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The House On Beartown Road is one of those quiet, unobtrusive books that are easily skipped on a bookstore shelf. Its
author, Elizabeth Cohen, does not talk about extreme human experience like the Holocaust, child abuse, or rock 'n roll.

Could you speak to that issue a bit? When my father moved in with me I joined the growing ranks of the
"sandwich generation. I have my own name for it, I call it "extreme parenting. That can mean feeding and
diapering two very different sorts of people. But there is a silver lining. When your parent and your child find
a place they can communicate with on another, when you see that they have begun to give one another some
solace, it can be quite beautiful. How is writing a memoir different from writing columns? Column writing is
snapshot writing. You do not have the time or space to expound on anything, so you settle for a picture. You
set a scene and communicate one or two ideas. You tell a story in brief. In a memoir you have the space to
spread your thoughts out. To let them breathe and evolve and build. Was it harder to write a memoir? Column
writing can be very stressful because of the pressure of daily deadlines. Memoir writing is scary in a different
way, because you become aware that your readership is so much larger and broader. Do you feel like writing
this memoir changed you? The experience changed me. Being with my dad and daughter alone, responsible
for them both, trying to meet their needs, made me grow up. I feel changed entirely. The parts of me that
skirted responsibility, that took easy ways out, that opted for an extra ten minutes in bed in the morning were
voided. In their place came a person who grew the capacity to put myself on a shelf. I became much more
patient. Writing the memoir became a release valve for all the pressures that built up. This is a courageous
work, you were all alone, you handled taking care of your father and your daughter Ava and you wrote a book.
I felt very alone, I was scared of my situation and writing about it seemed to help. The ethical questions loom
large for me. Is it right to write about people whom you cannot ask for permission? Do you have a shortstop in
your writing? I know in my own life, writing about my kids and family, I reached a point where it no longer
felt appropriate to keep writing about their lives. I had to stop. I have no shortstop. And I have thought a lot
about this. I did not stop myself from writing down absolutely anything and everything that happened to me
during the time this book was written. You have done a wonderful turn for your father, commemorating his
life in this lovely book. I have thought about that a lot, too. This book depicts him at his weakest moment of
life. He was and is truly a great man, he cared about people, he lived his life following strong ethical
principles, he fought to help unionize the hospitals in Albuquerque, New Mexico, he fairly arbitrated for labor
unions all over the country, he struggled to helped find solutions for desperate economies in the third world. It
seems to be sad, too, that he may be remembered now for this disease that snatched him at the end of a
remarkable and stellar life. I think all that he was comes through. We get a feeling for him throughout his life,
not just who he became. Especially in the part where you quote from his book at the end and talk about his
work in economics. Well, he was always very proud of me for my writing, and although I can never know for
sure, and I could not really ask him, although I tried, I believe he would have supported this project, even
though it would reveal so much of the intensely private realm of his life. Some of those were like poetry. That
is what it is officially called. When my father could not remember the correct words for things he would grope
for a substitute and that is when he came up with these beautiful words and phrases. He called apples the
magnificent crackly ones, he called Ava the beautiful little one and me the beautiful big one. That is the one I
was thinking of, that is so wonderful is about Ava, about her coming into a room. He said she was the one who
fills the room with hurricanes, he meant, I think, that she makes a huge mess wherever she goes. Another part
that was very touching was about your neighbors. You had not even known them and they became such an
important part of your existence, and how they came to help you out and delivered food, was very touching.
When winter really came on I realized how fearfully unprepared for it I was. That was when my neighbors
stepped in. Fortunately they dug us out numerous times. They became friends, almost like family. In the midst
of all that was going on in your life, where and how did you find the time to write a book? I wrote at night. My
father would wake me up when he would wander around the house, or Ava would wake me up when she woke
up, as babies often do, and I would find myself sleepless. And that is when the bulk of this material came
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spilling out of me. Did it help you to write it down, was it a relief? My computer was my therapist. I really
believe I was able to cope with intensely difficult circumstance because of two factors â€” the levity and joy
that Ava brought to my life and being able to write it all down. One thing you seem to have learned is how to
humor the person with the disease to protect them. Yes, rather than correcting or trying to reorient my father
all the time when he become confused, which could be very upsetting to him, I learned how to play along and
humor him. If he asked me when we were going to Ohio, for example, I would just say in a week or so, even
though we were not going to Ohio. What did you learn from this time of your life, would you do anything
different now? I learned that you must be prepared in life. I always keep a stack of dry wood on my porch
now. I have a hurricane lamp ready to go with oil. If I could go back in time I would get better vehicles, a
snowblower, a better shovel, I would take more time with my father than I did then to savor his memories, his
personhood, because time is harsh. Now he is almost completely gone. He no longer talks. He no longers sees
me. I miss him even in the fractured state that he was in during the time of this book. I miss him so terribly.
And there is no going back. In a sense writing is all about memory and your book is about memory being lost.
Do you think that writing a book like yours staves off the loss of memories in some sense? There is no staving
off the end of life, no staving off the end of memory, it runs its own course in each individual life. What you
can do is save things for future generations. My sister recently said to me that she thought of this book as a gift
for the children of our children and their children, etc. We know nothing at all. Now a slice of time has been
preserved for those future generations, if they are interested. And in a way it is good that it was a difficult
time. It is really what a part of our lives were like. Do you still worry about that? Less now that my father lives
separate from me. But there is a calm I find now too, when I need it. Eventually we all lose our memories.
Eventually we all become memories. All we have for sure is this moment now, and whatever we can summon
in our hearts and minds about moments past. There is no guarantee that you can hold onto those. I see the
world now in terms of memorable and nonmemorable things. Things that stay and things that blow last you
without leaving anything behind. These are thoughts I never even had before I lived with my father on
Beartown Road. These sorts of things never occurred to me.
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The House on Beartown Road: A Memoir of Learning and Forgetting [Elizabeth Cohen] on www.enganchecubano.com
*FREE* shipping on qualifying offers. In this beautiful book, Elizabeth Cohen gives us a true and moving portrait of the
love and courage of a family.

