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Mum Who Wrote Family Letters

To this day I remember my mum’s letters. It all started in December 1941.
Every night she sat at the big table in the kitchen and wrote to my brother
Johnny,who had been drafted that summer. We hadn’t heard from him since the
Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor.

I didn’t understand why my mum kept writing to Johnny when he never wrote
back.

“Wait and see—we’ll get a letter from him one day,”she claimed. Mum said
that there was a direct link from the brain to the written word that was just as
strong as the light God has granted us. She trusted that this light would find
Johnny.

I don’t know if she said that to calm herself,dad or all of us down. But 1do
know that it helped us stick together,and one day a letter really did arrive. Johnny
was alive on an island in the Pacific.

Mum signed her letters, “Cecilia Capuzzi.”“Why don’t you just write’ Mum’?”1
asked. ‘

I hadn’t been aware that she always thought of herself as Cecilia Capuzzi. Not
as Mum. I began seeing her in a new light.

She never wore make—up or jewelry except for a wedding ring. Her hair was
fine,sleek and black and always put up in a knot in the neck. Her small silver—

rimmed pince—nez only left her nose when she went to bed.
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Mum had become the correspondent in our part of town. Sometimes she would
write letters all day long.

Mum always insisted that people signed their own letters,and the small
woman with the grey hair asked mum to teach her how to do it.“l so much want to
be able to write my own name so that my son can see it.”Then mum held the
woman’s hand in hers and moved her hand over the paper again and again until
she was able to do it without her help.

After that day,when mum had written a letter for the woman,she signed it
herself,and her face brightened up in a smile.

One day when she came to us,all hope had disappeared from her eyes. Mum
instantly knew what had happened. They stood hand in hand for a long time
without saying a word. Then mum said: “We better go to church. There are certain
things in life so great that we cannot comprehend them.”When mum came back
home, she couldn’t get the red—haired boy out of her mind.

On one occasion mum admitted that she had always had a secret dream of
writing a novel.“Why didn’ you ?"I asked.

She tried to explain why it absorbed her so.“All people in this world are here
with one particular purpose, “she said.“Apparently ,mine is to write letters.”

“A letter unites people. It can make them cry,it can make them laugh. There
is no caress more lovely and warm than a love letter,because it makes the world
seem very small,and both sender and receiver become like kings in their own
kingdoms. My dear, a letter is life itself!”

Today all mum’s letters are lost. But those who got them still talk about her

and cherish the memory of her letters in their hearts.
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Penance after 50 Years

It is in a little bookshop in the city of Lichfield,England. The floor has just been
swept and the shutter taken down from the one small window. The hour is early,and
customers have not yet begun to drop in. Out of doors the rain is falling,

At a small table near the door,a feeble, white—haired old man is making up some
packages of books. As he arranges them in a large basket, he stops now and then as
though disturbed by pain. He puts his hand to his sideshe coughs in a most distressing
way;then he sits down and rests himself,leaning his elbows upon the table.

“Samuel !"he calls.

In the farther corner of the room there is a young man busily reading from a
large book that is spread open before him. His eyesight must be poor,for,as he
reads, he bends down until his face is quite near the printed page.

“Samuel!”again the old man calls.

But Samuel makes no reply. He is so deeply interested in his book that he
doesn’t hear. The old man rests himself a little longer and then finishes tying his
packages.

He lifts the heavy basket and sets it on the table. The exertion brings on
another fit of coughing; and when it is over he calls for the third time, “Samuel!”

“What is it,father?” This time the call is heard.

“You know,Samuel,” he says, “that tomorrow is market day at Uttoxeter, and
our stall must be attended to. Some of our friends will be there to look at the new

books they expect me to bring. One of us must go down on the stage this morning
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afflicted with asthma. He walks with the aid of a heavy stick.

With slow but ponderous strides he enters the market place and looks around.
He seems not to know that the rain is falling.

He looks at the lijtle stalls ranged along the walls of the market place. Some
have roofs over them and are the centers of noisy trade. Others have fallen into
disuse and are empty.

The stranger halts before one of the latter. “Yes,this is it,” he says. "I
remember it well. It was here that my father,on certain market days,sold books to
the clergy of the county. The good men came from every parish to see his wares
and to hear him describe their contents.”

He turns abruptly around.“Yes, this is the place, "he repeats.

He stands quite still and upright,directly in front of the little old stall. He
takes off his hat and holds it beneath his arm. His great walking stick has fallen
into the gutter. He bows his head and clasps his hands. He doesn’ seem to know
that the rain is falling.

The clock in the tower above the market strikes eleven. The passers—by stop
and gaze at the stranger. The market people peer at him from their booths and
stalls. Some laugh as the rain runs in streams down his scarred old cheeks. Rain is
it? Or can it be tears?

Boys hoot at him. Some of the ruder ones even hint at throwing mud; but a
sense of shame withholds them from the act.

“He is a poor lunatic. Let him alone, "says the more compassionate.

The rain falls upon his bare head and his broad shoulders. He is drenched
and chilled. But he stands motionless and silent,looking neither to the right nor to
the left.

“Who is that old fool?"asks a thoughtless young man who chances to be passing.

-11-




symbolized his pride,and my triumph. They evoked only great pleasure.

Now there were bright orange mums for Thanksgiving and a huge pink
poinsettia at Christmas. White lilies at Easter,and velvety red roses for birthdays.
Seasonal flowers in mixed bouquets celebrated the births of my children and the
move to our first house.

