy’s children. Jaimy only
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hopes to carry on their dedication as parents and
hardworking skills to her children.
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The Women of Influence

By Jena Wagner

Many people do not have the chance to know
their grandmother, but | have many memories of
mine with many stories and things that relate back to
her. Although we aren’t very close in the sense that
we don’t talk very much, we still have many
moments that | will always be able to remember her
by.

My mother’s mother didn’t want to be called
grandma. She equated the name “grandma” to being
old and wrinkly. Once she makes up her mind,
there’s not much else that you can do about it. So
my mom was totally fine with it, and somehow they
came up with the name nana.

June, my nana, was born as the youngest of three
girls in January of 1947, in Massachusetts to Francis
and William. She had two older sisters, Jean and
Joan. She was born as a twin, but her brother didn’t
make it. She didn’t have a very stable childhood,
and didn’t stay in the same school for more than a
year. My nana lived with her parents until she was
seven because they both had alcohol abuse
problems. Her father was rarely there, but when he
was, her parents would always argue. Since it was
such a bad situation, she moved in with her grandma
Stella until she was thirteen.
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She called her grandma babcia (botch-ka), which
is Polish for grandma. While she lived with her
grandma in Massachusetts, she would always ice
skate. It was her passion during her childhood.
Although she couldn’t do any jumps like a triple
axle, she was able to do figure eights and could
skate backwards. During the winter, her
grandmother would run the hose all night so that the
yard would freeze over and create a little ice rink for
her to skate on. She would always rush home from
school so she could have some time to ice skate
before the sun went down. It was very calming and
relaxing to her.

After she was thirteen, she got passed back and
forth between her two sisters. My nana had to move
in with her sister, Jean, in California, until she was
fifteen. My nana was in charge of taking care of
Jean’s two children, Jill and her favorite nephew
Mark. Nana brought up Mark from thirteen months
to three years. [Mark even lived with her years later
for nine months when my mom was sixteen. Mark
went to college and got married, and he had a son.
He sadly died when he was forty two from water in
his lungs. My nana thought he was a very bright
man.]

Nana then moved in with her other sister Joan
until she was seventeen and a half. Her sister and
her husband had to leave, so my nana had to move
back in with Jean. She didn’t like this arrangement
because Jean’s husband wasn’t very nice.
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She got a job as a front-line girl in a restaurant
where she met my papa Dennis. He was the
dishwasher in the back. All her friends would say,
“Aw, you two would look so cute together!” So my
nana decided to ask him out by saying, “Hey! You
want to take a blonde out?” Apparently he said sure,
and they’ve been together for forty four years. He
always supported her. He even put a down payment
on a one-bedroom apartment for her so that when
she turned eighteen, she would be able to move out
from her sister’s house. She graduated a year before
my papa from Long Beach Poly High School.

Nana got married and got pregnant with my
mom, Dee, at eighteen. My great-grandmother,
Delphine, my papa’s mother, taught her how to
drive when nana was 21. Papa Dennis was too
impatient with her, and didn’t have very much time
to teach how to drive.

When my mom was a baby, my papa and nana
would deliver papers on a night time paper route to
help pay for my mom’s hospital and doctor bills.
They would go after my papa got off work at three
in the morning. Of course, it would be cold in the
morning, and they had to bring my mom with them,
so my nana would wrap her up in blankets and turn
the heater on in the car. She put her down by her
feet on the floor boards where the heat was most
prominent, so she would sleep the whole time which
took about three and a half hours. My nana thought
that this was a cute story to share about their lives.
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When my nana turned twenty-four, she got
pregnant again with another daughter named
Rachael. In their very first house in Anaheim, they
decided to put in a Doughboy® Pool because
Nana’s feet would get so puffy that she’d have to
soak them in water while she was pregnant. That’s
when Dee started swimming, and my nana
remembers that my papa built a pavement so that
she was able to sit and soak her feet. Since my nana
had such an unstable upbringing, she wanted her
children to have some stability, so they moved from
their first house to Yorba Linda, California, and
stayed there for about ten years and then moved to
Brea.

Eventually my nana and papa bought a boat, and
then a house in Havasu, Arizona. The four of them
would go out for the weekend at least once a month
starting on Friday night, and would come back on
Monday. This had a big influence on my mom. She
decided to bring me up on boats also. We chose to
go to the river instead of the lake, but we have been
going on river trips for as long as | can remember.
The river has become a big part of my life, and it’s
my favorite place to be. It’s strange to think that this
influence all started with my nana.

Since my mom was in swimming, they would go
to her meets. My nana thought it was fun because
they would have to travel all over Southern
California to Palm Springs, Anaheim, etc.
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My nana and papa decided to move to Florida in
1988 for my papa’s job. They bought a nice house
that had a pool, great view, and a canal with a dock
in the backyard where they docked their boat. The
house had a long hallway that curved, where many
pictures hung of my mom and Aunt Rachael. Sadly,
they had to move back to California in 1998, for my
papa’s job. This was a good thing because we only
lived ten minutes away from them, so we got to visit
them a lot. They moved around Corona for the past
ten years. They have stayed in three different
houses, but are pretty content with the three
bedroom home they have now.

My parents and | go visit them at their house in
Corona, California, at least once a month. Nana
makes the room like a suite, and even leaves mints
on the pillow. She makes sure that we have a great
dinner every time we go over there, complete with
appetizers like Buffalo wings, stuffed mushrooms,
and chips and dip. She will cook the whole day to
make sure that the meal is perfect. She puts a lot of
effort and butter into her cooking. She deep fries
things for me, which taste really good, but probably
Isn’t the best thing to eat. | love when she deep fries
zucchini. She used to deep fry shrimp and chicken
nuggets for me, but | became a vegetarian, so that
stopped in tenth grade. My mom loves her
blackened prime rib, chicken fried steak, and
Chinese ribs. Nana always makes my mom Chinese
ribs for her birthday.
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Dee was born November 18th. She lived with her
parents in an apartment for a little while, then they
moved to Anaheim, then Yorba Linda, and finally
Brea, when she was in the middle of high school.