Also, of the string of Alzhei Author Elizabeth Cohen mines a remarkable trove of material in this wonderful
memoir. Who loved her so completely, although he never learned her name. Elizabeth tells her whole story
with courage, grit and poetry perfectly mixed together. As she cares for an aging parent and a young child, she
never looks for sympathy from those around her or her readers. Instead, she intersperses moments of beauty in
days that could have been pure drudgery. Plus she has such gorgeous mastery of language; adding just th The
ending sentences of this memoir are absolute perfection. Plus she has such gorgeous mastery of language;
adding just the right amount of careful detail. It just took me almost 15 years since publication to read it.
Thanks Kristin for the recommendation. Although I think this book is out of print, I will try to find enough
copies for my bookclub to read next year. Might even duplicate the whole damned book if I need to. At the
center of this family, holding it all together as she herself struggles not to fall apart, is the author, Elizabeth
Cohen. These numbers represent the ages of the three main characters: There were numerous coincidences.
She said "Mama" ont he same day he first asked me who I was. She said "Baby Aba"--her name is Ava--the
same week we received our census and my father looked for a long time at the form before asking me his own
name. In a fit of romantic idealism, Cohen, a journalist, and her husband, an artist, had moved to rural, upstate
New York from New York City to raise their daughter. For a while, life was very sweet, indeed. And then
winter comes. Cohen, the sole breadwinner, cook, and bottle washer, quickly slips into survival mode, which
mostly entails struggling to keep her infant child and aging father from hurting themselves. Dealing with an
active toddler or an aging parent on your own is more than enough for one person to handle, but dealing with
them both at the same time seems nearly impossible from the outside looking in and yet, over time, Cohen
manages. Part of how she manages is by accepting help from neighbors, coworkers, and far-flung friends.
Mostly, though, what she does is live in the moment and accept the tender mercies all around her: I think of
our lives as something akin to the way that people in covered wagons might have felt. Exhausted, scared, but
grateful for certain moments. We take pleasure in small things. Daddy likes the smell of coffee brewing. Ava
likes to blow bubbles with her saliva while mouthing the word "Mama. That they are getting nourishment.
That I am doing something right.
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Book Review: The House on Beartown Road August 25, The Family on Beartown Road: A Memoir of Love and Courage
"The House on Beartown Road" by Elizabeth Cohen is a memoir with an interesting premise.

