My Mom was FIERCE.

In the last few years of her life, my Mom became a fan of reality TV.  She liked to analyze the power plays on Survivor and participated in family betting pools on the outcome of the Amazing Race.  I am glad to report that her Amazing Race team finished in first place; however, she never got the opportunity to see the final episode which I know she would have enjoyed thoroughly.

Project Runway was The Show that we watched together- I can still her voice in my head, “Riahcome down here, the show is about to start.”  We loved to watch the designer’s work and fight and talk about the final result and try to predict who was going to be Auf’ed.   Although, sometimes Mom would fall asleep on the couch, and I had to recap what happened the next morning.  One ofthe most frequent words used to describe the designs and designers on the show is FIERCE.  As I have being thinking about my Mom and the way she lived her life there is no better description forher.  For she embodied the word FIERCE .

She was passionate, opinionated, bold, smart and strong…we were all a little scared of the power she possessed.  She always seemed to know what she wanted .

I think we could all use some lessons on how to be FIERCE and here is what I believe to be Linda Ann Romer Garvey’s guide to living Fiercely-

1. If something is bothering you or not working -take steps to change it.  My mother never sat passively by.  If she or anyone in the family had a problem she took steps to fix it.  Whether it was a health issue or a personal problem, my mom was in trenches trying to assist, looking for the latest medical information or herbal remedies, searching Craig’s list to assist my sister in finding a home or trying to find a real job for me.  Back in New Mexico some kids came rushing out of the solid steel doors of the library and nearly knocked my little brother flat.  Mom wrote a letter the next day to the city about how those doors where dangerous to her son.    Soon new glass doors appeared at our local library!

2. Let people know where your stand.  My mother never had to be asked the question, “What are you thinking?” She would let us and everyone else knowher thoughts and opinions.  Bush is horrible and Obama is wonderful .   We were always a little wary of getting her gifts because she would tell you flatly that she didn’t like it… but when she received a clothing gift she liked she would wear it proudly until it was worn out.

3. Do what you love to do..and if something is supposed to be fun or entertaining and it is not -then walk away because life is too short.   Mom loved to listen to recorded books especially novels that focused on family-  the image of her with her headphones on will be etched my mind forever, but if she didn’t enjoy the story she stopped listeningand found  another that was more to her liking.  She had no qualms about walking out of a bad movie- something I have always been too timid to do.  She recognized that time is precious and should be not be wasted on activities that do not give you joy.

4. Don’t be afraid to be different – it makes you stand out.  My mother didn’t seem to carewhat others thought.  She wore Birkenstocks before Birkenstocks were  cool –much to the chagrin of her easily embarrassed teenage daughter.  She owned monkeys, giant dogs and the crabbiest cat on the block. She gave all of her children unusual names which Ihave always been thankful for.  Many times I have received compliments on my name and I always answered, Mom and Dad did a good job.

5. Always be certain you are correct.  Mom embodied the confident answer giver.  Even if she didn’t know something… she spoke as if she did and she was capable of making me believe her even when I knew I shouldn’t.   My mother was not a frequent Metro rider but she had no qualms about giving tourists advice on how to get to the Smithsonian.  I believe that there are still some Japanese  tourists  wandering around College Park trying to view Dorothy’s ruby red slippers. 

6. Let people know how special they are to you.   Mom excelled at making each of her children feel special on her or his birthday. (A day when each of us should have been thanking her for giving birth to babies all about nine pounds.)  The birthday I remember the most was my eighteenth.  I received a phone call in my dorm room from a radiostation wishing me a Happy Birthday – they explained that my mom had written in saying that this was my first birthday away from home and she wanted to make sure that I wasn’t forgotten.   I want you all to keep in mind that my dorm room was a mere twenty minute drive to my parents’ place and I was planning to see them later that day. But that call from the radio station made me feel very wonderful.

7. Enjoy getting a bargain and enjoy even more telling others about it. My mother was the queen of getting a good deal.   We went to the theater on pay what you can nights and used buy one get one free coupons for dinner.  Thanks to mom, I shop only racks bearing 50 percent or more tags. But what my mom was best at was getting cruisedeals.  We took family cruises to Alaska, along the coast of California and in the Caribbean.   When discussing the cruise with fellow travelers, my mother would brag about the bargain she had landed… this tended to make our fellow passengers a little less happy with their trip.   

8. Embrace Nature and its beauty.  Mom loved the outdoors and the creatures that inhabited this world and hated to leave the house without her binoculars.  On several  occasions, she would holler that my father should stop the car so she could get out and look at a bird.  Last year, Mom and I traveled down the Baja Peninsula for the adventure of a life time—we got to get up close and personal with Mama Gray whales and their calves.   My mom reached out of the boat and was able to actually touch a whale.  It made her truly happy.

9. Live Largely and Loudly.   Mom did not walk quietly or speak softly.  When she was home the house was rarely quiet.   The computer keys were clicking, she was calling upstairs requesting that heat be turned up or down, asking my father or me to assist with something, and fiercely telling the dog to stop drinking so much water.   For the past few weeks my world has been strangely silent,  andI can only hope that those here today will take Mom’s lesson on being fierce  to heart and make the world a louder, livelier and more interesting place to live.

We love you Mom.

