
 

  

 

Puddle of Remorse 
“Puddle of Remorse” won the 2014 Commencement 

Contest for Original Narrative Fiction.   

About “Puddle of Remorse” 
Clara’s upset that she has to babysit her trouble-

maker kid sister and put up the tomatoes. She’d 

rather be outside watching the harvest. But a 

puddle of remorse and a near-death experience 

teach her the importance of where to place her 

attitude. 

About Tisha Martin 
Tisha writes historical fiction and creative 
nonfiction set in the Midwest that explores 
fraying family relationships and broken dreams 
with a determination to rescue both.  

 

Connect and visit my Facebook page for daily 

photos and vintage inspiration. 

Connect and visit my Pinterest board for 

vintage photos and quotes that inspire the 

stories I write for you. 

I would love to hear from you! Let me know 

what you enjoy most about historical fiction or 

anything that’s vintage-related.  

http://www.facebook.com/tishamauthoreditor
https://www.pinterest.com/tishmartin1416/
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Puddle of Remorse 

 like the large map tacked to the kitchen wall reminded me that war raged in 
Europe, the endless row of square Mason jars told me it was canning season. I 

heaved a frustrated sigh because I couldn’t think about either.  

“Clara?” Mom pushed open the kitchen door. A ration book peeked from a small brown purse 
that swung in the crook of her arm. “I’m going to Kroger. Dad’s in the field, and I just laid Bevy 
down for a nap in the downstairs bedroom. If she wakes up, she can sort vegetables.” 

Folding my arms across my apron, I frowned. 

“What’s wrong?”  

“It’s a blitzkrieg in my room!” 

Mom sighed. “Be patient with her, honey.”   

As Mom left the kitchen, I moved the pan of cooled tomato sauce closer to the table’s edge and 
scooted a Mason jar within reach. I wanted to get as much canning done before my three-year-
old sister woke up. She was deaf. Because she was still learning basic sign language and not 
grasping the concepts, my tolerance with her was wearing thin. Beverly had disrupted another 
morning by scattering the contents of my bureau drawers in search of dress-up clothes.  

Standing in the silence of the large farmhouse kitchen, I heard the rumble of the Farmall 
International Harvester. Dad, after a lifetime of farming the family business, had agreed to the 
Lend-Lease Act. The government paid Dad for the food he grew, and they shipped it to the GIs. I 
smiled, knowing the long hours he labored supplied our boys with nutritious food that helped 
them fight on the battlefield. 

As I filled a jar with tomato sauce, I beamed, realizing that I, too, was doing my part for the war 
effort. By providing Victory Garden canned goods for family sustenance, I was letting our 
soldiers have-- 

Arms encircled my legs, almost causing my knees to buckle.  

That was a short-lived nap. 

A large grin greeted me, followed by more knee-hugging. 

“Beverly, don’t grab me!” I signed, prying her from my floral apron. 

Ignoring my reprimand, Beverly tugged my hand, pulling me toward the upstairs steps.  

“No. Mom said we have to can tomato sauce.” I put her on the chair. Taking her by the 
shoulders, I leveled my eyes with hers. “Stay,” I signed, but quickly scolded myself. This is 
pointless.  

Blond hair wisped around her narrow face. Fascinated by the items on the table, her eyes 
danced, conveying what her voice could not. She pushed herself onto her knees and reached 
for a box of paraffin wax. 

Just 
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“No.” I snatched it and waved my hands in front of her. “You sort tomatoes.” Standing before 
the large metal washtub that sat near the pantry opposite the stove, I pointed to Beverly then 
to the tub filled with tomatoes and peppers. 

Her face serious, she stared at the washtub, her eyebrows knitting frowns. She slid down from 
the chair and shuffled across the natural wood floor, plopping down in front of the produce. To 
my horror, she squished a ripe tomato between her small hands. 

I cringed as tomato juice oozed down her fingers and soiled her Peter Pan collared shirt. 
Knocking the soggy tomato out of her hands, I said in exasperation, “Let’s get you cleaned up.”  

Beverly followed me to the washroom where I removed the shirt. Tomato juice left shiny 
streaks down her chest. Her navy skirt jumper with wide suspender-like straps wasn’t as filthy. 

