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I grew up in your typical 1950's household, with hardworking parents who loved both of their 
children. My brother, Phil, and I have remained close and are both very devoted to our mother who 
lives in an assisted living facility near me, and a slightly longer trip for him.  We both work – he is a 
tax attorney and I am a high school guidance counselor.   

My children are grown, but it seems that my workload has not decreased with the absence of 
offspring in the house, but actually has increased due to my mother’s failing health.  I understand all 
of this – was expecting it, having seen it many times with friends who are part of the “sandwich 
generation.”   Every day I go to work, then shop, cook, do laundry, and the other myriad household 
tasks that women still seem to have not escaped . 

So – let me recount an ongoing conversation that I have with my mother – now dozens of times: 

MOTHER: Barbara dear, I need a few things from the drug store.  Can you get them for me on your way home from 
work tomorrow?  

ME: Well, I have a faculty meeting tomorrow after school and then I have reports to write.  And Steve [my husband] 
thought we should go out for dinner.  Can it wait until the day after tomorrow? 

MOTHER: Acccchhhhh.  The doctor says I should be using this eye stuff for my itchy eyes ….   

ME:  Ma, why don’t you have Phil do it tomorrow? 

MOTHER:  Oy …. Phillie is sooooo busy, and he works sooooo hard.  I hate asking him to do this. You sure 
you can’t do it?  

ME:  grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr 

 


