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True Eear

alk
. . . S when Iw
ometimes I lay awake at night all eternity. Sometime 0

b %
Swith a fear to go to sleep and never down a street or sit in my

wake again. Sleep now is my grand- staring at the
mother. And now one of her sons

has joined her in the precious sky

that we pray to every night, Ilay
awake at night thinking who would

be next to fall to a slumberous sleep.
To look, breathe, and smell for the

last time on this earth, Will I be next?
Or will it be someone else dear to me?
Sometimes I feel [ike | am alone in this
world now with no one to talk to about
my problems. In a crowded room or
house full of family and friends, byt
somehow still feel alone. In my room,
looking out my window at the pitch
blackness of the night I think, | hide

my tears behind a smile for the people
who may have oy g

Y never know how
Ltruly feel, Them never to ask and me
never to tell, I talk to many people | VP iy & iling!
know becayge of a fear of being alone, ; G

To be alone in this I think of how the madness ﬂo::;in g
of me when someone say$ so- ko

to me I think is wrong: | th[;: el
how an apology would maY poV

! owing
the situation, but not kn

0



apologize for my actions is pain-
ful. As painful as a knife stuck in
m my heart knowing that no one
on God's green earth could pull
it out and save me. I may smile
around friends or family to

comfort them, but inside is a

different story. Inside sits a

troubled young teen walk-
ing the pitch black concrete
streets looking, searching
for someone, the right per-
son to talk to about all my
problems. But, all I get
is nothing. Like a box
containing nothing but
space and air. The very
same air that seems to
have been taken out
my body and put in
this box. The box to
be sent to the point of no return.
Could I find this box again? Is my
box, full of the air I breathe, up in
the heavens with my loved ones?
Or in hell with the people I never
knew and them never to know me.

My heart seems as if it was beat-

ing as the elderly people walked,
slowly. As slowly as I look up at

the clock in my room hoping that
tomorrow comes as soon as pos-
sible. That’s how I felt when I was
at the two burials that changed my
life. It was as if I was the one getting
dirt thrown over my slightly chilled
body. It would seem as if someone,
in their mind, was thinking “just an-
other person dead and gone.” Never
to see tomorrow and never to hug
your family members again. Never
to feel the warmth of the sun as you
are running down the street without
a care in this world. If you care to
know how I feel again, read this over
and you shall know. You shall know
about the young teen that has be-
come a young man, feeling nothing,

but fearing death.
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Reminiscing on.childhood always leads me to one place, my grana:
father’s pond. It was Li : fangjrqg"&h@p’ogd,}bﬂ? Jt)u@;fhf pond th
dreams were made of, children layed all day, summers in
] ]

‘banks. The day the men came to the farr
this childhood dream wi Id be the day that . k M?;\' ep
was not only a favorite swimming | e sumi but a sour
entertainment the whol

My sister and I, a
farm after my parent’s ugly
for awhile, just parkea ﬁl J
was no bathroom in t 1€ traile
became great sprinters m
camper but a 1972, 1 ) f ’I'
threw sleeping bags on the
had no television, radic 0
extension cord, stretched fr
powered a single light bulb

w afuseint rf

Of our owin

[

trailer,

grandf
becaus
hours ¢
and dig
underg
my sor

had to,"
told me
buildin
cousins
our ne
hindsig
have s¢
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stay awake, so that I would be able to swim to the top of the pond when the trail:
er turned upside down. It was still cold in May, but all the children within bicycle
distance knew there was now a swimming hole and would visit every day. “Can
we swim yet?” were the words I am certain my grandfather despised up to the day
he died. Finally, one still cold May day, he gave in, and we all ran to the pond and
jumped in. It didn’t matter that the water was colder than the water we drank
from the tap, we were swimming. We were going to swim all day. I dont think a
day passed that summer that we did not swim in the pond. |

Sometimes there would only be the three cousins. Other times, we would
have fifteen or twenty kids splashing in the water. Grandfather was right, we
had something to do. After all, we lived 35 minutes from the cl(‘)sest town which
boasted a single gas station and a small grocery. Talk about Mayberry.

