
My fond memories of Granny are at her house in Sunnyvale. It was like this enchanted place we got to go...to Granny and Gramps’ house. A place where you could do no wrong and you were always the favorite, no matter who you were! It was always love and fun!!


Granny definitely ruled the roust. I learned how to be a strong woman from her. I remember she would sit in bed and I would crawl in beside her in the morning. Gramps would bring her coffee and the paper. She always told me, "You never want to be with a man that you have to walk two steps behind." 
AND SHE NEVER DID. She loved Gramps dearly, but she was clearly the boss!

She didn't take any piss and vinegar from us kids either. Her favorite story to tell was when I was about four and I was spending the night. I decided I wanted to stay up and watch “The Love Boat”. She said it was too late and time for me to go to bed. Of course with my red-headed temper, I threw a fit, kicking and screaming on the floor, demanding to watch TV. She just turned off the light in the kitchen and went to bed. I soon learned I was no match for Granny and went to my room. I later learned she came back out into the kitchen and watched “The Love Boat” without me!


Everyone probably notices I call her "Granny Dear". That name came about because when she used to call our name, we would answer "what?" Granny, who was a stickler for proper English would say, "Don't say watt, you're not a light bulb...you should say, 'Pardon me Granny Dear' " And that is how the nickname "Granny Dear" was born.


Granny is very dear to me. She always made me feel special, like "the prettiest girl in 17 counties". There is no one that compares to her, except maybe Gramps. He has waited a long time for her. I'm glad they will finally be together.





GOODNIGHT IRENE!! 

