


Precious Memories, How they Linger

This picture is of my aunt and two of her favorite friends. Her name was Mabel Davis. Everyone had a name for her. To some she was known as Amay. To others she was known as “Big Sis.” She was the oldest of six children. The family came from Hopkinsville, Kentucky in 1913. She did not finish school because she had to work and help her mother take care of the smaller children. As she always told me she had three brothers and two sisters. My mother was born after her. 


Amay was a fisty lady. She did not let grass grow around her feet as she would say. Amay had a lot of sayings, and a mean temper at times, but for some reason we always stuck together. Some people liked her, some people did not, but she didn’t worry about people not liking her. Even after I was grown, I would visit her house everyday. We would just sit and talk or go out to dinner, or riding. She helped me with the children and babysat for a lot of other people. 


I have a lot of good memories of her. I was born in 1950 and she was born on April 22, 1900. (My second grandson was born 100 years to the day of her birth.)
While growing up I always heard through oral tradition many of her childhood stories. This is one reason I made my minor in education history, and chose to become a writer of children’s books. 

Life with Amay was an education in progress. She learned a lot through life’s experiences although she couldn’t read very well. When I knew that I wanted to become a teacher, I told her I could teach her to read, but she didn’t want to swallow her pride and learn. She thought she was too old. However, at times when she was reading the news paper, I would tell her some words and what they meant, even if she had surmised that she knew what they meant.


After she started getting old and could not take care of herself, I took her home with me to live. She didn’t want to come, but she could not stay by herself. The world was getting too bad and mean. At times she did not know what time of day or night it was. So we lived to together, got cursed out a lot , spit on , and I just laughed. I knew she was not at herself. I didn’t want her in a home for old people. It was her belief that when it was time to die, this is where one would go.


Although this picture and a few strands of hair taken from the hairbrush  is all that I have of her, I have a lot of good memories, knowledge, and how she thought life should have been lived. Now that I look back she was smart and she did not attend grade school. She was smart because of life’s experiences. Amay died December 3, 1995 and to this day my children, myself, and others who had been around her could always give you one of her quotes and laugh. 