As springs and summers faded into falls and winters, the pond continued
to be our place. A place of entertainment, of make believe and the place where
many dreams of the future were born. The years that the pond was the center of
my universe flew by as if a bird swooped down and grabbed my childhood with
its feet and carried it off. My childhood was gone in an instant. It was six years
exactly that spring when we received the bad news. There would be no more
swimming in the pond. It was contaminated. Every year my g;aqdfather rag‘@tests
on the pond water to.make sure it was not tainted. We often made fun oflu‘: as
he put chlorine and other powders in the mu e, ilt, Now we were
no longer laughing. We were not laughing athim ar, ching with him lik
we used to when he watched us pl_#y in the pond. t: andfatler’s fact asi
he had lost his best friend as he told us that we woultlneverbe in the ﬁg in.
There was no treatment, no fix and nothing he could do. The pond was d ad, and
I felt as if | were leaving my childhood right there with it for eternity. e

It may seem silly to think éfou can sum up your childhood with a pond. The .

pond was a source of escape ;'a?"b' hope for me my entire childhood. It was there '
for play, and it was there to listen without judging. It was a place of solitude and
multitude. The pond would wrap its waters around me like a security blanket,
and hold me safe. My grandfather died before I told him that pond changed my
life. That old pond is still there, and still unusable. 1 visit that pond when I return
to Indiana and remember all the childhood memories and hope that my children

have found their “pond” somewhere.
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[ am fre

No respon51b1hty
Free to kill my unborn baby

Free to disrespect authority .
Free to rob and steal and kill with my pill

@ To take money out without putting any 1n
To doctor the books and protect the crooks.

Not my fault you see.
[ am woman, black, gay, handicapped, Protestant, Cath

[ am Asian, Chicano, African and Native you see

As hyphenated as I can be.

Y
i:)oor, the huddled masses

e p-
i g‘:{-—\-wl-e“'ﬁ:._u e

America, you owe me.
You said you wanted the tired

The wretched masses, theg@mpe st-tost

BT,

"’ o ST
Well, here I @W

Sock it to me.
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“5nd downs are all'in prdtess'

'of becoming real, natural S

Love is becommg nonex:stent
Hate real. Real to the_.
Fake in themind:

Life is a deasmn and to llve is a




What Soldiers Miss Most

She was a reporter, with long flowing hair,
Moving amongst the soldiers,
Going here and there.
Finally a soldier did ask,
“For whom do you seek?”
The lady simply answered,
“A soldier with whom I can speak”
“I will speak with you,
As long as your questions do not intrude
Upon my actions
In servitude”
The reporter flashed a smile,
Reached into her pack and said,
“This might take a while,
But people will loye it once it’s been read”
She asked him the usual questions,
Of name, office, and rank.
And even askeq about,
w Hummers, RVs, and tanks.
But then the subject turned,
To questions about home,
The soldiers voice changed,
His eyeg began to roam.
€ answered with small smile,
And his €yes misted. i
He was caught in the Ieporter’s snare, |
one last question she persisted.




The reporter asked gently,
“What do you miss most?”
To which the soldier replied,
“I miss waffles and toast.
Home-cooked meals,
And seeing my wife,

In her dressy high-heels.

I miss my daughter and son,
My house and my car.

[ miss my dog and my cat,
My favorite bar.

I miss watching cartoons,
And mowing the lawn.

I miss going to the grocery store,

And buying some Dawn.

I miss driving downtown,
And the smell of trees.
But what I miss most,

Is none of these”

The reporter was spellbound,
And leaned in intently,
Wanting to hear,

What he missed so greatly.
He said softly,

As his eyes shone,
“What I miss most, dear lady,

S ST O R
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Blues of Mississippi

ditting on the front porch swing watching
The cornstalks sit and not sway.

The house; the older ones chop wood or erochet.

Mama sits and waits for her cornbread

Fnd peas to cook. .
Ohe sees a dirt voad for miles and though know'¢

®Papa ain't coming home, she can’t help but ook

fle’s probably at the bay ovatﬂmedmarthﬂt"wk“

The best peach cobbler around- 5
@1" ]w could’ve, gl'abbed, a souﬂ‘m beu&

Roruptly skipped town.

fle’s been gone two weeks or MO'e
&3 mama looks down that dusty road,
The rain stants to pour.