I shot hours of videotape of him chewing his toe, torturing the cat, slapping the soapy bath water. I was trying
to stop time, freeze-frame all that was happening so that I could come back and enjoy it later when I was not
so goddamn tired. Now at 40, I understand that I was trying to stave off the inevitable -- that I would forget
parts of his childhood. Elizabeth Cohen knows a lot about babies and forgetting. In her memoir, The House on
Beartown Road: A Memoir of Learning and Forgetting , Cohen writes about the fascinating cycle of language,
learning, and forgetting that flows through her two charges. Energized by the joy of new parenthood, Cohen
and her husband, Shane, fix up a room for him in their rural farmhouse. She scatters humor and insight
throughout her writing to help herself and us through the rough patches. Four fossilized cheerios were stuck on
the sleeve, which he was trying furiously to button in the buttonholes on the front of the sweater. To
categorize their relationship, he says to his daughter, "You are that woman approximately one level down from
me. And her runaway husband never once bothers to call. She begins to lose her grip, stops combing her hair,
and feeds her family canned spaghetti. She watches infomercials deep into the night and is utterly exhausted.
We feel the ebb and flow of her fear, and watch as reality threatens to drown her. How does one go about
having one? Does it mean you get to rest? Have breakfast in bed? Play with your children all day? Ava and
Daddy learn from each other, and Cohen learns from both of them. Her writing is never sentimental, but often
funny, often poignant. She describes laughter as "part of a circle of emotion that ends up as sadness if you go
far enough. The way the terms "mommy" and "daddy" are jumbled throughout the book linguistically blur the
lines between care-giver and -taker, shifting the rigid classifications of parent, child, and husband. Her mother
is called "Mommy," both by her father and herself. And Cohen of course is Mommy to her own little girl. You
might want to keep an eye on him. We trust her and want to see how she manages. And she manages by
writing. This gives him a sense of accomplishment, and gives Cohen a sense of control. I can make what is
terrible turn beautiful. And then, casseroles magically appear on her doorstep. Another Samaritan plows her
driveway. In my own fortieth year, I still take some pictures, but now I mostly write about my family. It is
how she will remember. She lives far too close to Cafe Gratitude and has wandered waist-deep into a novel of
her own.
4: The House on Beartown Road (Audiobook) by Elizabeth Cohen | www.enganchecubano.com
Amidst the chaos of the house on Beartown Road, she discovers a new beauty in being in the middle of two universal
stages of life and learning. She watches the growth.

5: The Family on Beartown Road by Elizabeth Cohen | www.enganchecubano.com
The Family on Beartown Road is Elizabeth Cohen's true and moving portrait of love and courage. Elizabeth, a member
of the "sandwich generation"â€”those caught in the middle, simultaneously caring for their children and for their aging
parentsâ€”is the mother of baby Ava and the daughter of.

6: The House on Beartown Road - Traverse des Sioux Library Cooperative - OverDrive
In this beautiful book, Elizabeth Cohen gives us a true and moving portrait of the love and courage of a family. Elizabeth
is a member of the "sandwich generation"â€”people caught in the middle of simultaneously caring for their children and
for the.

7: The House on Beartown Road - Denver Public Library - OverDrive
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Written in wonderful prose and imbued with an unquenchable spirit, The House on Beartown Road takes us on a
journey through the remarkable landscape that is family.

8: The house on beartown Road | PerfectCustomPapers
Sometimes at night I lie awake for hours beside my baby daughter, Ava, cupping her head in my hand. Maybe I am
imagining, but sometimes I swear I can feel it: I can feel her dreaming.

9: The House on Beartown Road - MontanaLibrary2Go - OverDrive
The House on Beartown Road: A Memoir of Learning and Forgetting (MP3 Book) Published August 1st by Blackstone
Audio, Inc. MP3 Book, 0 pages.
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