When my mom was little, she remembers that
nana would always make her Ritz crackers with
cream cheese or marshmallow cream and peanut
butter sandwiches after she got home from school.
Nana would take my mom to their neighbors, and
she would listen to my mom tell her about her day
and they would talk for a while.

Dee had a sister named Rachael, when she was
six. My mom said she didn’t want a sibling, but
developed a sisterly affection towards Rachael and
loved her very much. Dee and Rachael were very
close, and loved to do things together. Sometimes
they would go to the beach or go out with friends.
Whatever they did, they would have fun. Of course
there were fights, but they were always there for
each other especially as they grew older.

Dee was a part of the Brownies in elementary
school. Nana would host “Brownies Night” every
once in a while. There was a big camping trip, and
she got to bring one parent to it. During the trip, my
mom had to accomplish building a fire, canoeing,
and catching, cleaning, and cooking a fish. She
chose to take nana, and it ended up raining during
the trip. Nana just had her other daughter, so she
brought Rachael with her on the trip. It ended up
raining while they were stuck in a little two-person
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tent, and everything got wet. Nana wasn’t happy
about the situation, so she left the next morning and
left Dee so she could continue to get the rest of her
badges. | thought that this story was hilarious
because my nana doesn’t like to camp in the first
place, and with everything not going well, I can just
imagine her having a fit!

Dee knows that nana was involved in her school
as a PTA member, but she doesn’t remember much
about the things she did. My nana would go to her
classroom, and there was an article in the newspaper
about the work she accomplished.

Dee remembers on her parent’s anniversary, they
would always let their daughters pick where to go.
One year, they decided to go to Disneyland. My
mom remembers getting really spoiled that day.
They got rock candy, gummy worms, hats,
sweatshirts, and went on all the rides. My parents
carried on the same tradition. | would always be able
to take a friend, and go with them on their vacation
for their anniversary, which is strange now that |
think about it, but we had a lot of fun on those trips.

My mom remembers taking care of her sister a
lot. Her parents were very hard working, with full
time jobs, and would be entertaining their friends a
lot. She would walk Rachael to and from school,
and had to do her chores before she went anywhere,
especially before she went roller skating. She went
roller skating with many of her friends, including
her Aunt Mary, who seemed more like a cousin,
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since they were about the same age. They would go
roller skating every weekend.

Dee participated in swimming all through
elementary, middle, and high school. She made
varsity on her freshman year at Esperanza High
School. They were the CIF champions. Then her
parents moved her to Brea, where she made varsity
again. She broke the breast stroke and butterfly
records during CIF. My mom’s swimming had a big
influence on me. She taught me how to swim at
around nine months, before | could walk. | also
swam in high school. | was not as good as she was,
but I always loved to swim and be in the water.

After a horrific break-up with a boyfriend, Dee
was arranged to go on a blind date with Robert, my
dad, set up by their friends Sam and Harry. My
parents are complete opposites, my mom having
blonde hair with an outgoing, crazy personality
while my dad has dark hair, and is much more
conservative and logical. Dee doesn’t remember
liking Rob when she first met him, but decided to go
on a second date with him anyway. As their
relationship developed more, she would go to his
house and leave little notes on his car before she
went to work, and she also went on a camping trip
with him and his family to Lake San Antonio. This
camping trip was the first meeting with his family
and my mom was very nervous because she didn’t
know how his family worked. His mother told her to
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make the rice and my mom prayed that she cooked it
right.

Six months later, while Rob and Dee were
working on his 1969 red Camaro, he asked her if she
wanted to get married. He told her he didn’t get a
ring because he wanted her to pick it out. She said
yes, after a few moments to recover from such a
surprise, and six months, later they got married. Dee
was eighteen, and my dad was twenty on that
August afternoon.

There were many obstacles for my mother to
overcome when it came to planning the wedding.
Verna, Rob’s mother, didn’t think that they should
get married so quickly and so young. That was also
the opinion from two of his older sisters. Rob’s
grandmother, Rita, wanted them to get married in a
Catholic Church, but my mother chose a Non-
Denominational one so Rita didn’t come to the
wedding, but she did show up at the reception. My
parents had a fun time at their wedding which had
approximately 300 people.

My dad got my mom a dog named Muffet on her
birthday, right after they got married. They changed
her name to Muffin later on. They taught her to
shake, sit, walk without a leash, stay in the yard and
play dead. She would always start barking if my
mom was on the phone too long. She was with me
for most of my life, and protected me as a baby. She
was an inside dog, and would always get excited
when you came home mostly because she needed to
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go outside to use the bathroom. She was my mom’s
favorite dog, and lived for thirteen years.

When my mom and dad found out they were
pregnant, they made a trip out to Florida. They
didn’t say anything to my grandparents. My mom
got them a magnet that had a bear on it, and it said
Nana. My nana thought that my mom got it for her
because they had Muffin, but my mom said no.
Once she realized that my mom was pregnant, she
started jumping up and down with my papa. My
parents went out looking for houses in Florida, with
my mom having to throw up every now and then,
but they didn’t end up moving there.

