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Momma Says It's for You
Anonymous

“And how can I help you, little lady?”

Pappy was a pleasant—looking old fellow. He had the whitest hair which he
kept neatly cut and combed. His eyes were blue, though faded with age, and
they seemed to emit a warmth from within. His face was quite drawn, but when
he smiled, even his wrinkles seemed to soften and smile with him. He had a
talent for whistling and did so happily each day as he dusted and swept his
pawnshop; even so, he had a secret sadness, but everyone who knew him
respected and adored him.

Most of Pappy’s customers returned for their goods, and he did not do much
business, but he did not mind. To him, the shop was not a livelihood as much
as a welcome pastime.

There was a room in the back of his shop where he spent time tinkering
with a menagerie of his own precious items. He referred to this back room as
“Memory Hall.” In it were pocket watches, clocks, and electric trains. There
were miniature steam engines and antique toys made of wood, tin, or cast iron,
and there were various other obsolete trinkets as well. Spending time in
“Memory Hall” delighted him as he recalled many treasured moments from his
past. He handled each item with care, and sometimes he would close his eyes
and pause lo relive a sweet, simple childhood memory.

One day, Pappy was working to his heart’s content reassembling an old
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railroad lantern. As he worked, he whistled the melody of a railroad tune and
reminisced about his own past as a switchman. It was a typical day at the shop.
Outside, the Sun illuminated the clear sky, and a slight wind passed through the
front screen door. Whenever the weather was this nice, Pappy kept the inner
door open. He enjoyed the fresh air——almost as much as the distinctive smell
of antiques and old engine oil.

As he was polishing his newly restored lantern, he heard the tinkling of his
bell on the shop door. The bell, which produced a uniquely charming sound, had
been in Pappy’s family for over a hundred years. He cherished it dearly and
enjoyed sharing its song with all who came to his shop. Although the bell hung
on the inside of the main door, Pappy had strung a wire to the screen door so
that it would ring whether the inner door was open or not. Prompted by the
bell, he left “Memory Hall” to greet his customer.

At first, he did not see her. Her shiny, soft curls barely topped the counter.

“And how can I help you, little lady?” Pappy’s voice was jovial.

“Hello, sir.” The little girl spoke almost in a whisper. She was dainty,
bashful, innocent. She looked at Pappy with her big brown eyes, then slowly
scanned the room in search of something special.

Shyly she told him, “I'd like to buy a present, sir.”

“Well, let’s see,” Pappy said, “who is this present for?”

“My Grandpa. It’s for my Grandpa. But I don’t know what to get.”

Pappy began to make suggestions, “How about a pocket watch? It’s in
good condition. I fixed it myself.” he said proudly. The little girl didn’t answer.
She had walked to the doorway and put her small hand on the door. She wiggled
the door gently to ring the bell. Pappy’s face seemed to glow as he saw her
smiling with excitement. “ This is just right,” the little girl bubbled,
“Momma says Grandpa loves music.”

Just then, Pappy’s expression changed. Fearful of breaking the little girl’s
heart, he told her, “I’'m sorry, missy. That’s not for sale. Maybe your Grandpa



would like this little radio.” The little girl looked at the radio, lowered her
head, and sadly sighed, “No, I don’t think so.” In an effort to help her
understand, Pappy told her the story of how the bell had been in his family for
so many years, and that was why he didn’t want to sell it.

The little girl looked up at him, and with a giant tear in her eye, sweetly
said, “I guess I understand. Thank you, anyway.” Suddenly, Pappy thought of
how the rest of the family was all gone now, except for his estranged daughter
whom he had not seen in nearly a decade. Why not, he thought. Why not pass it
on to someone who will share it with a loved one? God only knows where it will
end up anyway.

“Wait... little lady.” Pappy spoke just as the little girl was going out the
door—just as he was hearing his bell ring for the last time. “I've decided to sell
the bell. Here’s a hanky. Blow your nose.” The little girl began to clap her
hands. “Oh, thank you, sir. Grandpa will be so happy.”

“Okay, little lady. Okay.” Pappy felt good about helping the child; he
knew, however, he would miss the bell. “You must promise to take good care
of the bell for your Grandpa—and for me, too, okay?” He carefully placed the
bell in a brown paper bag.

“Oh, T promise,” said the little girl. Then, she suddenly became very still
and quiet. There was something she had forgotten to ask. She looked up at
Pappy with great concern, and again almost in a whisper, asked, “How much
will it cost?”

“Well, let’s see. How much have you got to spend?” Pappy asked with a
grin. The child pulled a small coin purse from her pocket then reached up and
emptied two dollars and forty —seven cents onto the counter. After briefly
questioning his own sanity, Pappy said, *“Little lady, this is your lucky day.
That bell costs exactly two dollars and forty—seven cents.” Later that evening
as Pappy prepared to close up shop, he found himself thinking about his bell.
Already he had decided not to put up another one.

gEEmifE 3



He thought about the child and wondered if her Grandpa like his gift.
Surely he would cherish anything from such a precious grandchild. At that
moment, just as he was going to turn off the light in “Memory Hall,” Pappy
thought he heard his bell. Again, he questioned his sanity; he turned toward the
door, and there stood the little girl. She was ringing the bell and smiling sweetly.
Pappy was puzzled as he strolled toward the small child.

