Chapter Four: Of Home & Hearth
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Of Home & Hearth
The time had come, it was sad to say, to sort through the details and finally give the house away.  It had been a long time looming, but the reality was nevertheless a shockingly numbing experience.  My mother had suffered Alzheimer’s for years, a slow descent into a blissful state of unconcern to eventual unknowing.  For several years, the burden had fallen on my father who, aging himself and unused to such care, was overwhelmed, dis-spirited and extremely tired.
	The house itself is a remarkable piece of art.  My father was an architect of hospitals, and laboratories, schools and malls, a benefactor of the wealth of corporate offices built over the suburban landscape during his generation, especially a little company called IBM that suddenly needed a lot of designs. He took the opportunity to design his own residence in the style of Frank Lloyd Wright.  Flat-roofed with large over-hangs and walls of floor-to-ceiling glass, it stood starkly at first in an apple orchard and settled slowly into the landscape that grew up around it.
	The house grew too, five additions for five kids, though not coinciding exactly with the births of each.  Long and narrow with two bedrooms jutting right and the girls’ wing to the left, the house was distinctive and picturesque, regularly featured in newspapers and magazines.  Out on Sunday and summer evening drives, we watched cars come down the dead-ended lane, slowing to take a look, circle around and slow down again.  At night sometimes, in jolly moods, we kept the curtains open purposefully and danced for the sight seers.
	Even my first wife, whom I met years later in Oregon and coincidently had cousins living across the way, remembers the house pointed out to her on a rare visit as a child, hearing about the strange architect and his “weird” family.  I loved showing people around, enjoying immensely their oogles over the fold-out scale, drinking fountains in the bathrooms, and night light built into the stairway, states of architectural art so cleverly installed.  I was fully grown before I realized that not everyone had a hearth to cook steaks on an open fire indoors during cold winter nights. 
	After a particularly great year designing for that new company IBM, he built the Octagon, a two story eight sided garage-sized gazebo.  Dressed exquisitely in redwood, it had a modern fireplace, circular stair and pool table, and was far enough from the house we could party safely without disturbing my parents too much.  Live bands played, cars streamed in and out, and the neighbors were extremely tolerant with all the activity.
	Later still, a pool was built in the back yard, oddly shaped and painted black with a rough stone coping and the corner of a deck hanging over the edge.  It was my first job as a contractor, one summer home from college and together, my Dad and I laid the large stones up to the edge, planting rhodadendrons that eventually grew so large, they drooped into the garden.  
	One of my earliest memories, spurred by “Mike Mulligan and His Steam Shovel”, was the excavator clanking up the hill to dig the cellar for the new living room, “…four corners neat and square.”  Our dog fell into the hole overnight and had to be hauled out surprising us with ten puppies later that afternoon.  It was the first ladder I ever climbed to get out of the hole.
	On the Girls’ Addition, I handed my father tools and watched with fascination as he measured, cut hammered and cursed.  By the Octagon, a 22 foot diameter separate building keep the teenagers at home, I was wearing a nailbelt myself and worked alongside the crew he hired.  I served as general contractor for the swimming pool, deck fence and landscape, the first of jobs that occupied the next thirty years.
	On an acre of land, the house sat near the back of the property atop a small rise.  Though we quickly graduated to mountains, we first skied on this small hill and the neighborhood kids spent winters sledding.  My father built toboggan runs with banked turns and shooting through a tunnel using plywood to hold snow on the roof which could have decapitated any one of us had parents worried about such dangers back then.
	Grandchildren came to love the house even more than we did, crossing the country to visit for holidays and special gatherings, like visiting a foreign land, a place more special than Disney could conjure.  For them, my dad (Grumps) mad a fantastic HO model village with replicas of familiar homes in our lives—even one under construction included a little red pick-up parked along side to represent me on a jobsite.  He followed that with a third large doll house, making every tiny piece of this one his finest, including double-hung windows that opened and every shingle on the roof hand split.
