
Dear Mom, 

I Remember ...

you patting me gently on the back as I was crying in bed as a very young child. I might have been an infant or a toddler, 
but it is the first memory that I recall and one that brings so much comfort and love to mind.
you and I going to Jack in the Box while all the other kids were at school. A perk of being the youngest child.
you taking the time to show me how to sew, embroider, make homemade noodles, make pie crust, church window cookies and a 
thousand other things All things I love to make today.
your love of gardening and your knack of making any flower grow. That love of the earth and plants and living things was 
somehow etched into my soul too. The garden is where I find peace.
taking walks and you always finding treasures like pinecones and driftwood. Remember the sweet pea seeds  growing over the
fence from the neighbors sweet pea vines? Those were some beautiful flowers in our yard too.
when Teddy died and I cried for a long time, something like three months. You told me to go ahead and cry and don't feel 
bad about it. You loved that dog as much as I did.
one summer when I was a teenager, we went shopping. When you got to the store you realized that you had two different 
shoes on. All you did was laugh about it. Then you bought a new pair of shoes. You taught me it's good to laugh at yourself  
(and to buy new shoes.).
you with your apron on making holiday dinners. We'd play Jim Reeves records and sing and dance to his songs while 
cooking and baking.
you giving me your memories of your childhood, your parents, and grandparents, and all the memories in between. You 
taught me that it's good to have and pass on memories.
always taking trips with you and Dad to many different places. Journeys spark adventures that make wonderful memories.
always going to church every Sunday as a family. You taught me to pray, to love God, and that God loves me.
you always made sure we sat down to dinner as a family. Even though you never saw Ray line up peas in front of his teeth 
and smile at me quite often, that's okay, he really did do it. We always had something to laugh at over dinner.
you taught my children to crochet in these modern times. They now love to make blankets, hats, and gloves. This is a gift 
from a gifted teacher. It is a skill they will always have.
so many of the smaller, quieter moments, which are not really small at all. I have a heart full of infinite memories, that go 
where I go. You are always with me.


