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“ So You' re Kate’ s Girl ”

JEANMARIE COOGAN

MY MOTHER couldn’ t stand me when I was
little and I couldn’ t stand her. Neither of us was
what the other would have chosen for a life com-
panion.

The mother I had in mind for myself was mid-
dle — aged with brown hair pulled back in a bun.
She wore an apron baked a lot was serious and soft
— spoken. and sang hymns Before her marriage she
had been a schoolteacher or librarian.

My real mother had quit school to go to work
and help out at home. She was 19 when I was born
a tall tomboy with flyaway. blond hair and the wide
shoulders narrow hips and long legs of an athlete—
which she was. In the grimmest circumstances my |

mother could always find a bit of fun and she had a
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great shout of a laugh that exploded like firecrack- '

ers. An invalid neighbor often told me*“ [ love to

hear your mother laugh.” That neighbor lived two
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'_ﬂd.. home in a shaky soprano. My mother put two fingers

MOTHER

= =% B

houses away. Other mothers called their children

to her lips and produced a whistle that could be
heard in the next street.

My mother’ s idea of a good time was to crowd
a lot of people preferably relatives of whom we
had thousands into our small house provide drinks
and cold cuts dancing in the early part of the eve-
ning singing toward the end and fun and jokes all
night long. Far from being a hymn singer she lulla-
bied me with a popular jazz song. As for my father
he seemed to think everything about her was just
great.

If my mother wasn’ t what I had in mind I was
even farther from her beau ideal. I wasn’ t even the
right sex. When I was born she was so incredulous
to find I wasn’ t a boy that she had to ask her sister
to think up a name for me. She soon decided how-
ever that I was the biggest fattest baby it the hos-
pital nursery and therefore worthwhile.

And besides having come from a family of

fodn MOD=NEXKEO=E NOIT <

ten she anticipated other opportunities to use all

those good boys’ names she had thought of Then

{ll

one year after I was born an emergency operation

destroyed the possibility of her ever having another

child. This explains a lot to me now but all I knew
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then was that it was hard enough to be one child to
my mother and I just wasn’ t up to being ten.

Take spunk. Spunk was very big with my
mother. When 1 would come in crying because
someone had hit me she would say“ Look put up
your fists like this.”

“ lcan t " I' d wail* Put up your fists ” she’ d
command. I’ d just wail louder. Then she would
cock her right ready to land one on me out of sheer
despair.

My mother decided that I was to be a beauti-
ful talented rich singing — and - dancing child
movie star. With spunk. So at three I was enrolled
in Miss La Palme’ s School of the Dance. toe tap
ballet and acrobatics. At four I was doing so well
that Miss La Palme used me for demonstrations.
This was a good time for my mother and she was
busy taking me to lessons parish — hall shows
women’ s — club recitals and talent nights at local
theaters.

But all this came to an early end. In first grade
I learned to read. It was a heady experience the

key to a magic door A pattern emerged“ What do
you mean' Just as soon as | finish this page’ - You

practice that new routine now.” Then* I m sick of
having you hang around that library.”
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Finally my mother came upon me the night
before a recital reading instead of rehearsing.
“ Dear God " she cried calling on Highest Authority
to witness“ reading Sitting there reading And that
Shirley Temple out there making a mint ” Tears filled
her eyes and she turned away.

At last the ultimatum “ Reading or dancing
lessons What s it going to be ” Her face showed
hurt despair and puzzlement when I said Read-

ing_”

That weekend she told Aunt Margaret who

said“ Maybe it s for the best Kate. | mean look at
her. She’ s almost seven. kind of stringbeary two

front teeth missing. She’ s no Shirley Temple.”

Al right” my mother shot back “ but she
could be Jane Withers.”

As 1 grew older our scenes with shouting and
crying on both sides became fewer. By high school
Mother and I were even beginning to understand
each other—a little.

Athletics were always important in her family.
For several years my mother and her sister had
dominated the scoring columns in the women’ s
sport leagues. Whenever we were out with her fami-
ly some stranger was sure to come over and ask one

of them* Say isn' t you name Dennehey | remember
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seeing you play...”

