Eulogy of a Devoted Mother

Wanda Teresa Bronska Frankfurth
April 13, 1957  - November 18, 2005
 
 
We are here today to honor the life of Wanda Frankfurth, to grieve her unexpected death and to express our sincerest condolences to her beautiful children Samantha and Eric, around whom, Wanda’s world revolved.
 
Our community has been deeply saddened by Wanda’s illness and death.
 
The picture of Wanda walking with sweater draped across her shoulder, head held high with her petite, five foot two body blanketed by her beautiful, long hair. This picture is powerful and very much alive in all of us.  The picture is not however, complete without seeing Eric and Samantha on either side, walking arm in arm with her.
 
Wanda was well known to many, as is evidenced by all of you here today.  She was well known to many, but known well by few.  Wanda was a very private and proud person.  Every aspect of her life was focused on her children, with little time left for anything else.  Her children were her world.  Her children were her best friends.
 
Those who knew Wanda, or felt that we knew her because she was such a familiar face on the sidewalks of Del Mar, we respected her.  Sadly, I’m not sure Wanda knew that she was respected.  I’m not sure she knew the impact she had on our community or that she had gently touched our lives.  I’m not sure she had any idea how many people admired her from afar.
 
We admired her strength, determination and applauded her obvious commitment and love for her children.
 
Wanda was clearly a devoted mother who appreciated her children’s strengths and talents, doing everything she could to foster their growth and provide them the best opportunities.  She was seen walking regularly with her children from their Portofino apartment all the way to the library, so Eric could check out an armful of thick books that he would devour in a few short days and Samantha could have time to work on the computer.  They would use the walk home to talk.
 
Wanda loved to talk.  She loved to talk about her kids.  In fact, her friends at work marveled at her uncanny ability to bring every discussion, regardless of its original topic, back around somehow to her children.  She couldn’t help but share her pride and love for Eric and Samantha.
 
Wanda’s co-workers and bosses will miss her seemingly endless energy and her willingness to get involved to solve problems even when they were not her problems to solve.  She was described as an incredible “cleaning machine” to the point where her co-workers were afraid to stand still too long for fear that Wanda would come along and dust them.
 
She took pride in her work and never shied away from an opportunity to go above and beyond the call of duty.  This was true the day she intervened on behalf of an elderly resident when she worked at Manor Care.  The nursing aides were completely frustrated by a man who refused to eat.  After they gave up on him, Wanda took time away from her housekeeping duties to sit with him and inquire how she could help.  She asked the man if there was anything that he would like to eat and suggested some eggs.  He agreed and Wanda went about convincing a grumpy cook to fill his order even though he had not originally ordered eggs.  Wanda served and sat with the man as he cleaned his plate.  He thanked her for her kindness.  The nursing aides were shocked.  They didn’t know the old man could speak.  
 
Wanda walked quietly among us in a neighborhood of speeding Mercedes and SUVs.  
She walked and lived with dignity and pride.  She was fiercely independent, relying on no one but herself.  And for this, she had the respect of her community.
 
Our respect for Wanda continues to grow as her death has caused us to learn more about her life and self sacrifices.  Most of us didn’t know that she worked multiple jobs; one being the nightshift at the Double Tree Hotel in Carmel Valley, riding her scooter at 10:00 at night and returning in the morning just in time to walk Eric to school.  We didn’t know that Wanda endured prolonged illness and the pain associated with colon cancer.  She never complained, but instead, held her head high in the face of extreme stress and uncertainty.  Wanda was stronger, more independent and more determined than any of us knew.
 
Wanda grew up in Poland with her parents and two brothers.  She loved helping her mother work their large family garden and thrived on fresh vegetables and home cooked meals.  In Poland, Wanda worked as a journalist.  She was a bright woman who taught herself how to speak English using books and tapes, never attending any classes.  She also taught herself Spanish, though wasn’t quite yet fluent.
 
Wanda valued education.  Even though rents were high, she chose to live in Del Mar because she believed that our community was all about education and that was her priority for her children.  Eric and Samantha commonly heard their mother remind them that, “This is the Land of Opportunity”.
 
Wanda fully expected her children to someday achieve their hopes and dreams:  Samantha’s of attending college in New York for art and Eric’s of attending Harvard Law School and someday perhaps having a house with an ocean view.
 
It has been said, that a person’s true greatness cannot be measured by how much she earns, what she owns or how she is seen by her peers.  Rather, it is measured through the eyes of her children.
 
Eric and Samantha have known absolute love from their mother and know her greatness.  
 
They loved and respected her even when they disagreed about curfew, clothes or attending football games.  They loved and respected her for being strict, but fair.  They loved her for her willingness to negotiate so both sides could be happy and for the sacrifices she made on their behalf.  Best of all, they loved and respected her because she did not hold grudges.  Samantha and Eric loved and respected their mother even when occasionally it was difficult being the children of a Polish immigrant; trying to fit in with their peer culture at school while living a very different “old world” life at home.  It was challenging sometimes, but they are both better and stronger for the experience and can be proud of their heritage. 
 
 
Eric and Samantha, your loss is unimaginable to most of us.  But your mother’s gift to you is permanent.  She is a major part of who you are and who you will become.
 
Your mother’s body has died - a body she no longer needs because she is so much more than her body.
She is in you, both of you.  She is part of you and this can never be taken away.
 
When you walk at the water’s edge to watch the sun set, your mother will be with you.
When you walk to the library to choose new books, your mother will be with you.
When you witness a swarm of Painted Ladies or just a single butterfly, your mother will be with you.
 
She will be with you because she is in you and that is for always.
 
Your friends and classmates may act differently around you since your mother died.  Your friends may be awkward not knowing what they should and shouldn’t say, not wanting to remind you of your loss.  You may also experience classmates who have never spoken to you before and all of a sudden they are extending themselves and their sympathies to you.  They may wonder how you are surviving and why you aren’t crying all the time.
 
This can feel strange and even frustrating.  Try to be patient with them.  They are doing the best they can to make sense of your loss because they can’t imagine what that feels like and it scares them. 
This is normal.
 
They may not know that grief comes in waves, in and out of your life.  They may not know that people grieve in their own way and in their own time.  And that there is no right or wrong way to grieve, -
 just your way.
 
There are a lot of faces here today, some familiar to you, some complete strangers.  They have all come today to honor your mother’s life and to embrace both of you as extended family. You are not alone.  
You have the support of your father who is here with you.  And you have our support.
 
We hope you will accept our love and ongoing support, not just in your immediate time of need, but further down the road.  Samantha, we want to know who you end up going with to the Winter Formal as well as your Senior Prom a few years down the road.  And Eric, we want to know what you think about the next Harry Potter book when it is released or what your 6th grade camp experience is like next year.  We want to know.
 
Our support will not end when we walk out the doors of this church.   You are both part of our “community family” and no matter what we will be here or just a phone call away.
 
Samantha and Eric we walk with you, arm in arm, in memory and celebration of your mother.
 
