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Altog ather Autum n

Anonymous

Suddenly I think of my youngest daughter, living now in Amsterdam.
Very soon she will call and ask, “Have you planted the bulbs yet?” Then I will
answer teasingly that actually I’m waiting until she comes to help me. And
then we will both be overcome by nostalgia, because once we always did that
together. One entire sunny autumn afternoon, when she was just over three
and a half years old, she helped me with all the enthusiasm and joyfulness of
her age.

It was one of the last afternoons I had her around because her place in
school had already been reserved. She wandered around so happily carefree
with her little bucket and spade, covering the bulbs with earth and calling
out “Night night” or “Sleep tight”, her little voice chattering constantly on.
She discovered “baby bulbs” and “kiddie bulbs” and “mummy and daddy
bulbs”—the latter snuggling cozily together. While we were both working so

industriously, I watched my child very deliberately. She was such a tiny thing,
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between an infant and a toddler, with such a round little tummy.

Every autumn, throughout her childhood, we repeated the ritual of
planting the bulbs together. And every autumn I saw her changing; the toddler
became a schoolgirl, a straightforward realist, full of drive. Never once
dreamy, her hands in her pockets; no longer happily indulging her fantasies.
The schoolgirl developed long legs, her jawline changed, she had her hair cut.
It was autumn again and I thought “Bye roses; bye butterflies; bye schoolgirl.”
I listened to her stories while we painstakingly burrowed in the earth, planting
the promise of spring.

Suddenly, much quicker than I had expected, a tall teenager was standing
by my side; she had grown taller than I. The ritual became rather silent, we no
longer chattered away from one subject to another. I thought about her room
full of posters and knick-knacks, how it had been full of treasures in bottles
and boxes, white pebbles, a copper brooch, colored drawings, the treasures of
a child who still knew nothing of money, who wanted to be read aloud to and
who looked anxiously at a spider in her room and asked, “Would he want to
be my friend?”

Then came the autumn when I planted the bulbs alone, and knew that
from then on it would always be that way. But every year, in autumn, she
talks about it. Full of nostalgia for the security of childhood, the seclusion of
a garden, the final moments of a season. How both of us would dearly love to

have a time machine. To go back. Just for a day.
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SiJe Stepping

Anonymous

The photo album worn and old is sitting on the pile. She flips the cover
open just to reminisce awhile. On the first page there she is, a baby in her lap,
her son when he was one year old; she smiles as she thinks back. That was
taken in the park where she took him to play. Funny how it sometimes seems
like only yesterday. But other times it seems those days are distant memories.
And all we have reminding us are pictures such as these.

She sees a picture of him with his second birthday cake, and smiles as
she remembers of the face that he would make. When trying to blow out the
candles he would have a fit. He tried so hard to blow them out but they would
all stay lit. So Mom came to the rescue with a waving of her hand. The same
time that he blew on it she waved a little fan. She smiles as she thinks back
at all the things when he first tried, when she would lend a helping hand and
then just step aside.

She sees a picture of him standing holding his first bike, and smiles when

thinking how he said, “It’s harder than a trike.” But she would run behind him
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holding on while he would ride, until he got his balance and then she would
step aside.

She turns the page and sees a picture when he was in school,
remembering he used to say that it was not so cool to have your mother
waiting for the school bus at your side. So when the bus would get in sight,
she quickly stepped aside.

She goes on through the album like a trip down through the years, and
as she goes from page to page her eyes start forming tears. All through his life
she stood by him in everything he tried, until he could do it alone and then she
stepped aside. But even though she stepped aside she was always near, with a
mother’s worried heart and with a mother’s tears, knowing that a day would
come when life would have a plan for her little boy who now has grown to be
a man.

She closes up the album and looks at the fireplace. She sees his picture
on the mantel with his smiling face. Called to active duty and he’s serving

now with pride. And once again with worried heart, she had to step aside.
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