
Roget is Weeping 
By Wes Brooks 

The track I’m listening to for this month’s submission wasn’t something I chose. It chose me. Listen along with me to Silversun 
Pickup’s “Lazy Eye” from their 2007 debut album, Carnavas, and let’s peel another layer off the onion.  

I’ve been waiting 
I’ve been waiting for this moment all my life  
But it’s not quite right  

When this goes to print, I will be on my way to Jackson, MS, to enshrine the ashes of my recently departed, 96 year-old paternal 
grandmother, Mrs. Mary P. Brooks. My Mimi. And it is the first time that I’ve lost a loved one where the feelings of gratitude and 
clarity are overshadowing the expected pain and sorrow which normally blanket such a life moment.  

And this 'real' 
It's impossible if possible 
At who's blind word 
So clear but so unheard 

The point of my article isn’t to give you her curriculum vitae so, for the purposes of this offering I’ll only provide that her 
academic accomplishments included a bachelor’s degree, Master’s degree, and two fellowships: one for economics and another 
for Asian studies—the latter awarded by the United States Congress. From this foundation she taught economics, history, civics, 
and government for 20 years at the high school and collegiate levels, organized and chartered the boards of at least a half-
dozen organizations focused on the education of the disenfranchised, was a master gardener, seamstress, classical pianist, 
artist, designer, and mastered multiple languages.  

Oh yeah, and was a loving wife to her husband of 65 years, Dr. Thomas J. Brooks, Jr., who raised four children  

My grandmother was an academic’s academic—erudite in every sense of the word. Through her grade school and teenage years 
in the Mississippi Delta, her idea of a good time wasn’t playing with dolls or playing outside, it was books. Her heaven-on-earth 
was the public library, and she went every single time the opportunity presented itself.  

My grandparent’s house was open and wondrous like a museum. Each room had a wealth of artifacts that I could easily get lost 
in for an entire day. It held wonders that she and my grandfather had brought back with them from all four corners of the world. 
There was framed Egyptian papyrus, Japanese silk tapestries, hand-carved wooden and ivory elephant figurines and tribal 
masks from Africa, stone carvings from Ireland and Scotland, and of course, endless numbers of books from every culture you 
can imagine. There were books depicting places she and my grandfather had not visited or lived, but when I’d would pull a book 
from the shelf say “Mimi, you haven’t been here!” she would quickly respond “No, I haven’t… not yet.”  

For most of my life I never thought ours was of the traditional grandmother–grandson dynamic. You know, the one where you 
were fawned over and hugged incessantly, and when you stayed at their house the limitations on junk food at home didn’t apply. 
At her house there wasn’t any fawning and those rules most definitely applied. And if I am to be completely honest, I was 
confused and frustrated by it for quite some time.  

I’ll give you an example. One Christmas when I was about 10 years-old the entire Brooks clan got together at my house to 
exchange gifts. I watched my cousin’s unwrap Stretch Armstrongs, Nerf footballs, and GI Joes. I waited with excitement to open 
mine because when it was handed to me I was shocked by the weight. I pulled off the wrapping paper and opened… an 
encyclopedia. 

Side note: for my younger millennial readers, encyclopedias are where Google lived before there were computers. 

What?? My cousins had just unwrapped toys, and I’d just opened homework. And it was received the way you’d expect any 10 
year-old boy would—like a 10 year old boy.  



To appear sad 
With the same old decent lazy eye 
Fixed to rest on you 
Aim free and so untrue 

Unfortunately, I wouldn’t gain the maturity and clarity to appreciate that she was giving me something that should’ve been 
plainly obvious. She’s a teacher, Wes, and you don’t know what she’s trying to give you? 

Knowledge. 

If you’ve read any of my previous articles, you already know I have ADHD. I didn’t get that diagnosis until I was 38 years-old. 
Knowing this, you can understand how little I enjoyed being taught. Lucky for me, I had the crème de la crème of teachers for a 
grandmother, and to her, every moment was a teaching moment. 

At her house I would hear things like, “take that obstreperous behavior outside,” and “don’t be so insouciant.” When I was brave 
enough to tell her I didn’t know what something meant, she would say, “Go into your grandfather’s study and fetch the Roget’s 
Thesaurus from his desk. When you find the word look over each of its synonyms. If you still don’t know what it means, then get 
the Webster’s Dictionary from his bookshelf.” When I asked why I she sent me to the thesaurus first instead of the dictionary, 
she said, “child, the dictionary addresses the one word; the thesaurus addresses the strength of your vocabulary.”  

When she would say “Now, sit down right here and tell me everything,” she meant it. Everything. She supposed nothing, and 
considered everything. She love to debate. Loved it. I don’t mean the insult-filled, attack-driven circuses that we’ve endured the 
last 18 months, I mean the lost art of contending ones position with informed, educated responses void of malicious intent.  

She had a thorough command of the written and spoken word. Her responses, soaked in her Mississippi Delta drawl, were 
measured, concise, and deliberate. The type of slow, at-ease southern tone that disarms you even when it is systematically 
showing you the error of your ways.  

Some of our last talks would drift into politics and the debates that were being televised at the time. (Now, remember, when you 
read this the voice should be that of the 96 year-old lady’s described in the previous paragraph.) “Well, at first glance the man is 
clearly narcissistic. If you listen to _______ for more than 30 seconds, it should be obvious that he’s intellectually bankrupt. 
However, those are not the things that should concern us all. What should alarm us all is that the man is indecent. If elected, he 
will be representative of us all, and what are we as a society if we are not decent?” 

Appreciation and command of the written/spoken word was not lost on my grandmother’s eldest daughter, Browning Brooks 
Edmonds, either. The former City Editor of the Tallahassee Democrat and current Asst. V.P. for Communications at Florida 
State University who, in her eloquently penned obituary, characterized her mother as “…a person of rare gifts who used her 
boundless intellect, energy, courage and generosity to improve life for all those fortunate enough to know her,” and that she 
“…believed passionately that education was the key to a full and meaningful life and should be put to work to solve society's 
problems.” 

Everyone's so intimately rearranged 
Everyone's so focused clearly with such shine 

If you take nothing else way from this I hope it will be this: if you’re fortunate enough to still have your grandparents, pick up the 
phone and call them. Better yet, go see them. Give them a big hug and say, “now sit down and tell me everything.” 


