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If Spring is Here,
Can Garage Sales Be Far Behind?
Oh, sure. I know, Garage Sales go on all the time: Winter, Spring, Summer and Fall. But Spring seems to bring out the most “pack rats” of all.
Along with Buying a Whole New Spring Wardrobe, Restyling My Hair, and Spring Cleaning comes the urge to “ Get Rid of All This Clutter in My Life.” Possessions I thought of only a few short weeks ago as Priceless Treasures suddenly become Useless, Obsolete or Unwanted.
“What on earth am I keeping this for?” became a recurring chant as I began spring cleaning. “I really don’t need this” was the Second Verse and the refrain that followed was, “I really need to have a Garage Sale.”
Actually HAVING the Garage Sale is the easy part. Particularly if you can ‘con’ a friend into having one.
When my Artist Friend Jan expressed the desire to Have a Garage Sale, that was all I needed. “Why don’t you do that,” I urged. “I’ll bring some of my Discards and Rejects over and help you. (By Discards and Rejects, I meant Things, not Old Dates and Boyfriends.)
Then came the hard part: Deciding What to Put in the Garage Sale.
I began in Uncharted Territory: My kitchen. While I haven’t been exactly drinking out of jelly glasses, I was tired of the same old plain set. I’ll get some new ones to replace these, I vowed as I tossed (well, not exactly tossed, but placed) those six or eight tumblers into a box. A few pots and pans. Barely used. Two cookie sheets so ‘cruddy’ I’d never get them clean. (You can see where my priorities were.) An old coffee pot, perfectly good, but I like my new Mr. Coffee maker.
In the storage room I found twin bed sheets. I haven’t had twin beds since the kids were at home. They definitely had to go into the Garage Sale. The sheets, not the kids. And pillowcases and bedspreads, and then it was time to Clean my Closet.
I wanted to put everything in the Garage Sale, but I can’t afford to start all over again, so I just weeded out those items that I could absolutely no longer tolerate.
Like a T-shirt with a rather risqué message on it, a gift from a former boyfriend. A tape of music given to me by another former admirer. I spent a few minutes looking at a photograph of a One-Time Significant Other, wondering whether it would be in bad taste to take the photo out and put the perfectly good frame in The Garage Sale. Greed won over sentiment and it went into the Garage Sale stack.
Soon I had a car full of Stuff and I hauled it over to Jan’s to begin putting tags on everything. We worked smoothly for a while, being practical about our pricing, until I heard Jan giggle.
She was holding up the T-shirt. “I remember who gave you this.”
I shrugged. “Somebody might as well get some use out of it.”
She picked up the tape. “What’s this?”
“It’s from Old What’s His Name,” I said defensively.
I held up a painting. “ Where’d you get this?’
“I got this the last time I went to Mexico with You Know Who,” she said through clenched teeth.
“Oh,” I said.
And then we came to the Picture Frame. “What kind of picture did you have in here?” Jan asked.
“You remember Old Faithless. A couple of years ago? That was his picture in there.”
“We sure are getting rid of a lot of Clutter in our lives,” she remarked as she affixed a ten-cent price tag to the frame.
“Yeah,” I agreed. Our dating lives were arrayed in front of us. I suggested, “Maybe we should call this The Ashes of Former Lovers Garage Sale.”
We giggled as we continued our marking and reminiscing. Soon we were finished and we surveyed the garage. “Looks good,” we sighed in unison.
“Just one thing,” I said as I picked through the rummage and found the Picture Frame. I scratched through the ten-cent marker and carefully replaced it with a quarter.
“There,” I said with satisfaction. “The time I spent with him should bring me more than a dime.”
We retired to a couple of glasses of wine.
At last count, I had made $32.20, much of it from my Old Boyfriends stuff. I thought, this might induce me to have a garage sale of my very own.
But not any time real soon.
I have to build up my inventory.
School, Tonsils, and a New Perm
It’s that time again. Time for the kids to (heh, heh) Go Back To School.
In the Olden Days, when I was a little kid, the beginning of school was heralded by at least three events: The first was: Before I entered the first grade, I was whisked away to the hospital where my tonsils were yanked out.
