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Dedication

I dedicate this book to all my children and grandchildren who give me inspiration and joy.  As an individual and psychologist I feel family is a gift and the bases of the bulk of civilization.  Without family we can easily get lost in the chaos and hustle bustle of everyday demands.  Children are the special gift of families.
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“Grandma, tell me a story.

Does old age make us weak?”

A LITTLE OLD LADY

I was a strapping young man, the strongest and most handsome of all.  I strutted down the lane as people gazed at me.  Their minds were envious of my stature and rich clothes.  I was the king of the mountain.  

I was parading one day showing off my brilliant success when a disgusting old lady entered the sidewalk.  She was bundled in

an old coat and she was bent over and walked with a shuffle, taking tiny steps.  The wrinkles sagged and covered her whole face.  She gazed at the ground as she scuttled toward me.  Wow, what a contrast! A useless old lady and God's gift both on the sidewalk together.  Everyone was sure to see my glory now.

As the disgusting creature came near, a small child broke away            from his mother and came running towards us.  I noticed that the child was someone I knew.  I prepared to embrace this youngster and save him from the unpleasant experience of this old pathetic monster.

As I knelt down the child dodged me and ran to the old lady and embraced her.

I looked her in the eyes and began to cry.  I saw the joy of a child, the elegance of a beautiful young woman, the strength of a mother, and the wisdom of a grandma.  “Forgive me,” I said as I gazed into her eyes, twinkling as they have always done.
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  Grandma, is there more to us than our bodies?

Little Pieces of Me

As I walk through life little pieces of me fall off.  Every bath washes away even more.  Every time I cut or chew my fingernails there goes some more of me.  Every time I brush my hair, well, more of me.  I sneeze, cut my finger and skin my knees.  Oh tell me about my bouts with the dentist and the doctor taking countless samples.  The tears too pour out the salty parts of me.  Even my ears seem to leak at times.  No wonder by old age we are toothless, hairless, thin skinned, shorter, half blind, deaf, and walking with a cane.  Then why are we wiser, brighter, a bigger heart, and glow with more love for and from all of you.  The two do not  seem to be related.  The brain shrinks along with the rest of me.  Maybe, just maybe, I am neither what I lose nor what is left.
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Grandma, what are the seasons of life?

My Dolly And Me
I had a Mommy and she danced with me.  I had a little dolly and I danced with her.  Mommy and I danced with my dolly, us three.  We danced in the springtime.  We danced in summer. We danced in fall and we danced all winter.  Then on the longest darkest day my mommy passed away and it was just dolly and me.  One-day dolly had a dolly and we danced us three.  We danced in the springtime, we danced all summer.  We danced in the fall and had such a ball.  Then on the longest darkest day I passed away leaving dolly to dance with dolly and dolly's doll, they three.  What became of me?  I dance in the heavens with mommy and me.  She said her mommy was there and we dance all three.
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              Grandma, tell me a story about if we

                                          will see each other after death. 

Car Journey

I was given a little car all of my own.  It took me awhile to learn to drive and forever to find my way.  But I loved my little car.  It was not fancy or big or flashy but it got me from one place to another.  

It was delightful.  It bounced down the road and gave me a lot of freedom.  I did tricks with it.  Ran it too fast and puddle jumped.  I hit a lot of bumps in the road.  At times it would break down and strand me.  It needed tune-ups and a lot of gas.  It was quite expensive to maintain. 

At times I wondered if it was worth the effort but just as I was discouraged it would start up and away I would go down the road.  The best part was the passengers.  I was never alone.  Even if there was no one there I always felt your presence right there in the front passenger seat or the company of friends and relatives long gone right there in the back seat.  We chatted just the same.

It seemed to always need new tires and lots of paint jobs.  At times I enjoyed buying little things to spiffy it up and at other times it was a drag.  But over all I do not know what I would have done without it.  One day after it got wrecked and sputtered no more and I was told it needed to go to the junkyard.  I panicked and inquired what would happen to me.  Some said I would be grounded, another said I would have to wander around endlessly, yet another said I would go to the big junkyard in the sky.  After all is said and done I think I will sit in your back seat because our cars are we.

Grandma, how do we help you the most?
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              “Grandma, how do we help you the most?”

I Have a Song

I have a song, a melody from deep within.  It goes everywhere with me, keeps me company and sooths my fears.

When I come upon a situation, no matter how bad it  seems to be my melody turns it into a musical play and life is presented on a stage.  I am the director, the actor and the critic, I can change my mood to my music.  It tells me there is a beginning and an end and that we can sing and dance in-between.

