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You may find yourself moving between many roles, each with its own demands and feelings that are not easy to bring together in a single day. Perhaps you are looking for words to help you understand what you are experiencing, without reducing yourself to a single role.

In Women and the Seasons of Their Lives , we reflect on women’s experiences in family, work, and society, from motherhood and kinship to partnership, caregiving, and independence. These are chapters about relationships that change over time, and about the ways we preserve affection, boundaries, and our own voice.

Chapter 1
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Mother: The Comfort of Everyday Details
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Mother: The Reassurance of Everyday Details

Before the house has fully woken, Mother is already in the kitchen, ahead of everyone else. Dawn light slips between the curtains, the kettle whispers over the flame, and the smell of toasted bread mingles with the scent of soap lingering on her hands. She opens a small window to let in the air, then sets a cup beside a schoolbag and checks the battery in the hearing aid her youngest needs. Nothing in the scene seems extraordinary. And yet, from these modest things, an entire day begins, already knowing its way.

Years later, her son may not remember the color of the cup he drank his milk from, or how many times his mother asked whether he had taken his jacket. But somehow, without knowing where the feeling comes from, he remembers that there was a home waiting for him. He remembers the sound of the key in the door, the smell of rice when he came home from school, and the warm towel left at the edge of his bed on winter nights. Safety rarely comes through grand entrances. It slips in through the details repeated until they become part of the fabric of the days.

Mother has a special relationship with repetition. She knows that a child settles when the same bedtime story is read to him, even if he learned its ending by heart in the first week. She puts the shoes in the same place by the door, sparing the household the chaos of the morning. She knows her daughter dislikes apple peel, and that her son cannot sleep if the hallway light is off. This knowledge is not written in a notebook or announced as an achievement. It lives in the movement of a hand, a quick glance, and a question asked at just the right moment.

When a child comes home from school angry, he may not need a long lecture. Sometimes it is enough to find a covered plate on the table and hear his mother say, “Wash your hands first, then tell me.” This simple sentence puts the world in order. There is food, there is time to talk, and there is someone who will not run away from the story, however confusing it may be. The child may not speak right away. He sits, stirs his spoon around his plate, and then the words come out of him like steam escaping a closed pot. Mother cannot untangle every knot, but she gives the knot a safe place to show itself.

In another home, Mother leaves a small basket by the door for the things that are often forgotten: keys, a charger, a bus pass, and a hair tie. The family sometimes laughs at the basket, then searches for it when time is running short. It looks like an ordinary piece of furniture, but it carries a hidden promise: you do not have to remember everything on your own. There is a place that puts things back where they belong, even after a long day.

Through these habits, children learn something that is never explained in words. They learn that life, however crowded, can have a rhythm. A bedtime, a plate washed after a meal, a question about the journey, a blanket pulled up to the shoulders. Reassurance does not mean a world free of surprises; that is not something Mother can promise. It means finding, amid the surprises, a few familiar signs: a familiar voice, and a home where you do not have to explain everything.

But Mother does not always create safety while calm. She may do it while tired, her hair hastily tied back, her back aching after a day that is not yet over. She may raise her voice because someone left the tap running, then return a few minutes later to put a piece of fruit in a lunchbox. In a real home, care does not move to a single tune. There is impatience and apology, laughter after a brief quarrel, and a mother who sometimes forgets where she put her phone while remembering everyone’s appointments.

Here lies the humanity of the details. Safety does not require a perfect mother or a home without disagreements. It requires coming back. The mother returns to the room after getting angry, sits beside her child, and says, “I was tired, but my anger wasn’t your fault.” She returns to the table after a difficult day and shares with her children something small that happened on the way. This return, more than an artificial calm, teaches a child that a relationship does not break the first time a voice is raised, and that a mistake can find its way to repair.

I remember a mother who woke a quarter of an hour before her daughter, not to get some great task done, but to warm the water in winter. The child hated the cold mornings and sat hesitantly on the edge of the bed, reluctant to leave it. So she would find her clothes by the heater, and her socks tucked inside it for a few seconds. Her mother said nothing moving. She simply knew that a cold morning called for this little trick. Years later, when the daughter left to study, she kept the habit of putting her clothes by the heater, though she no longer needed anyone to remind her. The gesture stayed with her, as if an old hand were still arranging the start of her day.

Some habits remain even after the children grow up and leave. A short call on Thursday evening, Mother asking about the journey before asking about work, a container of food sent along with a visitor, or a message no longer than a few words: “Did you get there?” Her son may answer quickly, or take a while to reply, but he knows the question is not an interrogation. It is a fine thread connecting home to the world. And when he has a hard day, he may not need advice. It is enough to see his mother’s name on the phone screen to feel that the most troubled part of him is no longer entirely alone.

