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To my beloved Grandma's, 
I miss you more than words can say. I write not from sorrow but to thank you for placing magazines and books in my hands before I knew how to read. For opening the door to worlds, I might not have known. Even though you're no longer on this earth plane, I still feel your presence every time I open a book. 
Grandma Eva, I still remember the first magazine you ordered for me. It was called Wee Wisdom. Because of your devout allegiance and belief in God, you also cared about building a positive spiritual character in me. I have long forgotten the stories, poems, lessons, songs, puzzles, and coloring pages within the magazine, but I cherish your foresight in my welfare and it piqued my interest in reading. Then too, there were the Mother Goose nursery rhymes. What fond memories of Jack and Jill, Jack Sprat, Little Bo-peep, and a host of others. I memorized many of them. They were full of humor, wisdom, and just plain nonsense. I didn't realize then how much those moments would shape who I am today. We were two souls bonding in this comfortable intimacy. 
And to you grandma Leiugania, Lou-gain-ya, of Cherokee heritage, you picked up the torch and continued my interest in books and magazines when Grandma Eva could no longer care for me. I remember the Saturday Evening Post that lay on your coffee table in the living room. The Post attracted my attention because of its cover illustrations by Norman Rockwell. It was the beginning of my art career although not recognized by me at the time. Many years later I became a managing art director for a large New York educational publisher by the name of Harcourt Brace and World. No doubt inspired by the cover illustrations of the Post. The only cover I remember was that of a little black girl in pigtails, wearing a white dress and black patent leather shoes escorted to school by US marshals.  Rockwell’s work was titled “The Problem We All Live With”, a visual commentary on segregation and the problem of racism in America. He depicted Ruby Bridges who was attending William Frantz elementary school in New Orleans. She spent the entire year in the classroom all by herself with her teacher. 
Grandma Lou, thank you for introducing me to Ebony and the Negro Digest founded by John H. Johnson. I also remember the gorgeous Better Homes and Gardens magazine with beautiful dwellings, potted specimens, and other shrubbery in well-manicured lawns. I recall playing a little game with Anita, my first cousin who lived next door. As we thumbed the pages, we tried to “slap” the photographs with our hands exclaiming, “Mine,” at the same time not realizing we were priming our minds for the future through visualization and a sense for the finer things in life. 
How can I ever thank the both of you for bestowing such a precious gift upon me...  
The gift of reading. 
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