I went to an all — girls high school and my
mother was pleased when I made the varsity basket-
ball team but dismayed to learn I was a guard.

“ When are you going to play forward " she
asked.

I answered“ Never ”

“ But Jeanmarie you' Il never get to score " She
never enjoyed the game quite as much after that.

In another thing I was beginning to meet her
standards spunk When 1 graduated from high
school I won a partial scholarship to college. Col-
lege had never once crossed her mind. My father
was in the Army then and my mother to supple-
ment the allotment worked as a stitcher in a book-
billdery at a meager salary. Even with my summer
and afterschool jobs we were just barely making
it. When [ told her the news she was speechless.

But one day shortly afterward she announced
proudly* Jeanmarie you are going to college.” She
had got a job paying what was a high wage for those
days cleaning railway cars. It was a dirty back —
breaking man’ s job but she never complained.
Partly because 1 didn’ t know what hard physical
labor was partly because of her own attitude I nev-

er questioned that my mother should work so hard
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for my dream.

In college I made honors in my studies. But
this didn’ t please my mother so much as when I was
chosen to attend various student conventions—all
expenses paid. My mother had never been far from
home and it seemed very glamorous to her that 1
should be going to distant places. It seemed glamor-
ous to me too. I would board the train wearing a
classmate’ s fur jacket another friend’ s skirt and
looking like one of those girls who pose for soft —
drink ads—the kind of girl who has a mild soft —
spoken mother who before marriage had been a
schoolteacher or librarian. That’ s how I looked.

One day when I announced a trip my mother
said she would be working in the railway yards at
the time my train would be leaving and she would
wave. When the train pulled out I scanned the rail-
road yard and finally I could make our a figure wa-
ving. It was my mother. I stood up and waved vigor-
ously. But the sun was in her eyes and unable to
see she just kept waving her hand slowly back and
forth. I saw her blond hair pulled back in a ban-
danna. thick — soled shoes work — hardened hands.
In my borrowed finery standing on the floor that
could have been scrubbed by my mother—all of a

sudden it seemed terribly important that she see me
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and know I was answering her. | waved and waved
but the small figure just kept waving unseeingly un-
til we were out of sight.

The code of conduct under which I was raised
permits one to be flamboyantly emotional in public
but in private one’ s deepest feelings are held in
strict reserve. Yet I know that day I could openly
have told my mother how much I loved her.

The chance never came again. She died a few
years after 1 graduated from college. Between my
growing up and her death however I came to know
it can be a joy to lived with. someone who is com-
pletely different from you. We could never say the
words but my mother knew how I felt about her I
knew how she felt about me.

A few months after her death I was at a con-
vention when a stranger came up to me! This may
sound crazy ” he said “ but is your name Denne-
hey "

“ No but my mother s was " | answered.

He snapped his fingers* So you’ re Kate' s
girl | haven’ t seen her since she was a kid. | knew
all the Denneheys Great people.” He shook his
head smiling.* You' re Kate Dennehey’ s girl all
right. I d know you anywhere.”
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I laughed and said“ Thank you. That s the ni-
cest thing that' s ever been said to me.” And 1

meant it with all my heart

&




It is more blessed to give

A friend of mine named Paul received an auto-
mobile from his brother as a Christmas present. On
christmas Eve when Paul came out of his office a
street urchin was walking around the shiny new

car admiring it* Is this your car Mister " he asked.

Paul nodded.“ My brother gave it to me for
Christmas.” The boy was astounded.“ You mean
your brother gave it to you and it didn’ t cost you any-
thing Boy I wish. ..” he hesitated.

Of course Paul knew what he was going to
wish for. He was going to wish he had a brother like
that. But what the lad said jarred Paul all the way
down to his heels. -

“ | wish " the boy went on® that I could be a « ” 7 |
brother like that. ” Paul looked at the boy in aston- 2
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ishment then impulsively he added “ Would you
like to take a ride in my automobile " ;
‘ Oh yes I' d love that.” &




