Mother’s Day 
by

Eyes Right

Springfield, VA  -   I miss my mother tremendously.  Although it has now been 20 years since her untimely death due to injuries from an automobile accident, her love still permeates my being.  I cannot imagine a more supportive, loving, forgiving, understanding figure in my life.
But I suppose such unconditional love is the universal role of mothers everywhere.  It is just that some women seem more suited than others.  I certainly was blessed. Mom seemed to spend her entire life working to ensure that I would receive every opportunity to succeed, and, during those times when I made poor choices or had bad luck, she was always there to provide support and encouragement.

Clarice Nello Hogan was born in the summer of 1914 in poverty, the second oldest child in a family of 8 children.  Her father was a miner in the coal fields of western Kentucky outside the small town of Cleaton.  Her mother died young, and her father remarried.  The stepmother also had children and showed little affection for her new family.  
When Mom completed high school (many of her siblings did not), her parents put her on a train to ride 300 miles to a nursing school in Dayton, in northern Kentucky.  She had no spending money and was, as many of her classmates during the depths of the Great Depression, an indentured servant for the hospital which ran the nursing school.  During her first year, her jaw bone became infected, and she nearly died.  She graduated in 1938 and took a bus to Louisville where she successfully passed the Registered Nurse state examination.  My mother was the only member of her family to complete studies beyond high school.  Upon her return from Louisville, she immediately gained employment at Jewish Hospital across the Ohio River in Cincinnati.  She lived in a small room in a dormitory for the single nurses.  It was, by necessity, a very frugal existence. 
While in nursing training, she had met my father.  Their courtship was tempered by a total lack of money, as his only source of money was from sporadic work selling Dodge cars (and few were sold during the Depression).  A typical date involved her walking from his parent’s home to the hospital to meet her, followed by a ride on the street car to Cincinnati to walk in the downtown shopping district.  They decided, apparently impetuously, to marry near the end of 1939.  They borrowed a car and drove to Lawrenceburg, Indiana where they were married by a Justice of the Peace.  A month later they moved to a small 2-room apartment in Dayton above a friend’s home.
I was born in 1943. A year later, using combined savings from their work (my father had wartime employment in an aircraft factory), they purchased a two family home for $6300 in nearby Bellevue, and rented the upstairs to two brothers and their sister. From my earliest memory, Mom always worked as a R.N. doing private duty at night.  My father then worked in a foundry during the day, and she worked all night in the homes of richer folks who needed in-house nursing care.  As I grew up, she switched to work as the Supervisor on a medical ward floor in a local hospital.  When we moved from the city to a farm when I was 10 years old, she commuted in to the hospital and also did much of the farming. Until I left home for college, my mother always worked.  
The all-consuming passion of both my parents was for me to receive a good education.  Nothing else mattered.  They ensured that I attended the best schools, and, more importantly, continually showed interest and pride in my school work.  I cannot imagine better guidance and love.
During my 20 years in the Navy, Mom continued to provide steady, and solid, support.  Whenever I made bad decisions, she was there to gently, but effectively, counsel me toward a better path.  She was patient with my immaturity and was a great listener as I sounded ideas and options for her advice.  We were in frequent contact whenever I was not in a submarine under the sea, and we wrote each other at least weekly.  When my father passed away 4 years after my commissioning in the Navy, Mom was stoic and independent.  She continued to work, but eventually had to move from the farm back to the city.


When our children arrived in our lives, Mom easily adopted the role of grandmother.  She so loved her three grandchildren.  Although we always lived far from Kentucky, she did everything possible to be with us at important moments and to be the best possible grandparent.

Just prior to her fatal accident, Mom learned that I had been diagnosed with what appeared to be a fatal disease.  Again, she was the calm, supportive voice which helped us to somehow remain on track.  She died not knowing that I would ultimately be saved.  It is this thought which hurts so greatly.  

I am certain that most of us have similar feelings for our mothers.  But on the first Saturday of May, when the University of Louisville band plays My Old Kentucky Home just before post time for the Kentucky Derby, I tear up knowing that Mother’s Day is near.  How much I miss my wonderful Kentucky Mom!
I thought you might like to know.
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