	Early on, the house in Rose Valley was clearly something special and we felt lucky to live there.  Having grown and moved further afield, coming home was like an embrace.  Our lives went through all their changes, but the home was always there to welcome and comfort us.

	While there were so many thoughtful and unique features, the kitchen where mother spent so much of her time, was the one area that was the most uncomfortable and had the least attention. The cabinet doors, which were supposed to be temporary, were painted plywood and still functioning perfectly fine after sixty years.  Narrow and closed off to the rest of the floor plan that had been so carefully thought out to inspire creative movement and promote interaction, the kitchen’s unwelcoming layout was over-looked by my mother who transformed it into a treasure shelf of objets chipped and broken, memories too special to throw away.  She cooked simple and bountiful meals full of love in that space and my sisters harmonized each night afterwards while doing the dishes.  There was never a doubt the cupboards would be stocked with peanut butter and jelly enough to feed all my friends and hot cocoa served in elephant cups and saucers.
	One day in the early years, my father showed up with two large slabs of marble which had been miss-cut for one of his projects.   Enlisting men from the neighborhood, they were brought in and set up with great ceremony and excitement.  The smaller and wider slab served as a coffee table in the living room, useful to support the jigsaw puzzles which got more challenging every year.
	The table’s main use was to anchor the celebration on Christmas Eves after caroling in the neighborhood.  All the cookies made by Mother and my sisters in the weeks before and stored in festive tins were finally allowed to be opened and tasted.  Once the stockings were hung with care, we sprawled around the cold marble table, falling asleep one by one, so full of sugar, as Dad read about Jacob Marley being once again dead as a doornail in his sonorous version of Dicken’s story.  No doubt about it, we laughed every year, he was certainly dead, but we never could get past the fifth page before being led off to sleep.
	In the early years at night, Santa actually visited.  I remember listening raptly for the reindeer, surprised to hear a car.  
	“He knew they couldn’t land on the roof.” My mother quickly recovered which somehow made sense even though we had the flattest roof in the suburbs. 
	Another year, he wore a ring just like my uncle Bill’s and had a strangely familiar laugh, but it just had to be Santa nevertheless, the wonder of being woken to the magic  just too delightful to seriously ask the questions.  We were allowed to open one present and somehow Santa managed to round up all five of us and get us back to bed again.
	In the morning, we had to stay in the back of the house while Dad took a torturously long shower (probably on purpose) and Mother wrapped a few last items or worked frantically behind a closed door in her sewing room.  One of us inevitably got a knitted sweater with sleeves only half done and still unattached as she had to measure the arm-length.  
	Finally, we were allowed to burst through the hallway door for a race to the living room.  A few presents from Santa were unwrapped, but for most, we had to sit around that cold marble table opening one painstakingly at a time.  In later years with all seven of us and additional spouses and grand-children, it would take the entire day with stories so long and much appreciation glowing over every gift.  
	The other slab of marble was first set on old-fashioned sewing machine stands with the pedals at the feet, serving as the dining room table and the keystone of the home until the last day we lived there.  The five of us, friends and cousins all madly pumped on those pedals until my Dad one day replaced them with crafted black iron legs, architecturally designed, works of art that puppies scooted under until suddenly too big and knocking the realization into their heads that they would have to jump over.  Over the long dinner conversations, under the table was the favorite place of each St Bernard to sleep, dogs so big everyone's bare feet could fit somewhere underneath them.
	Mother reigned at this table.  Pumpkins were carved, birthdays celebrated, the family Egg Nog devoured.  Sewing circles and fund-raising meetings met around it to support the little school at the end of the lane.  My father enjoyed his cocktails every night at the kitchen end of it, examining and eating his roasted peanuts one by one after his commute as if each were a decision he had made earlier at the office and now regretted.  Once a month, when dinner was over, he angrily pushed the place mat aside and paid the bills.  If Mother ever sat down, it was at the end of the table where high school friends would gather in the afternoons with my sisters to tell their stories and seek my mother’s advice.
