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Colleen Sell

The Cup of Comfort anthology series was created at the dawn of the new millen- 2
:: nium to provide a forum by which ordinary people could share true stories about the ::
4 experiences and people that have inspired them. My hope was that these uplifting g
:: personal stories would create a bridge between people of different circumstances 2

2 and cultures by reminding them of the universal truths that make us all human and
:: that give us hope and happiness. It is certainly not a new concept. g
Since human beings first acquired the ability to communicate, we have used sto- &
:: ries to share humanity 's most empowering truths and most powerful lessons. For ::
% hundreds of thousands of years, the uniquely human gift of story has guided and %
:: comforted us, connecting us to our inner spirits and to one another. g
¢ And now the stories in this book are reaching across continents and oceans to &
:: connect people in North America with people in China. The Cup of Comfort authors ::
» and | are humbled and honored by this privilege, and we sincerely hope that these 3
:: stories bring you comfort and joy. X
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&2 Willed

y memories of those nights | spent with my great-grandmother are still vivid.

My nose tingles when | recall the scent of the Ben-Gay? that she rubbed into
her arthritic joints. | can see her hobbling on her bowed legs toward the bed, hear her
groaning as she crawls beneath the covers, and watch her knobby fingers smoothing
the blankets and tucking us in. ‘

In my mind | hear her saying in that tone that suggested she had discovered a great
secret, “Let’s hold hands until we fall asleep, kid,” and once again my hand is cradled
within her palm. But most of all, | remember her telling me stories, kissing me gently,
and whispering just before | dozed off, “Goodnight, darling. ”

| remember it all, because | have nothing else to remind me of her. While my friends
proudly display treasures left to them by their grandmothers—precious china, antique
silver, heirloom® jewelry—all that | have of Grandma'’s is a terrarium I'd given her that I'd
made in Brownies from a baby food jar and dried flowers®. All | wanted was a memento
of hers that | could cherish. But Grandma’s was not a china-and-jewelry kind of life.

Born February 8, 1896, in Pittsburgh, and christened Cornelia Short, she, at age
twenty, married my great-grandfather and acquired the awkward appellation of Cornelia
Ledergerber. We all called her Grandma Leder.

Widowed at sixty-three, she moved in with her daughter, my maternal grandmother,
and devoted herself to caring for her family. During this last phase of her life was when |
came to know and love her.



Grandma Leder’s hair was short, gray, and frizzy from too many Toni home perma-
nents®. Earlier in life she had been heavy, but by the time | was born, her fat had mel-
ted, rendering her a five-foot, two-inch woman of the toughest gristle. Her face was
round and her nose prominent, but her large, penetrating, dark brown eyes are what |
remember most. With time, her hair and shape changed, but her eyes never did.

Whenever anyone was sick, needed a babysitter, or could just use an extra hand a-
round the house, Grandma appeared on the doorstep. She was a migrant Mary Pop-
pins®, a domestic dynamo, a whirlwind of wiping, washing, and waxing.

Hard work did not intimidate Grandma; she knew nothing else. Through many
nights spent with her, | learned that her father had died when she was three and that her
earliest memory was of being small and standing on a chair to iron with irons so heavy
she could barely lift them.

She worked all her life at menial® jobs. During the Depression, she took on “con-
finement? cases,” and for a dollar a day, she moved into an expectant mother’s home,
kept house, cared for the children, and assisted with the baby’s delivery. Well into her
seventies, she helped to nurse an invalid woman.

Grandma did the dirty work. Neighbors summoned her to close the eyes and pop in
the dentures® of their dead. They called Grandma, because death didn’t intimidate her,
either—probably because she’d seen so much of it.

The saddest bedtime story she ever told me was about something that had hap-
pened to her when she was thirty-six. On a hot August day, while laughing and enjoying
herself at a picnic, she heard a man calling her name on a bullhorn as he walked
through the park. That man shattered the afternoon’s serenity and Grandma'’s heart. He
had been paging her so that he could take her to the morgue to identify her mother's
body. While stepping off a streetcar on Pittsburgh’s north side, her mother was hit by a
drunk driver and thrown under a passing trolley.

