                                                                            DORINA

     Her skin was as smooth as custard with her moon shaped eyes that turned down but

 always held a tinge of laughter within them.  She had a guttural laugh with a playful

 cackle at the end that was involuntarily contagious.  Dorina came from the old country

of Italy  with her husband,  to make their start in America by opening  a pizza 

pallor.  He came with only five dollars in his pocket and she with only her belief in him.  

Together they created a legacy that sadly, only a few would remember.

     I was six years old that summer and would follow my grandmother out to the

 clothesline everyday.

She would hang all of the sheets and pillow cases for the 22 room motel that she and 

Arturo had built from scratch.  

“ Why don’t you just put them in the dryer, Nonie?”  I would ask.

“ Oh Dawn, you never get that same fresh smell of the Cape Cod air that way. “ She 

would say. I loved to sit with her amidst her hydrangeas.  They were so much a part of 

her essence. Never had I seen a color so magical.  A mixture of blue and lavender with 

just a hint of fuchsia, she would trim the fluffy powder puffs and they would flourish every 

year. “ You have to talk to your plants, Dawn.  It comforts them and makes them grow.”

Over Dorena would go to the restaurant where the vast, black iron oven sat .

It was large enough to be the one Hansel and Grettle  were fed into.  

Dorena would knead the dough and form the pizza into the big metal pans, put her 

toppings on and sprinkle the cheese.  Each pizza was lovingly made by hand.  Then she 

would  take the large iron spatula  by the long handle and slide them into the oven.  

Humming her songs, all the while never complaining of the endless hours of work

she did.  Even when Arturo’s temper would emerge, her lips would stay tightly shut

as she cleared the dinner dishes.    

This evening was different, though.  I watched Dorena’s nostrils flare to let some of the

tension out.    Her round soft face, which so reminded me of the pizza dough she 

kneaded everyday,  had a flush of red I had never seen.  She dried the 

last of the dishes and wiped her hands on her red and white checked apron.

“Come on, Dawn.  You and I are going to the beach!”  she announced in a defiant way,

daring Arturo to object.  He said nothing.

I don’t remember the car ride but once we were on the sand our shoes came off and

we were walking hand in hand.  Looking back on it now, she must have been feeling what

we all feel at some point in our lives.  Working day in and day out, only to ask ourselves

“ Isn’t there something more? “  But I was only six and all I knew was I had my Nonie all 

to myself for a short while on Nauset Beach.  

Our excitement built into a frenzy and our walk became skipping that led to a run.

The water was cold but we inched our way a little further and then further.  The waves of

the Atlantic do not wait for  children nor grandmothers and we had tested it long enough.  

One powerful smash and we were soaked.  Dorena’s playful cackle came now, 

uncontrollably.

I had never seen her so happy.  We ran up to the warm sand and caught our breath.

It was then I saw her expression change as she reached into the deep pockets of her

red and white apron.  “ The money!” she exclaimed.  Pulling fistfuls of soggy, green bills 

out, she quickly solicited my help in using the last of the afternoon sun to smooth and dry 

them.    Her look of worry soon passed as she held my face in her hands and said

“Never get too busy to put your feet in the water, Dawn.  As years went by we would  

 often think of that time and smile.  It was our own little secret. 

Dorena died while I was away a college.  My last phone call with her I asked “ How are 

you doing, Non?”   She responded with a quivering voice, “ Not good, Dawn.”

In retrospect, I should have done whatever it took to fly the 3000 miles home to say

good-bye to her.  We don’t always see what’s really important in youth.

It was years before I could actually come back and visit the old Inn and restaurant.

When in fact I did, nothing looked the same.  There were no clothes hanging on the 

clothesline, no pizza smells coming from the kitchen and no matter how many years I

checked, the hydrangeas  never bloomed again.  Sometimes when the wind is just right 

though, if I listen real hard, I can still hear her playful cackle.
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