
 

 

No Chocolate 
By Rick Reil 

 
My mom liked cream in her coffee, but she was willing to sacrifice it for 

her little boy. It was Christmas time 1958 and I was six. We were 

shopping at the J.J. Newberry store in the Uptown Shopping Center in 

Richland, Washington. Mom loved the store and always made a stop at 

the lunch counter for a cup of coffee. The waitress would bring her the 

cup on a saucer with a tiny little glass full of cream. Mom would give 

me the cream and she would drink the coffee black. The little glass 

couldn’t have held more than an ounce of cream, but I thought it was 

neat and happy that my mom let me drink the cream.  

She always had a shopping list and the store holiday advertisement 

from Tri-City Herald. She liked to shop early and always took advantage 

of the sale prices. She sent me off to visit the “Toyland.”  It was on the 

second floor of the store. It was really their warehouse, but during the 

Christmas season it was decorated and stocked with toys. Often there 



was a Santa giving out candy canes and asking the prerequisite 

questions of the boys and girls, that weren’t too scared to sit on his 

knee.   

I was excited to see all the toys and made detailed mental notes of 

what I needed to make my Christmas complete. I was barely halfway 

through the toy display when I was summoned by my mom, “Come on 

Ricky, it’s time to go.” Though I was a bit disappointed at my early 

departure, I knew we would pass the candy counter on the way out. 

Mom often would stop and purchase a little sack of their special treats 

for our drive home.  

There were all kinds of fancy confections, most of which were covered 

in chocolate. There were a few where chocolate was not part of their 

make-up.  One, which I wasn’t too familiar with was a little golden tan 

one. It was shaped like half a Tootie Roll with pinched ends. It had a 

rough texture and there was a little placard attached to the container it 

sat in which was labeled, “Bones.” I asked my mom what they were.  



“It’s like the inside of a Butterfingers,” She said, “It just doesn't have 

the chocolate.” 

‘What happened to the chocolate?” I asked.  

She looked down at me and paused for a moment and answered, “They 

have little old ladies that don’t have teeth anymore, suck the chocolate 

off.”  

She winked at the lady behind the counter and asked for a quarter 

pound. Mom paid the lady, put the little sack of candy in her purse and 

we left the store. We got in our 1957 Ford station wagon and headed 

home. As she drove, she reached into her purse and grabbed a few 

pieces from the sack and ate them. She told me to help myself.  

“I’m not really hungry, mom,” I answered.  

She just smiled and kept on driving.  

 

 