At least you can still wear your jumper. 

While I ran a washcloth under the tap, Beverly slapped her stomach. She twirled, throwing 
herself across the toilet. Thankfully, the lid was down. 

I gripped her sticky arm so she would stand still while I bathed her chest. After tossing the cloth 
into the laundry hamper, I herded her back to the kitchen to finish our chores. 

Beverly stopped halfway between the kitchen and the upstairs steps to examine her bare chest. 
She stretched her fingers toward the stairs then patted her chest, her interpretation for the sign 
“Please.” It was one of the few signs she seemed to understand. 

I shook my head, pointing to the kitchen. Grasping her as she lurched for the stairs, I said, “Oh, 
no, you don’t. You are not going to make bigger messes upstairs.”  

After closing the kitchen door behind us, I swiftly grabbed a chair, and wedged the back of the 
chair under the door’s handle latch.  

There. That should keep you from getting to the steps. 

Back to the metal washtub where the squashed tomato drooled all over the rest of the fresh 
produce, I picked out the tomato remnants and flicked them into the scrap bowl for the 
chickens. Catching Bevy’s attention, I plucked a bushel basket from under the sink and picked 
up a tomato. 

Like an eager soldier returning to battle, Beverly stood, staring intently at the pile of vegetables. 

Setting the basket beside her, I started putting tomatoes inside it. I put a tomato into her 
hands. 

She eyed me with renewed curiosity. She dropped the tomato into the basket and with child-
like anticipation, looked at me for approval. 

Curtly nodding my approval, I went to the stove and lowered the jars of tomato sauce into the 
large pressure cooker. As I watched her set a plump Big Boy into the basket, I hope she’d stay 
out of mischief.  

From the window above the sink, out of the corner of my eye, the guinea fowl hens caught my 
attention. The flock scattered across the dirt driveway. I wanted to run with them and play in 
the warm September sunshine, away from babysitting and canning. 
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I plugged the sink and turned on the hot water, waiting until steam fogged the window before 
setting the glass lids and rubber rings into the rippling water. Drying my fingertips on the corner 
of my apron, I counted six more lever wire bails to secure the lids and seals on the next set of 
jars. 

The back-door screen wailed. Dad, sweat beads dripping down the sides of his ruddy face, 
smiled wearily as he stepped inside. “How are things going in here?”  

“Okay. Trying to get the tomato sauce put up.”  

Beverly tugged on Dad’s pants leg, signing, “Please.” 

“She wants to go upstairs,” I said, sighing heavily. 

Pulling a chair away from the table, he sat down. “Can you get me a drink, sweetie?” 

As I set the glass in front of Dad, Beverly hurled herself across his lap. A cloud of field dust 
puffed the air. 

He caressed Beverly’s blond head. “Clara needs you to stay here.” He spoke slowly and steadily, 
as if to communicate with her better. She dragged her index finger along the edge of the 
aluminum pan of tomato sauce, and I wondered what she was thinking, if she understood 
anything we said. 

“Are you helping Clara?” Dad asked as she smiled at her reflection in the aluminum. 

I bristled. If only he knew what had transpired earlier. It was difficult to get any work done with 
a kid sister underfoot, much less a sister who could barely communicate.  

Draining his glass, Dad stood. “I’ve got to finish the west field today. Just holler if you need 
anything.” He left me with a reassuring squeeze across my shoulders. 

Beverly ran after him, jumping up and down. 

“No, Honey, you need to stay.” He pulled the screen door shut. 

Like a tree frog, she pressed her nose against the screen. 

I grabbed her hand, directing her back to the heap of tomatoes and peppers. “Now finish 
sorting.” The glass funnel clinked against the jar’s mouth.  

The telephone in the hallway interrupted my plan to fill the jar with tomato sauce. I hurried to 
answer its ring, two longs and one short. “Hello?” 

“This is Mrs. Cox from the Red Cross. Is your mother there?”  

“No ma’am. She stepped out and should be back later this afternoon. May I take a message?” 
Casting an anxious glance toward the silent kitchen, I thought, What are you doing? 

