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The Magic of Mimi 

Her name is Mimi, or at least that is the only name she will ever have to me. Of course 

this now 100-year-old woman once had a childhood and a young adult life, but it is impossible 

for me to see her as anything other than my small, sweet great grandma. While she once stood at 

five feet four inches, she has made her way down to four feet eight inches after a century of life. 

She has completely white hair and while it has thinned over the years, she maintains it with 

perfect curls and bobby pins here and there. When I picture her, the first image that appears in 

my mind is a black wool hat that always seems to be on her head. Sometimes, I see that hat in a 

store and think jokingly, “my great grandma was ahead of the trend.” 

Mimi is one of the most independent people I have ever met. Even though she has 

reached an extraordinarily old age, she still lives alone, and insists that no one help her, or take 

her to a nursing home which she believes would be even worse. 

Mimi has a great passion for all living things, even squash and cucumbers. Years ago 

when I lived next door to Mimi, I would see her in her large garden tending to an assortment of 

herbs and vegetables, primarily tomatoes and thyme, which are her favorites. It was not until a 

recently, when the doctor told her that she had to stop,  did she finally give up her twenty by fifty 

foot garden. Of course, she could never give up gardening completely, and so now, every 

summer pots of tomatoes can be seen lining her porch walls. 

Mimi is a woman of practicality. If what would generally be considered trash to any other 

person can be reused in someway or it can serve some purpose, she can make it happen.  Ziploc 



                                                                                                                                       

                                                                                                                                         

bags are never thrown away, always washed and put back to use somehow. She can even find a 

function for tinfoil and old pizza boxes. 

Taking one look at Mimi can cause anyone to immediately know that she is someone 

special. But it’s when she begins to talk that her unparalleled kindness is evident and in that 

moment its as if she only cares about the conversation at hand. She only has genuinely 

affectionate things to say, one time she even told me that I had the most beautiful hands that she 

had ever seen.   

When my mom finished law school and I was born, my parents decided to build a house 

right next door to her’s. I relate a lot of my childhood to Mimi, since she was always a prominent 

part of my life, living only twenty feet from me.  

When I was a toddler, learning to walk and stand on my own, I found a favorite place to 

practice, the window facing Mimi’s house. I loved this spot intensely because it was much more 

than just a window to me. I knew that standing there meant a visit from my best friend. 

Everyday, rain or shine, Mimi would slowly step down from her crumbling concrete steps and 

make her way across the yard to meet me at the screen for our daily chat. The details of our 

conversations have been lost with time. The specifics of our exchanges are not what matter 

though. The lasting impact of having a person to talk to everyday, who would love me 

unconditionally, is what truly matters to me. 

On my fifth birthday I received a brand new, bright pink barbie car with yellow and blue 

flowers all along the sides. The car was able to move at a speed of only one mile per hour, but in 

my five year old world it was pure thrill and freedom. Everyday, I would look over to the rusted 

swing attached to the once white wooden beam that had faded and peeled through the years to 

watch for a small movement indicating that she was outside. If Mimi was out, which she usually 



                                                                                                                                       

                                                                                                                                         

was, I would rush down the street in my pink car and arrive moments later. Once I had 

successfully parked my car at the base of a large tree trunk near the porch, I would run up the 

concrete steps and sit beside Mimi on the faded yellow and blue cushion and tell her about the 

adventures, the struggles, and the highlights of my day. She would always swing next to me 

quietly, listening intently to everything I was saying, determined to hold on to my every word. 

Having a then 90-year-old as a best friend may seem strange, but the relationship that we 

shared when I lived next door was more than just a typical grandma-granddaughter bond. She 

reassured me everyday, that no matter what, she would be there whenever I needed someone to 

talk to, even though as a child, my biggest issue was my brother stealing my toys.  

In addition to Mimi being the best friend a young girl could ever hope for, she reminds 

me to be grateful for everything I have. Mimi is the most gracious, loving person that I have yet 

to encounter in my lifetime. Any gift that she ever receives is met with a genuine and heartfelt 

“thank you.” She has gotten things from a jar of pickles to a brand new tv and she loves them all 

equally. The world is materialistic and disingenuous and she reminds that I would be just as 

happy as her if was more thankful for the little things, even a jar of pickles.   

She is my mom’s grandmother, yet she has met my dad’s entire side of the family. 

Despite my parents divorce, my dad’s parents will make special trips just to see her, indicating 

the impact she has on all who meet her. When I hopefully make it to one hundred, I will be 

happy to make half of the genuine relationships that she has formed over the years.  

There really is something amazing about this woman that makes people feel significant. 

Mimi made me understand that I am worth something, and that everything else is worth 

something as well. Without her, I do not know what kind of person I would be today. 

 



                                                                                                                                       

                                                                                                                                         

  