Grandma never cried when she related this story. She told it straight out, evenly
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and slowly, and afterward, she always let out a long, deep sigh and said, “Oh, kid, it's
a great life if you don’t weaken. ” Then she squeezed my hand tightly like she was trying
to hold on to me forever.

While we cuddied under the covers, she told me many other stories. | felt the an-
guish a mother feels when her only son is declared missing in action for a few days after
D-day®. | felt the sorrow a wife feels watching as throat cancer robs her beloved hus-
band of speech and ultimately of life. | felt the despair of the Depression, what it was
like to lose your home and to survive on the rotted produce that a kind-hearted neighbor
scrounged for you at his market.

Grandma also told me adventure tales, how as a child she'd traveled to Steamboat
Springs, Colorado, by covered wagon. And she told me funny stories. The bed shook
with laughter when she recounted the time my great-grandfather polished his white shoes
with zinc ointment™ by mistake before going to a local amusement park. We roared, pic-
turing Grandpap strolling down the midway with all the wrappers and leaves sticking to
his feet.

She told me many other stories—some of my grandmother, of my mother, and of
me. The best ones she told again and again.

In 1975, when | was fifteen, she suffered a massive stroke. After a lengthy hospital
stay, my grandmother brought Grandma Leder home to die. On a hot August day, while
visiting at grandmother’'s, my mother, who was helping to care for Grandma Leder,
asked if | wanted to go in and visit with Grandma. | eagerly said yes.

But my young, innocent eyes were not prepared for the sight. I'd never looked into
the face of death before. Grandma, paralyzed, had wasted to a thin layer of skin clin-
ging to bone. | barely recognized her, except for those brown eyes. The doctors said
she couldn’t hear and didn’t know us. But they were wrong.

In her eyes, | saw everything she ever was, and they spoke to me. Taking her hand
as | had done many times when we lay together in that bed, | tried to be cheerful and
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positive, but | felt her eyes willing me to leave the room, begging me not to remember
her this way. | left.

| never saw her alive again.

A few years ago, my life took a stressful turn, and curiously, | found Grandma and
her stories frequently occupying my mind. | realized then that although Grandma had not
left me any tangible keepsake™, she had left me a treasury of stories and a wealth of
memories. By turning her soul inside out to me during those nights in bed, she'd be-
queathed me the greatest gift—her strength, her perseverance, her courage to face life
head-on. Her legacy gave me the will I'd lacked. If Grandma could survive the difficul-
ties of her life, then | knew | could, too.

Often at bedtime now, my daughter will ask that | lie with her for awhile. So, | slide
beside her under the covers and whisper, “Let’'s hold hands until we fall asleep. ” Then
as | hold her sweet young hand, | tell her stories. Some are Grandma Leder’'s, and
some are mine. We sigh and giggle, and occasionally a tear falls. Then just as my
child’s eyelids begin to droop and her breathing becomes soft and ‘rhythmic, | lean over
and press my lips against her cool, satiny cheek. And | swear | hear a voice in the dark-
ness whispering with me, “Goodnight, darling. ”

—dJanice Lane Palko

Notes;
@ Ben-Gay: —RMEE4~HAXTRAMELE
@ heirloom: XK=
@ all that. . . flowers . #EREELENAE —RAHBRE, ERIEFFERE—NRILRABENTRHE
BELMA .
@ Toni home permanents: Toni(3Ef8) MR AZ L F. &% F T 1946 FE 7B e 7 ik M B Nelson
Harris #0 Cone # 4, 4/i1% 2 £ 7T, E—H

~ 4



ééﬁdz%%@A%W%O@Q@M%M

© Mary Poppins: ZEER 45 7 57 ( Pamela Lydon Travers ) fEf P IIAY), Bl & , REHZ T
NEZ, BETRIE F (R RH AR RRHRX MRBAIEE,

® menial: 1PAK

@ confinement. #=Hf

dentures. R4

© D-day: — /%3 E 7 FaRL B R B

A0 zinc ointment. | HLHE

A keepsake . #2245

% {RiF B e IETE

HER B —REEIS LR, QIICERDANNEE. BEXHL, AlEE—
LEHEIHE, BECHR, RNETFHRABE—HERE, REHBERLLSER, PBEHH
WEIRE X, TR BRH B AIMSE, EMAX T RENFRIERFRE, FARMN
BHH S o