	On major holidays, card tables extended to handle the overflow, but the privileged elders squeezed in around the cool marble.  Meals lasted for hours, the wine flowing and tales raucous and tearful late into the night.  Never adjourned to move to another room and more comfortable chairs, the table held us enthralled, encircled, united.  When it was finally time to move on, the huge slab of white marble (that had turned brown three inches along the edge underneath from fifty years of squirming hands) was cut into five separate pieces and scattered across the country to each of us like ashes after a funeral.

	Over and over as his mind weakens, my Dad warns his teenage grandchildren to be wary on their dates because he was just fifteen when he first asked my mother to go steady.  Although their passion for each other over seventy years was often disguised by the demands of the day, and sometimes waned over war and stresses, in the last years as her recognition of all things slowly slipped away, and finally after her passing, he will suddenly exclaim that he misses her so and slip into a silence of his alone that no one of us can interrupt.
	Theirs was a fairy tale of love happily ever after that we were raised to believe was not only possible, but inevitable.  He was captain of the football team and she of the cheerleaders, a role she never relinquished until her mind cruelly melted into oblivion.  They grew up in the small college town of Perfect America, just a couple of miles away from the acre of land where they lived most of their lives together and raised their beloved family.
	Pearl Harbor darkened their senior years and war separated them for three years after that in a time when only an occasional censored letter arrived to say he had been still alive a few months earlier.  His troop ship was blown up in the English Channel on their way to the beaches of France and he rolled a piano down the street in Belgium, dodging a sniper’s bullets battling the Bulge.  He nearly hit Eisenhower in a jeep in Paris, but most of the details remained locked inside his quiet thoughts until the grandchildren were old enough to ask.
	They preferred to tell and cherish the tale of his return home late one night to a deserted station, the first glimpse of each other on opposite platforms and the long run up and over the bridge to embrace breathlessly under the lamplight like a scene from countless movies, strolling afterwards arm in arm, the cigarette dangling from the young soldier’s lips.  Once, years later, clearing stumps on the property next door, a blast made him grab his daughter and wife and dive instinctually under the piano.  He has never been comfortable on a boat since Normandy.
	With the GI Bill, my father could finish architecture school at the University of Pennsylvania.  They lived in a small apartment just off campus, on the fringe of a more desperate neighborhood.  One night my prankster Uncle Bill, playing a joke, attempted to come through the window, fortunate, my mother always reminded me, that my father was not the kind of man to keep a gun by his bed.
	She taught us that way, through stories that stuck in my head with a moral blatant or subtle.  I would often go with her to the station to wait for my dad’s train, skipping back and forth on the tracks, watching the wires overhead to see if they were shaking yet.  She told me about the kids who jumped on trains and lost their legs and about the ones who jumped off bridges trying to grab the wires and electrocuting themselves, visions that have haunted, but kept me far from those wires ever after.
	Graduated with honors, my father won an internship to study with the famous architect William Saronen in Chicago.  His big brother John had gone straight to work for my grandfather, a man who had dropped out of the sixth grade to support his family and eventually became chief designer and partner in the Ballinger Company, a firm of 100 plus employees.
	My grandfather had experimented with his creative self.  For a time, he lived in New York City, supporting himself drawing illustrations for the Sears Roebuck Catalogues before the camera and models combined more accurately and efficiently.  After the darkness of the first World War, he returned to the Philadelphia suburbs and became involved in a unique community of artists, craftsmen and intellectuals, a co-operative colony centered around another architect William Price, well-known for his elegant stone houses.  My grandfather married Price’s daughter who soon died in childbirth.