The worst of my nightmares can be altered and soothed by my music.  My musical spotlight as an ode to life illuminates the most boring and mundane days by shining on us.  You see my melody is from within, it is from knowing you love me. 
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Grandma, tell me a story that

Will help me when I am sad.

 Benny My Imaginary Friend

I have an imaginary friend.  His name is Benny.  Benny sits on my shoulder and says sweet nothings in my ear.  He is never critical and likes everything I do.  With him on my shoulder I could walk among others with my head held high and my heart cheery.  But Benny is terribly shy.  

If someone is negative and critical with a killer stare or scolding voice Benny hops off my shoulder and hides in still out of the way places were critical glances and sharp voices do not seek.  
With him gone I am shy and unsure of my self.  I become afraid and seek out a quiet place from all the hustle and bustle.  I sit and with a tear I silently cry out, 

   ''W..h..e...r..e.....a..r..e.....y..o..u......B..e..n..n..yyyyy!''  

   But there is no reply.  

   To calm myself I close my eyes and with my imagination I 

   search for him.  I look in the still silent crack of the mopboards, 

   inside the walls, up under the tables and chairs, under the house, and in the attic. Like a detective I follow his trail.  I go in the far corners of the closet and in the back of the drawers.  I go where  nobody goes but Benny, in the chimneys, on top of telephone poles, in its cracks where only insects go, up under branches of the trees, float above the clouds and between the stars.  

There are a hundred gazillion places he could  be. It is fun to discover these exotic places and think of more all the time.  It is so much fun that I soon notice Benny is back with me and we are exploring them together. 
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Grandma, tell us a story of how do you survive 

                                         the criticisms in life?

                                                        I Have A Cardboard Box

I have a little cardboard box its full of air.  It is a piece of the vast universe that goes nowhere.  It’s mine and mine alone.  You may laugh at it, it is so meek and mild, a shabby box full of nothing but peace and quiet.  But let me tell you they couldn't be more wrong.  It is full of wonders limited only by the imagination, it is connected to the past, present, and future, everywhere and everything reaching to the very corners of the galaxies and beyond.  When I hold it in my arms I dance among the stars.

It is also full of adventure, stories untold or ones yet to unfold.  I am amazed it does not glow.  Oh my box is my utmost treasure that even the cleverest thief would not know to steal.  That is why it is so priceless.  I never have to worry about it.  Only the most loving and caring persons know its value and would never take it from me and only fill it with more treasures and possibilities.

When I am lying in bed at night and have had a really bad day I lay there crying or shaking and I begin to think about my little box under the bed.  As I contemplate its contents a small glowing ball begins to form and move around the box.  My spirits begin to lift.  As I watch in wonderment the little ball of light darts out of the box and settles in the quiet little crevices of the room, those little areas that no one notices but me because the ball of light illumines it for me.
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The space inside the bouncy ball, the space inside the crack on the wall, the space inside the light, the space lurking in the fire alarm, behind the blinds and the books on the shelf in the hall.  This little ball of light just flies all over showing me the spaces where no one and their sorrows or reprimands follow.  Why it dances from place to place out the window and into space touching the trees and distant houses, quiet as snow, stopping to show me the tops of telephone wires and tip-pity tops of poles where only bugs conspire.  It is a game of hide-and-seek trying to figure out where the ball will peek.  How about under the car up inside hidden beneath the floor or seats, how about in the trees, cracks in the bark where no one has ever traveled, then the burrow in the ground where only little creatures have tromped leaving behind their tracks full of little spaces to glow.  In the drawer of my teacher way back under the stuff she has not touched in years, way under where it is quiet and peaceful and free of worry just like my box under the bed.  

There are a hundred million gazillion places close and far to go that without a worry I fall asleep not even in a hurry.  My dreams explore the secret places and night is safe from worrisome faces.  In the morning I am refreshed and ready to start anew, brave and refreshed, for I have my cardboard box and its spaces, its treasures grow with every adversity I experience.  As it grows in treasure I glow in courage.  Nothing anyone can say will stop me from my space.
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Grandma, tell me a story of misbehavior and self-control.

My Robot 

I have a four-in-one robot.  He perceives, feels, thinks and acts.  He is a computer. 

He scans the environment but I have to scan in what he needs to look for otherwise he tries to compute everything and gets overwhelmed, and will spend all day just looking and listening, or touching smelling and tasting everything.

