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Preface
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This book is a collection of small vignettes honoring the life and spirit of my Mum, who passed away in October 2004 from complications related to leukemia at the age of sixty-five. Though her time was far too short, her life was rich with love, laughter, resilience, and an indomitable passion for living.

These stories offer only glimpses—brief windows—into the remarkable woman she was. I hope they capture just a fraction of her essence and help you feel the strength, warmth, and brilliance she carried with her every day.

I offer my deepest gratitude to the places and people that helped shape her journey:

To Lowell, Massachusetts, thank you for raising my Mum in a community where diversity was embraced and hard work was the foundation of an honest life. Your open arms to Portuguese immigrants, your rich heritage, and your tightly knit neighborhoods gave her the grounding she needed to become the strong and compassionate woman I knew.

To Sears Roebuck, thank you for your layaway program. It may seem like a small thing, but to my Mum, it meant the dignity of providing for her family. You empowered a single mother to stand tall and independent, offering not just products, but a sense of trust and hope.

To Raytheon in Waltham, Massachusetts, thank you for giving her a place in the professional world at a time when women had to fight for every opportunity. You gave her a start in the 1950s, a time when the odds were against her, and she never forgot it. She spoke of your company with pride, as if it were her own. The challenges she overcame there helped shape her confidence and identity.

And finally, to Freeport, Maine, thank you for embracing her with all her color, independence, and spirited opinions. In your small-town warmth, she found a place where she could be wholly herself and loved for exactly that.

This is Dulce, the G-Rated Version.
With love and memory,
Tina Marie Travierso
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•  Family vacations for “alone time” were not considered necessary.

•  Only child, but never without a built-in network of aunties.
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Chapter 65: Downtown Dance Lessons


•  Mum needed no lessons.

•  “I kept looking at his crotch”.

•  The names have changed, the moves, the same.





Epilogue: The Echo That Remains


•  The voice is gone, but her presence still echoes in everyday life—in habits, reactions, and instinct.

•  Her lessons appear in ordinary moments: work, traffic, grocery stores, and unspoken reminders to show up and stand tall.

•  She was never trying to be perfect, only real, and what remains is gratitude for a life lived fully, loudly, and without apology.
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Chapter 1: Dulce, the G-Rated Version – Growing Up Dulce
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Vignettes of My Formidable Portuguese Mum
Mum didn’t talk much about her past. Not because it was painful, but because, well, it was the past. 

She didn’t dwell, didn’t daydream, and certainly didn’t start sentences with “When I was your age,” like some kind of nostalgic historian. If you asked, she’d tell you, sure. But voluntarily reminiscing? Nope. Not her thing.

As a kid, it felt like she simply appeared one day, fully formed, just Mum. No backstory. No original tale. She was always there, moving forward at full speed, raising us like a one-woman army. Was that selfish? Absolutely not. It was just how she rolled. Her past didn’t define her. We did.

Now, about her name. Dulce. Her middle name. It means “sweet” in Portuguese. (Spoiler alert: ironic at times.) Her confirmation name? Gloria. Yeah, not quite as dramatic, I know.

[image: ]She picked that herself, at the ripe Catholic age of eight. In Lowell, Massachusetts—Portuguese Catholic central—that meant you were baptized, churched, and spiritually accessorized before you even hit puberty.

––––––––
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I once told a high school friend about her confirmation name. Their response?
“Oh, like the Donna Summer song?”
Excuse me?! I think I physically recoiled. My face twisted into a pretzel, and I blurted, “Are you friggin’ kidding me?” with such intensity it shut down the conversation instantly. 

For context: Mum was born in 1939. Disco? Not a factor. She wasn’t at Studio 54 picking out saint names under a glitter ball. The suggestion was so ignorant it made me question the entire educational system—and my choice of friends.

From that moment on, I vowed to only share the story with people who understood the Holy Trinity, 1950s immigrant struggles, and didn’t confuse Catholic tradition with pop music charts.

Now, I’ve always found the number of names she had to be... excessive. Four, to be exact.

Let’s do a quick roll call:

	Birth name: Marie...or Mary?

