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¢ Columbia, SC 29170
Howember 17, 1995

Dear. Jonathon and Rathyn,

Yewr negueat brought me to tears as 7 contemplated the sweet spinit and indamecable
yowr chucumatances & an inspiration to these of wo of whom God has asked wuck less,

D am bappy ts share my memorics of your mom, as 9 have reviewed, them often iw mey

7 kiave two councctions with youwr famdly, The fenot co that youn mom and dad and
my busband and 7 all were otudents at Fonding College at the same time, 9 even met your
dad az Fanding the forst semester 7 was thene, sitting bebind bim a what 9 betieve was Dr,
Wuncy s Ameniean Fistony class, Yown dad and my futune bucband were both tn THT, and
WW@W«WWWWWM,M7MWWW

was. But we wever hiad the ofpontunity to be friends,

The wext contact we had with youws panents was sevenal yeans baten, We were lving

in P, Secort, Ransas, One evening we goz a call from youn dad, He was practicing
dentistny in Coffequitle, Ransas, and wanted to know o they could atop through on thecr way
vo Ransas City to sce famdly, They stayed Jor about an hour, Genathan was frobabty about
o years old, We opent most of the time shouing your folbe the 13 noom Wetonian fouse we
fad nalvely punchased, Tt was the fonst time your mom and 9 even tallbed one ow ane, Buz

Years went by, Then, at our second 7477 Confenence tw 1992 in Ruonudlle,

Vennessce, on the last day and aften the last session of the conference, we saw yowr favents!
?ﬂem%t&&wem 0wt of the 135.000 pesple there. we actuably nan into someone we




bnew! They told ws about other Fanding fiends they bmew who were in A77. Tt was weny
encounaging for ws, as we bnew almast wo one. We wanted to go out o bunch and talk more,
but your mom was a feu months fregrmant wich ssmeane (who turned out to be Anna), and
dhe was anxious to start the long drive back and see you obden chilinew,

The nert year, we accidently found your pavents the fonst wight of the 1993 477
Conference. UWe went out to dinner togetien the second evening. That io when 7 felt 7 really
began to bunow your mam, We discovened we two couples had a lot in common. We both
destred a close, Spindt-filled walk with God, We struggled with reconciling oun epiritual
beliefo with some of the ATT cwmnicilum. We discouened we bad the same pattewm of
made me feel a bond with youwe mom! We could neally velate to eack other from that ofc-
times lonely position! 7 caw the fine of youn mom o sppinit as she tatled of things that
prastrated ben, 7 saw ben passion for tvuth and justice.. 7 aaw ben commitment to the uision

T wae a very affivming and encownaging discussion for me, and 7 appreciated bow
to eat together.. The bond was sweet and we savored it. marveling at how simdlanty the Lond
wae leading ws when we were iy suck different corcumatances and locations.

9 vemember your dad and wom tabling about Anna that evening. Sthe waos about
eight months old at the time. They said she was co amiable and edasy going that thene were
teole at chunch who didnt even bnou slie belongoed 2o them, because someone elee aluaye kad
ten. Yowr dad felt it efreshing wot to worry about pucking ken to ackieve, butt just enjoying
ke as she was. Anna fell asleep in bis arme as we tabked.

The wnext year we didnt see your parnents at the comfeonence -~ the tuins had just been
borw, What exciting wewe! T talled to your mom on the thone when we wene fassing through
slaming was wot wp to wounal yet. Sthe told me about the deliveries, and 7 savered the
opportunity to connect. 7 really admined the task she bad wundertaken--tuying to home school
you older anes while caring for tuino!




M&wmww-'mmmmamum%, 7 manweled at your

mammmmawammmam@ YJonathan and gour
dad came to the confencuce once or tudee, and we exjoyed seeing them, abuays being struck by
whai a matwee, godly young man Yonathon was, - .

Thew came the year whew we heard abowt youn mom's cancer, We undenstood it was
me&mmwmmqmmm Te wae exeiting for
your pavents ta have another boy! W prayed for the treatments she would uom anderge,

' The next wews was a call from Veckie Schtender about the coma, Wk were dhocked, |
We liadn't bnosun the treatment was unsuccessful. We praged fervently. Owe chunch praged,
%memm@«pmmmmwmammmm
Vhew we beard what we didn’t want o accept, W had to let hov go, Sthe was gone, We
RRAYEAT 0% Al of you, andl we evied, ~~ Yreguently and muck, rnd we prayed some more,

Wa&eéemdajtéemwdémmmm&mddﬁ and we thank God, e
mwmmmmmmwum, That is pant of why ic was so great 2o
gdmkmmdmtéemajmdﬂm,mm%mdmwe&@mmmda
@ veny frositiue thiing. Youw ane your mothen's greatest tribute, Her godlinese has prooduced
§oult e you that éo euident 2o wo all, and ber death hias made all of youw and youn situation

7%mmwm¢mwtkﬂd«wa/wmwmmm
0 budtd for o siblinge. 7%%‘{%%@”“&%“”‘“@“‘?%‘&%
mammmmm/w&%céma/m Ste planted, God witl ...




send othens to waten. and Tm sane Fe witl give the incneace!