AEHARCEE, I Wbk BB EF, —HEES, B bl iEAE AR A
MT—IARHE, TR, BOFX—REHOFEET, EESSHESHRBLAR &S,
BRMFRN, ARRRWAEEES Z A7, SR —5 . "L, TI0UL”

HILHRX V), RARBEXES sEME RNt E1Z, FKAARTF B R~ 1AEE
FRPPBTRAME, RERNERMW, HERIREM, YA R ENBREW, R EELS
BHORE—ANEH CRENETENA N LB RRAEMTERTEEA DA, HhAE
BT —HELREZENLESIREH T T, N —EHTBERRKREEHEN—4,

fFT 1896 F£2 58 HHAAILZLE MEREFNT - B, 20 T, RETHYERE
FIAEB T M HONBFREEFT - RERE, MNEMabEERELRE,

~ 5



63 AT, kTt , E M &)L ——h R B REBERAETE, — 10 B B ib 1)
—R Ao HMAEGHREMNE, BA BT B, 28,

REEE—SIRENER, AAZRFEREERELETEBITTHE L, PLEFE , KR
B BIRE AR, MRBERRAEER T, . B5NE 5 ER 2 &, RE THRLE BRI A,
WwHEER, BFRS, EBERICUERANLUELANHEKENRIZFEARE, BES B/
A, B S XA BN T, B R M A BREE AR 0o

TERWR T, BEMRE, HEEREFE T, DEEHSHIAMEK IO, HRiilL
RUGFIRN « B —H R T AREAR, TEXZSEFEARTAN, B L8, #ER—FEX,

FEMNAER, RAMIME—T0RBRETE. BEFZEBANEL, B ER, 3
LR FERIHE T ERFEANCICHE/ NFHME, LR F LR FERHAR B R R,

M —E EEBARE T, ELFAREHH, B 2B EAN" . BMZ 1 X1 Ex,
MEWF— N EBBRE, BHMRES BEZF B 80 ZHRE, EBITHFE—Z
HAEEL,

@it TR, BERNISMUMBEAIEE I LR, £ HRT . it ETFixie,
EEA TR B — R I R R 1 2 A A S G,

FERE AT, AT REGAEE, Rt 36 ZHALEHN—HE, YHE8 B, X
SR, M EAFE,IZBRAC, EETH, RREFE—NMAELEBEEEFRIAYT F
B, NENHBENEZEF, XPAFTH T TFHNLE, WITHE T O, tht—EERM, 2E
B 5 K FEPHAEEH AR, FERAELZEHIL, B@BBR—HTAEHEFERE TR
R, EFHE—RBEEEEEES , BENEPWENFE IS —HEETH,

SR IX RN, AR R, EH T M TEEX,IBESBREE, 25 HEE
BEEHMKN—F."N,Z 7, RRAE—HERE, X4 T AL " ARG MR EEETHEDN
F, BT BB,

BNFEESE, RSB H TRZEMNGESE, HERY 7T —NEEmRM4E &
MNERE L RKNEETHTHETAREENRES, RERI T —NEFELERAE
EARKEREXZGHAES. BERE TEAFAREHNPNEE, RESB TERT
3 A — (P O AR AR B A TH 35 L 36 I SR R UK O 2 — R+ 4 34k |

N6"'§



@ A B of Commport for Tupivation

SR ATH T L BRMAN, b/ N RN AL KEER T RPN D HE
BT LR, RSB 7L KIE, BHEA - REXLHMNRKAEZ /T, RBEFIR
RENHRERECHAET, BMNEXGAREMPE R, BRER|F R L0 7 HFA M
BIFET, BRI AR !

MEABH T IFSHMHNRE—ALRXTREN, FLEXTREBM, hHLREX
FRECH. BLEBXNHE BEEH T —BX—B,

1975 F, 5 15 %, B T KR, EERETRAZE, BRI EXREHER,
LSRN, B2 8 Bh, RRA, RERERE, DR EREREGRERE, oIR8
AR ERBISILIE, BARFHERT o ‘

B, RFEVMAAZER, BN EULBRBEF R R MAT, RAREBEILILHH, HE
RRER, BERBE ko BT BIUREBNRE, L ATHIL T, EERET AT,
WAL T BE,MINIEE T

Mt RIBREE R , F B BT RIS 004, s 7 A REBSRBIE, BB X R REA
EXRE—H, BREMNTF, RESHYE, BEL, BERRBRREBNREFEREFFE,
BARBAECHEMAEXMET, TR, BRETHE |

