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You will laugh; you will cry; maybe from one paragraph to the next! Check out this enjoyable

collection of stories from a man who grew up in a supportive, happy family in Nashville,

Tennessee. Even though it was far from a perfect life, these short stories describe a life of

humor and adversity.
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IntroductionI've known several people in recent years who have written books. I applaud you,

and I am quite impressed. I've been thinking about it myself for at least twenty years. I just

turned sixty-two, and I'm thinking I might not ever write an entire book. But I can write short

stories, and I think I'll call this collection I Thought It Would Last Forever.This is the way I

remember these stories. If I got some facts wrong, it was not intentional. The stories are

arranged as close to chronological order as possible.I have experienced my share of diversity.

However, it is not because my family was dysfunctional, or alcoholics, or on drugs, or

dishonest, or criminal. East Nashville is where I was born and raised. We lived on Eastland

Avenue, went to Riverside Baptist Church, and to school at Rosebank, Bailey, and East High.

Living at my house was like living in Mayberry with Andy and Aunt Bea. It was the same every

day. I didn't know how lucky I was. We weren't wealthy, but we had everything we needed. We

played baseball in the backyard. We had a black-and-white TV. We had roast beef for supper. I

thought it would last forever. Why would anything change?Then all of a sudden, I was in

college. How did that happen? I didn't smoke, drink, or own a gun. To say I was sheltered

growing up is an understatement, and I was (and still am) very naive about a lot of things. But

don't make fun of me or feel sorry for me, because I was lucky. Everything just stayed the

same. College felt like it would last forever as well.Suddenly I was out of school, married,

working at a large corporation, and had two small children. That's when the days really go by

slowly, because there were so many things to be done. So much time I wanted to spend with

the family. Many times I was not happy at work, but since there weren't any astronaut jobs

available, I stayed. Really it just felt like it would last forever, and not always in a good way.You

see where I'm going with this. I could write a book with all the details that fit in between these

lines. I didn't make up this next line, but it's true: the days go by slowly, but the months and

years fly by. Now I know it isn't going to last forever. Other people tell me about troubles they

had growing up, and I'm always shocked. Back then, I thought every family was just like mine.

Kind of like Leave it To Beaver without the funny parts. I know better now, but I wish it could be

true. And I wish the good parts could last forever.

President of the SchoolThis is part of the reason it felt as if it would last forever. Every day I

went to school. I saw the same friends. We learned whatever we were learning that day. Bailey

School had the “new” section with tile floors. Then the older part with hardwood floors. I was

always a little afraid of the teachers. I think that was by design. Was it fear or respect? It didn’t

matter, as long as we didn’t talk back. We would eat lunch in the cafeteria with the swinging



screen doors and the big fans running. I can still remember the aroma of the cafeteria, and a

fond memory it is not. I usually had the same thing for lunch every day. I may be in the top ten

for consumption of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches.Everyone in the world who is old enough

has his or her own version of this next event. This is my version:On November 22, 1963, we

were in class as usual. There are about twenty-five people who had the exact experience I am

about to describe from second grade. Our teacher was standing in front of the class when

another teacher tapped on the door from the hallway, then entered and started whispering to

our teacher. The visiting teacher was crying. Both teachers quickly left the room. A student who

was sitting near the door stood up and said, “The president of the school has been shot!”The

president of the school? Who is that? I knew we had a principal, but no one had ever

mentioned the school president. (Bailey friends: If you know who this was, please keep it to

yourself. I don't like to embarrass people). Soon enough, the teacher came back in the room

and told us the president of the United States had been shot, but they thought he was going to

be okay. School was dismissed early, and everyone went home to watch the coverage on TV.

My memory includes a crude drawing of the president's head, and where the bullet had gone

in. The doctors were operating, and the hope was that he would fully recover. We were being

protected from the awful truth that President Kennedy was already dead. I know Walter

Cronkite announced it thirty minutes after the shooting, but I don't think we saw that. Or

perhaps I was being sheltered from that as well. But there was no denying it when the funeral

was held, and everyone in the world was glued to the TV for everything that followed.Many

people said this was the end of our innocence, but it wasn't the end of mine. Other than seeing

the reaction of so many adults, my childhood went right on as it had before. In second grade, I

couldn't understand how something like this could happen. To this day, I don't understand how

one person can take another person's life. Maybe my head is in the sand. Maybe I'm fooling

myself. Maybe I'm being unrealistic. So sue me.