	The Rose Valley community was quite liberal, even revolutionary with its commitment to shared resources and emphasis on art and intellectual discourse.  During the Depression, a school was started founded on principles of individual expression, creativity and the pursuit of knowledge.  Seven acres had been donated for “that crazy school” and at the end of our lane, our house was close enough to hear the laughter and calls of happy, playful children, inviting the curiosity of my parents. 
	We all attended that little school still going strong at the end of our lane.  My mother later created an innovative program there designed to imitate the neighborhood experience that kids were losing as more mothers were forced into providing a second income to make the prosperity of the sixties last into the seventies.  My two younger sisters teach and administer there today.
	Like architecture, education runs deeply in our family.  A direct descendent, Fredrick Froebel is credited with the concept of Kindergarten, an environment where children should prosper like flowers, given the care and nurturance to feel safe and appreciated.  He advocated simple blocks as the best tool to inspire imagination and creativity.  Sprawled on a floor with a mass of different shapes and sizes, one puts them together in countless combinations, creating structure out of chaos.  The parents and teacher provide the space and then must step back full of love and trust enough to allow the child to discover their unique own path forward in their own way and time.  Dostoevsky studied Froebel’s writing with characteristic obsession, preparing to write “The Brothers Karamazov”, I was thrilled to learn in college.  Frank Lloyd Wright played with Froebel blocks as a child.
	My mother passionately believed in her creation of her own family and the afternoon and summer programs at the School in Rose Valley that children should be given a palate of opportunities and tools and be allowed to experiment, explore and excel at their own pace.  She feared the rigidity of the public education system which was more about management than inspiration.  She feared for a society that placed more value on performance than invention and believed if we were not comfortable making mistakes, nothing new would be discovered.
	Despite his experience of following creative impulses and the pursuit of personal passion, my grandfather, a grieving young widow with a very young child, remarried and settled into a neighboring community to raise his family.   My grandmother was a talented artist as well (portraits in oil), well-educated and a student at Philadelphia College of Art, one of the first women in a time when the female sex was just not encouraged to be creative beyond the family drawing room, much less exhibit and seek their own path of expression.  She accepted his child and gave him four more (one died as an infant), conforming as it was expected, but always wrestling bitterly within that she could not pursue the art with which she had been gifted.
	Continuing the theme of creativity over-powered by societal repression, my grandfather forced my father to pass on his own opportunity to study with a world-class master of design, insisting he either join the company with his big brother or forever lose his place.  The ultimatum had the desired effect (though a lasting regret) and my parents invested all of their meager savings into an acre of land in the middle of an old apple orchard.
	  My father settled into his career of design and management.  He confided recently that the company was quite conservative and unexceptional at the time and he and his brother were the first designers on staff with an actual education and degrees in their field.  He committed to making it something better and over the years brought together clients and designers with vision beyond the simple box functionality of warehouses and hospitals, creating spaces that gathered people together in sunlit atriums as opposed to divided in cubicles.  My mother embraced her life of raising children to explore their worlds with unfettered curiosity and become responsible citizens of the world.

	My parents were married in a small stone church in the country, an oasis of peace that has pre-revolutionary graves and remains secluded and private to this day, separate from the bustle and rush of the suburban life that has gown up around it.  The alter remains as it always has been.  Sheep graze through the yard, keeping the grass trimmed and the aura of timelessness.
	My grandfather (on my mother’s side, the Froebels) enjoyed my company and took me there often.  Possibly, he recognized the potential for myself to become dis-balanced, over-feminized by my mother and four sisters, for we adventured alone together regularly.  He tended the graves of my grand-mother and her mother, sometimes just sitting on the marble bench, watching and waiting as I played amongst the stones.  He enforced the idea that soon he and eventually both my parents would be buried there.
	Afterwards, we stopped for burgers and a milkshake, always at one of two places where they knew our names, establishing the habitual behavior for lunches I still struggle with today.  At a driving range, on the way home, we enjoyed the sunshine, a few good swings and lots of conversations.  Since my grandfather died when I was only eight, I have no idea if he was any good at golf, but I remember him turn to complete strangers and suggest changes in their stance to improve their distance and accuracy.
