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A  M ant l e  Clo ck  
 

The old mantle clock hadn’t kept accurate time for a couple of years. I would wind it and start the 

pendulum and it always ran awhile, chiming on the hour. Then a few days later, I would notice it had stopped.  

On this Friday afternoon, I lied down on the brown leather sofa across from the clock’s permanent 

home on the stone hearth and nestled into my favorite pine-cone-print fleece. Drifting in and out, my eyes 

sprung open. The clock was ticking again. I looked across the room and the black lacy hands were neatly 

sitting at 4:10pm. I glanced at my watch—4:10pm exactly.  

Dad had built the clock from a mail-order kit along with two others—each patterned differently after 

a vintage style and carefully assembled as gifts for us three kids. My clock was fashioned after an antique 

mantle—a floral centered face with big black numbers and encased in glass under a wooden framed door. On 

the bottom half of the door, a scene was etched in the glass. A little log cabin with a brick fireplace stood 

beneath the pines, and a dirt pathway out front led to a lake where two youngsters were climbing into a 

simple fishing boat.  

It had been two years now since Dad could clean it for me. While it was running today, the shiny gold 

pendulum flashed back and forth through a tiny oval window in the glass. The window was just large enough 

to see the pendulum glisten. As the clock began ticking and pendulum swung, I wondered how it could be so. 

I sat up and stared at the clock and sighed.   

Much like today, I remembered a similar occasion when the lights flickered in Dad’s favorite little 

room that overlooked the snow-capped south mountains. At that same moment, a truck had roared by on the 

highway in front of the old farmhouse, and some spirit rocks he was given when he was sick rattled and rolled 

in the window sill where they usually rested undisturbed. Another time, while hiking down a mountain trail in 

the red rock country, I came across a fuzzy teal and gold caterpillar that complemented my fleece jacket 

perfectly. I never could identify the specific butterfly that he became. The antique mantle clock is keeping 

perfect time this week. I wonder what the time will read when it stops again.   
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Jewe l s  Tha t  Speak  
 

 
Her jewels had all the glitz and sparkle of a Southern Belle, but she was from the Midwest. The 

dozens of shiny rhinestone brooches and Marcasite rings that lined the upper glass tray of her jewelry cabinet 

were only a small assortment of her collection. She was obsessed with the nostalgia of times gone by—

everything old, anything memorable.  

The brooches came in every brilliant color and must have adorned the lapels of the robust and the 

daintiest of ladies. There were bugs and reptiles that spoke volumes about their 50s style popularity. Ornate 

metal settings surrounded brilliant turquoise and emeralds. Mom always imagined the women who wore them 

and what glamorous galas they attended. Beautiful bangles, dangling earrings, and strands of colored beads 

were neatly tucked into narrow drawers. Her rings were usually size 6. In the antique shop, Mom would pick 

one from a box and make sure it fit her slender ring finger before setting it on the counter to make it her own, 

to give it a new home. She might wear it, if it adorned her outfit that day.  

In the jewelry cabinet, she had arranged each beautiful piece next to its mate, not a stray jewel, just as 

the ladies might have sat subserviently next to their dates at the dance hall. The arrangement was a 

masterpiece, mounted on red velvet and glistening under the soft light of a French silk lampshade. Mom’s 

best memory ever was a winning bid for an entire flat of glistening, antique jewelry. She mulled over each 

piece with her big magnifying glass, looking carefully for the slightest mark or signature. To find a signed 

treasure was the most rewarding. She would pull out her price guide and search the pages for an exact match, 

so pleased as she carefully read each description.  

Mom looks classy in her timeless jewels. She makes a statement. I never know quite what piece she 

will be wearing, but she is a role model for the lost art of the lady, a refined, polished woman adorned by her 

glamorous art forms from the past. 
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W indows  Into  The  Pas t  
 
 The antique china cabinet is hand carved from the finest golden tiger oak and stands tall on four 

ornate claw feet. The slender curved glass panes etched with tiny bubbles are windows into the past. Inside, 

beveled wooden shelves safely preserve rare and distinctive pieces and keep the secrets of times gone by.  

The purple carnival glass compote with a spiral stem sits on the top shelf, a Northwood mark 

stamped on the bottom. It belonged to great grandma Chrismas. It is my favorite. The tiny Louis Comfort 

Tiffany salt was a good buy at auction for $250—the most I think I’ve ever spent on a piece of glass. Beside 

it, a matching miniature pitcher with the same price tag. Both are frosted in the lightest shade of iridescent 

peach, and signed “LCT.”  

On the bottom shelf, fifteen floral teacups with their complementary saucers look like they might 

start dancing at any moment. Each cup has a story, if only I could look inside and see the reflections of the 

past. On the shelf above, fluted Jadeite ice cream bowls, Oyster and Pearl candlesticks, and transparent 

Depression glass create a shelf of green.  