Dee and Rob decided to have a child (me) when
she was twenty four. They both wanted to raise me
by having their lives revolve around the child. My
mom’s parents flew out from Florida the week that |
was supposed to be due. They decided to stay a
week longer than planned because my mom still
hadn’t gone into labor yet. On the last day that her
parents were there, Dee went into labor. Dee
remembers that her mother was calm but excited.
She was timing the contractions, and telling my dad
it will be alright because they were stuck in traffic
and he was very nervous. After | was born, my mom
said that my papa tickled my feet, and | started
crying because | didn’t like that feeling. My mom
would make sure that she and | would fly out to
Florida at least every three months to see my
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grandparents. My papa was gone on business a lot,
but she wanted to make sure that we got to see them.

My parents have had four houses since they have
been married. They had their first house in Riverside
when my mom was eighteen and my dad was
twenty. They moved in right after they were
married. Then they moved to their second house in
Corona, when my mom was twenty three and my
dad was twenty-five. We moved when | was ten to
Murrieta. They built their own pool in the Murrieta
house that they were very proud of. We had to move
for my dad’s job to the Palm Springs area five years
later, and | remember my mom being very sad for at
least the first month after the move. She wasn’t sure
that they had made the right decision to move me in
the middle of high school. She was also missing the
home in Murrieta. When we moved to the Palm
Springs area, my mother and | got closer because we
were always together. We did everything together,
especially run errands and get something to eat for
lunch. | felt that I could tell her anything, and we
had developed a strong relationship.

| have some memories from when | was young
that involve my nana and mom. Most of them
started around pre-school and kindergarten. One
time in kindergarten, | broke my arm falling out of a
tree. My mother was panicking and running in
circles around our house while I was calm with my
dad in the bathroom. Since my nana was out in
Florida she couldn’t come see me in the hospital so
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she sent me an elephant that had a broken trunk. In
fourth grade, I got really sick, and had to go to the
emergency room and stay in the hospital for a few
days. My nana came to stay with me for a while so
my mother could go home, shower, and grab me
some things from home. She brought me a pink
elephant that had a rattle in it. That became my
favorite stuffed animal for quite a while and | named
it Pinky. We went on a walk in the hospital,
normally to the gift shop, where she got me
something else. My nana and my mom left for a
little bit and came back with McDonald’s that they
snuck in for me on my last day there. All in all, their
presence made me feel comfortable at the hospital,
and | remember it as a good experience.

In elementary school, my nana would come out
from Florida, and when she moved back to
California, we would always go to a place called
Chuck’s Wagon. That was back when smoking used
to be legal in restaurants. That restaurant was
nothing special, but it had really good food and a
fish tank that | remember. That’s where | learned
what sugar water was: sugar and water. It didn’t
taste good, but | wanted to drink it anyway because
nana used to give it to my mom when she was little,
and she would drink it all the time.

When we went to Florida, |1 remember that it
would rain a lot. I would normally fall asleep faster
when it rained because of the sound. My nana and
papa got me a pink fishing pole, and they would
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always help me catch a fish. My nana and papa had
a dock that led into a canal in their backyard, and
my nana, mom, aunt, and dad would always see
strange things in there. There were a few ducks that
came by one morning, so my nana got me some
bread to feed them, but | ended up eating a lot of it.

Also in elementary school, | remember that my
nana assigned us all Looney Toon characters. So |
was Tweety bird, my mom was Sylvester the cat,
my aunt Rachael was Taz, the Tasmanian Devil, and
my nana would always switch between whatever
character she felt like being. My nana would always
get us a little something like shirts or stuffed
animals that related to our characters.

Sometimes, when me and my mom went to visit
my nana and papa in Florida, | remember my nana,
mom, and aunt would go night bowling every once
in a while. They all had matching t-shirts or themes.
| usually didn’t get to play in those games so |
would normally play around the arcade and end up
falling asleep on their bowling bench when | got
bored with the arcade.

One visit in Florida, nana and papa took us out
on the Gulf of Mexico on a rented boat, and there
ended up being manatees there. My parents and | got
to swim with them and pet them, and after a while,
nana and papa joined us. Nana was right next to me
while my parents went off with my papa. There was
a baby manatee that came over first, and then it’s
mother came over. The next day, me and my papa
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went to the zoo, and learned a lot more about the
gentle manatees such as how they got hit by
propellers a lot, how much they ate, and how much
they weighed.

One time we went to Florida, my family got me a
few toys. One of them was edible bubbles. My nana
and aunt blew them for me while | tried to eat them
which must have looked pretty funny. My nana and
papa had a pool in Florida, so | would go swimming
in it for most of the day. Since I’'m a blonde, it
would turn my hair green. My nana dealt with this
problem when my mom was in swimming, she knew
what to do to get my hair back to it’s original color.
They had me stand outside and they poured tomato
juice on my head and let it soak. This would always
work, and the next day, I’d be back in the pool, and
they would have to reapply the juice before we left,
which was normally around another week.

My aunt, mom, and nana would watch movies
pretty often in Florida. My nana always had strange,
but good movies that | had never heard of. She
always kept them in this strange entertainment
center that had a door that would open upwards
instead of to the side. One of the movies was Hocus
Pocus, a movie about three witches that get brought
back to life in Salem, Massachusetts, by a virgin
lighting a candle. Another movie was Purple Rain.
Although | don’t remember what it was about, |
remember that purple was in the title. The last
movie, which is a favorite movie to all of us, is
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called To Wong Foo, Thanks for Everything! Julie
Newmar. This movie was about three drag queens
that drive from New York to California, and it was
absolutely hilarious. |1 remember that my dad and
papa would always leave when we put it on. Ever
since | saw this movie, | had to watch it every time |
went to my nana’s with either my nana, aunt, or
mom. She finally gave it to me a couple of years
ago.