	There were stories for us as common as holy days about my mom as a little girl presenting Einstein with roses and my Grandfather’s suite always available to him at the plush Bristol Hotel in Vienna, but their regularity tarnished the luster as bland as any fact, dulling the veracity and import.  The stories about tanks in World War II and steam locomotives were a little more interesting, but hard to grasp my Grandfather's true role in them, the quiet man who brought a watermelon and butterscotch lifesavers every time he came to visit.  There were pictures in the old photo albums of a dam in Austria and a telescope in Arizona, but being pre-Kip, I failed to see them often, properly, or ever wonder much about why they would be mixed in with the family.
	Instead I heard tales of the serious and unforgiving man who had a tatoo of his fraternity insignia brazenly burned into his chest one drunken night and would never be seen again without his shirt to cover the folly.  So repressed he would accost total strangers in public, demanding they not hold hands so visibly, my father eventually admitted to never forgiving his future father-in-law for insisting on accompanying them right to the train side to prohibit a kiss with my mother before heading off to war.  
	As we unpacked, divided and discarded everything from the house finally a half century later, tucked in a back corner, in a copy of Who’s Who in America in 1960, I found the entry for my grandfather that described an industrialist in the flavor of an Ann Rand novel who served on an advisory board to Roosevelt suggesting that the railroad should be the foundation of the Nation’s system of transportation.  He was apparently instrumental in facilitating the Lend-lease program at the start of World War II, and vital to the rebuilding of Austria’s power grid as part of the Marshall Plan to clean up the mess afterwards. Off the internet, photographs finally surfaced of my Grandfather and Einstein standing foremost among a crowd admiring a model of the Palomar Telescope.  
Confirmation of the old stories was a gift to realize how insidiously the constant telling of such stories influenced the expectations for achievements in my own life.  Told over and over so factually, and combined with the gold about my father and his father, I absorbed them as common reality and unconsciously set standards for goals much higher than realistically attainable.  Greatness was not only the given, I saw it as nothing great, but simply the place where one is supposed to go.

	My father was forever pre-occupied with his work and watercolors, his various projects around a self-built home.  I plodded along behind him, watching his moves and calculating his majesty, always translated by my mother as someone wonderfully talented and special who mastered every thing he tried.  I loved Saturday mornings to ride along on trips to the lumber yard where he let me have donuts and carry two-by-fours.  I watched his hand draped on the column shift and imitated his arm out the window, wondering what it must feel like to have that cigarette hanging and the smoke curling.  
	In a family so large, camping became the affordable means of travel and we became quite organized and accomplished in our systems, arriving and setting up in minutes, throwing sleeping bags along a chain of de Molls in all sizes.  My job was in the rack on the top of the car, packing or unloading, but it was also expected I should carry the heavy canvas tent and ridge poles whatever distances necessary.  The weight seemed unbearable, and I stumbled and huffed in tears, embarrassed if I dropped it along the way.  
Everything had a place and everyone a job as we marched up to New England, across the country and eventually through Europe with ever more sophisticated tents and pop-up trailers.  Books were plentiful and traded around.  My mother encouraged the girls to sing and me to play guitar so naturally, it was not even planned when we ended up with a picture of us in dirndles and lederhosen like the Von Trapps on an Austrian mountainside.  So wrapped up in the sights and sunshine of the trips, we failed to notice the regimen.
	At home, the Holidays and every day were full of laughter and song.  There were few clear rules beyond no bike-riding around the marble table at dinnertime and no cookies before Christmas Eve.  Unless for a good reason like play rehearsal or soccer practice, it was expected we would be home for dinner and we did not touch our food until all were served.  We were glad to be there anyway.  Jokes and stories went around the table faster than salt and pepper (one of the jokes was pretending not to hear the requests to please pass them along).  World problems were discussed and resolved with peace and tolerance and friends were always welcome.  The older we grew, the longer into the evening we stayed.
