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Too Soon
	Grandma’s death came too soon.  She suffered from Parkinson’s Disease.  Only seeing her when moving north or south, about every four to six months, I was unaware of how bad the disease had been affecting her.  Her feet shuffling, slow movements, and tremors were not apparent to me. But she could still play her baby grand piano like no other.
	Grandma was the youngest daughter born to a German farmer and Lutheran Pastor in Iowa. Her mother died when she was very young. She attended Wartburg College and received a double master’s degree in music and English. She went on to become a teacher and later became a sought-after organist in the large downtown Denver churches. She had a true musical gift.
	When moving, we would bunk down at Grandma’s for a week, and my parents would conduct their business while we were in Denver. Grandma began to teach me the piano when I was fourteen. At my father's coaxing, I started playing the trumpet in school, so I knew the treble clef notes. It was just hard learning to play the bass clef with the left hand at the same time, but I loved the challenge.
	Just before starting ninth grade, our next move was to Harlowton, Montana. Located in the center of the state, its beauty radiated in the summer. One October evening, while I was sitting under the big bubble dryer, we received a call that Grandma had passed. I did not know she had been placed in a hospital a couple of weeks earlier. I was devastated. Never had I lost a close family member.
	Attending the funeral was overwhelming.  Tears cascaded down my face.
Unable to sing the songs she loved left me heartbroken. Never would I have that kind of relationship again.
