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Welcome, to the August issue of quick reads, memories and travel stories.

We apologise for publishing later than usual but due to a new puppy in the office things haven’t run a smoothly as we would wish!

Our next deadline for all submissions is 18th September for the October issue.

We are also looking for Christmas and New Year themes for our December issue which can be sent in at anytime.

Ed.

 

submissions@allyourstories.com

NB: this is now the only submission email that you need.
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Nancy Julien Kopp lives and writes in Manhattan in the Flint Hills of Kansas. She has been published in 24 Chicken Soup for the Soul anthologies, many other anthologies, ezines and magazines. Her writing includes poetry, fiction for children, creative nonfiction, short memoir, and articles on the craft of writing. Her blog offers tips and encouragement to writers at www.writergrannysworld.blogspot.com

 

Finding My Mother  

 

The year is 1943, and I am four-years-old. The Woolworth Five and Dime in our neighborhood has a creaky wooden floor and smells like penny candy, sickeningly sweet. I walk up one aisle and down another, heart beating fast, until a clerk leans down. “Do you need help, Honey?”

 

My lip quivers, and I voice my fear. “Where is my mama? I can’t find her.” Like magic, my mother appears at the end of the aisle, her steps hurried, my baby brother in her arms. Relief washes over me when we are reunited. She brushes the tears off my cheeks, and reassures me with simple words when we are reunited. “Don’t worry, I’ll never leave you.” But I stay close to her the rest of the day. 

 

War rages in Europe and Asia, but I am oblivious to that situation. My world revolves around my young and pretty mother. She provides everything a four-year-old requires. She reads to me, hears my bedtime prayer, and coaxes me to eat. I develop a sense of humor because she makes me laughter a part of our everyday life. 

 

Fast forward many decades, and I have lost my mother again. I can’t find her, even though I know where she lives. She is eighty-six and resides far from me in a nursing home in North Carolina, but the mother I know and love is gone. 

 

Macular degeneration denies her the pleasure of reading. In years past, she devoured novels, fit newspapers and magazines into her daily routine. She celebrated the release of every John Grisham book. 

 

Physical ailments curtail her activities, and depression erases the keen sense of humor that marked her character until recently. The weekly letters stop when she loses the ability to pick up a pen and put words on paper. For years, we chatted on the phone—passing on family news, discussing world events, politics, movies, books and more. Now, she refuses to have a phone in her room at the nursing home, effectively cutting herself off from those who love her. Is it because a phone is a sign of permanency? She tells my brother she will be home with him as soon as she gains some strength. She knows, and we know, that possibility is unlikely, but no one is strong enough to voice the thought. 

 

She no longer possesses the sharp wit he once displayed regularly or the ability to entertain us with stories about her childhood in and Iowa coal mining town. Mental confusion blurs her days, and her powers of concentration blurs her days, and her powers of concentration are diminished. 

 

Yes, I’ve lost my mama again. But I’m not four-years-old. I’m an adult who is on Medicare, a senior citizen who misses her mother. I pray for her daily. Not that she will be miraculously well and strong again, for I know the aging process would not allow it. I pray that she will have peace and comfort in these final years, months, or days that remain. Even so, I feel lost again, and there is no helpful Woolworth clerk to show concern. My mother does not make a magical appearance this time. 

 

Health concerns of my own postpone a planned trip to visit her., but little by little I am finding her right here in my own home. My kitchen overflows with reminders. Her blue enamel roasting pan, a painted china plate, a serving bowl, and more trigger memories of happy times. The other day, I picked up a rolling pin while looking for something in a cupboard, and images of my mother rolling pastry, sugar cookies, and cinnamon rolls moved in waves through my mind and brought a smile to my face. She learned from her mother and passed the love of baking on to me. My mother will always be with me when I bake. 

 

Her presence is strong when I skim through my recipe box where her handwriting covers dozens of recipe cards. I linger on some to keep her close a bit longer. One card has a note on top. “Mom’s Dater Muffins”, a recipe passed on to her from my grandmother. When I make them, I feel both my mother and grandmother near. 

 

Family photographs decorate various rooms in my home, and photo albums help me relive the years when my mother played a vital part in my life. The camera caught her laughing, holding babies, traveling with my dad. Pictures taken with her treasured older brothers capture the joy she felt in their company. A surprise eightieth birthday party is relived in an album of its own. I can wander through my home and find her in these photos whenever I feel the need to be near her. 

 

In some respects, the vibrant mother I once knew slips farther away, but these reminders of the past bring her close. There’s no need to ever feel like a lost child again. On that long-ago day in Woolworth’s she told me she’d never leave me. I know now that she spoke the truth. A part of her will always be with me.  

 

© Nancy Julien Kopp Sara Etgen-Baker. A teacher’s unexpected whisper, “You’ve got writing talent,” ignited Sara’s writing desire. Sara ignored that whisper and pursued a different career but eventually returned to writing and her teenage dream of being a writer. She’s written countless memoir vignettes and personal narratives many of which have been published in magazines and anthologies such as Chicken Soup for the Soul, Guideposts, and Good Old Days Magazine.  

 

In Defense of Daughters 

 

When the afternoon recess bell rang, my friends and I lined up to go outside and play. Once outside, we scattered like frantic ants. Some ran to the slides; others toward the merry-go-round, the swing set, the monkey bars, or the seesaws. But some of us had something else on our minds.

“Sticker weed battle!” yelled my friend, Tommy, as he ran past me. “I want you on my team. Come on!”

“I’m coming!” I hurried behind him, my ponytail swishing back and forth. I followed him to the far edge of the playground to the notorious sticker weed battlefield. I was a tomboy who lived in a neighborhood of only boys, so I thought nothing of joining Tommy and the other fifth grade boys in a rousing sticker weed battle.

Battle lines were drawn between two rows of bushes, and each team hunkered down, spears in hand and waited. A warm wind blew, rustling the bushes, but the battlefield itself lay quiet that afternoon, and every gaze lay resolutely ahead. “Geronimo!” came the battle cry.

“Geronimo!” Without hesitation, we sprang forward from behind our row of bushes and launched our spears, screaming, yelping, and chasing one another, hoping to stab a sticker weed into someone’s arm or clothing.

Then, from out of nowhere, came a shriek. “You kids stop that right now!” yelled Mrs. Parsons as she bounded toward us. Everyone ran, but I froze like a deer caught in headlights. Before I knew it, she had a firm grip around my arm. “Come with me, young lady! You’re in big trouble.”

Trouble? I was a good student, a well-mannered, polite little girl who’d never been in trouble before.

With her hand firmly gripping my arm, Mrs. Parsons marched me across the playground and into Principal Ethridge’s office. She grabbed the office phone from the counter and handed me the receiver.

“Do you know your home phone number?”

“Yes, ma’am, I do.”

“Call your mother. Tell her you’re in trouble and to come to school right away.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. I held the receiver to my ear, placed my trembling index finger into the rotary dial and dialed the number.

“Hello.” I heard my mother’s soft voice on the other end.

“Mama,” I all but cried, “I’m in the principal’s office with Mrs. Parsons. She says I’m in trouble, and she wants you to come to school right away.”

“What happened, darlin’?”

“I don’t know, but she says I’m in trouble. Hurry, Mama!” I said, my voice shaking with fear and embarrassment.

“Okay, darlin’, I’ll be right there.”

I sat in the corner chair and waited, my feet dangling nervously. She arrived in record time, flinging open the door to the reception area. I ran into her arms and burst into tears. “I’m sorry, Mama. I’m sorry.” 

“There, there, darlin’.” She handed me her handkerchief
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