	Artistic projects were underway in every corner, dominated by a large and ever changing display of my father’s latest paintings pinned on the cork wall or a world map reflecting historical events related to the routes of his travels.  Re-enforced by the school, my father’s example and my mother’s encouragement, if we could create anything ourselves, it was so much the more beautiful.  Many days the dinner table felt like a show-and-tell of our achievements, seemingly in support of each other, but subtly difficult to avoid the sense of competition.
	Each holiday had a routine that seemed so natural and comfortable, it was hard to realize, no matter how much we discussed at the dinner table, that other families might celebrate differently.  What seemed like tradition at the time sounds like rigid dogma described to friends today.  Things happened In Order and there was an element of restraint that could be deemed certifiably tortuous waiting for the proper moment to break out in song.  
	Even Sunday brunch, the holiest of ceremonies, could last two hours because the conversations were so good, but realistically, we had to wait an agonizing quarter of an hour for each bite of waffle.  It was an old machine needing a precious and particular stone under one corner that took forever to cook and afforded only one quarter of eight to each of us, leaving one more given to me as the “growing boy”, or fought over as my sisters became more liberated.  To my knowledge, not a single one of us ever considered a new or second iron might serve us better.  The event was always just perfect (…ly arduous). 

	The struggle my father had under the control of his older brother at the office gradually moved him to seek other means of success and recognition.  Ostensibly to bring clients to the business, he became involved in the local chapter of the American Institute of Architects.  Over a decade, he rose to become president of the national organization during America’s Bi-centennial celebrations, with his own office in Washington, DC and the opportunity to meet dignitaries and people of influence constantly.
	Eventually, he became president of the world, as we joked (half-seriously), serving another decade with an office in Paris and relentless travel around the globe, uniting architects and the public, examining the role of design in shaping communities through the organization of space and function.  My mother, at his side, stood forward in her mission for peace, creating back-channel liasons with wives and administrators to create an informal exchange of Polish students just as the Iron Curtain rusted and a scholarship for blind Palestinians to get treatment for themselves in Philadelphia.  

	Outside of the city, there is the tiny church of St Peter’s, a true oasis (as all should be), serene on the top of a hill surrounded by the bustle and noise of suburbia, where our parents were married and, my grandfather kept reminding me, would be buried. The Quakerism on one side of the family bristling at the rites of an organized religion on the other, still it has been a special place in all our lives for this reason. 
During this time of twilight for my parents, my prankster Uncle Bill died at the age of 74, fallen off his motorcycle after playing in a softball game. On a beautiful May Day full of blossoms and sunshine, we brought some of his ashes to lay finally to rest by his mother, my grandmother, who had died when he was only sixteen. He would share this last plot with my parents when the time came. We were gathered to say “auf wiedersehen” to Uncle Bill, but for my sisters and I, it was to say good-bye to our parents as well.
They stood hand-in-hand, my mother wrapped in her ever-expressive colors, a bit bewildered by all the fuss and the number of vaguely familiar faces, but delighted by the colors of the flowers, the sunlight, the music and the laughter.
“Oh, I could really live right here!” she purred happily, shivering as she always did in gratitude.
“We’ll be sure to visit you,” my sisters cried.
“I’ll bring my guitar and play for you some more,” I promised, my throat so sore with tears that still would not release.
Except for her and the babies of yet another generation, we all knew that the next time we would be back to this place together again would be to mourn the loss of one of them and to celebrate the life of them as a couple. For me, having had that living moment, the image of my mother and father in that place, holding hands, so happy and fulfilled at the end of their lives, the slow, agonizing deterioration of my mother became easier to bear.
