Whose Face do you See?

	A face comes to me in my dreams, and I cherish seeing it in my scrapbooks.  A part of my life from the beginning, she never faltered from the high standards and morals she possessed.  Maturing in life, the wrinkles began to appear, and she used to tease, saying, “I earned every one of these!”
	She was the youngest of five siblings, the third daughter.  She was born in her Aunt Alice’s house in November.  She was a “towhead,” meaning her hair was light blonde at birth.  At the age of eight, her mother became a single mother and raised two daughters alone.  	Never learning to drive, her mother walked five blocks, rain or shine, to her job as a librarian in Kansas.  
	My mother was a strong, confident woman whom I have looked to as my role model for many years.  Through the twenty-plus years of moving around, from assignment to assignment for my dad’s career, I was amazed at the tenacity and positive attitude she displayed repeatedly while raising my sister and me.
	I feel blessed to have been loved and raised by such an awesome example of a mother, who gave me the tools to maneuver through the rough spots of life.  I deeply miss her and her wise instruction as she passed away from lung cancer in 2013.