My nana and papa moved back to California
when | was still in elementary school. My mom,
nana, and aunt would go to a casino for their
birthdays. | couldn’t go with them for a while, but
when | finally was old enough, we usually went to
Laughlin, and got a suite. Some of them had Jacuzzi
tubs in them, and | would put a lot of bubbles in it.
We would normally have to go out to eat when we
stayed at Laughlin. There was one restaurant that
was decorated like New Orleans that didn’t have
much lighting. There was an arcade across from the
restaurant where they would let me go while we
waited to be served or while they talked. Another
restaurant was called the Broiler Room, and they
had beer and cheese soup there. It was an interesting
soup, but it was really good, so we would always get
that. My mom and aunt got really sick one weekend,
so | stayed in with them, and we ordered movies and
ate soup until they got better. My nana would stay in
with us sometimes, and other times, she would go
out and play in the casino.
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Over summer of 2007, we ended up losing
Rachael to alcoholism. My nana lost her youngest
daughter, my mom lost her only sister, and | lost my
closest aunt. It all affected us differently, but in the
end, we got closer to one another than we were
before. I know that I can talk to my nana about
things now. My mom has told my nana some of the
issues that she’s had with her since she was a little
girl like how nana used to be a little superficial
sometimes. My nana changed her outlook on life,
especially. She became much happier, although she
still deals with a lot of suffering. Her relationship
with my papa had even improved, and they both
learned to communicate better. | thought that my
nana would have isolated herself from everyone, but
she did the complete opposite and reached out.

These two women have had a big influence on
my life. My mom and | are really close. | don’t go a
day without talking to her, especially since | moved
to Chico. It’s hard that we don’t get to see each
other very often, but I’'m glad that she’s helped me
go through school, and supports every decision that
I’ve made. The experiences that I’ve had with my
nana have made me grow more, especially the
memories 1’ve had of Florida. I’ll always have great
respect for both of them.
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Heaven Just Like Moses

By Nicole Wayda
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WANDA

Wacky
Adventurous
Nit picky
Demanding
Adored by all
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“l will never die but rise straight to heaven just
like Moses.”

These stories are told exactly how my
grandmother and my mother presented them to me.
This is the information about their lives they told,
this is what they felt was important. | feel it is
important to understand that before beginning to
read this because | truly feel it tells a lot about who
they are. This is a story about a mother-in-law, a
daughter-in-law, and granddaughter.

My grandmother Wanda, my dad’s mom, was
born in December of 1926 in Missouri. She was one
of ten children, and one of her siblings died shortly
after birth. She was one of the youngest but older
than “the twins” and Darla.
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Her dad was a farmer, and all the children
worked everyday picking cotton. One of Wanda’s
older sisters, Edra, was like a mother to my
grandmother. One day after a long day of work,
Edra asked her father, “Daddy, will we always have
to pick cotton?” This was a big deal because my
grandmother’s father was a “task master,” and most
of the kids were scared of him.

Shortly after this request from Edra, the whole
family moved to Festus, Missouri. Festus was
supposed to have a lot of jobs available, so there
they started a new life. They lived in a house and all
the children went to school. They were not rich, but
they “had enough,” and this is about how everyone
else around them lived. Everyone worked hard,
“even momma,” and all the kids had odd jobs.

Bruce, the oldest boy in the family, joined the
Navy. Earl, thirteen months older than my
grandmother, joined the Navy as well. Edra got
married first because she was the oldest, and Nelda
got married when she was sixteen. Erma got a really
good job and got married as well. This left my
grandmother, “the twins,” and Darla, as the only
kids at home, which made life a little easier.

My grandmother had a happy teenage life. She
had birthday parties and a lot of friends. World War
Il was going on, and all the boys were gone. There
was a popular song at the time about all the boys
being gone that said, “they are all either too young
or too old.” It wasn’t hard for my grandmother to
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have a lot of friends and family involved in the war.
She said that everyone wanted to go, and that
everyone wanted to “fight the bad guys.” She said it
wasn’t anything like our current war or like
Vietnam. The country supported it, and the nation
came together as one. My grandmother felt that the
“horrors of war” didn’t get to her as much because
she was only 15 or 16 years old at the time.

My grandmother’s favorite thing to do when she
was young was to go out dancing. There wasn’t
much crime at this time, so she and all her
girlfriends could hitch hike and walk out to the
dance halls without being worried about getting
attacked in any sort of way. Wanda and her
girlfriends would go out dancing every Saturday
night. They would flag down cars to take them to
the dance halls. It wasn’t long before local military
camps heard of the dance halls. All the military boys
loved coming and dancing with the girls.

On one of “Momma’s” birthdays, “Daddy” had
planned a night in St. Louis for the whole family,
and their good family friends the Henderson’s. Their
original plan was to have a night of dinner and
dancing on a ship outside St. Louis. Unfortunately,
they got there, and the ship had already left. They
started asking around about where a fun place to go
dancing was. Someone told them there was a fun
dance hall that had a room with music for the older
crowd and a room for the younger crowd. My
grandmother went dancing in the hall for the
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younger crowd with the Henderson’s daughter
Arless. That night, Arless met a man named Jack
and my grandmother met a man named Marty. Both
Arless and my grandmother married the men they
had met that night, and stayed with the men until
they passed away many years later.

My grandmother’s dad invited Marty down for
dinner many times. My grandmother was 17 years
old and Marty was 27 years old. Marty was a good
man, but had a lot of problems. His body was
mentally and physically “messed up” from the war.
Marty would have flashbacks from the war, and was
under doctor’s care for it at a Veterans Hospital.
One night, Marty had a flashback, and took off from
the house crawling on his hands and knees, then
jumped the back fence. Marty then picked up a cat,
threw it across the street, and then killed it. My
grandmother called Marty’s doctor who came and
pinned him down then gave him a shot of morphine.
Marty was making holes in the grass from struggling
so hard to get away from the hold they had on him.
After Marty passed out, they put him in bed, and
tied him to the bed in case the flashback continued
when Marty came to. When Marty woke up, he felt
so bad and so guilty for what he had done.

