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  Julian Padowicz was seven years old, Jewish, and living in Warsaw, Poland, when WWII began. After 6 months under Soviet occupation in southern Poland, he and his mother made a daring trek over the Carpathian Mountains into neutral Hungary. Arriving in America at the age of 9, Julian spent the next 13 years in boarding school and college, where his undiagnosed ADD and Dyslexia caused him considerable grief.


  Graduating from Colgate University in 1954 with a BA in English, he was hired by Twentieth-Century Fox studios as editor of their company magazine, “Action.”


  From 1955 to 1959 he served in the Air Force as a navigator and intercept instructor.


  Following military service, he entered the documentary film profession, first as a writer and eventually as director, cameraman, editor, and producer, garnering numerous awards.


  Upon retirement in 2000, Padowicz began writing a 4-part memoir of his WWII experiences. The first book, Mother and Me: Escape from Warsaw 1939, was published in 2006 by Academy Chicago and named “Book of the Year” by ForeWord Magazine. It was followed by A Ship in the Harbor, Loves of Yulian, and When the Diamonds Were Gone. A “young readers’” version of Mother and Me, published by Scholastic, Inc. was a best seller in the school field.


  Feeling that much of what was interesting in his life was not publishable as memoir, for fear of hurting people still living, Padowicz created the fictional village of Venice on the Massachusetts coast and peopled it with characters based on people he had known, including himself. Applying humor, which he calls his “weapon of choice,” Padowicz has written several novels in which these fictional characters go through many of the experiences he, himself, has gone through. His hero, Kip, is a retired college professor, married to his creative, but accident-prone wife, the lovely Amanda, and trying to lead a “normal” life in a new community, among wacky neighbors and wackier friends from his past.


  Padowicz and his wife, Donna, live in Hampton, VA. Their blended family includes 5 children, 9 grandchildren, and 3 great-grands.
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  We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at publisher@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.


  If you’d like to be notified of new Crossroad Press titles when they are published, please send an email to publisher@crossroadpress.com and ask to be added to our mailing list.


  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


  To Kiki (Ms. Jane Kaczmar) the nanny I had in Poland before WW II who gave me the values that Margaret Parsley reflects.


  I want to give thanks to my wife and editor, Donna Carter, and to my publisher, Kitty Bullard, for their help and advice in making these stories as readable and as pleasurable as we could.


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Author’s Note


  As with “Mrs. Parsley Makes a Delivery and Other Stories,” this collection is intended for all-generations family reading and enjoyment. To that end, I have tried to give each story multiple levels of interest, with the result that some family members may require some explanation regarding some of the stories from older family members. I don’t consider this at all bad.


  Julian Padowicz
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  Mrs. Parsley Did This


  “Wow!” Janice said, “Wow! If Grandma and Grandpa’s car hadn’t broken down last night, we’d be home in Richmond cleaning our rooms right now instead of here!”


  The “here” that Janice was talking about was Colonial Williamsburg, a town in Virginia where people dressed like they did in colonial times, three hundred years ago, with powdered wigs, three-cornered hats, and skirts down to the ground. There were log cabins, an old-fashioned apothecary making medicines, and a man with a black beard and a long leather apron hammering a red-hot piece of iron into a candle holder. It was just an hour’s drive from Richmond where Janice and her twin brother Dennis lived, and they had both wanted to visit Colonial Williamsburg for as long as they could remember, but this was their first time here. And it had happened because, coming back from visiting the wild ponies on Chincoteague Island with Grandma and Grandpa, their car had broken down just as they were driving by the town of Williamsburg, and the man from the garage had driven them to an old-fashioned inn to stay while the mechanic figured out why their car wouldn’t run anymore.


  So now, here they were, their vacation extended by a whole day, and watching a woman in a long skirt and white cap weaving cloth on a big wooden machine.


  “This is so cool,” Dennis said, watching the cloth grow before their eyes. “I mean, Grandpa’s car breaking down just as we’re passing through Williamsburg.”


  “That’s Margaret Parsley’s doing,” Grandma said, and Grandpa immediately got an amused look on his face.


  Dennis looked from Grandpa to Grandma. “Who is Margaret Parsley, Grandma?” he asked.


  “Did she make our car break down,” Janice added, laughing, “just so we could visit Williamsburg?”


  Grandma and Grandpa looked at each other for a moment, then Grandpa said, “She’s a friend of your Grandmother’s back in Sandwich.”


  That was Sandwich, Massachusetts, where Grandma and Grandpa lived, and now Grandma explained, “That’s right, Mrs. Parsley is a very nice woman, who lives with her cat, Laptop, and her dog, Charlie, in a cabin in the woods and she’s … well, she makes things happen sometimes.”


  “Like our car braking down?” Dennis said.


  “No, I’m sure she didn’t do that,” Grandpa said. “She doesn’t even know we’re here.”


  “But Grandma said that our being here was her doing,” Dennis said.


  “That’s just something we say when an accident of some sort turns into something good that we weren’t expecting. We say that Mrs. Parsley made it happen,” he said.


  “Like our car breaking down right in front of Colonial Williamsburg,” Janice said.


  “Yes, exactly,” Grandpa said.