“What’s this, little lady? Have you changed your mind?”  “No,” she
grinned. “Momma says it’s for you.”

Before Pappy had time to say another word, the child’s mother stepped into
the doorway, and choking back a tear, she gently said, “Hello, Dad.” The
little girl tugged on her Grandpa’s shirttail.

“Here, Grandpa. Here’s your hanky. Blow your nose.”
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As a man sows, so he shall reap.
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Merope’s Reward

Anonymous

Of the seven beautiful ones, Merope was the quietest and the easiest to
overlook. She herself became accustomed to blending into the background, and
found a way to content herself with that. “Everyone is always watching them,”
she thought, “so they have to be perfect. No one watches me; I can settle for
being good.”

Her sisters went through the world being cherished and adored and sought
after by all manner of young men. Merope watched the parade pass by her quiet
corner, pleased that it made her sisters happy. To amuse herself, she learned to
read and write and began writing down her fantasies of what her life would be
like if she were as beautiful and brilliant as her siblings.

The other six pitied Merope, for while they thought themselves beautiful, to
them she was only pretty. Where they were vibrant with the joy of life, Merope
wore a dreamy countenamce that many found uninviting. She seemed so taken
with the world of her dreams that they assumed she was unhappy with her lot.

The young men continued to come and go, changing as frequently as her
sisters” whims. The only male face Merope saw with any regularity was Sisyphus,
the mason who was building a stone wall around their property. Her sisters paid

him no heed, for he didn’t wear fine clothes and didn’t bring them gifts. He
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would come into the kitchen through the back door and would ask Merope to
find her father for him to answer some question or other about the exact
placement of the wall.

Merope noticed that Sisyphus treated her with complete respect, and
seemed to genuinely care when he asked how she was. On oecasion, he would
bring her a bucket of berries or a bag of apples he’d found in his wanderings,
and Merope would blush as she accepted these gifts. Her sisters laughed at her,
and the gifts from Sisyphus, for the flocks of young men who swarmed about her
sisters offered them jewels and roses, lace and furs.

But the quiet Merope was inwardly thrilled by these homely tributes.
“Anyone can buy a ruby,” she told them, “anyone can buy a rose or a fur.
But not one of those dandies would spend a morning or an afternoon collecting
fruit in the broiling sun, being tortured by buzzing, biting flies for one of you.”
Her sisters laughed at that, but a little less brilliantly than they had before.

One afternoon, Merope’s father went out into the fields with Sisyphus, to
explain to him where he wanted the fence placed. A short time later, a soaked
Sisyphus carried the unconscious, equally drenched man into the kitchen and
laid him on the table. He barked orders to Merope, telling her to find clean
towels and fetch some brandy.

The story was told in gasps, between sips of the strong liquor. Her father
had been backing up, holding a sextant to his eye, and had fallen into the deep,
swift river than ran along the edge of their property. Sisyphus had immediately
plunged in after him, and had pulled him from the cold water.

After he recovered, the grateful man offered Sisyphus any one of his
daughters for his wife. The daughters were summoned to his study, six of them
crying and protesting that Sisyphus was unworthy. Merope took her customary
place in the corner, smiling serenely and saying nothing.

Their father became angry and told the girls sharply that they were being
ungrateful and that Sisyphus had proven himself worthy without a doubt by



saving his life. At his admonition, their cries became sniffles, and they sat
quietly, swollen—eyed and sullen.

Sisyphus surveyed his choices and smiled when his eyes landed upon
Merope. “I would have Merope, sir. Merope will be my wife.” Her sisters’
heads snapped up, and where there had been dread a moment before, there was
now jubilation and chagrin in quick succession.

“You would prefer Merope over us?” the eldest asked incredulously.
“Have you no eyes to see?”

Their father spoke harshly again, and all the sisters but Merope left the
room. “Sisyphus, I am happy to give you Merope’s hand in marriage, but I must
know why you chose her and not one of my other daughters.”

“Sir,” the mason explained, “your daughters are brilliant beauties, that
no one can deny. But their beauty will fade and their brilliance will become
brittle and bitter when they realize they are no longer desireable. But Merope’s
beauty is of the spirit, and that will not fade. Her brilliance is of the mind, and
that will not fade. I think I made the wisest choice from among all of your
daughters, sir.”

So Merope and Sisyphus were married, and over time, his prophecy came to
pass. Merope’s sisters lost their beauty and ceased to be the quarry of young
men’s quest for love. They became bitter and morose, locked in their father’s
house with no more gentleman callers to pass the hours with them.

Merope glowed in the light of Sisyphus’s love for her, and her brilliant

stories entertained them both her with the writing of them and him with the

reading of them as they grew old together.
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