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For the Love of Mothers

General Fiction, by Linda Rigsbee

Ralph wandered through the gift shop at the hospital, searching for the impossible – a present for the mother of his newborn son. Oh, there were many presents he knew she would love, but almost everything in his wallet had already been assigned to bills or supplies for the new baby.

He felt guilty, frustrated and near panic – none of which he could tell his best friend right now. It had been a difficult pregnancy and birth for Janet. She had been crying off and on for two days. She said she didn’t know why. The nurse called it postpartum blues. The last thing she needed right now was one more thing to worry about.

He didn’t want her to think he was like his father. With Mother’s Day approaching, Janet had innocently asked his father what she was going to get for his wife.

Bushy brows had lowered in disapproval over dark eyes. “She’s not my mother,” he answered in a brutish tone.

Janet visibly cringed and for a moment he thought she might cry.

Ralph looked up at his mother, who was watching Janet with a sympathetic expression.

Mom spoke gently. “He doesn’t get me anything for Mother’s Day. I’m fine with that.” She looked at Ralph. “I know you are running short of money with all the medical bills. Don’t worry about me. The best gift you can give me is your love, and I already have that.” She glanced back at Janet and smiled. “And I can hardly wait for the grandbaby.”

Dad sat there looking grumpy and didn’t say a word.

Later, at home, Janet had turned to him. “I’m sorry I made your father feel uncomfortable. I shouldn’t have asked that. I was just trying to make conversation.”

He looked at her. “There was nothing wrong with the question and I don’t think it made him feel...uncomfortable.”

She sighed. “I feel sorry for your mother.” She caught her breath. “I don’t mean that your father is a bad person.”

He took her in his arms and gently hugged her. “No, he isn’t a bad person, but I feel sorry for Mom too. She deserves better than that.”

He wasn’t ashamed of his father, but he didn’t want to be like him, either. Maybe he wasn’t going to be a better father, but he was going to try. One thing about it; he had a good example of what not to do to his children – and an excellent example from his mother of what parenting should be like. He had not been physically abused by his father, but he had certainly been neglected. He wasn’t going to be absent in his son’s life.

He felt tempted to use the money in his wallet and wait on the bills. He hadn’t been raised that way, though. You paid the bills first. A gift could wait. Only, tomorrow was Mother’s Day and he had nothing to give either of the mothers in his life. He had been so busy working and taking care of Janet that he hadn’t even had time to make anything. After two days in the hospital with Janet, sleeping in the uncomfortable hospital recliner, he felt exhausted. He needed sleep before he brought his family home, but he didn’t want to leave them right now.

He left the gift shop empty-handed. He had said he was going to get something to eat, but he didn’t feel hungry. Instead, he went back to Janet’s room.

She gave him a bright smile. “Guess what? Mom is flying in to help us for a week. She didn’t think she would be able to get away, but one of her co-workers volunteered to cover for her. Isn’t that great?”

The great part was seeing Janet so happy. “That’s wonderful. I know you miss each other.”

She lifted one brow. “And you need some rest. I want you to go home and get some sleep. I’ll be fine now. Ryan is nursing well now.”

He couldn’t argue with her logic. He suddenly felt completely exhausted. Things would work out. He would think better with some rest.

He sighed and rubbed his hand on the back of his neck. “Are you sure?”

She smiled. “I’m sure. I’ve given you so much trouble already. Having Mom there will give you a chance to catch up on your rest. Don’t worry. Everything will get better now. I feel so much better.”

He leaned down and kissed her. “I love you – more than I know how to say.”

She looked up at him with a solemn expression. “You don’t need to say it. You show it in so many ways. I love you too.” She smiled. “Now go home and get some rest.”

He stood up and grinned down at her. “If you love me so much, why are you sending me away?”

She winked. “Because I love you and you look awful.”

He chuckled. “I guess I probably do. And I need a bath.”

He arrived at their house as their neighbor was inspecting the flowers in her yard. They were large pink flowers.