Yet this thread can sometimes become a tether if Mother does not leave her children room to make mistakes. Care that wants to know everything may frighten rather than reassure. Concern that demands an immediate answer about every step may make a child hide what is happening - not because he does not love his mother, but because he fears losing the right to find things out for himself. Safety does not mean Mother standing by the door all the time, or carrying everything that weighs on her children. It means they know she is near without feeling that her closeness takes away their ability to walk on their own.

Mother learns this balance slowly, often after a long period of worry. She lets her son go to the store alone for the first time, watching him from behind the curtain without calling out. She lets her daughter choose a coat that is not to her taste, then slips an extra scarf into her pocket without comment. She replies to a late message in a tone that tries to hide her trembling. In these moments, care does not disappear; its shape changes. It becomes less visible and more trusting: no longer a hand holding a shoulder, but a lit window that a passerby knows will not be shut in his face.

What Mother carries into the world is not only her children, but the habits they grew up with. A young man may put a glass of water beside his bed in his dorm room before going to sleep, as his mother did when he was sick. A woman working in a distant city may cook a small pot of soup whenever she feels worn out, because the smell of cumin takes her back to an old kitchen. A man may pause before leaving home to make sure the stove is off, then text his mother: “Don’t worry, I got there.” Mother is not present everywhere, but she is there in the way her children arrange their days and in the language they use to speak to their fears.

Even things that seem fleeting can become an entire memory. The sound of the vacuum cleaner on Friday morning, a towel hanging from a hook behind the bathroom door, a metal tin where Mother keeps buttons of different colors, or a small note on the fridge with the doctor’s appointment written on it. These signs do not make a perfect home, but they make a home that can be understood. In their early years, children need to understand their surroundings before facing the vastness of the world. They need to know where to find the milk, when Mother will be back, and who will open the door when the bell rings.

Then comes the day they step out into the world with their secrets and questions. Mother cannot go with them to a job interview, to the first room they live in alone, or to the moment they have to apologize, say no, or make a painful decision. But she has left something inside them, something like a quiet compass. Not a voice telling them what to do, but a feeling that disorder does not mean the end, that caring for oneself is not a luxury, and that asking for help does not diminish one’s dignity.

In the evening, when the house grows quiet, Mother may return to the kitchen and find a lone cup on the table. She washes it, dries it, and puts it back in its usual place. Perhaps one of her children left it in a hurry; perhaps no one needs her to set a cup beside a schoolbag anymore. Still, her hand continues the same motion - not because she does not know that time has changed, but because she knows that some tenderness stays alive in the things that have always helped us find our way. And in every cup Mother puts back in its place, a little of home goes on walking with her children, even when her hand is no longer near.

Chapter 2
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The Paternal Grandmother: Family Memory
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Paternal Grandmother: The Family’s Memory

A paternal grandmother is not a woman standing at the edge of the family, but the doorway through which grandchildren enter a history they never lived.

In her home, memories are not kept in a neatly arranged album or a box marked with a clear date. They may be tucked away in an old tin, among buttons she no longer uses, or in a drawer that gives off the scent of dried mint and traditional soap. Perhaps they surface suddenly when one of the grandchildren sees a photograph of a young man, and she says, “That’s your grandfather when he was your age.” Then the photograph is no longer a silent sheet of paper; it has a voice, a face, and a touch of life.

Many people see a paternal grandmother as the family connection linking grandchildren to their father’s family, as though her role ends with knowing names and lineages. But it goes deeper than that. She preserves details that no documents record: what the old house was like, who laughed loudly, who married late, who silently shouldered the family’s burdens, and who visited his mother every evening, even if only for a few minutes. What people misunderstand is the belief that the past lives on by itself, when in truth it needs a woman to give it a place in everyday conversation so it does not fade away.

She would sit by the window in the late afternoon, with the teapot set on a copper tray that no longer shone as it once had. The sound of little spoons mingled with the kettle’s whistle, and a light curtain stirred whenever air came in from the balcony. She did not always begin her stories at the beginning. She might leap from one year to another, or remember a name and then fall silent for a while, as if searching a distant room within herself. Her grandson says he does not know why he loved those visits, even though he sometimes fidgeted and watched his phone under the table. Perhaps it was because the story, however long it seemed, made him feel that his existence had not begun on the day he was born, but stretched back to faces and voices that came before him.

A paternal grandmother gives the family a living memory. She does not preserve the past as a historian does, arranging years and events in order, but as it is lived: in fragments, full of feeling, rich in small details. She remembers that her grandson’s grandfather kept his money in a white handkerchief, that he drank tea only from a thin glass cup, and that he left the house before dawn on winter days. She may not remember the exact date he died, but she remembers his coat hanging behind the door. These details may seem incidental, yet they bring the absent close. Through the coat, the cup, and the handkerchief, her grandson imagines a man he never saw and feels that he belongs to a story larger than his own lifetime.

