
In Grandmother’s Hands© 

 

At my 4th birthday party. My paternal grandmother, Esther, is on the 

left. My maternal grandmother, Laura, is on the right. 

 

I can hear my grandmother’s voice after all 

these years. Singing slightly off key as she walked 

through her house, and I can say, with some authority, 

my singing abilities clearly came from her. As in, 

nonexistent. Still, her house was a gift to her 

grandchildren, to her entire family. It represented home 

to all of us because my grandmother loved us there, without condition. 

A life well lived always comes full circle. As I write my first blog post, I am nervous. All of my 

imperfections are on full display in front of a theater full of people I don’t know. “I am a writer! I am a 

writer!” I keep giving myself a pep talk, and suddenly, my grandmother’s voice pops into my head. She 

calls out to me so clearly, so loudly that I turn and just for a moment, I thought I saw her bright red hair 

disappear around the door to my home office.  

I jumped up to follow her as the memory of all her hugs came flooding back to me. Her love for 

me seeped through every pore in my body, and I cried for her for the first time in many, many years. 

Grandmother’s name was Esther. She was born in 1906 in Wilmont, Arkansas. She was one of 13 living 

children. A black woman who could have passed for white in her day. Arkansas was her home until she 

and my grandfather, Jasper, moved to St. Louis in 1942. They were part of the Great Migration of black 

folks who came north from the south looking for a safer and more prosperous life. My father was their 

middle child, but I was their first grandchild. Grandmother died in 1987, and I’ve missed her presence 

wrapped around me every day since. She was funny, fearless, a chain smoker, and steadfast in her love for 

her family. She was proud of who she was, and at her knee, I learned to be proud of who I am.  

When I was thirteen years old, I told Grandmother I wanted to be a writer. I had kept all the 

requisite diaries, page after page of songs, poems, and teenage angst. I don’t think Grandmother 

understood what being a writer really meant, but she told I could do whatever I wanted. As I grew older, I 

still imagined myself a writer, but life got in the way. I fell in love. I raised my family. I really didn’t miss 

“writing.” 



My entire perspective changed in midlife. My children were on their own. My relationship with 

the man I’d been with for nearly thirty years came to an end. London, United Kingdom became my home 

for two years, and I studied Interdisciplinary Ethics at Regent’s College. I found my “adult” voice while 

living there on my own. Suddenly, I had a lot to say about everything that was happening around me. My 

pen flew across the pages of my journal trying to keep up with my brain. The urge to write I had long ago 

pushed deep inside me resurfaced. Writing classes refined my skills. Local writers became my friends, 

and I listened to their personal journeys. Learning the craft of writing became a vocation for me.  

A dear friend of mine asked me why I waited so long to write. What he really meant was, “Aren’t 

you too old to write?” While the question was a bit ageist (I’m in my 60s), the answer was adolescent. I 

never felt safe enough to write for an audience. That insecurity was the emotion I was struggling with 

when Grandmother reached out to me from somewhere in the universe. She gave me the kick in the pants 

I needed to move forward.  

 

Writing has become an integrual part of my life, around which everything else exists. For you, the 

readers who have supported me on my writing journey, this will be a place to come just for the love of 

reading. For discussion about the themes woven through the stories you’ll find here, and maybe you will 

make a new friend or two.  

In the coming few days and weeks, I will upload Essays and Short Stories I’ve already written. 

Be sure to check out my Novel Ideas page. There you can join me on my journey as I develop my first 

novel, In 36 Hours. The story takes place during the 36 hours Pope John Paul II visits St. Louis, Missouri, 

on his way back to Rome from Mexico City in January 1999. There will be places to explore, plot points 

to discuss, character studies to peruse, and, of course, a few prime excerpts as I write the book. 

The heart of the website will be my blog, The Write About Everything Blog. I will regularly 

write about various topics of interest. Join me on social media to tell me what you think. Facebook. 

Twitter. Instagram. To have complete access to all the content on the website, please click Here to 

register.  

I am excited as I step over the threshold into a new and different chapter in my life. My 

Grandmother’s hands are still cradling me, which makes me feel so safe and extraordinarily loved. Thank 

you for sharing this special time with me. 

Bye for now, 

Rosalind                  
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