OH, HOW I LOVE THEE, HATTIE BRUSH MURRAY

By Grace Rasmussen

Let me count the ways.  Elizabeth Barrett Browning would have loved you too.  Remember her line?  "I love thee to the level of every day's most quiet need, by sun and candlelight."


I loved thee as any grandchild reveres the grand-matriarch, of course, bu thte joy and enthusiasm with which you greeted each day remains dear to me.

"Just look at the beautiful morning," you would demand, and look we did as you stood and gestured as if it were produced especially for our unveiling.

I loved thee for the flurry you brought with your visits.  You burst upon us, making a grand entrance open-armed, booming with your rich contralto voice that contrasted with your small, bony figure.

"Edwin, bend down here and give your old mother a big kiss!"

With eyes dancing, you pointed authoritively  to your cheek.  We youngsters watched in awe and delight as our huge father bent to your direction while you affectionately beat him across the shoulders.  In turn, each of us received our summons for the same ritual.

You promptly took over our daily existence, our food consumption, our health routines, and our education and cultural activities.

Our health…"You must drink lots and lots of water.  Four glasses a day."

Drink we did.

"Never, never eat fresh bread.  See what it does in your stomach?"

The wad of flour alarmed and impressed us.

"Here, stand up straight.  Throw back your shoulders.  Breathe deeply."  Like a regiment of soldiers we stood in review.

You had been the indulged daughter of a minister who founded colleges.  You had been sent to Europe to study voice.  Never did you neglect to close your eyes in reverie, reminscent of the blue, blue waters of the Mediterranean Sea.

You arrived home from abroad "la bella donna" and married the first young minister to graduate your father's institution.  With him, you served a church in Chicago.  Later, as a widow and mother of eight, you gave voice and piano lessons to support your family.

In addition to the blue of the sea, we were often reminded that you and grandfather were honored to sing before President McKinley.

I loved thee for the poetry you recited.  Verse upon verse, urging us all the while to keep our minds alert with memorization.  In unison, we learned Kipling's L'Envoi.  No Shakespearian thespian would equal our presentation.  Each comma was respected as you conducted our crescendos and diminuendos.

We sat spellbound through Millay's Renascence and shuddered as your indignation fell upon the poor unsuspecting neighbor girl for pronouncing the word "piano" as "pia-anna."

"No…no!  Mercy, no!" you thundered.  "Say it this way:  'pe-awn-o.'"

You gave masterful orchestration with directions, urging her repetition until she had the correct influxation.

I loved you because the walk to town was an adventure.  Somewhere between a gallop and a loping gait, we traveled down the block, stopping to view God's beautiful flowers and at the same while, instructing the owner how to assist God in the production.

Your ever-present valise carried an assortment of music.

"Someone might want you to sing for them," you'd say.

Plus subscription blanks for the Reader's Digest.  "If you order them in groups of six, there's a substantial amount of money to be saved."

Mother's friends were all promptly invited to take advantage of such a good offer.

I loved thee because you tolerated no shame.  Two precious memories stand out in this instance.  The first was when your son, a vice-president of a large firm, had asked you to serve as his hostess in a meeting in an impressive hotel.  He had arrived in the lobby to find you requesting the maintenance man for a bucket to go to the roof and catch rainwater for your shampoo.

Another time you were dressed in velvet to an auspicious dinner honoring the college founder.  You dropped a jet earring and proclaimed, much to your daughter's embarrassment, "Never mind.  It just came from the five-and-dime anyway."

You did possess the temperament of a prima donna thought when it came to making your chicken and dumplings.  Vividly I recall luring you into the living room around the piano for a lusty songfest to cover the noise of refilling the old pressure gas tank on the kitchen stove that had gone dry in the middle of the crucial period of rising dumplings.

Oh, I love thee, Hattie Brush Murray.  Mostly because your were such a fine teacher.  I carry the torch faithfully and say to my children and grandchildren, "Just look at that beautiful day!"


"Every morning lean thine arm


upon the windowsill of heaven, then


with the vision in they heart, turn to


meet the day." - Source Unknown