As my fortune grew,my father’s waned .but his gifts of flowers continued until
he died of a heart attack a few months before his 70th birthday. Without
embarrassment, [ covered his coffin with the largest,reddest roses I could find.

Often in the dozen years since, 1 [elt an urge to go out and buy a big bouquet
to fill the living room,but I never did. I knew it wouldn’t be the same.

Then one birthday,the doorbell rang. I was feeling blue because I was alone.
My husband was playing golf,and my two daughters were away. My 13-year—old
son,Matt, had run out earlier with a“see you later” ,never mentioning my birthday.
So I was surprised to see his large frame at the door.“Forgot my kev, "he said,
shrugging. “Forgot your birthday too. Well,I hope you like flowers, Mom.”He pulled
a bunch of daisies from behind his back.

“Oh,Matt, "I cried, hugging him hard.“I love flowers !”
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Grandma’s Love Letters

I was only seventeen when Grandma Elsie died. She was my last living
grandparent and 1 was her only grandchild. It was until the lawyer read her will
that I never fully appreciated the depth of the old lady’s love. It was a moment |
will never forget—a day that made me the richest kid in town.

Mom,Dad, Aunt Sophie,Uncle Bill and I sat around a small conference table
in her attorney’s office. She wanted her daughters and their husbands to share
what little monetary wealth she left—the proceeds of her small insurance policy,
an antique cameo,a few bracelets,some costume jewelry and her wedding band.
She also bequeathed them the deed to her house, her bank account,a few shares of
stock in the local Gas and Electric Company ,as well as the American flag she was
presented with at Grandpa Edwin’s military funeral.

As we rose to leave,the attorney said, “There are three more things.”He
reached into his briefcase and brought out a small jewelry box,a letter,and a stack
of envelopes neatly wrapped in tissue paper and tied with a fading pink ribbon.
“Jeffrey ,your grandmother left you her diamond engagement ring,hoping you’ll
make good use of it soon.” Everyone smiled.

“These are also for you,Jeffrey, "he said.“lt may be the most precious legacy
of all—a letter and this stack of love notes.”

Grandma’s letter began, “Dear Jeffrey,I am leaving you one of my most pre-
cious treasures—my memories. These memories are the letters your grandfather
Edwin wrote when he was away from me. Please read them. They are both price—

less and valuable—a guidebook that will teach you how to love a woman,how to
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understand people,and how to respect and maintain your integrity.

When you read them,you will share the longing and passion a good man feels
for a good woman,and you will also discover the empowering enchantment they
will give you. You will also understand the fears and tears of war. And you will re—
alize the differences between right and wrong. You will learn to trust the people
you love and keep you distance from those you mistrust. You will learn about ma—
ture friendship and how true love can become the core of your life.

I have been fortunate,Jeffrey. I loved a wonderful man. And he loved me.
While his love is now a memory,it is also a real Jdream that never ends. Love is
like a beautiful photograph you treasure in an album. You can enjoy its beauty
each time you stare at its wonderment. It stops time. And,it makes you young a—
gain—forever! Grandpa Edwin was a professional Army officer who chased Pancho
Villa back to Mexico with John J. Pershing. He also served under General Pershing
in the trenches in France during World War II. To understand your grandfather’s
soul,read his loving letters to me. Youll learn how romantic and beautiful a real
man can be. To truly understand Grandpa’s character,read the personal note Jack
Pershing wrote me when he heard that Edwin was killed in action.

Jeffrey,] said this packet of notes was priceless and valuable. I've just shown
you how priceless his love notes are. Please learn from them. Then find the right
girl to love and love her ardently. This love will enrich both your lives and make
you both happier.

As for being valuable,save the envelopes. An appraiser at Sotheby’s said the
old stamps are worth far more than the rest of my estate. And,the personal hand-
written note from General Pershing is even more valuable than the stamps. Have a
loving , bountiful life. God bless you!

I love you,Grandma Elsie.”

hERE- 5«1%5




“Not only did I read it,I think I know where Hannah is.”He suddenly grew
pale. “Hannah? You know where she is? How is she? Is she still as pretty as she
was? Please,please tell me.”he begged.

“She’s fine...just as pretty as when you knew her.”] said softly. The old man
smiled with anticipation and asked.“Could you tell me where she is? I want to call
her tomorrow.”He grabbed my hand and said, “You know something, mister,] was
so in love with that girl that when that letier came ,my life literally ended. I never
married. I guess I’ve always loved her.”

“Mr. Goldstein,”T said, “Come with me.”We took the elevator down to the
third floor. The hallways were darkened and only one or two little night-lights lit
our way to the day-room where Hannah was sitting alone watching the television.
The nurse walked over to her.

“Hannah, "she said softly, pointing to Michael,who was waiting with me in
the doorway. “Do you know this man?”She adjusted her glasses,looked for a
moment, but didn’t say a word. Michael said softly,almost in a whisper, “Hannah,
it’s Michael. Do you remember me?”

She gasped, “Michael ! I don’t believe it ! Michael ! It’s you ! My Michael !”
He walked slowly towards her and they embraced.

About three weeks later 1 got a call at my office from the nursing home.“Can
you break away on Sunday to attend a wedding? Michael and Hannah are going to
tie the knot!”

It was a beautiful wedding with all the people at the nursing home dressed up
to join in the celebration. Hannah wore a light beige dress and looked beautiful.
Michael wore a dark blue suit and stood tall. They made me their best man. The
nursing home gave them their own room and if you ever wanted to see a 76—year—
old bride and a 79-year—old groom acting like two teenagers,you had to see this

couple. A perfect ending for a love affair that had lasted nearly 60 years.
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