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What People Are Saying about Kris’s Stories



Another Small Burn:

“Another good example of a short, interesting story. A bit more on the sad side for sure. Well done to both you and the author!” – vennitas



Master Stargazer:

“It made me think and that is a good story” – Paul C.



Watchtowers of Carthage Key:

“This is one of my favorites!” – DrJamie



The Special Christmas Ornaments of Mr. Everett:

“Wonderful. Very well written.” – Kodakaidojo




Special Thanks



To everyone who ever helped a stranger across the street. Maybe don’t.
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The Little Old Lady

“Because I could not stop for Death –

He kindly stopped for me –”

~ Emily Dickinson


When people talk about the little old lady, their words often come in hushed whispers.


So much has faded from memory. It’s impossible to state her age, where she came from, or when she moved to the small cottage at the edge of town.


Even her name has been lost to the years.


Most remember that she kept to herself, never bothering a soul. Some recall that during the summer months she tended her rose garden, and when winter came, she stayed inside knitting, warm by the fireplace. Others claim that she’d wave back to passing travelers, but never spoke to them, or that she’d bake cookies and leave them in a jar on her porch for the children riding bikes home from school.


One fact everyone in town can agree on is that the little old lady only left home once a week—every Sunday to attend Mass. She went, rain or shine, snow or sleet, never missing a morning service, though most days she’d arrive late.


Occasionally, someone in the congregation would happen to notice her sneak inside. They’d see her move far to the back, nodding along until Pastor McCann finished his sermon.


After final prayers, she’d make the sign of the cross over her chest, then begin her long walk back home, limping slowly to the corner where Highway 451 cut through the center of town, intersecting the church at 20 8th Avenue. Hunched over her cane, she’d smile at the cars zooming left and right and wait patiently for the light to change.


But when it became safe to cross, her smile would fade. She’d continue to stand in the same spot, only shaking her head at the white pedestrian lines painted on the cracked asphalt. If anyone ever approached her, she’d look at them with pleading wide eyes and trembling lips.


She would never cross alone, but she never asked for help either, instead choosing to wait for a kind heart to appear. Some mornings, the traffic light would turn and turn and turn again. During those times when no one was around, or no one would offer, she’d remain unmoved for hours.


Eventually, someone would take pity and ask the question. With a whispered thanks, she’d accept the arm of her champion, allowing them to lead her to the other side.


And so it went, week after week, year after year.


One cold December Sunday, Christopher Charon, ten years old, spied the little old lady as she left the church, trekking into the snow flurry. He watched as several people quick-stepped across the slick, icy road. One by one, they abandoned her at the intersection until she was left alone.


Chris could tell she was afraid. In that instant, he decided he was big enough to assist. In fact, it was his duty as a scout; the good deed would even earn a merit badge. Without another thought, he let go of his mother


































































































OEBPS/nav.xhtml
Contents

		Copyright

		Other Releases

		What People Are Saying

		Special Thanks

		Contents

		The Little Old Lady

		About the Author

		What’s Next?

		Hear It Read Aloud

		More from Kristopher Mallory

		More from Stealth Fiction



		Cover

		The Little Old Lady





OEBPS/images/img01.png
).\\
=~

P A
STEALTH

—FICTION—






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
®% THE LITTLE§
- OLD LADY

xS

- ~ Kristopher Mallory