In many homes, the paternal grandmother is the one who keeps the family map when households grow distant. She knows who lives in the old neighborhood, who moved to another city, and who needs a visit even if they have not asked for one. If someone falls ill, she is the first to know; if a young man marries or a daughter has a child, she carries the news from one home to another. She did not use grand words about family unity. She simply practiced it, through a plate of food sent to a distant aunt, a brief phone call asking about a sore knee, or an insistence that one cousin sit beside another at a family gathering.

These bonds do not stay strong because they are always understood, but because they are practiced. The grandmother may be the last person who knows how to connect family members who no longer share a common schedule. In her absence, everyone may remain related on paper, but the distance quietly grows. No one knows who needs to be checked on, or what shared story might open a conversation after years of silence. That is why her presence is not limited to the affection she gives her grandchildren; it also includes the quiet work of preserving ties, work people notice only when those ties begin to weaken.

During one visit, a grandson might open a small wooden box looking for a key and find letters inside, tied with a blue ribbon. His grandmother explains that his father wrote them while working far from home. He reads a couple of lines, then smiles shyly, as if he has stepped into a private space he never knew existed. In those letters, his father was an anxious young man who missed his mother and promised he would return for the holiday. His father takes on a different shape in his son’s eyes. He is no longer only the man who tells him to tidy his room or close the door; he is also a son, with his own fears, longing, and waiting. His grandmother gives her grandson this perspective without a direct lesson, showing him that fathers were once children, too, waiting for someone to reassure them.

This is one of the loveliest things a paternal grandmother’s memory can do: it redistributes the roles within the family. The father who seems strong at home appears in her stories as a young man who makes mistakes, laughs, and asks his mother for money. The uncle who rarely speaks becomes a child who was afraid of thunder. The aunt her grandson sees only at gatherings appears as a girl stealing dates from the guests’ plate. Hearing these stories does not diminish the elders’ stature; it makes them more human. He understands that everyone has layers of life, and that what we see today is not all they have ever been.

But a grandmother’s memory is not always gentle. Sometimes it carries old disagreements, names mentioned only with a sigh, and decisions whose effects lingered in the family for many years. A grandson might ask about a relative who never comes to gatherings, and his grandmother may hesitate before answering. She knows that some stories should not be told in full in front of children, and that the past is not a box to be opened without care. Here her other responsibility comes into view: not only preserving what happened, but knowing when and how to tell it. She does not turn memory into a weapon or make her grandchildren heirs to old feuds; she tries to give them enough to understand the distance without pushing them to repeat it.

Someone might object that the age of family stories is fading, and that photographs and videos on phones preserve more than human memory can. This is true to some extent. Today, a grandchild can see his grandfather’s face in an old recording, hear his voice, and keep a voice message that will not easily be lost. Families no longer gather as regularly, either, and a grandmother is not always close to her grandchildren. One of them may live in another country and see her only on a small screen, growing up without knowing the scent of her home or the feel of her wool blanket.

But a photograph alone cannot explain what it means. A recording preserves a voice, but does not explain why that voice used to calm the house. A photograph shows a face, but does not say who used to knock on his door in the evening. Even a written letter needs someone to put it in context and say, “He wrote like this because he was far from his mother,” or, “She laughed when she was nervous, which is why you see her covering her mouth in the picture.” Memory is not merely what remains of the past, but the meaning that connects what remains to the life of the person who hears it.

Some of a grandmother’s stories may seem repetitive. The same story is told at every visit, the same name comes up again, and the same detail takes precedence over the others. The grandchildren sometimes smile and may even get ahead of her to finish the last sentence. Still, repetition is not meaningless. Perhaps the story has become a fixed place in her memory, or perhaps repeating it is a way of reassuring herself that the family still knows it. When a grandmother retells the story of her marriage, her husband’s travels, or the first home she lived in, she is not necessarily offering new information; she is anchoring her life once more in the memories of those around her.

Grandchildren are not expected to remember everything or turn their grandmother into an official family record. Sometimes it is enough for one of them to truly listen: to put their phone aside and ask about a name in a photograph, why she kept a rusty key, or about the house she talks about whenever winter comes. A small question can open a wide door. Through it, a grandchild learns not only the name of a distant relative, but also what life was like before things arrived so quickly, how visits required travel, how news passed from mouth to mouth, and how a woman ran an entire household while hiding her exhaustion behind endless work.

A paternal grandmother gives the past a place, but she does not imprison anyone in it. When she talks about the old days, she does not ask her grandchildren to live as she did, nor does she say that everything in the past was better. She may speak of the hardship of carrying water, the lack of money, and her fear of illness, then laugh as she recalls the first time she saw a new electrical appliance. She knows that time moves forward and that the family cannot return to its old homes. What she wants, consciously or not, is for progress not to become a severing of ties, and for the new not to erase everything that came before it.