	Middle name: Dulce

	Confirmation name: Gloria

	Surname: DeCaires (later something else, but that’s another chapter)


Her first name was honestly a mystery wrapped in a baptismal font. I confirmed that her birth certificate said “Marie,” but at some point, it got manually crossed out and changed to “Mary” in handwriting that could've been her mum’s, a priest’s, or just a bureaucrat who ran out of ink mid form. The story is vague. Possibly apocryphal. Either way, we called her Mum, or Ma when she was yelling.

Back in 1939, Portuguese families in Lowell didn’t mess around. If you were born, the priest had more authority than the hospital. Seriously. He could name you, bless you, and probably file your taxes.

Mum’s mum was born Maria Eliza, but went by Eliza, and she passed when I was two. I never got to know her, and to this day, I don’t know what we would've called her. Grandmum? Vovó? I stick with “Mum’s mum,” which sounds like an abstract concept or a backup character in a British sitcom.

Anyway, Mum, our Dulce, was an only child, born as Marie/Mary Dulce DeCaires. And she hated it when people got too nosy about that middle name.

One time in high school, her coworkers roped me into a debate they were having about what the “D.” stood for in her signature. Apparently, there were bets involved. Real money. Office pride. They saw me and pounced like it was Family Feud, and I was the final answer.

Mum was right there. She gave me that look—tight mouth, fist half-raised like she was going to punch the alphabet right out of me. Her message was clear: “Say nothing. The mystery lives.”

So, I smiled and said, “It’s not so much a name as it is a description of chocolate.”

This completely short circuited them. They blinked. They nodded like they understood. They did not. But we were living in a small town where "foreign language" meant ordering spaghetti instead of mac and cheese, so I knew they’d never figure it out.

Mum and I shared a glance. The secret stayed safe. We went to lunch. 

And those two coworkers were left exactly where we wanted them: confused, impressed, and slightly hungry.
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Chapter 2: Dulce, the G-Rated Version – The Shrill of Victory
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Vignettes of My Formidable Portuguese Mum

I loved field hockey. I mean, lived for it.

In junior high and high school, it was the only reason I willingly got out of bed and dragged myself to school. Academically, I was solidly in the B-to-C student range—a strong “meh” on paper—but once I stepped onto that field, I was alive.

The smell of freshly cut grass, the rapid pace, the thrill of smacking a ball into a goal with barely controlled aggression? Chef’s kiss. Field hockey gave me freedom, confidence, and an excuse to wear a mouthguard like a badass.

I was so laser focused during games that I often didn’t notice spectators, or cheers, or even the swarm of September black flies in Maine that treated exposed skin like an all you can eat buffet. So, it came as a complete shock one day when a high-pitched, soul piercing screech sliced through the air and rattled my spine like a tuning fork.

It was Mum.

Now, I knew she came to games. Her office was biking distance. She was a regular in the stands. But there was this moment—a very distinct, unmistakable moment—when I became aware of her presence. It wasn't visual. It wasn't even emotional. It was auditory. Like thunder. If thunder were five feet tall and wore heels from Payless.

She didn’t cheer. She launched sound grenades. I remember thinking, “Holy gawd, that woman has LUNGS.”

Her voice had the power of the referee’s foghorn—you know, the one used to start and stop the game? Yeah, that one. Only difference was, she didn’t need electricity. She could stop play with sheer vocal force. The ball would literally freeze mid-roll. Birds would scatter. Players would flinch. I’m pretty sure the goalie once ducked.

She had never been a drill sergeant. Didn’t grow up with brothers. And her karaoke nights were, let’s say, limited. There was absolutely no reason for her voice to have that kind of supernatural decibel range. And yet there it was. Every game. Like a maternal siren call from the gods of enthusiasm.

My teammates didn’t even flinch. In fact, they laughed. Not at her, but in that affectionate small-town way where everyone’s mum kind of becomes everyone’s mum. “She’s here,” they’d say, grinning. Like her entrance was part of the show.

Meanwhile, I was doing dramatic head shakes and shoulder shrugs like, “Good lord, can we get back to the game?” trying to pretend I wasn’t the offspring of a five-foot  tornado in a windbreaker.

But deep down? I loved it. That voice, her voice, meant she was there. Watching. Cheering. Shaking the field to its core with every syllable. And somehow, in all the chaos of high school and life and self-doubt, that kind of love—the unapologetic, high-volume kind—was exactly what I needed.

She didn’t just support me. She stopped the damn game to prove it.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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