Mother Snapshot

My mother doesn’t complete family photograph albums or scrapbooks. Instead, all of our family pictures are tossed into a large shoebox and stored in a bookcase. One day when I was  about sixteen, I was going through the shoebox, looking at pictures I’d seen a thousand times of my parents as a young dating couple and then as a young just-married couple. If I hadn’t already been told that they were my parents, I wouldn’t have recognized those people in the photographs.

On this particular day, I see a picture I’ve never really noticed before. I know the girl in it is my mom because I’ve learned by now what she looked lke then. But the guy in the picture is definitely not my dad. He has on a uniform, for one thing, and he’s just not my dad. 


“Who’s this, Mom?”


“Oh, that’s Billy Morrison.” She grins. She looks sheepish.


Who the heck is Billy Morrison, I think. I ask.


“I dated him before I dated your father. He had to go off to war, and he told me not to date that Charles Latta while he was gone.” But of course she did. In fact, she married that Charles Latta.


So that picture creates a story memory for my mother and a story memory for me of the time that I learned a tidbit about my mother before she was a married woman.