He has some rudimentary emotions.  He can fear and is afraid of some of the silliest things like a spider yet he shows no fear of crossing a busy street.  He also shows affection but sometimes to the wrong things or people.  He loved my worst enemy and ignored my best friend.

He can think too.  He is good at calculating, and superb at telling the time.  But about life he just doesn't get it and he lies sometimes.  He can show me funny pictures and all sorts of things but when it comes to understanding people he just stares.
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He can do all kinds of tricks and stand on his head but he does them at all the wrong times like when I have gone to bed.  He can keep me awake and I have to contain him or the whole household complains.  You would think he came with an off and on switch but I have searched in vain.

You see I have to program him every minute or he can go wild and do and say all the wrong things at all the wrong times.  Yes he can talk but oh sometimes he just won't shut up and other times he just can't seem to speak.  I have to program him or he can be a nuisance and such a pain.

Unless I tell him or explain he just does not see the importance of being quiet and still in church, or when to help me with my homework or chores.  He just wants to babble nonsense and run in circles.  And, oh the problems that occur when he is with other robots that are not programmed.  You can't imagine the ruckus and bedlam and rowdy confusion that results.  The clinking and clatter, the everlasting smashing, there is no end.  We have to stand back and scratch our heads in amazement of the noise and commotion.  At times I have to drag him away still in motion.

The secret of programming my robot is to make sure he sees the right things for the occasion, fears and loves the right things for the same occasion, thinks the right thoughts, and does the right things.  If we are swimming he should look for water, fear the depths and love to paddle, he should understand the rules of safety and not pee his swimming trunks.  What? You say, does your robot pee.  Why certainly, he is me.
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“

“Grandma, is popularity important?”

Center Stage

Center stage.  Thousands have fought over it.  Brothers have cheated brothers for it.  Sisters have betrayed sisters for it.  Children have abandoned parents for it.  Parents have scolded and shamed children for not fighting for it.

You and I watched and felt guilty for standing around and only watching, but we were best of friends and did not want to fight.  Why were we not interested in being the most popular?  Why were we the duds, the dweebs, the nobodies, the flops and failures of society?

We went back years later and found the answer.  The stage was empty, but we were still best of friends.

[image: image12.jpg]



Grandma, are important men more important than their wives.

He Was a Very Important Man

He was a very important man.  When he walked everyone watched, they listened to his every word.  They followed his example.  He was their strength, their fortress.  No one could surpass him, a man among men, and the envy of all.  He was at the top of the pyramid.  King of the mountain, no man could defeat him and no woman would even dream of trying.  

His wife he adored, she was the apple of his eye.  But with great dignity he walked in front of her and led the way.

It came to pass that she passed away.  This great man knelt down by her, his knees shaky and weak.  He tried to look into her face but tears blurred his vision. He crumbled into tears and he knew he was but a mouse next to the Lion.  Humble, he thanked the Lord for letting her make him a man as long as she had.  He humbly walked as an example to his fellow men and women that power and prestige are but a false screen.
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Grandma, what if I do not excel at anything?









Mediocre

There are great musicians.  I only play at it.  They snub me.  

There are great artists.  I doodle.  They too let me know I am not up to snuff.

There are great race drivers.  I drive my old beater slowly.  They let me know with their pride that I am just a spectator.

There are jocks and they laugh at me huffing up the trails as they sprint by with a bounce.  I love to be in nature only and not sprint.
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There are great writers and scholars that try and sell me their books and will not listen to me.  I just plug along writing my insignificant babble.

For everything humanly possible there are high achievers that shine in the limelight while I shrink into the shadows.

Then what do I excel at?  When they fall from glory and crawl to me hurt and lost I excel at telling them how great they are without their works of glory.  They perk up and shine.  I shine with them.
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Grandma, are we better than pets, and that’s

                 why we own them?

                   I Am Your Pet And You Are Mine

          You are my pet.  I first met you at a friend’s house.  

          You were little and cute.  I brought you home.

“You are my pet.  I first meet you at your friend’s house.  You were big and loving.  I agreed to go with you to my new home."

      I set you on my lap and petted you.

           "I sat on your lap and let you pet me."

I allowed you to run in my house and you would do all sorts of weird movements and jumps.  You have a weird fantasy life.  But I tolerate you.

"You have a weird fantasy life and do all sorts of weird movements.  But I tolerate you.''

I keep you safe and warm  in my home.

 ''I keep my house safe and let you sleep there with me.  You come and go as you please.''

We share that thing called love.  That is why we are ‘family,’ you little fur ball.  

"I will let you be  part   of my pride, you hairless wonder.”
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Grandma, tell us about accepting others.

