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kept her family of five children under one roo f wi t h her
even though it be only a two-room apartment for the six o f
us. T h o ugh un e ducated , she b e gan a t t he age of th ree t o
teach herself how to play the piano. H er grea t es t p r i d e w a s
when she l e a r ned to play Rachmaninoff's Prelude in C Sharp
Minor without ragging it. Later in her fifties she taught
herself how to play the electric organ. S he was a l ways i n
demand at her children' s parties and her thirteen brothers
and sisters. Oftentimes, f r i ends would c a l l an d i nv i t e u s
to a pa r t y a n d w ould s a y , b e sure and b r i n g C e il . I cannot
say that she was a saint, but to me a woman who would go to
c hurch on Sunday and g i v e h e r last dollar, knowing that she
would have t o wa l k t o work t h e next day , i s ver y m u c h a
s aint . Bu t sh e wa s a rea l human b e i n g a nd a l i ve l y on e
right to the day she had her fatal stroke. S he l ove d
playing the piano and she loved to play poker, but no matter
how late it was at night when we finished playing the cards
or the piano I always remember going past her bedroom and
seeing h er o n her knees say in g her n ight p r a y e r s . She
believed in charity e ven though she h a d l i t t l e t o gi ve .
Mother was criticized by some of her frier.-'" and r e l a t i ve s
b ecause when sh e sat d o w n an d f ed he r chixdren she a l so
fixed a plate for an ol d b l ac k j an i t or who lived in the
furnace room of our apartment building. Some people thought
it was terrible she d idn' t gi ve i t t o h i m on a paper p l a t e
but instead used the same dishes as the family. She taught
me many l es s ons and one was, that I never forgot, is t h a t
charity isn't measured by how much you give away but by how
much you keep for yourself. I think what kept mother and my
brothers and sisters going was her tremendous sense of h umor
and ability to laugh at herself. When she was seventy y e a r s
old she moved in with me and my husband. For many months
she talked about some day she would like to know what it was
like to sleep on satin sheets. So that Christmas we bought
her satin sheets and she put them on her be d t h a t day .
Christmas night after we ha d g on e t o b ed I hear d t h i s
h orr i b l e l o ud t hum p . I felt sure mother had fa l l e n d o wn.
When I rushed into her bedroom there sh e was i n her ny l on
nightgown on the floor laughing uproariously. F inal l y , w h en
she was ab l e t o compose herself she looked up and sai d ,
well , I g ot i nt o t h e b ed wi t h the satin sheets and when I
r eached ove r to turn off the light, between the nylon
nightgown and the satin sheets I kept r o l l i ng and r ol l i ng
unti l I ro l l ed r i gh t ou t o f t h e b ed . And she laughed so
h ard, sh e c r i ed . I will always remember the good times we
had together playing the piano and si ng i ng , t h e laughs we
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