
“Generations of Love and Sacrifice” 

Deo Gratias! 

 Now that my husband and I are actually on our own after forty-seven years of childrearing. 

It’s hard to look back and realize that we have raised two generations of children, our two adopted 

daughters from El Salvador, and then our two grandsons. But our story is not much different from 

that of many other grandparents. 

Due to a very difficult and painful personal situation in 2001, it became clear to us that 

our daughter and her two young boys had no 

place to live. We had plenty of room and so 

we agreed to the three of them moving in with 

us. We were both teachers and would be 

home in time for our daughter to get to work 

at her job as a waitress in a popular local 

diner. That should’ve been the end of the 

story but unfortunately, it wasn’t. Anne (not 

her real name) was benignly neglecting the 

boys, and so within a few years, the court 

awarded custody of our grandsons to us. 

 As many other grandparents have discovered, raising a second generation of children is 

both demanding and rewarding. We have been very blessed, and while not denying the utter 

weariness of caring for two little boys after teaching middle school students all day, the truth is 

that our grandsons brought a great sense of joy and fulfillment into our lives. In all honesty I can 

state that there was not one game of any kind (and the boys played every sport they could!) that 

my husband did not attend. He came home from football games thoroughly drenched or frozen, 

depending on the weather. He himself was one of their first Little League coaches, and he sat on 

the bleachers cheering on each grandson’s basketball team. 

 The years flew by, and our grandsons will now be 

graduating from college in the near future. Our daughter’s life 

has taken a decided turn for the better, and just this morning my 

husband was with our daughter when she went to see a 

cardiologist. For these young men, the love of our Heavenly 

Father is there for them to see in the love and protection of their 

Grandfather. None of this could’ve happened without the love of 

God the Father, His Son and our Blessed Mother to guide us. 

From the bottom of our hearts we say, “Deo Gratias”! (I was a 

Latin teacher!)  