	Alzheimer’s insidious hold had been strong on my mother such that not only were we not surprised by her death a few years later, but in the final year had been wishing for its arrival.  My last sight of her was of a wasted spirit in a fragile body, too weary to raise a hand and eyes long unfocused, completely unrecognizable as the vital woman who had thrived and nurtured so many in so many years.  Responses were brief, erratic and rare.  Resignation was evident, the fight long over.
	Reaching for a morsel or some glitter that had caught her eye, she reached forward one day and fell out of her chair, breaking a leg.  Lane imagines she jumped.  However it happened, the event triggered the inevitable.  My four sisters were at her side for several days to keep vigil with my father, singing “Swing Low Sweet Chariot”, one of her favorites, in a four part harmony at the moment of her actual passing.
	Strangely content not to rush to her bedside with the others, I stayed in Vermont to fulfill a musical commitment, as I think she might have wished, singing softly to her myself throughout the days the songs I remembered as her favorites.  The only son, we had a bond of our own which was honored by a vigil of my own from a distance.
	Once there, I absorbed the reality of her death by witnessing her cremation.  Lane and I drove across the county, catching up after more than a year of separation by a continent.  My mother’s body lay in a simple box, little better than cardboard.  I had no need to see her, but stood with my hand on it, staring into the flame, controlled and intense, waiting to consume her.  I pushed her in with little effort and Lane pressed the button that closed the door and released the fury.
	Outside, we sat on the curb, sometimes talking, sometimes silent.  The late summer morning, crisp and clear, was a Mom kind of day.  We could hear the roar of the consuming fire muffled by the walls and meditated on what was happening inside.
	The task of an urn for her ashes somehow fell to me, by action probably the least artistic of the bunch.  I liked the idea of copper and held a vague concept in my mind of a cylinder, but once back home, did nothing about it until it was nearly time to head south again.
	On my piece of the marble table that had been the center of her home for fifty years, where pumpkins had been carved, egg nog served and millions of words exchanged, often with laughter, my mother nearly always at the head of it, I cut and shaped the pieces of her urn.  Soldering them proved difficult and frustrating until I utilized a pair of horseshoes that had been lying outside my door since I had grabbed them, along with my piece of the marble from our home.
	The urn looked dented and burnished to me, a bit gangly, an ugly duckling, unworthy, until I remembered her loving energy and could almost hear her voice reassuring and encouraging.  
	"That patina of scars from the soldering flame that had tarnished the purity of the copper," she would have said, "Is the most beautiful part."
	And, suddenly, I was the little boy again, glowing, comforted and proud, so pleased she loved it.  I twisted and soldered one last piece of scrap as a flourish on the lid and rested comfortably with the idea that my first real effort of art would be hers forever.
	On another Mom kind of day, we took her back to St Peter’s as long promised and her little boy shoveled the dirt carefully around her.
	Each of us in some form has acknowledged that in the past ten years, the frail, demented and failing woman grown more helplessly childlike every week had distracted us from our memories of the strong Mother who had taught us so much.  Now with the death of the physical, her vital spirit embraced each of us, my father especially. In passing, her energy had been revitalized.  The woman who saw beauty in everything, found joy everywhere and inspired the best in everyone around her was returned to us.
Beyond love, the partnership between my father and mother throughout their lifetimes carried separate missions together into the world, influencing countless individuals in ways small and large.  Mementos were everywhere in the Rose Valley house we had to pack up, close down and empty out in the process of moving them on and gifting the structure to another family who appreciated (and spoke eloquently at my mother’s memorial) that the well-considered design could blend humans into a close-knit family.
	The time for the move was perfect.  My father was tired and frustrated, angry that he could not reverse what he so desperately wanted to control.  My mother could only sit at the head of the table and gaze through the large glass windows at the view unknowingly she had cherished and celebrated so long in her heart; see sweet smiles on faces she did not understand were so attached to her.
Each of us, immersed in our own lives and lessons, let go of the anchor and continued the swim on our own.
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