The middle shelf holds the cranberry hobnail vases my mother gave me along with lots of pink. 

Fluted pink and green goblets seem to transform the two shelves into one.  

More iridescent carnival glass pieces in every shape and color shine on the top shelf next to the 

Northwood, and inside each piece is hidden a small paper with the manufacturer and the pattern scribbled in 

faded ink. To think, a noisy carnival where mass-produced pieces were but miniscule prizes for small coins 

that clinked and landed directly into their bases. What was once worth only nickels and dimes is now 

collectible, worth hundreds of dollars to their beholder. The past is there, history preserved in every piece, 

within the old china cabinet.  
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B rick s  o f  T ime  
 

Row after row of leafy potato plants lined the fields, the dirt paths in between barely visible in the 

height of mid-summer growth. The sun was streaming down the railroad track that ran parallel to the canal 

beyond the field. The old Sears farmhouse sat between the highway and these acres of turgid crops. We 

crossed the loose gravel driveway and looked back at the sunset from our redwood porch before stepping 

into the faded orange brick mudroom that led to the back door of the house. Next to the mudroom, mortared 

in the same dusty brick, was the original 1916 homestead where old man Snyder had shot himself.  

The folks had updated most of the house over the years, replicating its historic past with extravagant 

period light fixtures and collectible glass doorknobs. The walnut staircase that led to the upstairs bedrooms 

was steep, and the 84-year-old wood creaked and hiccupped at every step. It was my favorite part of the 

house, and I often dreamed about it, although always reconstructed in some strange way. The staircase 

overlooked the living room and the parlour, both beautifully adorned with thick walnut molding and tall 

wooden crisscrossed window frames. The creaky staircase led to three wonderful Victorian-style bedrooms, 

each showcasing the same great windows as their centerpieces.  

I lived in the old house for only five nostalgic years before going away to college. I continued to visit 

the house for many years after that. I often thought the ancient house would come alive at night while I was 

there, soulful spirits returning to claim their spaces. There were plenty of mysteries in those walls. Every door, 

window, and closet, a dark and damp basement, and the dusty brick homestead—we used it as a garage. I 

couldn’t help but wonder about old man Snyder.  
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Cold  and  B lue  
 

The sun was up—it was Saturday. Mom always woke us up with the vacuum on Saturday morning. 

This swell morning was different. School was out, and she was taking us to our first swimming lesson. Mom 

checked our beach bags for towels and suits, and we piled into the car. We arrived at the city pool at a brisk 

7am. Mom signed us in, since my brother Michael and I could barely see over the counter. We were jittery 

with excitement, kids were running amuck, and we managed to find girl and boy dressing rooms. Mom came 

with me. I took my pink and white polka dot swimming suit out of the bag and pulled it on with confidence. I 

loved the stretchy fabric hugging my fair freckled skin. I could not hide from the freckles and my bright red 

hair, but my cute and stretchy swimming suit was tops.  

Mom took my hand and we found Michael on the bench outside the boy’s dressing room where she 

had told him to wait. We followed mom to the great blue pool. The air was so cold as we waited for our 

names to be called. The water was deep and blue, transparent. We soon filed into big groups of what seemed 

like hundreds. I looked for Michael, but we were scuttled off to separate ends of the pool. I looked for Mom. 

I was scared.  

I don’t remember my teacher much. I only remember looking down at the stair steps leading into the 

rippling water beneath my feet. I only remember cold, as I stepped into the icy water. With every step 

downward, every move, I was colder and more frightened. I clung to the gritty cement edge of the pool, 

inching away from the sacred steps, as water slapped over me. Water was seeping into my nose. Kids were 

jeering and yelling, water splashing up from every direction. I was alone. I couldn’t move.  

I’m not sure how long I clung to the side of the pool like that or if my teacher ever spoke to me or 

yelled at me. It seemed like hours. Would I ever see my brother or my mom again? My pink polka dots had 

drowned into a sea of noise and cold and blue. I cried.  

I heard a whistle! “Everybody out!” I inched my way back over the gritty cement toward the steps, my 

eyes wet and burning from flapping pool water and big salty tears. I sniffled. I stepped up out of the water, 
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dripping, shivering. No towel. I embraced my polka dots and clenched my fingers, trying to keep warm. I 

looked in every direction for Mom or my brother, Michael. I would just have to find that bench and wait.  

As I crossed the deck toward the door that led inside, Michael grabbed my hand. “Look, there’s 

Mom,” he said. I glanced up and there was Mom in the bleachers next to Mrs. Jones, waving and smiling. She 

was so proud.  

 
 

 

 


