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Short Story Essay On Childhood Memories 

Childhood memories are some of the most powerful and lasting things a person can experience. 

These memories have been known to influence people as they grow into adulthood, shaping their 

outlook on life from formative years through the rest of their time on earth. It is with these 

childhood memories that a foundation for a happy childhood is built, and these same happy 

childhood memories can also be used to help understand choices made in adulthood. 

When I think about my own early upbringing, where I grew up and what happened during those 

important formative years, I realize how much my experiences influenced me as an adult. While 

I didn't always make the best decisions later in life, having had such a stable environment 

growing up provided me with a solid foundation from which to build a happy and fulfilling adult 

life. 

My childhood memories begin with images of my tiny house in the suburbs of Seattle, 

Washington. It was during the early 1960s, and I grew up in a very quiet part of town that 

seemed to be surrounded by forest and farmland on all sides. We lived in a modest home, where 

we had one bedroom downstairs and another upstairs. There were two living rooms, one for my 

parents and one for my sister and I. The kitchen was used by everyone though, as all three of us 

would often eat together before heading out to school or work every morning. 

Even when it feels like time has stood still when thinking about those old days; it is important to 

look back but rather focus on all the good things that happened during my childhood. There was 

an innocence to those days, and this is something I try to hold onto today. Decades after leaving 
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home for college, eventually marrying and moving away, I still find myself talking about "back 

in the day" as if it were only yesterday.   

While we didn't have a lot of money, we lived comfortably and had everything we needed 

growing up. My parents both worked full time jobs and my mother made most of our clothes at 

home by hand using patterns she bought from the local grocery store. We didn't own a television 

until I was almost ten years old so sometimes I would help out my father in his workshop where 

he repaired typewriters or other small pieces of office equipment. I would find myself staring at 

the different tools and wondering what they were for, seeing how he used them on a dreary 

Monday afternoon as if it had been something exciting to behold.   

In those same workshops, my father also taught me about mechanics and how to use his tools 

there too. He helped me build models of cars from kits we bought from the hobby store in town. 

We would spend those rainy afternoons building houses or airplanes together without a care in 

the world other than finishing our new pet project before heading back inside for dinner that 

evening. 

My mother was always cooking something good during those early years of my life. She would 

have us sit down at 5:30 every night to share a meal and discuss what we had done that day. She 

was a very hard worker, and I remember times when she would come home from the factory 

where she worked with tales of how some lady had spilled coffee on herself or something else 

equally as interesting to hear about.   

While my mother made most of our clothes at home, my father also taught me how to sew so 

eventually I started helping out making clothes too. We would go shopping for fabric together 
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and pick out the best patterns before heading back to his workshop so he could teach me how to 

use his sewing machine to make whatever it was we were going to create that day.   

The memories are all there whenever I look back upon those early years of childhood, growing 

up in the suburbs of Seattle. However, it is more than just the things that happened during my 

formative years that influence me today. The values I learned at home had a great impact on who 

I am today and how I was able to raise my own children too. 
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