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Teendom, Today & Yesterday
 When our granddaughter, Karis-
sa, was much younger and sleeping over, she 
asked if she could call her mother. My husband 
and I did have three phones in our home at the 
time-the old dial-up kind was upstairs.  After 
my consent, Karissa reached her hand out for 
the phone and said, “What do I do?”
 Today, I’ve noticed Karissa, now 12 
and Rebecca, now 14, are always on the cell 
phone.  They are chatting with girlfriends or 
boyfriends - they even have their own cell-
phones and carry them wherever they go.
 When I was their age,  my older sis-
ter usually went on dates with her boyfriend. I 
wasn’t even supposed to have phone calls from 
boys.  (I was born in 1940; my mother in 1897).  
So I did what teens would do with only one 
party line in the house. 
 My steady boyfriend worked late and 
called my home about 11 pm.  My parents 
were early bed-goers so the system worked 
well.  Beside me was a pillow with the phone 
atop to muffle the ring.  It worked.  I never got 
caught. :)
 The grandkids also have an extraor-
dinary amount of music aparatus. It’s not that 
I, or my husband, don’t like music. We both 
love to dance.  I  just don’t want to listen to 
“other people’s music” when I want quiet time 
in my own space! Plus, I never get to even see 
my grandkids full face any more.  They usual-
ly have some type of Mickey Mouse electronic 
equipment wrapped around their head.

    Just a few weeks ago, my daughter 
and family came over for a visit.  

Wanting to let them know I’m an 
“in” Mom-Mom, I announced, 

“I just purchased a stereo and 
albums.  It’s in the living 
room, if you wish to play it.”  

The teens sprang for the liv-
ing room.  

There they found my 
new stereo system--
-a floor model, hand 

grind Victrola, with 
complete sets of al-

bums from the Golden 
Age Era.  They were quite 

disappointed.
  Of course, I shared 
with my grandkids the 

story of the one and only radio shared amongst 
five siblings when I was a kid.  We’d sit on a 
chair,  or lay on the kitchen floor,  listening to 
the Ten Top Goldies of the week.  We never ever 
had our own private stock of music. 

~~~~~~~~
 Teens today start so much 
younger than I did with what I con-
sider more grownup stuff. My seven 
year old great-grandaughter, Hayley, 
was here one day in pink plastic one 
inch heels.  I told her, “I started out 
with a one-inch heel at fourteen and 
graduated to a three inch heel by the 
time I was an adult. Now,” I said as 
I lifted both heels up in the air and 
down again, “I found out I can have 
as much fun down here as I could up 
there!  The same thing will happen to 
you one day!”
 Even in the make-up department to-
day’s teens start out much younger.  I had to 
scrounge through my older working sisters 
waste baskets to try and find the stubs of lip-
stick. Once my sister and I were far enough 
from the house and Mom couldn’t see us, we 
dabbed those lips profusely!  But, there was a 
price to pay if we got caught!
 When teenagers sleep over, they have 
make up kits with at least ten different colors 
of lipsticks and other things.  They have new 
names for makeup - I can’t keep up! Lip gloss, 
eye liner, masacara, eyeshadow and blush - I 
prefer simple words, such as plain pink or red. 

~~~~~~~~~~
  I was visiting at my daughter’s house 
one day when the teens fussed when their 
mother asked them to walk down to the mini-
mart for a quart of milk. Teens just don’t walk 
any more, unless they are at the mall.
 Of course, I tell them the age-old sto-
ries of how I walked two miles through snow 
or rain to get my ride on the school bus.  Since 
I lived in the country, I also had to walk miles 
if I wanted to visit my friends.  My father rarely 
took us any where in the car. By the time I was 
done ranting, Rebecca asked her Mom, “Did 
you have to walk through snow too, Mom?” My 
daughter replied, “No, but I never had a remote 
control.  I had to walk clear across the living 
room to turn on the TV!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
 

 One of the treats my husband and 
I have enjoyed over the years was taking the 
grandchildren on a mini-vacation during the 
summer months.
 Karissa had turned 12 this year.  We 
figured this probably would be her last year 
with us.  We understood the “teen” code, want-
ing to just be with their friends. 
 Part of the treats we gave Karissa 
on this trip was for me to take her to a large 
mall.  I couldn’t begin to name all the stores 
we browsed in.  I do know my granddaughter 
is well versed in her selection of clothes:  Old 
Navy, Obercrombie, Hollister, Aeropostale etc.  
She’s come a long way in these past years.  The 
only name I ever knew was “jeans.”
 I admit there was one store I do re-
member visiting with Karissa, Hollister.  Actu-
ally, I should have bolted the minute Karissa 
and I stepped inside their closed doors!  First, 
they forgot to turn on the lights.  The few low-
watt lamps scattered through out the rooms 
wasn’t pleasant for a tri-focaled grandmother.   
 Second, music - you know the kind 
she liked - blasted from every conceivable 
crevice imaginable.  Interspersed,  through all 
the rooms full of clothes,  were over-stuffed 
chairs and sofas.  Teens seemed to be chatting 
amicably as they sat on them.  I couldn’t hear 
Karissa speak even if she’d have yelled in my 
ear.  After placing my eye balls back in align-
ment, I grabbed Karissa’s  hand. “We’re out of 
here. You’re mom has to take you shopping after 
this.  I was very close to an anxiety  attack!”

~~~~~~~~~~
 Times truly have changed.  Today, 
teens not only go to hairdressers versus the old 
home perm kit, but they also walk around in 
dyed hair colors I never heard of before.
 They have unique birthday parties, 
like movies, beauty parlor time, and dining out 
at a fancy restaurant.  Not only does the birth-
day girl receive a gift, but a nice favor is usu-
ally presented to the guests. I myself, and my 
siblings, considered ourselves lucky to have a 
birthday cake with our family.  
 If I ever felt I’d like to be a teenager 
nowadays, I’d have to say no. 
I’m having much more 
fun having my 
teenage grandkids 
teach me  how to be an 
“in” Mom Mom.*
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