My grandmother said that her marriage with
Marty was very interesting. When Marty was happy,
he was really great, but Marty was also moody,
which made him very hard to live with. She also
mentioned that he was very clean, and if he found
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some dirt, “he would take everything outside and
clean it.”

Wanda’s sister Nelda, had married and moved
out to California. Nelda said there were a lot of jobs
in California, so my grandmother and Marty moved
out to Antioch, California.

Marty and Wanda bought a house right behind
Nelda’s house. Marty worked nights, and my
grandmother was scared to be home alone every
night, so she would never sleep at night but instead
sleep during the day when Marty was home
sleeping. My grandmother’s mom and dad were
really worried about her and her safety with Marty.
California was a long way from home for my
grandmother, and the move was very hard on her.
When my grandmother gave birth to her first child
Jacky, however, it cured her. My grandmother had
another life to take care of now, and she had to be
strong for her child. She couldn’t sleep during the
day anymore because Jacky was awake during the
day, and being a mother gave her strength and she
learned to pray.

Marty got a job in Versailles, California, to work
on the Delta-Mendota Canal, so the family moved
there. They were happy there, but after a couple of
years, Marty was transferred to Los Banos,
California. My dad was born in Los Banos, and they
lived there for twenty years. Marty worked as a
draftsman. There weren’t a lot jobs at this time
because all the men were back from the war. My
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Aunt Jacky and my Dad each finished high school in
Los Banos, then my dad left for college and my aunt
got married. My grandmother and Marty moved to
Fresno.

After the kids were gone, Marty got bad again.
He became very moody again, and started drinking
secretly. My grandmother and Marty started fighting
all the time, and my grandmother didn’t know how
to handle it. My grandmother would have friends
over, and Marty would walk through the living room
and not say anything to anyone. She said that Marty
became moody when he did not have her full
attention. This was hard because Wanda is a very
loving social person. She feels that he would never
get moody if it was just her and him on an island,
and there was no one else around to steal her
attention.

My grandmother’s family back in Missouri
started going through really hard times, so they
would call her often crying and upset. She would get
very upset too, and would spend a lot of time with
them on the phone. Marty resented this because it
took her attention away. To this day, she says she
resents not putting him first, especially because he
had health problems and a drinking problem.
Marty’s health deteriorated badly; he received
medical disability benefits and retired. They bought
a tent trailer, and started traveling. Marty’s moody
spells diminished because there was no one for him
to be jealous of. Marty’s health, however, got worse.
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He was a smoker and a drinker. He had a massive
heart attack that left him with only two thirds of his
heart still working.

My grandmother and Marty left for a camping
trip that they were both very excited for because my
mom and my dad were supposed to meet them.
When they got to the campsite, they saw Nelda and
her husband car at one of the sites, so Marty made
him and my grandmother set up camp a couple
camp sites away. They set up camp, and Marty was
in one of the best moods my grandmother had ever
seen him in. Marty began to feel really tired so my
grandmother made him dinner and helped him get
into bed. My grandmother went outside to visit with
Nelda and her husband Putney for a little while
because she wasn’t tired yet. When my grandmother
came back in, Marty said to her, “I can’t tell you
how tired | am.” My grandmother replied back,
“Why don’t you get some sleep. | am going to go
take a bath and then | am going to go to sleep too.”
My grandmother said to me, “l regret more than
anything not kissing him goodnight.” When she
woke up in the morning she was surprised to see
Marty was not awake yet with her coffee ready like
he does every morning. She crawled over and slid
her hands down his chest but he felt weird, he was
cold. He had died. My grandmother screamed, and
ran out for Nelda and Putney at their campsite.

My grandmother was a mess for a long time; she
wasn’t ready to lose Marty. Right after Marty passed
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away, my grandmother got colon cancer. She was
able to get treatment, and tried to move on from
Marty’s death. Her pastor got her a job at a school as
a teacher’s aid. She loved the work; it gave her a
reason to get up every morning. She worked for the
school in the morning and wrote for the society
news in the afternoon.

Three years after Marty died, my grandmother
met Ken; she was fifty years old at this time. A
friend told my grandmother she needed to go out on
a date so she went out dancing and found Ken. Ken
was a cook in the Army, and then had 100%
disability.

Ken treated my grandmother a lot different than
Marty. Ken was never “openly sweet,” but she could
tell he loved her. He spoiled her by taking her on
trips and making sure she had enough “walking
around” money. After a couple of years, my
grandmother and Ken were married. My
grandmother feels she was more in love with Ken
than Marty but she feels Marty was a better man.
Ken was very honest, but my grandmother would
never win in a fight, and she would always have to
give in. He was mean but he loved her. When my
grandmother said, “I love you” to Ken, he would not
say it back but instead say, “little bit.” My
grandmother always felt he did this because if he
said it back, he would lose power over the
relationship.

256



Ken and my grandmother moved from Fresno to
Redding to be close to my family. They moved into
a house about five minutes away from my house
when | was six years old. My Grandpa Ken passed
away when | was about 16, which was six years ago.
On the day of Ken’s funeral, my grandmother said
half crying half laughing, “I will never die but go
straight to heaven just like Moses.” This statement is
my grandmother in a nut shell, and it brought tears
to my eyes. | thought to myself, “I hope | can
become half the woman she is.” It was really hard
for my grandmother for about a year after my
grandpa passed away, and we all tried to be there for
her. 1 was never close to him because | always felt
he was mean, but I know my grandmother really
loved him. My grandmother says, “it has been five
years since Ken, and there is never a morning that |
don’t reach over in bed for him.”
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MAXINE

My incredible mother

A woman to look up to

X is the gene | got from her and proud of it
Inspirational to say the least

Never says never

Every step of the way, she’s there
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My mom was born in Nampa, Idaho in 1953. She
had one sibling, a brother, and he was four years
younger than her. Her family’s first move among
many was to Ukiah, California, when she was three
years old. My mom’s dad worked construction, so
they moved a lot. She went to kindergarten in Los
Angeles, first grade in Richmond, third grade in
Oroville, fourth grade in Eureka, fifth grade in Mt.
Shasta, six to eighth grade was in Red Bluff, then
moved to Redding and stayed until junior college
was over.