  “Or like the time Grandpa and I got caught in a terrible rain storm,” Grandma said, “and had to duck into a strange restaurant and ended up having a wonderful dinner. We say that was Mrs. Parsley’s doing.”


  “Though we know it most likely wasn’t,” Grandpa said.


  “I don’t understand,” Janice said. “I mean, why do you say that this Mrs. Parsley does these things, when you know she really doesn’t?”


  “Well, that’s a long story, and we really don’t have time for it right now,” Grandpa said.


  “But Grandpa….” Janice and Dennis said together, because they really wanted to know more about this mysterious woman.


  “Well, it is lunch time,” Grandma said, looking at her watch. “Why don’t we find a place to eat, and then I’ll tell you all about Mrs. Parsley.”


  A few minutes later, the four of them were in an old-fashioned tavern, seated around a table and being served by a waitress in a long skirt with a white apron, and Dennis was saying, “So tell us about this super magical Mrs. Parsley, Grandma.”


  “Well, she’s not really all that magical,” Grandma said. “I mean, she can do a few things like turn herself invisible, but that’s because she has a magical cat.”


  “A magical cat?” Janice said.


  “Yes, her name is Laptop,” Grandpa said. “And the two of them ride around on a broomstick.”


  “A broomstick?” Janice and Dennis said together.


  “Yes,” Grandma said.


  “So she’s a witch,” Dennis said.


  “Yes,” Grandma said again, “she is a witch.”


  “But you said she was your friend, Grandma,” Janice said.


  “She’s a good witch,” Grandpa added quickly. “She’s a very good witch.”


  “Yes, she is,” Grandma said. “What she does is help Santa….”


  “She helps Santa?” Janice interrupted.


  “Yes,” Grandma said, “and the Tooth Fairy and the various fairy godmothers when they get overloaded.”


  “And the Sandman and the Easter Bunny,” Grandpa added.


  “Oh wow!” Dennis said. “And you know her?”


  “She lives near us and, when your father was a boy, he and her son, Tom, were best friends all through school,” Grandma said.


  “Oh, Dad has told us about his friend, Tom,” Dennis said. “They were Tom and Jerry, like the cartoon.”


  “So Dad knows this Mrs. Parsley, too?” Janice said.


  “Oh yes,” Grandma said. “He spent almost as much time at her house as he did at ours. Margaret called him her third son. You should ask him about her some time.”


  “Yeah, I will,” Dennis said.


  Now Janice put her hand up to interrupt the conversation. “What does all that have to do with her making our car break down yesterday?” she asked.


  “Well actually,” Grandpa said, “it doesn’t. Grandma and I only say she caused it because of what happened many years ago.”


  “And what was that?” Dennis said.


  “Well, it was when I was still working, and I was on my way to the airport …” Grandpa began, but Grandma put her hand on his and interrupted him. “Let me tell this part of the story, dear,” she said. “You see, kids, whenever your grandfather was going on a business trip, he would become a nervous wreck. He wouldn’t be able to find his electric shaver, and then he couldn’t find his clean shirts, and then he couldn’t remember what time his flight was and what hotel he was supposed to go to, and he and I would be running around the house looking for everything and him worrying that he was going to miss his plane, and so on. It happened every time he went on a business trip.


  “Well, this time he was going to Pittsburgh, and finally he had gotten all his stuff together, his shirts, his socks, his notebook, the address of his hotel, the plane ticket, and he was in his car and on his way to the airport and …”


  “All right,” Grandpa said, “this is my part of the story. Let me tell it. There I am, kids, driving to the airport, relieved to have, finally, gotten all my things together and into my suitcase. I’m looking forward to getting to the airport in plenty of time so I can sit in the waiting area with my computer and catch up on my email, before boarding the plane, when, suddenly, I hear the engine sputter, and feel my car coasting to a stop.


  “‘Oh my gosh, car trouble,’ I say to myself and pull to the side of the road. What a time for it to happen! I’m going to be stuck here, on the highway, calling for help, and I’m certainly going to miss my plane and my meeting in Pittsburgh, and that means I’m in real trouble.


  “Why did this have to happen when I was on my way to the airport? Why couldn’t it have happened last week on the way to the supermarket, when I would have had time to get it fixed? And why did it have to happen to me at all?


  “And then, suddenly, I see Grandma’s friend, Margaret Parsley standing there by the side of the road, with her cat and her broomstick, and she’s waving hello to me.


  “I get out of the car and say, ‘What a surprise running into you, Mrs. Parsley. My car’s broken down, and I’m going to miss my plane to Pittsburgh. I don’t suppose you can give me and my suitcase a ride to the airport on your broomstick.’


  “And she says, ‘It’s Laptop and I that made your car break down.’


  “Now, I knew that cat of hers had some magical powers, so I said, ‘Why would you want to make my car break down on my way to the airport?’


  “‘Oh, Laptop can fix it again,’ she says, ‘but I had to stop you to tell you to go back.’


  “‘Go back, what for?’


  “And she says, ‘You forgot your suitcase.’


  “‘Forgot my suitcase? It’s right in the back seat.’


  “‘No, it isn’t. It’s in the front hall of your house, where you forgot it.’
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