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I knew something had gone wrong shortly after I walked into my parent’s house and
entered the kitchen. There it was. On the refrigerator, the photograph of me, the
first born, was missing. As long as I can remember I had top billing on my parent’s
refrigerator and now where my good looking face used to be were two new photos,
one of my nephew and one of my niece. I complained to my Mother.

My Mother immediately replied that her grandchildren are very cute.

I quickly pointed out that ”I, your first born, am even cuter.”

”You used to be.” she retorted. At that instant I realized that I had lost my rightful
place on the refrigerator and on my Mother’s hierarchy of cuteness.

The next morning we drove to the South Shore of Tahoe in their Toyota Sienna for
our annual two week vacation. Both my sister and brother, with family in tow, joined
us the next day. My parents had their favorite hotel and they reserved rooms for
all of us far in advance. They were particularly fond of the fact that it was walking
distance to Stateline and that it was very inexpensive.

We would spend the days hiking and swimming and in the evening go out for dinner.
My parents, now in their 70’s, did not have the energy and endurance of their off-
spring, to say nothing of their six year old twin grandchildren. However, such is the
love of grandparents for their grandchildren, they willingly struggled to keep up with
us without a word of complaint. Contrarily, they constantly reminded us how happy
they were to be in presence of their grandchildren, who they apparently considered
very cute.

One day, after a long day hiking in Desolation Wilderness and swimming in Lake
Tahoe, we all decided to partake of Caesar’s buffet. After parking and walking
through the casino we discovered a long line for the buffet. My Father was tired and
did not want to wait. He suggested to my Mother that they could go back to hotel
room and have a leftover sandwich for dinner. However, such is a grandmother’s love
of grandchildren, that despite the fact she too was fatigued, she would have none of
it.

When we were finally in line for the food, my Father volunteered to get the food for
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my nephew and my Mother volunteered to get the food for my niece. The twins were
only six years old and not really tall enough to get their own food, nor were they
coordinated enough to carry the food back to our table. My niece gave my Mother
careful instructions about what to get. Spaghetti covered with jello cubes with a hot
dog with mustard on top and ice cream on the side, if I remember correctly.

After we were sitting down my worn out parents arrived with the plates of food for
their grandchildren before returning to the line for food for themselves. Such is the
power of the love grandparents have for their grandchildren.

When my Mother presented the plate of food to my niece, my niece had a fit. ”That
plate is blue. I want a pink plate!!!” Apparently my niece had noticed that the plates
came in many different colors.

I thought I had detected a momentary look of anger in my mom’s eyes, but even
if it was there, it lasted less than an instant. Wearily, and still without food for
herself, my Mother returned to the line and this time selected a pink plate. Such is
the power of love between a grandmother and her granddaughter!

While my Mother was in line, I mentioned to my niece that when Bubba (that is
how the grandchildren referred to their grandmother) returns she should tell Bubba
that she had changed her mind and now she wants a green plate. Instantly my niece,
with her six year old brain, recognized the sheer genius in my suggestion. I now
realized my niece had promoted me from the rank of a middling uncle to that of
favorite uncle. I basked in my new status and took satisfaction from the fact I had
earned this lofty position solely from my own cunning.

When Bubba finally returned my niece threw another fit and said ”I changed my
mind. I want a green plate!!!”

This time I am sure of what I saw in my Mother’s eyes. Red hot embers. My Mother
threatened her granddaughter, “I will kill you!” loud enough for all of us to hear.
And as quickly as my Mother went to homicidal rage, it dissipated and my Mother
was left with the horror of what she had said.

For the next few days in Tahoe my Mother was afraid that her granddaughter was
actually in fear that Bubba could bring a granddaughter’s six year old reign of life
to an end. In fact, my niece was very pleased how well our plan had worked out and
her opinion of me has remained at its high point up to this day. The day after my
Mother’s rage I was thinking of asking her if she would replace the photograph of
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my niece on her refrigerator with my photograph, but after careful consideration I
concluded it was better not to bring up the topic. Such is the power of love between
a grandmother and her granddaughter.
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