0 wash up, ed«t, and sleep.
Butside, looking down that long, lonesome road,

%:nabegim to weep.
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wind-6lowun erch feaf'

seems j@ reguire a reacjz@n
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ed
Terry sat waiﬁng in the hectic and sﬁcky Louisiang airport. From all the heqt and time that hc"ii Pahsz
he could barely remember what day It was. All he knew was he wanted on 513, Tust call ﬂighf 513 alreaay,
Though’r to himself. ' labt and
Terry had carefully stuck his plane ticket in the pocket of his blazer. He had memorized his q

was fired of Louisiana, Al day he had peaple watched, As eqch flight had been called the passengers ;Zuelgn
swarm to the qates like ants scurrying to a piece of candy that has been dropped. His business 1rip ha

513. The numbers played in Terry's mind like o winning lotto ficket. He had grown frusfrated with how
slow the time was tickin

He
q by. Already he had sat for four hours. This Trip would be one for the record books.
had called his wife o tejf her qeodnight and another man had

ew
Tween the hotel and the airport he had lost his plare ticket and was forced fodbxz d" bneen 0
one with the company credit card he kept In his briefcase, Buying the new one with the co any car

: a
: he had 10 proof 1o verify who he was. This had forced hmf;(i)n Plsa)’:ha
qame of merry-go-round with the qirline attendant and his secrefary back home. He recollected all Tll:eew ogce he
and decided his mind couldy't handle anything else. 'All that mattered was 513, He kn
, , east he would still pe home, d as a fellow
As the crying child began to find comfort, another Tanfrum was being thrown. Terry watche b eould
ant and the airline attendant overseeing gate 25 began to arque. Terry was rot close enough to hear,
tell both parties involved were at their boiling points, . the infercom.
*S13 now boarding ot qate 25 q barely understandable, heavily accented voice said over
“Finlly, Terry said out loud qs he qathered his belongings and Joined the rest of the ants. e, Arging
The attendant ot qate 25 paid o atention gs Terry and the other ants boarded the plane.

hinself.
over a caf carrier, the attendant had barely given him o moments nofice. So much for 9-ll, Ter fhougi):fzod the
Six more hours and e would be home, As the plane began to take off an airline attendant gr
passengers,

“Welcome, ladies and gentlemen. Thank
and we should land in Londen

. hours
you for flying Delta, Your flight will fake approximately I3
around 3 am, Enjoy your flight







Wy Self

How do T show gou the way of me
The many dverse road<?

The workings of 4 woman’s mind
And the shadows of her soul,

Do T take you on the path,
The one that leads +o pair?
tor that is just a part of her
Where sunshine bows to min.

Then there's the path of darkness
Pines anchor flowing mists.

Ebon secrets mask, the WAy

And anger balls its fists.

Or do T show You just the good
The untouched (ittle child?

T leave the darliness for the wWood;
The pavement for the wild.

The path here's orightly (uminous
New flowers all anund,

Where fems of love are shelter
And merriment abounds.

Cerhaps T'(| show You wormanhood
A grown, adul being,

Calm. independent sorceress

Who juggles everything.

This Wintry path seeme 1ag9ed,
I¥'s suffered much abuse,

Straight, stable, true and sturdy,
Yet hardened from mauch use.

How do T show You the WAy of me?
The myriad, varied nads?
And all the twists an

A tums they take
Within thie human g

oul,







ong with that Jaain he Erougﬁt me

- tears. ﬂfong with yain and tears he
"Erougﬁt my ﬁf;z[gui(t. ﬂfo*rzg with

- tears, pain, and guilt he fe lped a five

because 1 thought my mom was go- -
ing to leave me too. Lord, 1 thank™
him.