This was a ritual in my day; every kid on my block, it seems, had his Tonsils Out a few weeks before school started. I can still remember the smell of the ether that permeated the entire hospital and a couple of blocks around it. (Yes, ether. That was before they began using Other Stuff that doesn’t smell so bad, and before you start guessing how old I am, let me remind you that if you, too, remember Ether and Taking Your Tonsils Out, then you are Real Old.)
Next came Getting My Books and Supplies. The List came out from each teacher in each class and parents dutifully trooped down to the local bookstore, stood in line for hours and emerged with stacks of notebooks, workbooks and assorted things like protractors, mechanical drawing sets, things like that. I remember my mother standing in line with the other mothers of the neighborhood, comparing notes on other kids’ supplies, other teachers, hemlines, absent mothers seeming to be Fair Game for Gossip, excuse me, I mean, Exchange of Information—-heck, it was just like an afternoon bridge game, but without the cards. One of the best things about Mother getting my School Supplies was that I got a New Pencil Box.
Now, I don’t know if kids today even have such a thing as a Pencil Box, but every kid on the block had to have a new pencil box each year, the old one having been virtually demolished through much use during the last school year. Of course, I always wanted and got, a Red Pencil Box. So when the First Day of the new school year came, I could hold my head high, carrying my Brand New Red Pencil Box.
The third event of a new school year was getting a Haircut and/or a Permanent Wave. Boys didn’t have to go through the Ritual of having a Permanent Wave; they merely got their hair cut. Girls, on the other hand, trying to imitate their mothers, or their mothers trying to make little ladies out of their tomboy summer daughters, insisted on trooping into the Beauty Parlor (yes, indeed, that’s what they were called in the Olden Days) and subjecting said female children to the rigors of the Permanent Wave Machine.
Here’s where I may lose some of you who are under forty. (Well, what the heck--even under fifty, are you satisfied?) A Permanent Wave was accomplished by Attaching Wires to one’s hair and having said wires attached to an electrical plug which heated the clamps which in turn heated one’s hair. A lot. I can still remember the smell of burning hair and my fear that maybe the Beauty Operator would forget that I was at the other end of this electrical monster and I would fry my hair off, and then my Brains would be next, and I would be found like the Wicked Witch, dissolved in a heap on the Beauty Parlor floor.
Nothing of the sort happened, of course, and I emerged looking like all the other little girls on my block with Shirley Temple ringlets (and ‘if you have to ask Who’s Shirley Temple? I swear I will cry.) So finally I was pronounced ready to Start School, with my Tonsils Out, Supplies in Hand, and Curly Hair.
All this is being brought to mind right now because not only are children all over the country going back to school, but also I have taken the great leap forward. Or backward, as it were, into my childhood. I am Going Back to School. Night Classes, of course, since I have to work during the day to earn the money to pay the mortgage, feed myself and my cat, keep my creditors happy and, of course, pay for my schooling.
I am pretty much following the same ritual of my first school days. I got a permanent, the first I can remember since childhood, and they don’t use the Electrical Machine any more. I didn’t have to Have My Tonsils Out, of course, (or anything else, thank goodness; at my age, it’s pretty well all been taken care of, anyway,) and I didn’t have to line up at the local bookstore for Big Chief Tablets and Workbooks with my mother. No, I have a pretty nonchalant attitude about Going Back to School; after all, I’ll just be going a couple of nights a week.
But I’m still thinking about getting a Red Pencil Box.
No More Wish Book?
Don’t bother me. Go away. I’m depressed.
It’s not because of the State of the Nation, or the World Events, or even because my personal life is the Pits — after all, that’s nothing unusual.
No, it’s none of the above. I was just ambling along, minding my own business, when all of a sudden I get this Incredible News — News which made my heart hurt and my tummy feel funny. News that will take me a Long, Long Time to get over:
There will be No More Sears Catalog.
It even hurts me to write those words. Like many millions of others across the nation, I grew up with the Wish Book. It was, next to the Family Bible, the most revered book in my parents’ house. Eagerly awaited, jealously guarded, this mere catalog was no Mere Catalog to my family. Especially at my grandmother’s house.
