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RONA LIPSKY & ATARA URKOWITZ – GRANDDAUGHTERS

Our Nona was a real character.  From her birthday “cha cha chas” to her loving, caring ways, that was our Nona.  Despite her small physique, she was very strong, and you would know this from the way she was able to yell at her husband, “JOOOEEEYYY,” and get his attention.

There is a saying, the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach.  Our family is no different.  Nona showed us her love with her never-ending delicious food and always-stocked pantry.  The more she loved you, the more steaks she would buy you.  Clearly, she loved her family very, very much.  In fact, this past Friday on my way to see her, I was telling my mother how much I wanted to eat her Shabbos chicken.  To my dismay, when I got there, it was not ready.  I left her house with an empty stomach and a craving for her Shabbos chicken.  I came back a few hours later, and Nona looked at me and said, “Oh, Rona, you’re back.”  I replied, “Yes, Nona.  I’ve come for your chicken.”  She was beaming.  She was so happy.  As she watched me devour that piece of chicken, she happily handed me a napkin.  She was smiling from ear to ear.  That was my Nona.

In most households, Shabbat is family time.  For me, it was Nona and Poppy time.  Every Shabbat since I was 4 years old, I would sleep over at their house and eat Nona’s chicken soup.  It was the best.  And have her listen to my countless stories about school and my activities.  My special time was when I would sleep with her in bed.  I would cuddle with my Nona, who always reminded me to say my Shma.  But the best part of Shabbos, was when Poppy would go to shul, and I would play with her cane.  She would always say, in her high-pitched voice, “Brava, encore.”  She was always so happy and loving.  Lastly, I would prepare myself for the weekly news at the Sholosh Seudos table of my Nona.  That is my Nona.

For the past 3 years I have been away at school in Florida, and every Friday afternoon I would call Nona, and every Sunday afternoon she would call me, without fail.  This was always the highlight of my week.  She was the best listener and always cheered me up.  When I would come home from the airport and I would first go to her house, she would be waiting for me in her wheelchair with a kiss and a hug, and boy, did she give the best hugs!  We were very, very close.  I really loved her a lot, and I really miss her.  I will always remember our good times and special conversations.

Every day after school, when my Mommy was still living at home, she would drink tea with her Mommy and they would discuss their day.  Over the past years, and especially this last one, that became my tea with Nona.  Like Rona said, she was the very best listener, and, better yet, she never judged you or your actions.  Nona, with her perfectly done nails and beautifully made-up face, will always be a part of me.

Nona, we will love you forever.

