
Lancer Letter #500 For Mom

If you’ve been alive long enough, you’ve caught yourself saying something your parents 
said or; you have done a double take after seeing yourself in a mirror with a mannerism or 
movement you would see from one of your parents.  We inherit many things from our parents 
and are an extension of their life experience.

Mom grew up with six siblings during the depression.  They lived in a housing project 
across the street from the steel mill and beside railroad tracks.  I’m sure the house shook anytime 
a train went by.  They could not afford a phone so when Dad got stateside after being wounded in 
WWII, he called her to propose – on the phone of a neighbor two doors down!

Growing up poor during the depression gave Mom a frugal spirit.  “Don’t let the light on 
if you’re not using it – the meter’s running!”  “Don’t run the water too long – the meter’s 
running!”  When I was first married, Judy asked me why I would only fill a glass half full, no 
matter what I was pouring.  I realized that’s how Mom always did it, likely because growing up 
they didn’t have enough.  Her approach was that if you finished half the glass, you could have 
more so “it wouldn’t go to waste.”

Mom taught me to respect what I have and not squander it.  To this day, I try not to waste 
anything, but I do pour full glasses.

Mom prided herself in being a housewife.  She never learned to drive and would walk to 
the grocery store and push the cart full of groceries down the street to our house.  She kept a very 
strict schedule for her work.  Monday was always laundry day and for many years, that involved 
using a “wringer” on the clothes.  During warm weather, she would drain the washing machine 
into a stationary tub and use buckets on Tuesday to take the water and scrub the porches.  (If you 
grew up in a steel town in the 60’s, you know the mills belched a soot that covered everything.) 
Every other day of the week was assigned for certain household duties.  

Meal planning also followed a schedule.  During good financial times, Saturday night 
was steak night.  Sunday afternoon, as in most Italian families, was for pasta, which was made in 
large quantities which meant Monday was always leftover night.  I don’t remember what the 
other nights were other than Friday, which was fish, even when it wasn’t Lent.

Mom displayed good organizational skills and an incredible work ethic.  By her example, 
I learned to be organized and to work hard.

In the summer between 7th and 8th grade, I decided that I and two of my same age 
friends should start performing puppet shows for younger kids in the neighborhood.  It was 
called the Happy Face Puppet Theater.  That, of course, led to a series of “Mom can I?” 
questions.  “Mom, can I use the film projector as a spotlight?”  “Mom, can I have an old sheet to 
make a curtain?”  Mom, can I, can I, can I?!  If she was annoyed by the interruptions, she never 
said so.  She didn’t even object when we would take our red wagons around the neighborhood to 
pick up all the younger kids and deposit them in our basement for the puppet shows.

Mom was patient and gave me the space to grow into an independent person.
I began taking piano lessons in sixth grade.  My parents wanted me to play organ but 

were wisely counseled to have me start on piano.  So, every week, I would walk three blocks to 
the home of Marion Dibert -Suppes-Perret where I would have my lesson in a big house on 
Suppes Avenue, a street named for her family.

When I was in 8th grade, my interest in piano lessons began to wane.  One day, I left the 
house to go to my lesson but went to a friend’s house instead.  You’ll never guess who my 
mother ran into at the grocery store that very night - my piano teacher!  “I missed Ricky today,” 
my teacher said. (I was named after Ricky Nelson and Ricky was my moniker until I went to 
high school and was too cool for a name ending in y.) I expected Mom to be furious but instead, 
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we calmly discussed my lost enthusiasm for lessons.  Mom wisely suggested I take a break and 
see how I felt in a few months. Her strategy worked as two years later I decided to be a music 
major.

Mom was a wise woman.
Mom was constantly in motion.  In her words, she was a “busy bee.”  Her activity was 

usually to serve her family or other people and this often included baking or cooking.  When she 
had time for herself, she would walk two miles to the Downtown YMCA to take an exercise 
class and then walk the two miles home.  When I say “walk,” it was a fast pace.  When I was a 
kid, I would walk with her into town to shop, and I have kept her breakneck walking pace since.

While there are many things I can say, and many stories I can share about my mother, one 
thing is paramount: there was no limit to what she would sacrifice for her husband and three 
sons.  She and Dad were totally devoted to each other.  They were best friends for 73 years.  
Besides each other, their family is what was most important.  Mom often expressed her love in 
food, baking and cooking for many family occasions.

The date of publication for this letter, December 4, would have been Mom’s 96th 
birthday.  She told a friend the week before she died that she didn’t want another birthday, she 
wanted to be with Charlie, the love of her life.  

Mom had a way of making things happen.
For your sacrifice, for your love and care, for giving me opportunity – Thanks, Mom!
   