You are an encounagement to ws. 7 have youn family pictune out of the Clnistian
Chlnonicle on ourn refnigenator o prompit ws to continue fragying jor you. We loue youw and
would Uke to get to bnow eact one of you!

Stucernely. in Clndst,

P.S. Wark, I bwow Jonathon and Rathryn kave many demands on them. Y you ever feet
they nced a break, we would be bononed to koot a wisit from one on both of them, co that we
cowld minister to them fov a lime.,

<\/a lecie. Ha,rr{g
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On Losing Your

WeTe different,
those of us whose
mothers have
gone and left us to
fend for ourselves

BY ANNA QUINDLEN

needed my mother again the other

day. This time it was a fairly serious

matter, a question from a doctor

about some symptoms she’d had
when she was sick. Most of the time
what I want is more trivial: the name of
the family that lived next door to us on
Kenwood Road; the fate of that black
wool party dress with the killer neckline;
curiosity about whether her tears, which
keptall five of us in line, were real or cal-
culated. “When Mom cried, man,” my
brother Bob said not long ago. “That’s
what I really couldn’t handie.”

I’'ve needed my mother many, many
times over the last 25 years, but she has
never been there, except in my mind,
where she tells me to buy quality, keep
my hair off my face, and give my father
the benefit of the doubt. When Bob’s
wife was dying of cancer several years ago,
we made her make videos and audiotapes
for her children because our little sister,
who was 8 when our mother died, cannot
remember what Prudence Marguerite
Pantano Quindlen looked or sounded
like. I cemember. I remember everything,
I was 19; T was older. I am older now by
five years than my mother was when she
died. Ter death was the making of me.

We're different, thuse of us whose
mothers have gone and left us to fend for

86

ourselves. For that is what we wind up
doing, no matter how loving our fathers,
family, or fricnds: On some deep emo-
tional level, we fend for durselves. The
simplest way to say it is also the most
true—we are the world’s grown-ups. “No
girl becomes a woman until her mother
dies” goes an old proverb. No matter
what others may see, or what she herself
thinks, we believe down to our bones
that our mother’s greatest calling was us;
with that fulcrum to our lives gone, we
become adults overnight,

This makes some of us hard, some-
times, and driven too. We perform for a
theater of empty seats: ook at me, Ma, 1
did okay, I'm okay, I'll get by. Tt was no
surprise to me to discover that Madonna's
mother died when she was a child. Rosic
O’Donnel] used to watch the old talk

shows, Mike Douglas, Merv Griffin, with
her mom, before her mom died when she
was 10. I don’t know Rosiec O’Donnell,
but I bet I know whom she thinks of each
time she steps through those curtains and
hears that applause. She hears the sound
of two hands clapping, the two that are
not there, the only ones that count.

The funny thing is that the loss also
makes us good and happy people in
some ways, in love with life because we
know how fleeting, and how precious, it
can be. We have our priorities straight.
When 1 quit a great job as a columnist
because 1 wanted to take up another
great job as a novelist, lots of people
couldn’t understand why [ would give up
a public forum for a quieter, more private
one.The answer was simple. Twanted o,
But I knew to do what I wanted, when 1




wanted, because I know that today is the
only certainty I possess. I'm pretty sure
I'll be a woman who will die without
regrets. My mother left me that, along
with her engagement ring. Somecone
stole it when they burglarized my apart-
ment when [ was 25. At the time [ was
enraged, bereft, inconsolable. Of course,
none of that had to do with the ring,
There’s just a hole in my heart, and
nothing to plug it. The truth is that there is
no one, ever, in your life like your mother.
And that’s true even if she’s a bad mother,
punitive, critical. Your mother is the mirror,
the point from which you always begin. It
is who you are. When the English princes,
those poor boys, were walking through the
quict strects of London last summer,
behind their mother’s coffin, the commen-
tators talked about how she had brought
emotion and warmth into their lives in a
way their father had not, could not. But
that was not the nature of just Diana; it is
the nature of many of our familics. What a
father brings, in most cases, is more like a
relationship, less like an atmosphere. A
mother is the bedrock of existence, the
foundation of the house. Certainly itis true
that my father was nearly as lost without
his wife as we were without our mother.

The difference is that for the widower

there is an antidote called marriage. The
motherless are motherless tor life.

Sometimes, missing my mother, [ lose
track of whether [ am missing a human
being or a way of life. Our mothers only
slowly become people to us, as we grow
older and they do too. But for years and
vears they are both more and
less than that. First they are
warmth and food and an
inchoate sense of security,
then cheerleader and over-
seer, then finally listener, per-
haps even friend. Our family
was a wheel; she was the hub.
Without her we fell apart, a
collection of sticks. We've
knit back together, some of
us, as adults, but it has never
rcally been the same.