7 want to thank ﬁ.iﬂ;,for my

L year old mature into a Eeaunﬁifoung present because it shows where 1

lady. Since he was not around e
caused my mom, my brother, and
"1 to create a bond that can never
be separated. 1 have been throuah
ithose times where 1 watched my
mom work nearfy '
enty-four fours a
ay to make sure my
‘brother and 1 had the
jitﬁings that we needed
Jor our everydﬁy
survival, 1 have been
W down that road where
A did not want to ask
my mom for five
' dollars to Euy a locker
because 1T tﬁougﬁr it
‘ migﬁr interfere with
“her bills. 7 want to
‘thank him because
each time 1 cried 1
Q.’pmyecf, and the harder
1 cried the harder
L1 prayed. 1 want to
- thank him for ﬁe[ym me find the
Lovd. 1 have been tﬁ?foug those
times where 1 have (eared to not
 dread the times we dif nop have, bt
to feel blessed for the five years that
we did have. T want to thang him

because 1 have been tﬁrougﬁ tines
where qwo@ cry alone i / roor

LiofLN
1"

A8

- myse

have come from. 1 have comeﬁ‘om
that young ﬁve year old [ittle 5'13‘(
who made mud cakes, to a twenty
year old cofﬂege student. 1 have come
from Years of pain to now where 1
believe there is a futusre out t ﬁe?’?f o
my famify and
m sefﬁ To be
able to think EGCE
on the day when
1 fell to my knees
and said, “Lord,
please just taﬁg
away my pain
because 1 do not
want to hurt
anymore.” He ,
allowed me to gant
the Enowﬁﬂ?je
needed to place
my battle in the
Lord’s hands
which caused mé v
to be a better per-F
son. When q (ot 4o of my battle, 7 35
noticed fow uicE(y my [ife began 03
turn around. 1 noticed that 1 cov 1-'
talk about fim gnd not get angry: =
noticed that 9 coul think about MM
and not ¢y, q recognized my
Eﬁassigﬂs When 7 quit blaming

1 received . blessing wher
LAY o |

-




* quit having to watch my mom cry
with me because she would have
given anything just to take away
my pain. My dad allowed me to
be able to write this and not cry
or ﬁee( sorry for m seg"’ because he
hias not been a father to me. He
allowed me to realize that 1 do not
want the Lord to take away my
stumbling blocks, but to show me a
\ way around them. He allowed me
" t0 realize and understand that it
is the (ittle things that matter, not
the big things that never happened.
T ﬁrougﬁ many b essin(gs
from God 1 will [ive to see my
‘ ture, and 1 want to thank my
" dad for that too. 1 gmcﬁ/latec{ high
school without fiim, 7 am atremfﬁ;g my
second vear of cofﬂzge without him,
and 17 gqpe to succeed in my nmjor
“and have a famify without him.
There were times when 1 fhiad lost
my motivation, n? sﬁ’engtﬁ, my
courage, and the backbone that 1
needed to carry on. Those were
times that 1 (ooked back on dad,
and 7 want to thank him for
teacﬁing me not to be a quirter. 7
owe fiim my whole future because
7 am who 1 am without him, an
1 am going to continue to better
myse’[?’ without fim. 1 learned to
move on because 1 remembere
that the Lord do

H\yone

|
\

i

girf mature, and look toward a

ything

not handle. 1 }amyeaffb?g -
and wisdom, and that wisdom
allowed me to y[ace my emotions
into an essay. 1 thank him for
not coming back, and allowing me
the chance to ﬁnaf my way without
him.

1 am sure that those people
who were raised in singﬁe parent
fouseholds fee[ the same way that
7 do. 7 am who 1 am because of
my dad, but 7 would not have
come this fafr without my mother.
q could have the rest of m [i_’fe
and that still would not be enough
time to give her thanks for all sge
fas done. 1 have given tﬁané;for
my past, my present, and wit
many blessings from God 1 have
also given thanks for my Afumre.
So 1 would [ike to leave this, all it
takes is one good parent to mark a
child’s (ife forever. So 1 would (ke
to say, hank you for not Being
there” because he helped a young

better ﬁfe
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{here s a vewy good thing called glue,

It always knows what te dg,
i
it holds things \ogether,

Like a ve\l made 9% \eather,

vottom of my Shoe.

