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Graveside Service Friday October 25,2019 at 10:30 AM at Brick Church Cemetery.

Comments

“

We didn't get to write a full eulogy for my grandmother. The grief was simply too raw
to put into words. Plus, she didn't want a large, fancy ceremony. She barely wanted a
ceremony. She wanted to be quietly put in the ground, buried by the few people
remaining who held witness to her life.
In a way, I've been writing her eulogy for three hundred and sixty-five days, trying to
put into words what living in a world without her has been like. This is my attempt.
In some ways, this eulogy was a long time coming, far longer than a year.
Alzheimer's Disease stole bits of her over almost a decade. The grief was like
watching a pot boil - slow at first, and then it bubbled over far too soon. We lost her
mind over the course of years and her body over the course of days. You try to tell
yourself that you're ready when it happens, but you know it's a lie. And then it
happens and you realize that you're still not ready. You're never ready.
Peggy Davis was the third of four daughters. Her parents were said to be down-toearth, easy-going, incredible people. Her father loved having four daughters, never
even raising his voice at them. Peggy lived in Georgia for the first few years of her
life, developing a Southern drawl that she carried with her for the remainder. She
passed on her way of saying "wash" as "warsh" to her granddaughters, who have
never stepped foot in Georgia. It's a beautiful legacy. Her grandfather was an
experimental farmer. He would be responsible for developing ways to grow nonnative produce in the United States. She loved his farm, and his old horse that all her
sisters would ride on the back of at once. She was a small girl, almost held back in
elementary school because she was too small to get on the school bus. She had to
be lifted on by her family.
At some point, Peggy's family moved to New York. She was a star athlete in high
school, once winning the women's basketball competition. Throughout her life, Peggy
was an exceptional athlete, whether it be basketball, tennis, or golf. A world-famous
tennis coach once offered to take her all the way to the Grand Slam tournaments.
She declined. She had a family to watch over, you see. Plus, she was nearing her
forties, though her skill didn't show a decline.
It was in high school that Peggy met the great love of her life, Bill Downs. Bill was a
stellar athlete as well, with bright blue eyes and blonde hair. He was something of a
ladies' man, but soon he and Peggy started to "go steady." When Bill joined the
Marine Corps to fight in the Korean War, Peggy waited for him. Eventually, they
married and had one daughter, Kim.
Peggy didn't have it in her to be a homemaker. In a time when the women in her
community were expected to stay at home, Peggy went to beauty school after
graduating to get certified as a hairdresser. She was a natural at it, and soon racked
up a list of wealthy and loyal clients. She brought home tips that would be incredibly
generous today, over half a century later. She could have gone to New York City and
worked alongside some of the legends in the business, but she preferred her life in
Rockland County. At some points in her life, she was the breadwinner of her family.
When she and her husband lived in Florida as newlyweds, she worked at an ice

cream store. She was one of the first women in the state to wear Daisy Dukes, and
that combined with her easy Southern lilt meant she took home hundreds in tips.
Peggy was beautiful, and she used it to help her family.
No one could tell her what to do. She had stories of sending celebrities to the back of
the line at her jobs. She had stories of doing escorts' hair - call girls, she called them.
She didn't judge. Her daughter was often brought to her appointments, sitting and
watching her mother work. Peggy did Kim's frosted hair until she couldn't keep track
of how much time to let it set anymore. It must have been devastating for her to lose
the skill she was so proud of, the one she worked so hard for. It's fitting that her last
client was the one who loved her the fiercest, her own flesh and blood.
"I'm all mixed up," she would say. We are, too. We have a five foot something,
ninety-two pound hole that we'll never be able to fill. Up until the last stage, Peggy
would smile and talk to anyone. And did she love to talk. Her granddaughters
remember going to the grocery store with her as children and standing by the exit,
waiting for her to end her conversation with the cashier.
Even when she didn't recognize her daughter and grandchildren, her face would light
up when she saw her husband. She'd often cry upon seeing him, even if she was
gone only a day or two. The name "Bill" was sometimes enough to excite her or
soothe her. Hollywood movies could never capture that kind of love. Even when she
lost her memories and her words, she never lost her love for her husband.
Peggy gave her two grandchildren the best childhood they could ask for. We grew up
on strawberry milkshakes with far too much sugar in them that were never made
better in the history of strawberry milkshakes. We made Betty Crocker brownies and
cupcakes almost every weekend. She would watch us learn to swim and dive,
always explaining that to dive, you needed to "peel off." I don't know if I'll ever
understand what "peel off" means. She always talked about teaching us how to drive.
Alzheimer's stole that memory from us, but I loved taking her around town in my car
when she got restless. Car rides always made her content. I never knew where she
thought we were going, but wherever it was, it was a good place. I hope she's there
now. I hope she made it.
The Alzheimer's had its lighthearted moments. One time, instead of saying, "You're
driving me crazy," she said, "You're driving me Christmas." My sister and I still say
that to each other, and it never fails to make us smile. The disease would make her
agitated, but it was hard to get intimidated by a ninety-two pound woman who was
about a foot shorter than everyone and didn't even realize it. But when she wound up
her arm, she had a mean right hook. There were moments when she certainly was
far less frail than she looked.
I wish I could still have my grandmother with me. I wish she could watch me grow up,
could guide me the way that only grandmothers can. I wish she could have lived out
the end of her days as she deserved to. She was weeks from turning the big ninety. I
wish she did. I wish she could know how much I admire her, as a modern woman,
when she was modern before it was even around. I wish she knew what her
grandchildren were doing with their life, how they're pursuing PhDs and how they

definitely inherited her independent streak. I wish we all got to celebrate her more,
that more people knew about her. I wish she died fully understanding how much she
was loved. I hope she knows now. I'll know that there's a heaven if I'm served a
strawberry milkshake that tastes like hers, and if I finally understand what "peel off"
means.
I miss you, Grandma. I miss everything. It's driving me Christmas.
Nikita Williams - October 22, 2020 at 11:02 PM