RXRGAERHRNNERE—HE,

JUERT, B4 AR ARBE TE D, FIEMNE, AU A CREBEFHHIREEML
LR, ARRE REMARSAHBE TEOBEENL SRS, ERMES TR —ERE
FEMFEENEIZ. FERLHBLERG, BIEEC ORNRRLRTE T SHET Y
BRERLY—M N E BB OB EAEEENES, BRRBERH T R EHRD
MBS, MRBEEISEFNEERX, BARMER DA,

W, BRI LEEILHR AN —S )L T2, IUBHBNKE, MEh s
BREGENEEF, BIEE, 2R, REFHITENNF SHERE, —LEX
BRENKSE, ~LE2HRACHERE, BRNEHNE,HMmEEEX, BREURE, LR
KT E,FRESBRRAVEN, HEME ST, IEREBELRZREBNEHR L, BRAE,
B R REF—IEERET—EERER. "R, FIUL"

RAEH - RE - RERA



)N

@ A Bartender’s Story

avid frequented the small bar outside the naval shipyard most every day. The

flunchtime crowd would gather around, order beers and hamburgers, and en-
gage in lively, albeit? sometimes rude, conversation. They were a motley bunch. The
language was rough, and their appearances followed suit. David was among the most
vocal and often the most obnoxious® of the group.

The bartenders hated to see him come. At least the other guys were pleasant and
polite to the bartenders and waitresses. Not David. He had a way about him that irked
the girls behind the bar to their very cores®.

“He thinks he’s so much better than the rest of them,” they often remarked.

“See how he dresses?” one said. “He even dresses better than the others to show
that he has a higher position at the shipyard. ”

It was true. David’'s arrogance had won him few friends. No one knew much about
him aside from his job and his lunchtime whereabouts. Most of the other guys had been
in and out of the bar for years. The girls working there knew their wives’ names, their
kids’ names, and the latest gossip in their lives. But not David's. No one knew much a-
bout him at all.

Another standout “regular” at the pub was Jeff. Homeless since his early twenties
and suffering from psychotic® ailments, Jeff never took his medication, preferring in-
stead to spend his monthly Social Security check on booze®. He slept under an old rail-
road bridge not too far from the bar.
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When times got tough—typically just days before his next check would arrive at his
mother's home—Jeff would often wander into the bar and ask for something to eat. This
wasn't all that unusual. The homeless and the transients® who were down on their luck
often found their way to the bar, where they knew the waitresses would offer them a
plate of eggs and toast or a bowl of soup and some bread.

Jeff, however, posed an additional problem. His hygiene was poor. It was down-
right disgusting. His hair was filthy and matted and most certainly infested with lice. He
smelled. He was not the sort of person that paying customers would want to observe as
they had their drinks or their meals.

“Come on back here, Jeff,” Jeanne, the head bartender usually said, leading him
to a small table off to one side of the bar. This is where the help sat to have their coffee
or count up their day’s tips. Out of view of most of the customers, it was the best place
the girls could find to seat Jeff when he came in cold and hungry.

“Thank you, Jeanne,” he always answered, his voice feeble and childlike.

Jeff kept his head down as he ate, seldom making eye contact with any of the pa-
trons”. When he left, one of the girls would thoroughly disinfect the table and chair
where he’'d had his meal. The dishes would immediately be run through the dishwasher
on the special sanitation cycle.

One chilly March day, the head bartender saw Jeff coming, ambling down the side-
walk toward the bar. It was a particularly slow day—a perfect day to serve Jeff a meal
without disturbing the customers. There was just one problem. The only patron seated at
the bar that day was David.

Jeanne rolled her eyes, knowing that David would undoubtedly make rude com-
ments about Jeff. She hoped and prayed that he wouldn’'t make these comments to Jeff.
She filled David’'s mug with beer, then headed to the kitchen to place an order for Jeff.

“Jeff's coming, Mary,” she told the cook. “Have you got any soup left?”

Mary nodded and busied herself preparing a large bow! of hot soup, some rolls,
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