During the War (and I suppose I’ll have to call it World War II, from now on, because one of the Young Women I worked with innocently asked Which War? and I had to remember that Most People her age can’t relate to The War as my generation does.) Anyway, during The Second World War, my mother and her sisters all returned to my grandparents’ house “for the duration,” as the grownups called it, while our fathers and uncles were in the service. In that crowded little house, we coped the best we could, with my mother and her next older sister sleeping in a downstairs bedroom, other various aunts and cousins in another bedroom, while my grandparents moved bedding and box springs out to the Sleeping Porch. My aunt, who was a mere three years older than I, drew straws and I drew the short straw, ending up in the attic room with a couple of cousins.
Our days were busy with cooking and cleaning and doing laundry for such a household. There was not much time for idleness. Except when The Wish Book arrived. Grandma and Grandpa got it first, of course, and by the dim kitchen light bulb, they would scan its pages well into the night.
Then my mother and my aunts would get their turn, and they seemed to ooh and ahhh at the high fashions on every other page before finally settling down to order such mundane items as white patent shoes for the girls and sensible shirts for the boys. I don’t know why my mother persisted in putting me in white patent shoes for Sunday school and church; they were badly scuffed not five minutes after I put them on. I remember how I did it, too.
When I was all dressed for church in my starchy, scratchy dress and new White Patent Shoes, I had to hang around with all my cousins and my aunts and my mother while Somebody Laced Grandma Into her Corset. This took a Long Time. So I hung on the picket fence in the front yard and waited for the Southern Pacific passenger train to thunder past my grandparents’ house. It would be, I knew, loaded with soldiers and sailors bound for The War. Sometimes the trains were late, and I would find myself idly digging my feet in the hard West Texas dirt, scuffing my new shoes.
By the time all of us kids finished with The Wish Book, it would be literally in tatters before the next edition arrived, and the cycle would start all over again...
The Sears Catalog followed us, with uncanny accuracy, to my father’s military posts. Before the Korean War broke out in June 1950, and made the peninsula famous, the Wish Book arrived right on time in our military compound outside of Seoul, bringing my family unbridled joy. Deprived as we were of All Civilized Comforts, including running water, fresh meat, vegetables and milk, we practically salivated over The Book, which assured us that The World was still Out There.
My mother was caught off guard by 'The New Look' which meant that all her Short Skirts were now “Out of Style.” She was all in a dither until she figured out that, while she was awaiting her Order from Sears, she could take strips of material and attach them to the hems of her current “too short” skirts, and voila! A New Look --sort of.
Well, it was about this time that I committed the Greatest NO-NO in the annals of The History of the Wish Book. I cut it out. I mean, I cut out paper dolls from it, and then I went berserk as only a nine year old girl hell bent on furnishing her Orange Crate Doll House can go berserk -- I cut out the pictures of curtains and pasted them on the walls of my doll house, and then I took the cloth samples out of the Coats and Suits section and made them into area rugs for the doll house living room, and then I….well, you get the idea. I was OUT OF CONTROL. But my Doll House had the Best Sears Could Offer, and I was Darned Proud of it.
My mother, unhappy to say, was Not Pleased. In fact, I thought she was going to have a stroke. Upon seeing the remnants of her Only Link to Civilization, and then noticing that my homemade doll house sported “curtains” at the “windows” and rugs and even furniture, and an entire paper doll family populated said doll house . . .well, let’s just say, I was Chastised. Severely, And Lengthily. After that, every time anyone in the family looked at the tattered pages of What Was Once a Perfectly Good Sears, Roebuck Catalog, I felt guilty all over again.
At every other military compound from then on, I watched my step, and never again approached The Wish Book armed with a pair of scissors. I soon outgrew the need for patent leather shoes, and mother began ordering — gasp — brassieres from Sears. Our Christmas came from Sears, Roebuck. My eighth grade graduation dress arrived just in time, courtesy of the Sears Wish Book.
And when my mother became Great With Child -- my baby brother — she turned to the maternity section of The Book.
As we returned to the States, and encountered Real Stores, our need for The Wish Book decreased. If we wanted something, we just went out and bought it. The once revered catalog gathered dust in some dark corner of the house, and soon, it quit arriving altogether.
The end of an era. But I suppose I have to grow up sometime.
When I Grow Up
We met for dinner one evening, six single women "of a certain age" and after we had exhausted the usual topic of conversation (men, or the lack thereof), someone posed this question: "What comic book character, or celebrity, was your childhood hero or heroine?"
Six sets of carefully plucked eyebrows knotted in concentration as minds raced back in time some twenty-five or more years (we're talking about "mature" women, here, remember?)