When my mom was moving a lot, her dad was
working on dams, freeways, and power plants.
When they finally settled in Redding, my mom’s
dad had a job at Redding Lumber Company doing
accounting work. He was unemployed while my
mom was in junior college and had his first heart
attack at age 49. He smoked a lot till his first heart
attack and then quit. Both of my mom’s parents
were overweight, but her dad had Type Il Diabetes.
Eventually he got lung cancer, but he died from
another heart attack instead of cancer.

My mom’s mom or my grandma started working
when my mom was in eighth grade and worked till
retirement. My grandma worked for the county as a
clerk in the Department of Social Services.

My mom went to Shasta College for two years,
and then finished her degree at Chico State. She was
accepted into the University of California, Santa
Barbara, but couldn’t afford it because she mostly

258



supported herself. When my mom went to Chico
State, tuition was only three hundred dollars a
semester. She says that would be the equivalent of
about a thousand dollars today, so it was still a lot of
money, but not as expensive as it is today. My mom
graduated from Chico State with her bachelor’s in
psychology.

My dad also went to Chico State, and at the end
of their senior years, they met at a restaurant they
both worked at, Mr. Steak. My parents dated a little
over a year and then were married. They got married
in Tahoe at a little chapel, and then had their
reception at the Sahara Hotel. The wedding plans
became very complicated for awhile because my
dad’s best man, Keith, had a pony tail. My mom’s
parents did not like that, and created quite a ruckus
over the whole thing. My parents finally said to my
mom’s parents, “we are getting married in Tahoe
come if you want.” Of course they came, and so did
about 50 other people.

My mom became very close with my
grandmother Maxine, my dad’s mom. My mom
feels that my grandmother Maxine was more of a
“mom” figure in her life than her own mom ever
was. Loretta, my mom’s mother, had a rough
childhood; her mom died in child birth with one of
her siblings, and she was raised by her dad, who was
an alcoholic. My grandmother Maxine loved my
mom like she was her own daughter, and was more
in tune with the “traditional” women stuff like
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decorating and clothes. When my mom had
questions about things regarding my brother and I,
she would call my grandmother Maxine. When my
mom was having a hard time handling some of her
cases at work, she would often talk to my
grandmother Maxine. My mom loves how funny my
grandmother is, and she loves being able to have
deep talks with her. My mom feels my grandmother
had a big influence on the type of mom she became
with me and my brother.

After my mom graduated from Chico State, she
worked for five years for a private nonprofit
organization that helped people with developmental
disabilities. She worked doing case management.
After awhile, my mom started to want to do more
advanced work involving mental health treatment.
She thought about getting her PhD in psychology,
but that would have taken three years and been a lot
more money. She decided on getting her master’s
degree in Social Work because it was a very
versatile degree. My mom is very practical.

My mom’s first job with her master’s degree was
with the Department of Mental Health working in
Children’s Protective Services. She worked with
kids who were being abused at home. She moved
from that to working in adoptions. She arranged
adoptions for kids who were not going to return to
their parents. She found matching kids with adoptive
families really hard. There were a lot of legal issues,
and it was her responsibility to make sure she wasn’t
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placing kids in bad homes with bad people. It was
hard to interview people who wanted to adopt and
try to see their true personality, not their “interview
personality.” My mom would go to the homes of
where the now adopted kids lived to check up and
make sure the kids were safe and happy. Sometimes,
the adoptions wouldn’t work, and the new parents
would come and return the kids. My mom said it
was really hard for people to adopt the kids she was
working with because they had been through so
many traumas, and they carried a lot of “baggage.”
It was a very stressful job for my mom. Eventually
she was promoted to a supervisor position at the
Department of Social Services, and then | came
along.

When | was born, my mom took six months off
from work, then worked part time at the Department
of Mental Health. She worked coordinating the
program for children who had been sexually abused
and doing psychotherapy with those children. This
was when | was less than two years old, and her first
child. I asked if doing this work with a newborn was
emotionally hard, and my mom said she learned
how to set work aside from home, but at first it was
hard.

When | was 18 months old, my dad had to go
work in San Francisco so he could get a promotion.
He worked for AAA Insurance working with large
loss claims. My mom said it was really hard having
my dad gone all week and only home on the
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weekends. She felt like a single working mom
raising a newborn on her own. My dad worked in
San Francisco for ten months, and then he earned a
promotion to work in Reno, Nevada, so we moved
there. | was two and half years old at this point. My
mom says that it was fun living in Reno because
there were cows across the street, and there were
kids living on each side of us that | would go play
with. My mom worked in Reno for awhile at a
nonprofit organization doing counseling with people
who had substance abuse problems. My mom said
she had to go to the jail and teach classes, which was
a little scary for her. We lived in Reno for eighteen
months, then my dad got offered the same job he
had in Reno, but in Redding, so we moved back to
Redding.

My mom went back to work at the Department of
Mental Health and was pregnant with my brother
Matt. | was four years old when my brother was
born. My mom says it was really good that she had a
boy because my dad was starting to dress me in boy
sports clothes like in his favorite football and
baseball teams.