She looked up at him and waved. “How are Janet and Ryan?”

“They’re doing well. They come home tomorrow.”

“Oh, on Mother’s Day.” She glanced at the flowers. “I know you have been too busy to shop. Would you like some flowers to give her?”

“What a great idea! How much do you want for them?”

“Oh my. I don’t want anything for them. I have so many blooms that the plants are suffering. I need to remove some so the plants can recover.”

“Well, if you’re sure...”

She smiled. “Of course I’m sure, and I have a pretty vase in the house that you can use. Just bring it back when you’re done with it.”

She went into the house and got a vase and some pruning shears. Then she proceeded to cut some of the pink flowers and some other flowers. The arrangement was beautiful – and perfect.

“Thank you so much. I don’t know what to say.”

She waved a hand. “You already said thank you. The look on your face is payment enough. You look like you need some rest.”

He chuckled. “That bad, eh?”

She laughed. “Off with you, young man.”

He placed the vase on the table and gazed at it, an idea forming in his mind. He went to his office and grabbed a tablet before returning to the kitchen. He made a sandwich and ate it as he contemplated one of the pink flowers with a bud on it. He finished the sandwich, washed his hands and began sketching the flower.

He used water pencils and a wet brush to blend it. Then he took it to his office and scanned it into his computer. He used a program to design a card for his mother. Inside, he wished her a happy Mother’s Day and told her how much he loved her – the way he did when he was a kid. She had always told him was her favorite artist. He wasn’t much of an artist, but mothers were that way.

He printed the card, signed it and put it in an envelope for her.

The next day, feeling rested and clean, he went to the hospital to pick up his wife, child and mother-in-law. After all the paperwork was completed, he brought them home. Ramona glanced around the house and saw the flowers on the table. She looked at her daughter.

“Oh, someone has been out shopping for you, Janet.” She looked at Ralph. “How sweet!”

His face felt hot. “Actually, our neighbor donated them. I wanted to pay her, but she wouldn’t take any money.”

She put a hand on his arm. “Son, it isn’t the money; it’s the thought that counts.”

Janet looked at the flowers. “I love them! Thank you! They really cheer up the place, don’t they?”

Ryan began to fuss and Ramona lifted him out of the carrier. “You are such a sweet little baby. I’m going to enjoy this week, spoil you and then miss you until I can come back and see you again.”

Janet laughed. “Well, I guess it’s a grandmother’s privilege to spoil the baby. I hope you come back soon. I miss you too.” She looked at Ralph expectantly.

He nodded. “Yes, you are welcome anytime. I hope you know that.”

The doorbell rang and he opened the door to find his mother. “Come in and join us.”

After they had greeted each other, he slipped into his office and got the card. “This is for you, mom. It isn’t much – just something I threw together.”

She opened the envelope and stared at the card. “You drew this.” She looked up at him, tears in her eyes. You always used to make Mother’s Day cards for me.” She fell silent for a few minutes as she read the card. Then she looked up at him. “Do you know that a peony represents prosperity, good fortune, honor and romance?”

He shook his head and glanced at Janet. She smiled sweetly. “Well, it’s the thought that counts.”

He chuckled. “Yes, it is. I didn’t know what to get you...”

She looked at Ryan. “I think you already gave me the most valuable gift.”

They all agreed. Mother’s Day wasn’t about gifts. It was about love and appreciation. As he stood there, surrounded by mothers, he felt rich – all for the love of mothers.


The Underhanded Dowser

Youth by Linda L. Rigsbee

Jacob Zachary Rhodes, known to most as JZ, was my father. I say was, because he has been dead for ten years. They say I inherited my dowsing skills from him. I sure didn't learn them from him, because I was only three when he died. The only thing I can be sure I got from him was my name – Zachary Jacob. No, they don't call me ZJ. Most folks just call me Zach, and that's fine with me.

I was what Mom called a change-of-life baby. I was born when they were in their fifties – after all my sisters and brothers



















The Rejuvenation of Nancy Degan
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