For JEANETTE ANDERSON

By, Liz Davies....her friend.

On a beautiful September day (September 18th, 2010) Jeanette and I walked along Park Avenue after a lovely lunch. 

I was in New York visiting my son who lives at 171 East 84th Street.  He has a new job there, and his girl---soon to be his fiance.

It was my last day in New York City, before returning home to the Palisades.

I'd made a lunch date with my friend Jeanette, from Sotheby's Realty days in Santa Monica.

To back up a moment,  we met at a social gathering of Sotheby's agents Santa Monica office, at our broker's home in Pacific Palisades, in 2006.

Jeanette and I gravitated to each other because she'd lived in New York and I lived in Connecticut ...both at same time.

We talked about New York, and growing up in the Palisades, and both loving the "Jan & Dean Era" of Samohi and Unihi.

When I listed a 4.9 million dollar home in Santa Monica I asked Jeanette to assist me in holding the open house.

After two hundred people visited the open house Jeanette paid me a compliment by saying:  "It's because of you, Liz."  

She shared many stories with me, and together we attended an event in New York where I met Sharon De Beuregard, her dear friend.

We sat at the same table, laughing and telling stories about New York days.  

 I added her name to the list for this event, conducted by Argus Hospitality and Carol Ackerman, my dear friend, who hosted the event for St. Regis to sell the condominiums at the St. Regis New York Flagship hotel.

 Jeanette had some New York friends to add to the list, Sharon included. 

 How gratifying it was to make new friends, and add to a life's list of memories.

Park Avenue walking and talking included Jeanette putting her arm on mine as we walked, on that September 2010 day.

"Jeanette,"  I asked?   What was your best day?"
"When I saw my son."  she said without hesitation.

"Name five best days," I asked her:

"Well,"  she said;  

"First best day was when I saw my son." 

.and "Second best day was when I saw Kevin again"

 "Third best day was when I knew what a good friend I had in Greenwich". 

.....and "Fourth best day was when I was with Jeannie Martin and talked to Dean Martin" 

 ......and "Fifth good day was when I saw my name in the paper for having planted flowers in a beautification of New York's tree boxes."

"Name your five favorite people"  I asked her, on a roll now.

My sister

Jeannie Martin

My friend in Greenwich

Kevin

My son.....

Then,    We were quiet for a block.  She said, "Thank you, LIz....for this."

Then I asked her to name five best memories:

*One with Sharon

*One with Kevin

*One with her sister

*One with Greenwich friends

*One with her son.

"My son was so handsome, "  she said.  "I'm so glad to have known him."

By this time we were at my son's condo on 84th and 3rd.

He came out to the street to meet her.

WE laughed and talked.  She called him "my baby boy."

He's 6 foot 4 inches tall.

And before I got on the Van to ride to the airport, as we were saying goodbye, she said...."You're going to be fine, Liz.  Great! in fact.  I just know it.  Hang in there."

(She was one of the few to know my real estate business had been very damaging to me these past three years.)

I said "You, too, Jeanette.  And enjoy that beautiful new winter coat you bought on our way home from lunch.  Stay warm.  You're in my prayers."

We hugged goodbye.

I boarded the van, she waved and  turned to walk toward her apartment across 3rd Ave.

And as I was riding to the airport I thought of Anne Morrow Lindbergh's book "Gift of the Sea"

~"We can't have all the shells on the beach,

but,  we can have a few.

And it's better if they are few......."

 I couldn't remember the whole verse, but I had the essence of the verse, and  I was thinking, .....

 we get memories.  We get a moment here, and there.  We have breath one minute and then we're gone like a flower blown away by wind, the next minute.

We have one moment to express ourselves when someone who is truly listening, and we have a moment of knowing great love, or, maybe we just have then the memory of having loved, .....we at least have that.  

I smile thinking that Kevin is by her side at the end.  

She wanted to be in New York for one reason, and one reason alone;  To see him before she died.  She knew she would go back to LA and her sister, but for now, she just wanted to see him.

She told my by phone sometime summer 2010 that "she was going to die."

"I just want some love, for now."

She had that!  In many a friend, in many memories, from all the flowers she planted that bloomed.!!

Lovingly gifted to Judy,

From Liz Davies

October 28th, 2010