That is why a paternal grandmother sometimes seems to carry an entire home in her memory. She carries the names of those who have passed away, the voices of those who have grown up, and customs practiced nowhere but in her home. When her grandchildren sit around her, they are not simply visiting an elderly woman; they are drawing close to a deep layer of their own lives, one that predates their photographs, birth certificates, and earliest memories.

Perhaps a grandson will not remember everything his grandmother said. He may forget the story, the year, and who was in the room. But he may remember her hand folding the letter, her voice calling his father’s name, or the smell of the bread she took out of the oven before she began to speak. This is how memory sometimes passes on: not in a complete sentence, but in a small feeling that remains without explanation.

When a paternal grandmother is gone, it is not just one person who disappears. With her go a particular way of arranging the family, a way of pronouncing names, and a key to stories that were never written down. Yet what she planted does not disappear entirely. Her story may surface in a grandson telling his sister what their father was like as a child, in a daughter preserving a recipe her grandmother used to make for the holidays, or in someone pausing over a photograph because they now know who is standing behind it.

In the family home, the copper tray may remain in a cupboard, the mint may dry out in a small tin, and the rusty key may be left without a door. But when these things pass through a paternal grandmother’s hands, they are no longer ordinary objects; they become markers along a long road. And whenever a grandchild turns toward them, they find that the past was not as far away as they thought, but had been sitting quietly by the window, waiting for someone to listen.

Chapter 3
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Grandmother on My Mother’s Side: Warmth Without Appointments
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It was nearing ten in the morning when my grandmother opened the door before I could knock. She wasn’t expecting anyone - or perhaps she was expecting everyone, in the same way that kept the house always ready for a small footstep in the hallway. In her hand was a cotton towel, and over her shoulder hung the edge of a blue apron that smelled of sautéed onions and warm bread. She looked at me for a moment, then said, “You’re late today.” There was no reproach in her voice, just an observation, like setting a glass of water on the table.

I went in and found the teapot whispering over the flame, while the wall clock moved at a pace unlike the clocks in the house I’d come from. There, my mother had sent me three messages about lunchtime, my father had asked whether I’d finished my work, and my phone lit up every few minutes. Here, my grandmother set a small plate of olives in front of me and sat across from me without asking why I’d come or how long I’d stay. She let the silence widen between us, as though it had a place of its own at the table.

A few minutes later, she asked me about my day. She didn’t settle for the usual question we answer with a single word while searching for our keys. She kept looking at me, waiting for what lay beyond “Fine.” I told her about a small thing at work that had upset me, a phone call I hadn’t known how to end, and the feeling that the days were running faster than I could. She turned her teaspoon between her fingers and nodded at the right moments. She didn’t interrupt me with a story from her own life, or say it wasn’t worth worrying about. She simply said, “Some things need to be said all the way through, even if nothing changes afterward.”

My maternal grandmother’s house always had its own rhythm. Not because it was tidier, or free of noise. Her house, too, had dishes piling up by the sink, towels that took ages to dry in winter, a box of medicine on top of the fridge, and a key no one knew the lock for. But it was a house that didn’t ask visitors to prove anything before they could rest. A grandchild could walk in wearing school clothes, shoes caked with dust, or a frown whose cause they couldn’t name, and find a place waiting for them before they found an explanation for what they felt.

When I was little, I used to go to her after school, when my mother was busy making lunch, tidying the house, and keeping up with our homework. My grandmother didn’t ask about my grades first thing. She opened my bag to take out the empty lunchbox, then set half a loaf of bread stuffed with cheese and za’atar in front of me. If I said I wasn’t hungry, she left it by my hand, as though hunger might find its way back on its own. Then I’d sit on the floor and undo my braid, or watch her sift rice into a metal bowl, while the sound of the spoon mingled with the old radio.

She knew that sometimes a child needed to be a little rude without being called rude. If I tossed my bag into the corner of the room, she’d say, “Leave it there today; we’ll pick it up together later.” If I answered her sharply, she didn’t chase me with questions. She gave my anger another room to go to. A little while later, I’d come back and sit beside her, as though nothing had broken. She didn’t let everything slide, but she knew the difference between a mistake that needed correcting and exhaustion that needed a chair.

In a mother’s home, a grandmother is often close to the details of her grandchild’s everyday life. She knows the teacher’s name, that the child doesn’t like milk if it’s too warm, that the sound of the vacuum frightens them, and that they ask for the same story every night, then pretend they’ve never heard it before. She may be the one who welcomes them after school, has them sleep over during the holidays, or keeps
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