My mom currently works as the program
manager for the Department of Mental Health. She
Is the program manager for the children’s programs.

Nicole Wayda
| told these stories exactly as they were given to
me. These are the events and things my mom and
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my paternal grandmother Maxine wanted me to
know about their lives, and what they found
important about their life stories. | didn’t add any of
my own input on their stories like things they have
mentioned to me about their lives growing because
the way they told “their” stories shows exactly who
they are.

If you were to put my mother and my
grandmother Maxine in a blender, and pushed the
“mix” button, that great smoothie drink they would
make is the definition of me. I am a complete
combination of both of them. This is unusual
because the combination is between a mother-in-law
and a daughter-in-law rather than a mother and
daughter.

| spent a lot of time with my grandmother
Maxine growing up. My parents both worked full
time, so | remember a lot of summer days and rainy
afternoon at her house. | have my grandmother’s
character and sense of humor. | have social skills
and her pure heart. | have her sensitivity and her
anxiety. Finally, 1 have her creativeness and her
passion.

My grandmother is the type of person who
makes friends with people everywhere she goes. She
lives looking at life as half full because she deeply
believes in her faith. She tells me when I look funny,
and I tell her when she is having a bad hair day. She
Is kind but honest. She is now eighty years old, and
this past Thanksgiving, prepared a whole meal
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practically by herself. Her house is always spotless,
and she is very involved with her church. When you
are around her you can’t help but feel joy and love. |
feel | have many of her traits, but | know | do not
have all of them yet. | hope | can grow into the
woman she is. | try and spend as much time as
possible with her because | know our days together
are slowly coming to an end. | pray that she will get
to see me graduate from college, and be in the front
row at my wedding.

My mom is an amazing lady. She has overcome
so many struggles, and became a strong beautiful
woman. She taught me how to work hard and never
give up. I am a driven person because of her. | am a
practical person because of her. | don’t take
anything for granted because of her. I demand
perfection in myself because of her.

It was not until these last few years that my mom
has really shared with me the type of work that she
does. She has shared with me what she could legally
share about cases and kids she has worked with. 1
have more respect for my mom than | do anyone
else in my life. She grew up “raising” her mom, her
dad, and her brother. She kept house, and she taught
herself everything she needed to know about life.
They didn’t have a lot of money growing up, so she
made her own clothes for school. My mom is not
very social because growing up, she moved so
much, and never had very many friends. She
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overcame all of that, and became an amazing
mother.

Today my mom is my best friend. | can talk to
her about anything and she is always there for me.
Now that | am older, | try not to just be a daughter
but a friend to my mom as well. We fight sometimes
but that comes with any friendship. | take to heart
what my mom says more than anyone else in my
life. Sometimes she is a little harsh, but I am sure |
need it. A best friend is always too honest and never
too forgiving. My mom will always be my best
friend and I hope our friendship continues to grow.

My grandmother has helped me become friends
with my mom. When my mom and | were in fights,
my grandmother would always help me see her side
of the story and help me put things in perspective.

Before | end my story, | just wanted to mention
that my dad and my brother are very special people
in my life as well. My dad gave me a lot of
characteristics my mom and my grandmother
couldn’t give me and | love him very much. |
wouldn’t be in love with Eric Clapton and
Fleetwood Mac without his help. My brother is my
stability; he is the rock in my life. My parents and |
fight and my boyfriend and | fight, but my brother
and I never fight. He is the one person | know | can
always go to and he knows me like he knows
himself.

Stand by your family because they created you.
You did not just get their DNA,; you got their heart,
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their soul, and their minds. Stand by your family
because they will always stand by you.

266



About the Student Authors

Monica Allen is a first generation college
student attending California State University, Chico.
Her goal is to obtain a B.S. in Health Science
(Health Education Option), with a minor in
Nutrition. Eventually, she hopes to earn a master’s
degree in one of the options. Monica is also a single
mother to my nine-year-old son named Isaac. She
hopes were strong will, dedication, and motivation
will instill her core values of education in her son so
that he may have a bright future.

Serina Ayers is an undergraduate student at
California State University, Chico, majoring in
Health Science with an option in Health Education.
Serina was born in January 1987, in the San
Francisco Bay Area. She graduated from Carlmont
High School where she played water polo and was a
swimmer. Serina is a current employee of Chico
State, working as a desk attendant in the north
campus dorms. In her free time, she enjoys staying
active and working out along with hanging out with
friends. Serina will graduate from Chico State in
May 2010. After college, she would like to take
some time and travel the world, getting a little
perspective on life.

Erin Bagby is a 22-year-old senior at California
State University, Chico. She is a Health Science
major (Health Education Option). She plans on
graduating from Chico State in May 2010. After

267



graduation, she hopes to attend nursing school and
pursue a career in nursing.

Krista Becker is a sophomore at California State
University Chico. She is majoring in Health Science
with an option in Health Education. She was born in
Long Beach, but was raised in Murphys, California.
She loves being outdoors and loves the cold snowy
weather. Krista plans on graduating in the spring of
2011. She is excited for the future and can’t wait to
see what it will bring.

Maria Paloma Boeckholt is a bilingual 42-year-
old senior in California State University, Chico. She
is working towards a degree in Health Science with
an option in health education. She plans on
graduating from Chico State in May 2010. After
graduation, she will attend nursing school in Shasta
College and pursue a career in nursing.

Elizabeth M. Chaffee is an undergraduate
student at California State University, Chico,
majoring in Health Science with an option in Health
Education. Elizabeth was born in Minneapolis,
Minnesota, and was raised in Santa Clarita,
California. She is a graduate of Saugus High School
where she was concurrently enrolled at College of
the Canyons and completed courses for college
credit. Elizabeth volunteers with the Special
Olympics and Henry Mayo Newhall Memorial
Hospital. As part of her coursework, she completed
community service with the Jesus Center and the
REAL Girls program. Elizabeth will graduate from

268



Chico State in May 2010. She plans to pursue a
career in the health care field.