The Little Creature

Mom and Dad brought home a little creature.  I did not know what to think.  He was cute and they said I used to be as cute with a big head and foreshortened body.  I was not sure I was ready for another family member, after all I was used to being their only love object. They said someday we would be best of friends and look out for each other.

I frowned and they said to look for all the things we had in common.  At first I thought that would be hard, after all he was little and kind of weird looking. Well, I thought, we both have two eyes, two nostrils, and two ears.  

I pooed and he pooed, I peed and so did he.  And we both would have accidents and pee when we should not.  We both had arms and legs and we both whined.  

We had lots and lots of emotion and over time we fought like cats and dogs.  The list goes on forever and I finally decided he was family and that we were closely related, Bowser and me.
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Grandma, is play important?

               Only Children’s Play

When we were children we played most of the time.  We knew we were playing because the adults around us were doing important serious stuff.  And when we became adults we got caught up in the whirlwind of serious important stuff and we ignored our children's play.  When we got even older and wiser we looked around and realized adults were only playing, playing at being important and serious.  We then turn to our grandchildren and get serious at playing with these very important little people doing very serious things that deserve our time.
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Grandma, how important are things?

STUFF

I could hardly wait.  Today I was going to go get my gadget.  I had waited a long time, and dreamt about it extensively.  I was shaking as I handed the clerk the money I had earned over the last months mowing lawns and raking leaves.  Many hours of backbreaking labor, hours of suffering to live this very moment as the clerk handed me the box with my brand spanking new gadget inside.  Oh, the hours I looked forward to, as I would explore my new possession and its hidden secrets and wonders of the unknown.

My mind raced with excitement.  How could I ever have lived and been happy without it.  Almost drunk with expectation I stumbled up the stairs to the quiet sanctuary of my room away from my siblings and parents where I could focus and become one with my gadget.  This was the moment I have been waiting for.  Life had never had so much purpose and meaning.  I was acutely super aware of being alive as my hand turned the knob and opened my door.  I was on top of the world and the hero of all times as I knelt down in the middle of the floor and began to open the package.

At last, there it was in all its glory, my gadget.  It barely filled my palm.   It was bright and shinny, shinier than anything I had ever seen.  I spent the next hour exploring its every treasure.  I could not tell you the number of days I repeated this ritual of handling my gadget.  Then one day as I was playing with my gadget I tossed it on the shelf.   Dust puffed up and settled back on the stuff lying in disarray, back on the gadget and past gadgets.  As I left my room I glanced back at all the stuff, just stuff of the past, lifeless stuff, mere junk, museum pieces of the past.  I was on my way back to the shop, my new gadget was in and I was getting excited to go get it. 
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Grandma, do you think earth is too crowded?

 Tin Can Space Ship

The earth was crowded, polluted, and full of crime.  Everywhere I turned I was bumping into someone, an elbow here to get jabbed, a foot there to trip on, someone's bad breath to choke by, and bumping into everyone.  I wanted to get away.  But everywhere I turned and no matter where I went there were signs that my fellow man had been there and left his trashy tracks.  

I got together with my family and we decided to build a space ship and go into uncharted regions of space.  So we got together and built an intergalactic ship.  We packed it with supplies and vitals and got in our ship and blasted off.  
Soon we were in deep space free and away from the crowds.  We were free and away from the crowds in our tin can space ship.  We were free and away in our space ship like sardines in a can.  An elbow here, a foot there, always someone's breath and we are always bumping into each other.  I wanted to get away.  But the doors were locked and in deep space there is nowhere to go.

As I contemplated deep space and everywhere yet nowhere I turned back to the little crowd called family and began to laugh.  We were free but the only thing out here of value; in fact the only thing out here at all was us.  The elbows, feet, breath and pokes here and there were what let us know we were alive.  I laughed and said lets go home.
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The Meaning of Life

When I was just a little kid I asked my grandma what life was all about.  She told me many bizarre and interesting things.  I would listen and really enjoyed the stories.  But I still did not know what life was about.

  Meaning, she would say, you need to have meaning.  For the life of me I did not know what was meaningful.  I had lots of toys and a bike.  I really liked them.  I lived to go visit my grandma and together we whittled away the time.  My ancestors’ life missions and meanings were the on-going pastime and fun topics. But the meaning of life eluded me. 

Years went by and I grew up.  My grandmother passed away.  I was married with children when I again entered her home.  She was not there.  I looked around where a small child and her grandma use to whittle away the time talking about loved ones that use to live and love.  I now knew the meaning of life.
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