There is something primi-
tive about this love, and this
loss. What does it mean to
sleep beneath the heart of
another person, safe and
warm, for almost a ycar? No
scienust can truly say. But ic
must have some visceral pow-
er that we cannot really under-
stand, only intuit. She was the v
only person who cver loved me uncondi-
tionally. "T'hat was her greac gift too. [chas
been the bulwark of my e it has

made everything else possible. When [
can see myself refracted through the rosy
lens of my mother’s love, it melts the
self-doubt and brings to life the tiny sanc-
tuary lamp of confidence.

Since my mother, by almost any objec-
tive measure [ possess today, was a good
mother, I try every day to wake up and be
like her for the sake of my children. This
is her third, perhaps most important gift to
me. And the gift our children give us, of
course, is the feeling that we are no longer
a dead end, that while our line is truncated
in one direction, it now extends in anoth-
er. That is why some of the ice inside us
melts and breaks when we who have lost
our mothers become mothers ourselves.
My daughter looks so much like my
mother; that is a great joy to me.

“Oh, Mommy, I feel so sorry for you,
that your mommy is dead,” she said to
me one night, leaning into me, her head
against my heart. Fora moment I thought
to say, [t was a long time ago, or [ don’t
mind so much anymore, or [ get along just
fine, one of those things we say when we
pretend that what we feel doesn’t matter.
Finally I just said, “T'hank you.”

My children may not really understand
what it feels like, what happened to me.
And I hope they never will. Oh, I know
someday they will lose their mother, as [
did mine, but | hope it is when they are
safely cushioned by years of love, by
spouses and children and the knowledge
that they have learned everything I have
to teach. None of us had that, when our
mother died. We were too young to really

Above, the author with her mether in 1952, at home
in Philadelphia; opposite page, mother and daughter
in 1959, on the day of the author’s First Communion.

know her and too young to learn to live
without her. One of the hardest things for
my brother, when his wife was dying, was
knowing firsthand what her loss would
mean to their daughters, one a toddler,
the other a teenager. But Bob knew,
knew from experience.

[ suspect my children know instinc-
tively that losing me would be, in some
fashion, like losing their own lives. It
would be like coming home to find a
hole in the ground where the house once
stood, to look into the hole and ask,
Where in the world do T go now? When [
watched the Princess of Wales’s sons
walking with their heads down along her
funeral route, I wanted to reach through
the screen and touch their shoulders, to
say, “Ie will be all right.” But I know that
is a lie. [ know even when things are
finally all right for them, they will never
really be all right again.

It’s been 25 years, and I can even joke
about it now, in a macabre way. [ refuse to
go and sce what I call “dcad mother
movies”; [ can watch Terms of Endearment
when it comes on television until Debra
Winger goes to the hospital, and then I'm
out of there. T go to my mother’s grave
only when ['attend family funerals. I
don’t see the point; she’s not in there.
She’s in me, the way I was once in her,
only notas tangible. Inspirational books
would have us believe that is sufficient,
such utter nonsense that my lip curls just
writing the words. Because here is the
final thing about having your mother dic:
You never, cver, get used to it. You want
her back. Or at least I do.

It never would have
oceurred to me, sitting in her
living room 25 ycars ago, try-
ing to decide what to do with
her clothes, that all these
years later T would learn what
['ve learned from her death,
about being a good person
and a good mother. It never
would have occurred to me
that it would make me so
strong that [ would go far and
fast and not crash beneath the
weight of some of the pres-
sures that came with that.
And it never in a million years
would have occurred to me
that 25 years lacer I would be
sitting here writing about !l
this, the dishwasher and the
dryer running, my three won-
derful children at school, with
tears running down onto my sweater as [
realize that [ would trade all I've learned
for what [ lost so long ago. %
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Dear Anna, (3-01)

My name is Corrie Trotter and I am 12 years old. I have 7 brothers
and sisters who ages range from 20-3 years old. I recently read your article,
On Losing Your Mother. I lost my mother 2 years ago. I was ten years old. T
do agree with you on the fact that my mother lives in me and that there is
no other person that can replace her. But I didn't agree with you on the fact
that it will never me OK or it will never be all right. For me it will be. T will go
on and find joy in other things. There is for me some one that can fill the
hole that you said no one could fill. His name is Jesus Christ. He may not be a
touchable, huggable, worldly person but he can give you the joy and the love
that no one else can.

T can also find joy in the fact that T will see my mother again in
heaven. T don't know if you are a Christian and I don't know if you believe in
God, but I urge you to find the joy that T have found. It has only been 2
years since my mom died but I know I am going to be Ok because of the love
that my God gives me. Yes T will always miss my mother and yes my heart will
always ache for her but I don't have to live my life in despair because of it.
Well T just thought T would share some things that have really helped me
over the past two years. T hope you find your comfort.

Sincerely
Corrie Trotter

——
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