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 About the Author

	Clyde Carswell is a storyteller guided by compassion and clarity, crafting narratives that resonate deeply with the human spirit. His writing draws from a life steeped in empathy, philosophical inquiry, and an unwavering pursuit of truth. With each tale, Clyde invites readers into a space of reflection and emotional depth—where insight meets heart, and wisdom unfolds in quiet, powerful ways.


The Flavors

	Ebony Lawson hobbled toward the refrigerator, each step accompanied by a fresh wave of exhaustion that washed over her. Partway, she paused, her gaze lingering on the worn fabric of the sofa from which she had come. The plush cushions, soft and inviting, beckoned her return. But the rumbling in her stomach and the roaring voice in her head drove her forward.

	As she opened the freezer door, a wave of frigid air washed over her sweaty face. To her dismay, the ice cream she craved was missing. She eyed the pantry, a short walk away, its gaze holding a promise of satisfaction. She made her way over and discovered a crumpled bag of potato chips. With the last lick, she cleaned her fingers of the precious crumbs. A trip to the grocery store was in order.

	With a groan, her breath ragged, she heaved her heavy body into the uncomfortable confines of her car and closed the door. The faint smell of stale cigarette smoke brought back memories of her husband, who had died of lung cancer a year prior. She slapped the steering wheel and cursed, “Why did you have to die, you old fart!”

	 

	At the grocery store, the midday sun beat down as she made her way across the asphalt parking lot. A man returning a shopping cart caught her attention.

	“I’ll take that,” she said.

	“You don’t want this one. It’s worn out and stubborn.”

	She grasped the handle. “Just like me. We’ll get along just fine.”

	In the store, she headed to the freezer section, found her favorite ice cream brand, and motioned to a nearby store associate.

	“How may I help you?”

	“Why is vanilla not on sale?”

	“Sorry, I don’t set the prices.”

	“Get your supervisor.”

	“Sure,” she replied, hurrying away.

	A woman approached a few minutes later. “I’m Latisha, the store manager. What’s the problem?”

	“I can’t afford full price for my favorite ice cream. Why isn’t it on sale today?”

	“Items go on and off sale. Which one do you want?”

	Ebony pointed to a row of vanilla ice cream. “That one.”

	Latisha opened a notebook and flipped through the pages. “The sale of that brand and flavor ended yesterday.”

	Ebony dug into her purse and grabbed a coupon. “Will you accept this?”

	“No, it’s expired, but sugar-free chocolate is half price today.”

	Ebony adjusted her bra and grunted. “Are you making fun of my weight?”

	“What? No, I was just—”

	“Never mind. My life's been nothing but sugary vanilla ice cream.”

	Latisha frowned. “Wait, you’ve never tried other flavors?”

	“No.”

	“Not even a taste?”

	“Did I stutter?”

	Latisha smiled and retrieved a coupon from her apron pocket. “This is for the chocolate I mentioned.”

	Ebony recoiled as if the coupon were a snake ready to bite. “What if I don’t like it?”

	Latisha chuckled. “There’s only one way to find out.”

	“Well, okay, but the potato chips better be on sale.”

	She picked up ice cream, four bags of potato chips, and headed home. Midway, her stomach roared like a starving lion. She could almost hear one of the chip bags begging to be opened. As she reached for it, her blind tug on the steering wheel almost caused an accident. The chips will have to wait, she decided.

	 

	Ebony put the ice cream in the freezer, poured a bowl full of chips, and settled onto the sofa with a glass of sweet tea. A photograph of her deceased husband on the mantelpiece caught her eye, his beady eyes warning that she needed help. She grabbed the biggest chip from the bowl and pointed it at his photo. “Stop staring at me, old man. At least my addiction hasn’t killed me yet.” A blissful warmth spread through her body as the starchy treat and dim lighting lulled her into a deep slumber. Loud knocking startled her awake two hours later.

	“Come in,” she said.

	Her daughter, Shandra, heard her faint reply, opened the door, and found her stretched out on the sofa. “Mom, you don’t look well. Are you okay?”

	“I’ve been better.”

	“When did you last check your blood sugar?”

	“I don’t remember.”

	“Where’s your insulin?”

	“On the kitchen counter, I think.”

	Shandra hurried to the kitchen, retrieved the insulin kit, and tested her glucose level. “It’s over 500!” She administered a shot of insulin. “You know diabetes will kill you, right?”

