
  
    [image: I Love You More]
  


  
    
      I LOVE YOU MORE

    

    
      
        CORNELIA AMIRI

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          I Love You More

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Dear Reader

      

      
        BONUS SINGLE MOM FANTASY

      

      
        Also by Cornelia Amiri

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Sign up for my newsletter

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            I LOVE YOU MORE

          

        

      

    

    
      A mother's love never fails…it always prevails.

      On the verge of turning sixty, Garland recalls memories and moments of her life’s journey from an abusive childhood to a bad marriage to the ups and downs of a single mom. She is rewarded with a magical mother’s day with her son, daughter in law, and granddaughter. Her moving story is sure to touch your heart.
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      Texas 2016

      She smiled at the crayon drawing held by magnets on the refrigerator door. Judson drew it for her, for Mother’s Day, when he was six. Garland opened the refrigerator door, took out the jug of sweet tea and poured herself a glass.

      Today was Mother’s day and Judson was on his way to pick her up and take her out. She took her glass of tea and sat on the sofa. He didn’t live with her anymore. Her baby was 34 now and he’d moved out years ago.

      She sipped her drink and petted her cat as she gazed at the framed photographs on top of her entertainment center of Judson and his wife and his daughter. Their smiling faces. She leaned back on the sofa.

      The first time she met him face to face Garland was strapped down to an operating table because she’d just had a C-section. When the doctor told her it was a boy, she said, “Judson.” He wasn’t just a boy he was Judson.

      The pediatrician there at the birth brought him to her, holding him up beside her head. She turned her neck and kissed his forehead. Every vein in her body had sung with joy. Happiness at a level that couldn’t even be described had flowed through her. There never was before and had never been since, a happier moment in Garland’s life.

      And Judson had grown into a wonderful man.

      Garland looked at her huge, gray and black striped cat and said to him, “Judson worked his way up from a stocker to a regional position; making enough to support his wife and child.”

      Garland had felt terrible that she hadn’t been able to earn enough to send Judson to college, but that hadn’t stopped her baby.

      “You know Amber,“ Garland said to her cat, Severus.

      Judson had met Amber, his wife, at the grocery store they worked at when she was a bakery manager and he was a grocery manager.

      “She’s Judson’s wife. You know Judson.”

      Severus meowed in response.

      “Yes, you know Judson. He’s like your brother. He lived here when you were a kitten.”

      His wife was wonderful. Garland knew if anything happened to her, Amber would take care of her baby and her granddaughter. Garland had a granddaughter now. She was ten, which seemed impossible. It seemed like she was just a small baby yesterday.

      “Judson and Amber are coming here today, and Sydney too. So I’ll be gone for a little bit. It’s Mother’s Day.” She petted Severus as he blinked his huge jade-toned eyes at her.

      Amber, his wife, was like a daughter to her. Not only that, Amber’s family had accepted Garland as family from day one. Every Thanksgiving and Christmas she was invited to their house along with Judson, Amber, and Sydney.

      She glanced at the time on her cell phone, which was on the coffee table. He’d be here soon.

      Garland’s childhood had been a pack of lies. The family she’d been born into didn’t fit the definition of what anyone thought of as a family. Born in the fifties, when child abuse was considered to not exist, there had been no one to help her. She’d spent her whole childhood and young adult years with people that didn’t want the best for her. They wanted to hurt her, when her father would beat her he told her he wanted to kill her, he wanted her to die. There wasn’t anything she could do about that.

      But when Judson created his family he in turn gave her additional family members as well. Once again her son had come through for her in ways she couldn’t imagine

      “Punkin will be here soon,” she said to Severus as he purred, siting on her lap.

      Every Mother’s Day, just like today, Judson visited her and took her out to eat with him, Sydney, and Amber.

      Her phone rang, she grabbed it. The words, my son, identified the caller. She’d programmed that in because Siri couldn’t understand the name Judson. Garland pushed the accept call dot.

      “Hey Mom, Sydney and I are coming up.”

      She opened the door and they stood in front of her. Sydney rushed past Garland, into the apartment, went straight to Severus, bent down and started petting him.

      “Hi mom.” Judson pulled Garland into his arms, in a bracing hug.

      “Nana!“ Sydney left the cat, ran to Garland and gave her a big hug.

      Garland noticed that Severus turned and sauntered away, heading for the bedroom. Too many humans in here for his taste and it was time for another nap.

      Judson’s face was as bright as the sun due to his big smile as he handed Garland a bouquet of spring flowers. “Happy Mother’s Day.”

      “Thank you, punkin. They’re beautiful.” The fresh scents of tulips, narcissi and daffodils danced in the air.

      Garland took the flowers into the kitchen where she placed them in a vase full of water on her small round table.

      Sydney plopped down onto the sofa to watch the program Garland had been looking at, an old rerun of a Lawrence Welk Mother’s Day episode with Lynn Anderson singing Mother May I with her mother.

      “What is this show?” Sydney asked. “Why are they dressed a like?”