Johntay Cokley is an undergraduate student at
California State University, Chico, majoring in
Health Science with an option in Health Education.
Johntay was born and raised in Sacramento,
California. She graduated from Valley High School
and proceeded to get her Associate’s degree from
Sacramento City College before transferring to
Chico State. Johntay is currently in her last season
of competing for the Chico State track and field
team. In her free time, she also volunteer’s for Big
Brothers Big Sisters and is an active member of the
Health Professional Association student club on
campus. Johntay will graduate from Chico State in
May 2010. She would like to pursue a career in the
health care field.

Heather Daly is currently a student at California
State University, Chico. She is working towards a
degree in Health Science with an option in Health
Education. In addition, she is a member of the
Health Professionals Association (HPA) student
club. Her health-related interests include
environmental health as well as women’s health
studies. Following graduation, Heather plans to
continue her education within the public health field.

Linly Duenow is twenty years old, and is in her
sophomore year at California State University,
Chico. She is majoring in Health Science, with an
option in Health Education. In her free time, she

269



enjoys curling up and reading a great book, and
loves hiking when the weather is nice. She also
enjoys cooking for herself and others.

Margaret-Mary Gabriel is attending California
State University, Chico, and majoring in Health
Science (Gerontology option), and minoring in
Nutrition. The focus of Margaret’s educational goal
IS to assist adults to remain independent through
therapeutic recovery strategies.

Elena Garcia is a junior at California State
University, Chico. She is majoring in Health
Science with an option in Health Education. When
she graduates, she hopes to join the Peace Corps for
two years and gain experience helping people in a
health setting all around the world. She enjoys
reading, travelling, and spending time with family
and friends.

Nicole Jacoby was born in California, and lives
in Chico. She is twenty two years old, and will be
graduating from California State University, Chico.
Nicole is majoring in Health Science with an option
in Health Education, and looks forward to her future
career as a nurse.

Alexandra Larrabee is a 20-year-old college
student currently attending California State
University, Chico. She is a Health Science major
(Health Education Option). She hopes to graduate in
the spring of 2011, and then begin a long and
fulfilling life. Alexandra enjoys playing sports,

270



running and playing with her dog Maximus, and
spending time with her family and friends.

Julie Matthews is a junior at California State
University, Chico, majoring in Health Science
(Health Education Option) with a minor in Nutrition
and Food Science. She grew up in Novato,
California, where she danced ballet, tap, and jazz for
12 years. In addition, Julie taught and
choreographed her own students. In her spare time,
Julie enjoys running, cooking, reading, scrap
booking, and being around family and friends. Julie
strives to make impacts on those around her. After
graduation, she hopes to teach health to middle
school students.

Yudith Pizarro is a third-year student at
California State University Chico, majoring in
Health Science, with an option in Health Education.
Yudith has lived in Southern California most of her
life, but recently moved to Northern California for
school. She hopes to leave this wonderful university
with a greater knowledge of the different cultures
among us.

Heidi Runyan is a Health Science major (Health
Education option) at California State University,
Chico. After graduating in May 2010, she plans to
go to Butte College to pursue a degree in Registered
Nursing. Heidi has lived in Chico for ten years, and
Is married to JT. They have two young daughters:
Ava and Scarlett.

271



Sara Schievelbein is a 21-year-old junior at
California State University, Chico. She is majoring
in Health Science, with an option in Health
Education. She recently transferred to Chico State
after attending the University of Montana for two
years. Sara was born and raised in Montana, and
hopes to someday return. She loves California, but
misses her family and close friends. Sara’s plans for
the future include graduating in May of 2010, and
finding a job where she can make an impact on
others’ lives.

Autumn D. Snell is an undergraduate student at
California State University, Chico, majoring in
Health Science with an option in Health Education.
She was born and raised in Mission Viejo,
California. She is a graduate of Aliso Niguel High
School. She also attended Saddleback Community
College, and was able to complete two courses.
Autumn has volunteered with C.AV.E. for two
years, which she helped children with special needs.
She has also completed community service with the
Jesus Center and the Ronald McDonald House.
Autumn holds a position on Judicial Boards
associated with Alpha Delta Pi. Autumn plans to
graduate in May of 2010. She plans to move forward
and find a career in Nursing.

Shauna Turak is a junior at California State
University, Chico. She is majoring in Health
Science with an option in Health Education. She
currently plays on the Chico State Women’s Rugby

272



Team, and works as a teacher’s assistant at a pre-
school. She plans on getting her master’s in Nursing
at the University of Hawalii, and working in the
Intensive Care Unit.

Jaimy Vinton is 25 years old, and currently a
student at California State University, Chico. She is
a Health Science major (Health Education Option).
She will be graduating from Chico State in May
2009, and go on to nursing school. She is most
interested in learning more about the health of
young children, babies, and pregnant women, and
bettering the lives of these people.

Jena Wagner has always lived in southern
California, but Chico made her change her mind.
She decided that Chico State was the best school for
her with the help from her parents, and she just
changed her major to Health Science with an option
in Gerontology. She loves working with the elderly
and hearing their stories.

Nicole Wayda is a 21-one-year old junior at
California State University, Chico. She is majoring
in Health Science with an option in Health
Education. She plans to graduate in the spring of
2010, and move on to a master’s program in
Occupational Therapy. Nicole enjoys spending her
free time with her family and friends. She enjoys
painting, playing tennis, and a good game of “Go
Fish” from time to time. She likes to keep life
interesting by not taking herself too seriously and
living one day at a time.

273



NOTES

274