	“Yeah, well, I’d rather die than give up my snacks.”

	“Don’t talk that way, Mom.”

	She brushed the crumbs from Ebony’s shirt and glanced at the bowl on the coffee table. “Please tell me you didn’t eat that entire bowl of chips.”

	“The chips were on sale; the ice cream wasn’t. I eat what I can afford.”

	“Ice cream? Really? You’re joking, right?”

	“No, it’s one of the few pleasures I have left.”

	“Sugar free, I hope?”

	“I have sugar-free chocolate in the freezer, but I’m not eating it.”

	“Why not?”

	“Your grandfather made vanilla from scratch. His father did the same. We raised you on vanilla—vanilla loaded with delicious sugar.”

	“But I like strawberry,” Shandra said.

	Ebony scoffed. “Yeah, well, you’ve always been a rebel.”

	Shandra retrieved the ice cream from the freezer, scooped a tiny amount, and held it close to Ebony’s mouth. “Taste it.”

	“No.”

	“Try it, or I won’t come visit you for a week.”

	She pressed her lips against the spoon and cringed.

	“You didn’t get enough to taste.”

	“I can feed myself,” she said, grabbing the spoon and touching her tongue to the frozen treat.

	“Tasty, huh?”

	Ebony turned away and swallowed.

	“You liked it. Admit it.”

	“No.”

	Shandra ran her hand through Ebony's kinky hair and caressed her arm. “So, you’re killing yourself to keep a silly family tradition?”

	Ebony rubbed her face and sighed. “No, I’m killing myself because I can’t stop overeating.”

	Shandra noticed a broken picture of her father on the floor and clutched Ebony’s hand. “Why is Dad’s picture in pieces?”

	“Let’s just say he was being an ass.”

	Shandra giggled. “You miss him, don’t you?”

	“No, he was a pain in my ass,” Ebony replied, her hard face softening into a gentle smile.

	Shandra kissed her on the forehead. “I miss him too.”

	“Hey, I have good news,” Shandra said.

	“What?”

	“I’m pregnant!”

	Ebony’s eyes widened. She tried to sit up, a dizzying rush of thoughts in her mind. “Really?”

	Shandra nodded, her face glowing. “Yes, I found out a few days ago.”

	“What’s the due date?”

	“Well, I don’t know yet, but August sounds about right.”

	She cradled her mother’s face with her hands and gazed into her deep brown eyes. “Mom, your grandchildren will need you. Please take care of yourself.”

	Ebony’s glow of excitement subsided. “I know.”

	“Okay, I’m almost late for my doctor's appointment. No more chips and go easy on the ice cream, okay?”

	Ebony nodded.

	“And promise you’ll check your glucose and give yourself a shot when you’re supposed to.”

	“I promise.”

	Shandra took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. “I love you.”

	“I love you too. Now get out of here before I make a scene.”

	 

	Ebony returned to the grocery store the following day. Latisha saw her and hurried to catch up. “Hey, we have vanilla and strawberry ice cream on sale today.”

	“Thanks, but I like sugar-free chocolate. And no chips; I’m going on a diet.”

	With a lighthearted giggle, Latisha patted her arm. “Good for you!”

	“Yeah, well, I’m going to be grumpier than ever having to eat vegetables and salads. Who the heck likes salads anyway?”

	“Lots of people. Let me know if you need help.”

	 

	Shandra dropped by to check on Ebony later that day and found her sitting at the kitchen table eating a salad.

	“Mom, I’m so proud of you! Keep eating like that and you’ll be okay.”

	“I have a favor to ask of you,” Ebony said with a mouthful.

	“Sure, what?”

	“I need your help to lose weight.”

	Shandra paused, mouth agape, then sat opposite her. “Of course I’ll help you diet. We can do it together.”

	“Okay, but there’s one more thing. Grab the sugar-free strawberry ice cream from the freezer. I’d like a small scoop.”

	“I think you meant to say vanilla?”

	“No, I meant strawberry.”

	Shandra’s blank stare lasted a moment too long.

	“Don’t just sit there. The ice cream scoop is in the spoon drawer.”

	The delightful treat led to hours of shared memories, family reminiscing, and joyful planning for the baby’s arrival. When it was time for Shandra to leave, Ebony asked her if she wanted to go to church on Sunday.

	“I appreciate the offer, but your church is too charismatic for my taste.”