And the gdum on the




LaNce iNn FRaNCe
THERE WAS once a man in FRANCe
HiS NaMme was Lance
He was WaLKInG one DAy
anD SOW O TREAT iN THE STReeT
He BeNT OVER TO PICK IT UP

anD DOWN WeNT His PANTS!
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ands the premice danced 1 wauning up




Yoma’s HOUSP

The place that olways brings special memories to me (5 the house |
grew up in, today known as Mama’s house. [Hama’s house Was Warmed by
o fireplace, full of wonderful smells, with plenty of good r*onl_forbdtlon. In
Moma’s house the dining room was dlways the main gathering place when
e0MPany come over to visit or when we would just sit eround and play
“@ames. .
; Just the smell of the 0ok wood burning in that grend fireplace would
give comfort to oll who sat or lay in front of i, more often than not Wlling
em to sleep. The crackling of the wood burning ond the dancing of the
e ond yellow flames produced o sense of trenquility to oll who it there.
Uy dod knew just what to do in cutting the wood to lay o fire in this
‘oplendd fireplace. This (s o talent he has not passed on to my younger
‘brother becouse today dad enjoys the fireplace heated with gos (0gs.

e (he smell of mama’s house Wwas that of pine cleaner. The thing L

* remember mast about the pine cleaner was it seemed as iF Mamo Was

- alWweys mopping the floor or Wiping the counters in the kitchen with this

firesh piney cleaner. iy mother loves the smell of pine 50 much, ot

Lhptstmaes she would buy o pine Christmas tree. | can smell the pine

cleaner taday ond L relate it to the homey smell that brings joy to my heart

ach time L smell it.

he dining room tn Mama’s house Was aluays the main gathering
place;, where good conversation Wwas alwaeys the buzz: conversation on how

* 0Ur doy went, conversation about new babies being born or about old -

friends dying. Dad would slways telk of how many deer he had killed that »

Particular 6ea50n or how the weather was not cooperating 50 he could go

NUAEING agatn. LF my brother was ot home, there was always an argument

golng on between him and me. Soon the quarrelling between my brother

ond | would become bothersome to MYy Mamsa, and she would say, “If you

affe Mot going to be lowyers you need to hush” L ook forwsrd going to

MaMd’s NOUSe because of the peace and quiet L find there. (fany people talk

Of the Seven \wonders of the World, but to me none compares to Moma’s
Nouse, the place | call home.
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On Being Blonde

bout five years ago | became a
blonde. I've always admitted that
there are many natural blondes in my
family - I just don’t happen to be one
of them. But when our first grand was
born she came out with a head ful| of
platinum blonde hair so | figured now
was the time if | ever had blonde ten-
dencies. Seems that | was an expert
at the blonde illusion because not
long ago | came across a picture of
me as a little brown-haired three-year-
old girl. When I showed the picture
to my little blonde granddaughter
(who is now five years old), | asked
her, “Who is this in the picture?” She
studied it intently and when | finally
said, “It's me...its MeMaw!” She said,
“No-0-0 MeMaw, you've got blonde
hair like me! “Oops”, | gulped - |
may have gone too far]”

But you can never go too far
in the kingdom of blondeness, can
you ladies? | laugh heartily at all of
the “dumb-blonde” jokes knowing
that I'm smart! Yes, my blonde roots
are carefully cultivated but my brain
is still brunette! Now, I've never re-
ally believed all of the dumb-blonde
hype. Why, there are plenty of smart
blondes. There’s, uh, well....there’s..-
ah, Hilary Clinton...emm...oh, oh she
did marry ole slick Willje...not smart,
not smart. Let’s see, there’s uh, oh
yes, there’s Martha Stewart - but then
she was just sentenced to jail time...
Not smart! Well...let me re-think on
the smart blonde stuff and I'll get back
to you on that,

've also noticed doors are
opened for me by the gentlemen d
(more than when | was a brunette) an
I'am greeted with more smiles by just
about everyone - especially children-
I’m stil| researching the obvious glee
of the children - perhaps they think
that | am the Fairy God Mother or the
Tooth Fairy.

