
DVD Release ...
Last summer, our movie, Under 

Jakob’s Ladder (based on the 
story of Marta, my Oma, and her 
grandfather, Jakob, who was im-
prisoned in the Soviet Union for 

speaking the Lord’s Prayer at a 
funeral), won two awards at the 

Manhattan Film Festival: for Best 
Actor (Jeff Stewart) and Best 

Film - Period Piece. The screen-
ing was so popular it actually 

sold out in five days and went on 
to secure two additional screen-

ings during the festival's run. 

The DVD for Under Jakob’s 
Ladder is scheduled for release 

this summer/fall 2012. 

To see the movie trailer, go to 
underjakobsladder.com

Editor: This account is a follow-up 
to the LWQ Spring 2011 article, 

“Oma, Tell Me a Story.”

May 27 began as any other day. Oma ate breakfast. She came out into the 
living room for her “wallpaper change.” Just a regular day. However, within 
a few hours, things changed. My dad had caught some sort of bug, so 
initially it seemed that Oma had come down with the same thing. When 
it was obvious that she was in pain, we headed to the hospital. 

May 1977
One story Oma loved to tell was the story 
of my birth. My parents were living at 
Oma's house at the time. I was supposed 
to be born in early May. Oma’s birthday 
was May 16, and she had high hopes that 
I’d hold out for her day. Apparently, I had 
other plans. My dad was engaged to be 
an interpreter on a speaking tour in May. 
He left to go to Texas, and still I had not 
made my appearance. 
During the wee hours of the morning of 
May 28, my mom knocked on the door of 
Oma’s bedroom. It was time. Now, this is 
important to know: Oma was never much 
of a driver. (Actually, I have no memories 
of her driving. Ever.) But she drove my 
very pregnant mother to the hospital that 
morning. Fortunately it wasn’t too far, and 
we made it in one piece. 
Oma always loved this next part of the 
story: Shortly after 8 o’clock, the doctor 
came out to the waiting room with a big 
smile and announced, “Well, Mrs. Munoz. 
We have a granddaughter!”

I began taking care of Oma in 2005. 
As the Parkinson's disease slowly 

took its toll on her body, I knew 
this story was coming ...

New Story... By Maria Munoz

Oma’s

34 years later
We waited in the same 
hospital. This time, Oma 
was the one lying on the 
bed. Her breathing was 
slowing down. As we sat 
next to her, we read psalms 
and quietly sang some of her 
favorite songs. It was getting 
close to midnight when it 
was my mom’s turn to read. 
She chose John 14:2: “In 
My Father's house are many 
mansions.” At that moment, 
Oma’s shallow breathing 
stopped. She had gone to 
one of those mansions.
Just short of midnight on 
May 27. Just short of my 
birthday. But close enough. 
Oma had been there when 
I came into the world. I was 
there when she left. I miss 
her. But I’m glad that she 
has a new story that she’s 
living out.
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