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Preface

Book Three of THE OLD WOMAN completes the series and story of Rose, an aging widow living alone with her cat.  

I admire older women. I’ve had the privilege of spending time with a few; others I met only briefly. Other older women I never met at all but have been told about them or read about them.  

I barely knew my maternal grandmother and great-grandmother. My time with them was limited. I met my maternal grandfather’s mother only once, as I remember. It’s a snippet of a memory from about age four. I didn’t know my paternal grandparents at all. My grandmothers died either before I was born or when I was very young. I’ve wondered about them many times. 

My parents and a couple of aunts have shared information with me over the years. Photos and items passed to me are treasures I cherish. I stare into the faces of my grandparents, especially my grandmothers, and wonder what they were like and what their lives were like. Their genes are a part of me. I learned I have some traits and interests of my maternal great-grandmother. Knowing this brings me joy and helps me feel close to her somehow. An old photograph of her sitting with her yarn bucket and crocheting hangs on a wall in my office. I bought a vintage yarn bucket just like hers and use it when I knit and crochet. My Aunt Bobbi, a professional seamstress, made an apron for me in the style of the one this same great-grandmother—her grandmother—wore. These things help me feel a connection with the grandmothers I never knew. 

Many older women have been examples of what and who I’d like to be when I reach their ages, should I live so long. These women have much wisdom to share and live with a grace that is impressive. They are role models. I’m drawn to their quiet strength.  

This is a book of fiction. The main character is a compilation of old women I’ve known, others I’ve learned about, bits of myself, and what I imagine living into old age might be like. There is hardship in growing old—also a richness.  

I’m grateful for the older women I’ve known and for what they’ve taught me with their quiet perseverance, courage, and graciousness toward me.   

Nancy 
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“The first step toward change is awareness.

The second step is acceptance.”

-Nathanial Branden


Chapter 1
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R


ose awoke and without opening her eyes knew she’d slept late. She could sense the sunlight on her face. It was early February and sunrise was still close to eight o’clock. Since the sun was up, she knew she’d slept past her usual time. Without looking at her bedside clock Rose tried to guess the time. ‘Eight?’ She opened her eyes and peeked. It was twelve after.  

Rose looked down at Dolly, her cat, still sleeping by her side, then looked out the window. The sun was shining brightly but gave little warmth. The snow sparkled as if fairies had come in the night and generously sprinkled diamonds across the white blanket. Though she’d sensed the sunlight through her eyelids, she felt no heat on her face or body. The sun’s angle was still too low. Her house was warm, but she pulled the covers up to her chin and lay there. She felt little energy and decided to stay in bed a while longer, until Dolly got up and started asking for her morning meal. ‘Why am I so tired?’ Rose wondered. ‘Maybe it’s the cold.’ 

The holidays were long over. Rose hadn’t been very active. She was stuck inside due to the frigid temperatures and deep snow. She’d found herself watching television more often. She still knitted and read but was prone to dozing off. She’d never been one to take naps. Tommy, her husband, had enjoyed naps, but never her. She’d stayed busy with chores and projects. Now naps were common, but Rose realized she was no longer a young woman. Her energy had waned. She thought about what she might do with her day. She hadn’t come to any conclusion when Dolly stood and stretched and rubbed her head against Rose’s hand, then face, and stared at her. “Okay, Dolly. I get the hint. Let’s get up and feed you.”  

Rose began to rise from the comfort of her bed, her body feeling stiff and unsteady. Dolly, seeing her movement, ran to the kitchen. ‘Thank goodness for Dolly. She’s my motivation.’ Rose took her time getting her warm fleece robe and slippers on, then joined the cat in the kitchen where she was waiting patiently. Rose first turned the burner on under her tea kettle then spooned Dolly’s food into her bowl. While the cat ate heartily, Rose measured her special cocoa mix into a new favorite mug she’d received at Christmas. Its sides were thick, insulated well, and held in the heat. Rose sat at her kitchen table waiting for the kettle to whistle, stared out the window and again began to wonder how she’d pass the day. It was Sunday. She might watch a church service on television. The kettle whistled, interrupting her thoughts. Steadying her arm against the counter, she poured the hot water over the cocoa, stirred it well, and topped it off with
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