We all know someone who
will search and search until they have
found something (anything!) to pay
YOU a compliment (dear people). -
such man at my employment stam-
mered one day, “Anne, Anne you're
getting more b-b-blonde!” Well, |
smiled and shook my head in the af-
firmative thinking - does he think this
is natural - guess so!

R



Actually my co-workers will
take Monday morning bets whether
lam a platinum blonde, a golden
blonde, ash blonde or any other
number of the shades of blondeness
-because | have been all of the above
and | am still experimenting! One
thing for sure - | will be some sort of
ablonde from here on out. That ole
saying - “blondes have more fun” is
REALLY true at least | have found it
0 be; or maybe | am pass the time in
my life that | over worry about what
People think of me or say about me.
| figure that's their problem not ap-
Preciating this wonderful gorgeous

londe (with the brunette brain) that ]
ave turned out to be!

But my biggest surprise | sUP-
POse on being a blonde is the impres-
:'On that most strangers have as to

¢ description of my person. BY this
Mean in my vocation | meet many
People for only one time Of maybe
o, three times at the most. OUur
"ext encounter is normally by tele-
Phone and B.B. (before blonde) my
®Scription to our telephone operator
Would be on this order, “the middle
2%? ]a’fiy at the first
ad'Ce or “the tall
) Y up front” but
Sablonde “the
. O.”df-‘ in the first
oft::e,, and more
blon the friendly
hde up front!”
€ last one is my
Personal favorite!

“Oh, you look just
like the Calvert girls.”

A couple of years ago | decided
to offer some additional training to
three of our new employees. | invited
the three into my office and went into
great detail concerning some of their
job duties. One looked out the win-
dow, one looked at the floor but the
third one, ah, this new employee in-
tently seized on my every word or so |
thought. After the training session was
over this third employee inquired to
me of the following question. “Miss
Anne just what color is your hair any-
way?” That was One of my color ex-

erimenting weeks so | said “Blonde”
and he said “Oh".

As | stated at the beginning of
this blonde narrative, “I have many
relatives who are natural blondes and
| just don’t happen to be one of them.”
But during the last five years many
times | have been mistaken for several
of my true-blonde relatives. “Oh, you

look just like the Calvert girls”, (they
were all blondes)

commented more
than one old friend
of the family and

| have learned to
smile (a blonde
smile) and answer,
“Why thank you
very much.”

Co Figure! |

T
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One Saturday afternoon, after
Wesley and |1 had been married for just a
few months our friends, Dale and
Belinda, invited us to their house to
watch movies. We drove way back off in
the woods several miles down a deserted
stretch of dirt road to get to their house.
Following our usual weekend routine
we watched horror movies late into the
night. Dale had rented several horror
movies that we liked to watch when we
got together. All of those movies had
basically the same story lines where the
car breaks down on a deserted dirt road
in the middle of nowhere and everyone is
murdered in some horribly bloody way.
By the time Wesley and 1 left for home, |
had become quite paranoid about every
little sound or shadow.

Sometime after midnight, we said
our goodbyes. It was a cold, dark night
and that narrow dirt road that we had
traveled during the day seemed much
more menacing in the dark. 1 felt like
there were eyes watching us from the
woods on either side of the road. The
further we drove the more | scooted
towards Wesley on the seat and prayed
fervently that our old red Ford pickup
truck would get us home safely.

Every unusual noise that sprang from
under the hood of that old truck made
my heart beat a little faster.

Wesley interpreted my snuggling
closer to him as a sign of my affection
for him. What he did not realize was that
I was absolutely certain that one of the
psychopathic murderers from the movies
we had watched, was waiting somewhere
on that road to kill us. 1 would not have
been surprised at the image of a guy
wearing a hockey mask and holding a
deadly weapon with murderous intent.

It seemed that our fate was sealed.