“Ask if she can switch hours with Mrs. Rose. Her husband is shipping out on Friday.” 

 “I’ll tell her.”  

“Thank you, Clara. Goodbye.” 

“Bye.” As I set the phone on its receiver, I didn’t think Mr. Rose could be drafted since he was 
almost past the drafting age. I felt sorry for Mrs. Rose, left all alone. With all those kids. How 
will she manage? I can barely handle-- 
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A crash in the kitchen startled me.  

Now what have you done? 

Crossing the threshold, I saw a puddle. Tomato sauce. The puddle spread the few feet from the 
table’s corner to the back door. Stamping my foot, frustration exploded like the color of the 
sauce. “Beverly! This is the last straw!” 

Beverly, splattered from head to toe, stomped gleefully through the mess, and smiled at me. 
She bent down, swirling her finger through the liquid. 

Pursing my lips, I glared at her and threw the saucepan into the empty side of the sink. “You’ve 
wasted a winter’s worth of food!” 

Beverly beamed, apparently pleased that she had painted a colorful picture across the floor. 
She ran toward me but I pushed her away, causing her to slip and fall into the third mess she 
had created that day. 

“Get out of here, you stupid girl!” I yelled. 

Beverly’s eyes filled with tears as she lay in the puddle that collected around her tiny frame. 
The hurt in her eyes angered me even more. 

Tears sliding down her cheeks, she scrambled to her feet and ran out the back door. 

I didn’t care where she went. Yanking a rag out of the drawer, I ran it under the tap, wrung it 
out, and began to mop the sauce. “This is just what I needed today,” I muttered. “Why does she 
have to ruin everything I do? It isn’t fair that I have to watch her. Mom knows she doesn’t 
understand anything yet.”  

I stood up to rinse my rag. My heart lurched in my throat when I noticed a small figure flailing 
toward the International Harvester. Visions of the combine tires crushing her flashed through 
my mind. Dropping the cloth, I flew out the screen door. “Bevy!” I screamed, swinging my arms, 
pumping my legs, oblivious to the dust clinging to my syrupy shoes.  

The combine advanced. I ran faster, my heart pounding so hard my ears pulsed with pain. Dust 
thickened the air. I coughed. “Dad, stop!” I knew he couldn’t hear me either, but my adrenaline 
had escalated. I just had to scream. 

Somebody please hear me! 

Beverly tripped on a corn stalk nub while the combine continued its lumbering pace. 

I reached her just as she pushed herself to her feet. She hit me when I scooped her up.  

I tried to hold her hands down but she continued to pound my shoulders, and I released them, 
realizing that I deserved every blow. Tears streamed down my cheeks as I made a fist and 
circled it on my chest. “I’m sorry. I was wrong for pushing you and calling you stupid.”  

Bevy seemed to recognize the sign for apology because she stopped fighting and wrapped her 
filthy arms around my neck.  

As I carried her away from the combine, away from the field, and to the yard, I pressed my 
cheek against the side of her head. Exhausted, I dropped down on the grass, embracing my 
sister close. Her heavy breathing and my pounding heartbeat soothed our puddles of ignorance 
and frustration. 
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She wiggled upright, gazing at me. I wondered what she was thinking as her cornflower blue 
eyes searched mine. Then she reached dirty, sticky hands to my wet cheeks, tenderly wiping 
away my tears. 



 

 

 

A book or story isn’t written without readers. Thank you so 

much for your support and participation on my website and 

Facebook page.  

Please stay in touch. I would love to hear from you—about your 

life, what inspires you, and what you love to read. Drop me a 

line on my  website and I’d love to chat with you! 

Currently, I’m working on a WWII novel set in the Midwest 

about different characters than Clara and Bevy, but you’re sure 

to enjoy them just the same.  Here’s a blurb for starters: 

There’s more than just a war on—there’s a battle brewing 

between father and daughter. In 1943, sixteen-year-old 

Laurie must fight her way through the pains of death, her 

father’s sudden absence, and physical impairment so she 

can retrain retired cavalry horses for civilian pleasure. 

 

https://www.tishamwrites.com/contact-tisha/