MalibuMy dad had finally sold the old 1951 Plymouth for one hundred dollars. It had been my

mom’s car for thirteen years and was our primary mode of transportation. It was gray, and

average in every way. Blinkers were an option we did not have. No power anything. But we got

our money’s worth. Dad had just bought a brand new Chevy Malibu. Again, no power anything;

not even air conditioning. But it was light blue, had four doors, blinkers, an automatic

transmission, and slippery vinyl seats. Keep in mind, you could buy a brand-new car in 1965 for

$2500.

I Thought It Would Last Forever Short stories from the 80s, I Thought It Would Last Forever

Short stories from the book, I Thought It Would Last Forever Short stories from the bible, I

Thought It Would Last Forever Short stories pdf, I Thought It Would Last Forever short story, I

Thought It Would Last Forever short form, I Thought It Would Last Forever short version, I

Thought It Would Last Forever short poem, I Thought It Would Last Forever short film, I

Thought It Would Last Forever short quote, I Thought It Would Last Forever, I Thought It Would

Last forever song, I Thought It Would Last forever lyrics, I Thought It Would Last

forever quotes, I Thought Our Love Would Last Forever Bonus Track, i never thought it would

be so simple, i thought it would last forever lyrics, i thought it would last forever, i never thought

it would happen, i have often thought it would be a blessing, i thought would last somehow, i

thought it would be like poetry that feeling, i did nothing and it was everything i thought it would

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/WrpVZ/I-Thought-It-Would-Last-Forever-Short-stories-from-the-life-of-a-lucky-guy


be, i thought the future would be cooler lyrics, i would say im sorry if i thought it would change

your mind lyrics

I Am Celt, “Great Stories!. Jean Shepard, move over. MacGyver script writers, move over! What

we have here is a man who brings his short stories to life, presenting them with so much

description of the scene he is describing at any given time that you can really feel as though

you are there.I laughed at some of his stories, I cried at some of his stories. Anyone that can

evoke that range of feeling from reader has top-notch skills at story telling.I am sure I'll be

re=reading these stories frequently because they were fun. Some poignant, but mostly fun. The

great part of the short-story format is that you can skip the sadder parts, if you so choose, and

read the fun parts without losing continuity.Bravo, Mr. Cummings. I hope that you continue to

amuse and entertain with more stories of things that didn't last...and perhaps some that did!”

Suzie-Q, “Revisting wonder. A great read! The author, Mark Cummings, obviously had a

wonderful childhood. Not in Mayberry, but in Nashville, Tennessee, during a time of relative

simplicity and freedom. As the author shares the stories of his young life, I think of my own

childhood with great nostalgia. As he relays his gratitude and wonder, I escape the problems of

the modern world and drift back into the innocence and hope of my youth. Perhaps that is the

beauty of these tales.”

Pamela Cox, “Great read! Great memories!. I grew up in Nashville, TN also, and am just two

years younger than the author. I have known him, or known of him all of my life, and we went

to school together. He writes like someone sitting with you around a campfire telling you a

story. What an enjoyable little book! Relaxing reading about a simpler time of kids playing

outside until it got dark, drinking out of the water hose (hose pipe), riding in the back of a truck

without seat belts, and everyone knowing their neighbors because you saw them often while

outside doing yard work, and also because you sat with them in church every Sunday!If you

miss those days, and want to return (however briefly) to that time, I strongly recommend you

purchase this book.”

Donita M. Brown, “Great read! Check out this book from a Nashville Native. Great book by a

Nashville native, Mark Cummings. This book shares stories of Mark's youth and takes you

back to days of a simpler time. A master story-teller, Mark transports you to a different time in

Nashville history.”

Ebook Tops fire user, “Awesome recollections. Warm memories came to mind when reading

these stories. Yes, Mark Cummings, you were a lucky guy.  Great read. Thanks”

kenneth taylor, “Good memories. What a delightful read, especially having grown up in the

same time. Brought back good memories! Every one has a story to tell... just take the time to

listen.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Great read.. It was a wonderful read and brought back many fond

memories of my own childhood. I would recommend taking the time to read each story and let

your mind wander back...”



Ebook Tops Reader, “Wonderful memories!. Great vignettes of growing up in a wonderful

family. I was part of some of those stories and have many fond memories of a shared

upbringing. Well done Mark!”

The book by Diane Stresing has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 11 people have provided feedback.
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