Although | was still a bit jumpy,
I can still remember how relieved and
thankful | was that somehow we had
escaped certain docom. When | could
finally see our little 2-bedroom, 1-bath-
room trailer it looked liked the Taj Mahal
to me. We got out and Wesley, ever the
chivalrous husband, unlocked our front
door and stood aside for me to enter. |
stepped inside the door, cut on the light
and immediately froze at the sight of a
large, vicious-looking beast sitting atop
my stove. Flashbacks to every monster
movie | had ever watched ran through
my mind. Now those stupid people in the
movies who always went to investigate
strange noises in dark places and just
stood there while they were murdered
didn’t seem quite so stupid. | was
staring into the eyes of my own creature
of doom and my legs wouldn’t work.
Wesley asked me what was wrong, but |
only gasped and stared at the
creature.

The sound of Wesley’s voice
must have startled the thing because
it jumped to the floor and disappeared
behind my stove. | pointed in vicinity of
the creature from my nightmares and
told Wesley that we were in grave
danger from a huge monster. He gave
me a very skeptical look and decided
right then that we were not going to
watch any more horror movies. Even
though | begged, pleaded and even
issued a few threats about where Wesley
would be sleeping if he didn’t remove the
menace from our home, he just would
not be convinced that a threat to our
very lives was lurking somewhere behind
our stove,

We went into the bedroom and got
ready for bed, all the while 1 was try-
ing to make him believe that Sasquatch




::IZSI:? :ly kitchen. After we lay down for
ghoulgw-t' I kept having images of this
= b ith 12'-|.nch-long fangs dripping
sleep ood waiting to pounce on me; so,
Was a[‘:as out of the question. There
o closzulutely no way that I was going
Wesle my ey’es, _and I made certain that
turn nyu;3 Dum'.] t either. After he tried to
e finayy the light and I wouldn’t let him
Ster, H Y agreed to go look for the mon-
the Looe got up wearing only his Fruit of
huntin “:)llnde,-Wear and slipped into his
the th g boots because he couldn’t stand
a ought of anything running over his

re feet.
‘luie“yny very _exasperated husbz}nd
tl'Eliling ?"‘ed '"tP the kitchen with me
to proy, close behind. He was determined
ully he that | was just being silly. Care-
wali ,&nz pulled the stove away fron_1 the
Very large all of a sudden something

roy ;ge and very fast shot out, ran

es gh the living room and straight into
“'Dbi:)ea:le bedroom! As with all vintage
bout ¢ 9IMEs, the spare bedroom was
We sh e size of an average ba?hroom SO
an eﬂ:llld have been able to quickly put
every t 0 this insanity. Unfortunatel?/,
Place Piece of junk that we couldn’t find &
Was ato put was in that bedroom. There
that wtw'“ bed piled high with clothes
ere e would probably never wear There

el remnants from our wedding among
ouliljrge collection of items that we .
Posg; never be able to find but could”
I‘i‘nb:bly part with. “Houston, we have a

em!” ran through my mind as we

Marteq clearing the room-.
ere . L Was 2:00 in the morn
akin relocating mountains of
g apart a twin-sized bed-

U the monster was in the clo
always

ley took the

ing and wé
stuff and

tha set

e . .
Cause in the movies that 1S
ere the monsters hid. WesS

mattress from the bed and barricaded
one end of the hall while | closed all the
doors in the hall so that there would be
no escape. We made a chute out of
ironing boards that pointed from the
closet door to the door of the bedroom.
We had him now!

Wesley, in his underwear and hunt-
ing boots, armed with a green-handled
mop began to slowly move each item of
clothing until the beast ran out of the
closet straight into the hallway. Wesley
ran after him swinging the mop leaving
stripes of green paint on the walls while
| cringed in the corner. Once the cloud
of white fuzz created by the mop had
settled and the commotion in the hallway
had stopped, I crept from my corner for
a peak. There, standing over the body of
a 15-inch-long field rat, was my knight
in shining white underwear. He had
slain the dragon and saved the damsel in
distress. The night that had started as
a horror movie had ended as a fairytale.

My

hero had saved the day.
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“Those who dream by night, in the dusty recesses
of their minds wake in the day to find that
all was vanity; but the dreamers of the day
are dangerous men, for they may act their
dream with open eyes, and make it possible.”

T.E. Lawrence
(Lawrence of Arabia)
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