Hello and thank you for listening. Today I would like to share stories my grandmother – my mom’s mother. I am one of 7 children ; my siblings are all brothers. To spare me from the general raucus of our household, my mom wisely shipped me off to spend a lot of time with my sweet little Scotch-Irish grandmother. We lived in Bethesda and she lived nearby in Chevy Chase. 
We would sit on her porch and chat about this and that. We never ran out of things to talk about. I fed her goldfish in her pond in the backyard. In the winter we would take the bus down to Chevy Chase circle to church.  Then we would stop at Shupps Bakery to pick up a small yellow cake with chocolate frosting to take home to have with our tea. Every year until I was 13 we took the bus down to F street to view the Christmas windows display at Woodies. She bought me a pair of orange plaid pants when I was 12. Before we went out, she would always put on her lipstick, her earrings, her gloves, and a hat. She always wore a dress, never slacks.
In the summer we would sit on her cottage porch and chat some more. I would read fantasy literature - the Borrowers, the Wind in the Willows, Pippi Longstocking, Anne of Green Gables, Watership Down, and – well I could go on and on…the summer after 5th grade I read 100 books.

We ate juicy red tomato sandwiches with mayonnaise on white bread, potato chips for a touch of saltiness, and iced tea. We worried about the raccoons trying to climb down the cottage chimney and the fact that the neighbors hung out their underwear to dry where everyone could see it. My grandmother taught me that “boys will be boys” and that my son Patrick was a “real boy”. 
I loved listening to her stories about her family growing up. About how she got in trouble with the nuns when she stuck out her palms to be slapped with the ruler, but then at the last second lifted up her arms so the nun hit herself! How she and her friends would follow a nun down the hallway in school and gently lift the edge of her veil as high as possible then watch it float behind her as the nun continued on her way.

Now, my grandmother was the sweetest, most unselfish little lady you could ever hope to meet. But she also had backbone.  In 1920 she met a young man she wanted to marry, after turning down several other offers. But she was Catholic and he was Southern Baptist. You just didn’t marry a non-Catholic back then. But darned if her mother didn’t march right down to the parish priest and demand that he marry her daughter and this young man whom she loved. And by the way, this story makes sense since my great grandmother was the first in line to vote on the day women became eligible to vote in a presidential election. She had evidently been a mild-mannered suffragette in the city of Cumberland, Maryland!
My grandmother babysat us, took care of her sick husband, took care of her sick sister, always tried to do the right thing. In her 80s she meant a woman in her neighborhood who evidently had no one and would invite her back to her house to visit and tried to rally her neighbors to fix up her house and generally be good neighbors. In her 90s she moved to assisted living. I will never forget visiting her and listening to her chat about the other residents. One had Alzheimer’s, but my grandmother said she would just listen to the woman chat and never “let on” that she knew the woman had dementia. 
I grew up generally thinking the entire world was like my grandmother – sweet and unselfish and totally ladylike.
It’s hard to be like that in this day and age – of ever accumulating wealth, of people shut off from their neighbors by air conditioning and circumstances, by the destruction of our peaceful places – and it’s easy to get run over and ignored and even shunned if your values are to be sweet and unselfish and ladylike. People take advantage of you. 