	“No, I want to try a new flavor. Perhaps your church? If it tastes like strawberry ice cream, I’ll love it.”

	Shandra’s smile lit up the room. “I’ll pick you up at 9:30.”


The Leaf

	Fifteen-year-old Allison Johnson opened her bedroom window, the cool night air washing over her teary face as she peered into the darkness. Rays from a lonely streetlight casting long shadows danced through the leaves of a tree outside the window. Lightning flashed in the distance.

	She wiped the tears from her cheeks, crawled into bed, and snuggled under the blanket. Lightning flashed again, followed by house-shaking thunder. The soft glow of the streetlight painted a subtle, almost ethereal shadow of the tree onto the wall. Turning her attention to the window, she watched as a powerful gust of wind carried the leaves on the tree away until only one remained.

	“Why fight, my friend? Join the others on the ground!” she urged, as if the leaf could understand. But the leaf dodged and darted, refusing to give up its waning life. “The others are at peace, happy to fertilize the soil. There’s honor in dying. Let go!” she said. But the leaf kept its grip. She pondered its spirit for a moment, then drifted off to sleep.

	 

	Dawn, Allison's mother, knocked on the bedroom door the following morning. There was no answer. She turned the handle. “Allison, unlock the door!” Still no response. She pounded hard. “Allison, unlock this door right now!”

	Her husband, Earl, heard the commotion and came running. “What’s going on?”

	“She's not answering, and the door’s locked.”

	He nudged her aside and plowed through with his shoulder. Dawn rushed to the bedside and grabbed Dawn’s hand. “Allison, wake up!”

	Earl pointed to an empty pill bottle and a note on the nightstand. “My God!” He fumbled for his phone and dialed.

	“911, what’s your emergency?”

	“My daughter has taken a lot of pills, and we can’t get her awake. Send an ambulance. Please hurry!”

	“Your daughter’s name, age, and location?”

	“Allison Simpson, 301 Mason Drive. She’s sixteen.”

	“Okay, is she breathing?”

	“I… I don’t know. Hold on.”

	He listened with one ear pressed against her chest and the phone against the other. But all he could hear was the frantic pounding of his own heart, a rhythm that echoed the horror of the moment. Holding his breath, he listened again. “She’s breathing, and I can hear a faint heartbeat.”

	“Good. Now, which pills did she take?”

	He grabbed the empty bottle. “Xanax.”

	“How many?”

	“We had those filled a few days ago,” Dawn said.

	He glanced at the bottle again. “At least twenty-five.”

	“Okay, don’t hang up. There’s a fire and rescue unit a few miles away. They will be there shortly. I need you to keep checking her breathing.”

	“We will. Please hurry.”

	With a shuddering gasp, Dawn crumpled onto Allison's still body, her sobs a raw, heartbroken symphony of despair. “Please, God. Don’t let my baby girl die.”

	Every minute felt like an eternity as they waited and checked Allison’s shallow, slow breaths.

	“Sir, the rescue unit is at your house. Is the front door unlocked?” the operator asked.

	“No, I’ll let them in.”

	“Good. They will take over from here. I’m hanging up now.”

	 

	One of the two paramedics checked her vital signs and placed an oxygen mask over her nose and mouth. “We need to get her to the hospital, and I’ll need that pill bottle.”

	They loaded her into the ambulance and sped through town, sirens wailing, lights flashing. A doctor and several nurses met them outside the hospital emergency entrance and began working on her as they rushed inside.

	Earl and Dawn arrived fifteen minutes later, checked in, and sat in the ER waiting area. Dawn clutched a tissue and tried to dab fresh tears from her cheeks, but it collapsed into a soggy mess. “I can’t breathe!” she said, hanging her head low.

	“Are you Allison Johnson’s parents?” a woman in a white lab coat asked moments later.

	“Yes,” Earl said.

	“Come with me, please.” She escorted them to a private office and closed the door. “I’m sorry. We tried our best, but your daughter didn’t make it.”

	Dawn fell to her hands and knees. Earl’s eyes brimmed with fresh tears as he knelt beside his wife of two decades, his face etched with horror. The doctor had seen that look countless times—a flicker of hope as fragile as a butterfly’s wing in a parent’s eyes. She knew one last question was coming, a silent plea
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Life is a series of moments.
Every moment a choice.
Every choice a story.

Clyde Carswell