      “It’s an old show, I think that episode was from the 60’ s but it’s about Mother’s Day. They’re mother and daughter so they dressed to sing together on the show.”

      “I’ve never seen it before,” Sydney said. “They’re dressed like old days.”

      “Like the 60’s because that’s when this show was filmed. It’s a rerun.”

      “It’s that old?”

      “Yes, an antique, right?” Garland laughed.

      “Did you dress like that?” Sydney asked.

      “Not exactly, in the 60’s I was a kid and also a tween like you are now. I did have a yellow dress with Swiss dots like that and ruffles but it didn’t have a full skirt. It had a straight shape like a shirtdress. But when I was in first through third grade I wore all these little A-line dresses and I always wore a slip with ruffles under them. And we wore something called undershirts that people seem to call wife beaters now. And we couldn’t wear pants to school, only dresses until Jr. High, you call it middle school, then we could wear pantsuits.”

      “Do you still wear those dresses?”

      “No, silly, I can’t fit into anything I wore back then.”

      Judson joined them on the sofa. “I looked up some places that are having special Mother’s Day brunches.”

      “Sounds great. I like poached eggs.”

      “‘I think the nearest one, which has a five-star rating, is in Bellaire, so that’s real close.”

      “Yes, let’s go.”

      Garland followed her son and granddaughter to the car.

      As he held the door for her, he said, “Amber had to work, she’s sorry she couldn’t make it.”

      She sat in the front seat as Sydney plopped down in the back.

      “No that’s fine, yall both work so hard. How is she?”

      “She’s great.” Judson started the car. “Everything is great. How is everything with you?”

      “Good. I’m writing. Still trying to sell more books, trying to find ways to promote them better.”

      “I’m so proud of you, Mom, all the books you’ve written.”

      “I’m proud of you. So proud.” Even in that moment, tears of joy threatened to spill out again. Just being with Judson made Garland happy.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Texas 1982

      She woke, changed Judson’s diaper and put him in his walker. Then she threw on a t-shirt and jeans and headed into the kitchen.

      Her husband stood by the counter, drinking a cup of coffee. “I’m going to take a walk and get a newspaper from the little store,” he said.

      “Okay. You’re not going to take the car?”

      “No. I need to walk.”

      Samuel left and Garland let out a sigh of relief. This was her chance to leave with the baby. She couldn’t help but think how ironic it was that today was Mother’s Day.

      Her mind flashed back to earlier that week, when she got home from work, and stepped inside her apartment, her husband had smacked her in the face.

      She recalled he’d yelled, “Where have you been?”

      She’d still been reeling, trying to get her bearings. He’d never hit her before. She didn’t’ know what was going on. “I had to work overtime, I called and told you. What’s wrong?”

      “The baby was crying for you and you weren’t here. You were at work with your boss.”

      “Not my boss, a co-worker. The boss went home at the same time he always does.”

      He slapped her again and again. Finally, he stopped and walked away into the family room. She started to cry but pulled herself together. Judson needed her. She ran to Judson’s room. He stood in his crib, dressed in a diaper and a tiny green t-shirt, crying. He, reached his arms out to her.

      She picked him up. “It’s okay. Mama’s here.”

      His cry sounded like a hunger cry. In her arms, he’d stopped crying and she carried him to the kitchen. It had confused her because Samuel should have fed him by then, it was 8 pm.

      She remembered sitting Judson in his high chair. Samuel was sitting on the sofa watching TV but he didn’t say anything to her and she sure didn’t speak to him.

      She’d grabbed two jars of baby food, chicken sticks and diced peaches, opened them and put them on Judson’s plate, then she had snatched his toddler spoon and fork from the drawer. She’d set all that on his high chair tray, pulled up a chair in front of him and sat.

      He’d grabbed a chicken stick with his chubby fingers, held it to his mouth and gobbled it down. And he’d devoured the peaches just as fast. It seemed like his father hadn’t fed him.

      As Judson ate she asked Samuel, “Did you feed the baby?”

      “This baby did nothing but cry. I couldn’t feed him. I couldn’t do anything and it’s all your fault. You were with your boss instead of with your baby like a good mother.”

      She’d glanced at Judson as he was finishing up his chicken fingers. Then she filled his sippy cup with milk. She had handed it to Judson and he’d quickly drunk it. He’d seemed full, so she’d lifted him out of the highchair, but when she’d tried to set him down on the floor so he could walk, he’d cried, making it clear he wanted her to hold him. She’d carried him to the bedroom and they both fell asleep in her bed.

      The next day at work she’d used her lunch break making phone calls. Houston had several shelters for battered women but they were all filled up, except for one.

      On Saturday, she had tried to leave with Judson in hand, but her husband had told her she could go but she couldn’t take the baby. She’d left just to drive to the shelter to get all the information she’d needed and to make sure they had a place for her, then she came back home.

      That was yesterday. Garland pulled herself from her reflections and took a deep breath. She lifted Judson out of his walker, grabbed her purse and walked out the front door. Samuel could come back at any moment. She had to figure this out. This could be her one and
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