A Window on the Heart

Growing up I think I always felt a little starved for attention.  In the family where I grew up there were five children and I was the middle (older brother, older sister, me,  younger sister, younger brother).  And my Dad was and an alcoholic, which kept a lot of attention on him, and on the drama that was my parents’ marriage, so there was even less attention available for me.  (As many of you adult children of alcoholics can attest, in many ways an alcoholic home is an insane environment.)

So it was a big treat to get to spend the occasional night at my Grandparents’.  My Mom’s parents, my Poppy and Grandma Jessie, were, in my opinion, perfect Grandparents.  They doted on us.  Listening with rapt fascination to our triumphs, sympathizing with our defeats, celebrating our victories.  They were genuinely nice people who adored their Grandchildren.

We lived in the suburbs, central Westchester, in a four bedroom, two bathroom house.  They lived in the city, the Bronx, in a one bedroom, one bathroom apartment.  Trips to their apartment were like visits to a different world.   Dinners at the local Jewish Deli, trips to the newspaper store for penny candies, the Bronx Zoo, the el (the elevated part of the NY subway system), sitting in the park listening to the accents, the yiddish, the kvetching and the kvelling.  

Sometimes, when I was very lucky, I was invited to stay the night with Poppy and Grandma Jessie.  I imagine that they had worked out a schedule with my parents to ensure equal sleep-over time for each of us, but the invitation was always welcome.  For one night I was the only child!  For one night I got all the attention, all the doting, all the love.

When it was bedtime I would brush my teeth get into my pajamas and go to bed first.  They had a day bed in a corner of their bedroom for just this purpose.  After both of them kissed me goodnight and tucked me in, they then began their bedtime ritual.

Grandma Jessie would come into the bedroom and shut the window that had been open during the day to “air the room out.”  

