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Fiction story excerpt of Cold Winter, Warm Memories 

Molly was unsure if she were dreaming or awake when the sound of a little girl’s whimpers caught her attention. She lay perfectly silent for another minute, pinching her leg to make sure she was awake, and again to she heard a tiny cry. Clara lay curled up like a dot under her thick quilts crying, and surely hoping no one would hear. Molly was not sure whether to call for Mama, leave her to cry, or see if she could help in some way. Molly silently scooted to the edge of her mattress and slid her tinny feet onto the cool wood floor. Her footsteps were undetected as she made her way over to where Clara lay. She reached down and put one hand on the blanket, and it jumped in surprise. With her one usable arm Clara through the covers off her face and looked up at Molly with a disheveled wet, red face. Molly just looked at her not knowing what to say. This was the first time she had seen the normally composed girl show any signs that she was sad. 

“I….I heard you and wanted to make sure you were…uh….ok.” Molly whispered.

“Leave me alone!” Clara said as she flung the covers back over her head.

Molly sat down gently on the corner of the bed and slowly pulled the covers back down. Clara lay there helpless, knowing that she was dying to talk to someone but to scared to admit how sad and unhappy she felt. 

“I want my mama.” Clara half cried out. 

Molly inched closer and tucked her feet and legs under the blanket until her head was on the pillow next to Clara’s and they lie there facing each other. 


“What happened?” Molly asked. The question was simple but it was all Clara wanted to hear. 


“I…well…I had a dream about my mom singing to me like she used to do before I went to bed. My mom had a more beautiful voice then any of those fancy opera singers and at night she would sit on the side of my bed, brush by hair with her fingers, and sing me to sleep.” Clara barely finished and she was again weeping as her body shook. Molly reached over and put her arm around her and without hesitation Clara reached out and flung her arms around and held on to Molly tightly. When she finally calmed down Molly looked at her and said, “I know you miss your mama, I would miss my mama too if I did not have her, but I will be here for you and we can share my Mama.” Clara just nodded her head that was pressed against Molly’s chest and the two fell asleep and were awaken by the sound of Mama singing and making breakfast. 


The two smiled and giggled at each other as they woke up and found themselves still in the same bed. Both were feeling back to normal and had regained their appetites so they quickly rushed down stairs and sat at the kitchen table waiting for the warm biscuits and hot gravy that probably could be smelled the next town over. Pa and Mama pretended not to notice that the two girls who sat whispering and snickering at the table. It was probable that with all the noise Clara made by crying that they had heard everything that went on last night and how it brought the two girls together, but they chose to let it be and act as though nothing was out of the ordinary. 


After breakfast Pa left to take care of the barn and Mama cleaned the kitchen and told the girls that since they were in such good spirits this might me a good day to restart their lessons so they should go get dressed. Molly ran and put on her stocking and dress, and quickly threw her hair into a braid that hung loosely down her back. Then she went over to Clara and helped her pick out what expensive dress she would wear today, and helped her get dressed since her one good arm did not provide enough strength or flexibility to event do the simplest of things.


“Need any help?” Mama called out.


“No!” Molly answered as Clara struggle to find the opening for her head and they both burst into laughter after much struggle and one final push, Clara’s head popped out of her silky pale green jumper. The two toppled down the stairs and sat grinning as they practiced spelling, multiplication calculations, and read aloud to one another.


At lunch they quickly ate the reheated biscuits from breakfast and some salted ham from the cellar, and Molly ran upstairs to get the tiny doll that she had been so anxiously waiting to show Clara. She held of out straight in front of her body as she handed it to Clara who held it motherly and combed its yarn hair with her fingers as she began to hum a slow tune. She rocked it back and forth, and Molly watched in delight as Clara played with dolly like it was her own. Then Clara paused for a second and handed the doll back to Molly while she went over to her own dresser and from the back corner of the bottom drawer took out a porcelain doll that from the blonde curly hair to the elaborate dress looked like it could have been her twin. She gently handed it to Molly and looked into her eyes saying, “It was a gift from my mom.” The back of Molly’s neck tingled. “I can hold it?” she said knowing what an honor it was. 