My friend "Anne" was first. (Names and clues to the identities of the participants are being withheld for the writer's own protection.) "I always wanted to be Roy Rogers," she confessed shyly. "Not Dale Evans. Roy always had the bigger horse and got to shoot all the bad guys; all Dale ever did was follow along behind him, yelling, 'Wait for me, Roy!' and she didn't even have a gun." We nodded silently at each other; "Anne" is an outspoken defender of women's rights.
Blonde, statuesque "Brenda" spoke next. "I wanted to be Sheena, Queen of the Jungle. She had long, flowing hair and a figure that was to die for." At Forty-Several, "Brenda" has the figure younger women envy and is a blonde, whether by choice or chance. "Then I admired Betty Grable, Patti Page and Jo Stafford. But my ultimate heroine had to be Rosalind Russell. Or at least the characters she played in movies. You know, the cool, career woman with broad shoulders, who has it all together, yet who melts and gives it all up when the right man comes along.” Her voice trailed off, and this businesswoman sighed. "I guess this says a lot about me," she admitted, as ‘Anne’ shot her a look that read, What Kind of Woman Are You Who Is Passively Waiting for a Man to Save her?
"Carole" spoke next. "I wanted to be Jane -- you know, Tarzan's Jane." Predictably, "Roy" rolled her eyes, while "Sheena" nodded encouragement. "Well, she did everything that Sheena did. And at least she had Tarzan around to pull her out of a lot of traps..."
Not daring to incur the wrath of our Resident Feminist, nobody spoke for a moment. Then someone asked, "What was the name of the girl in "Terry and the Pirates?"
"Is this a Trivial Pursuit question?" I asked.
"No, I'm just trying to remember," my friend "Carole" said. "As I remember, she had a lot of adventures, but most of them at her typewriter. Like me," she added wistfully.
"Diane" jumped in next. "I always liked Katy Keene. She had such pretty clothes and there were paper doll cutouts, too. I'm sure that's what led me to be a fashion illustrator."
"Faster than a speeding bullet. More powerful than a locomotive," a voice from the end of the table shrilled.
"Superman!" we chorused.
"Yeah," my levelheaded friend "Ellen" nodded. "Even as a girl, I didn't want to be a girl forever. I read "Supergirl" comics, but I mean, Supergirl never grew up, did she? Super-boy became Super-man, didn't he? Well, they didn't let Super-girl do that; she will always be a girl."
"Roy Rogers-Anne" nodded in agreement, and added, "Look at your fairy tales -- the girls stayed girls and never grew up. Snow White didn't age a bit, even after working for those Seven Dwarfs day and night. Cinderella wasn't even smart enough to give the Prince her phone number."
All eyes turned to me in expectation.
"Wow, look at the time!" I hedged.
"No, you can't get away without telling us. Tell us!" They chorused.
"Well, first of all, I have to respond to the Cinderella and Snow White charges. They weren't the only ones who didn't grow up. Look at Peter Pan, for heavens sakes. And as for Prince Charming -- He didn't have enough good sense to ask Cinderella her name, or her phone number, and when she left her glass slipper, he was too lazy to get out and look for her, but sent his palace guards, or something. He just sat back and waited. So don't blame the women in fairy tales. I, for one, think Rapunzel in the Tower was an All Right Kind Of Gal, because she Let Down Her Hair for her Prince. Smart Cookie, wasn't she?"
We dipped into our handbags in search of funds to pay the Bill.
"Oh, yeah, back to what we wanted to be when we were kids," I remembered. "I always wanted to be Wonder Woman. Boy, did she ever look good. I loved her snazzy blue tights with stars on them and her boots and her red halter and crown. I loved her magic bracelets that deflected bullets and her invisible airplane, which she could fly anywhere and look down and see other folks and not be seen. But most of all, I loved her Magic Lasso, which, when she threw it over a man, would compel him to Tell the Truth. "
There was a silence while we all considered that possibility, then we burst into laughter.
As if!
Some Enchanted Evening
I see that it’s Prom Time again.
Accordingly, my Magical Memory flashes back to the Olden Days, when I was in High School, and it was Prom Time. Although I realize Prom Time can be extremely stressful on a young man, who might have some apprehensions and anxieties about this ritual, I am forced to reminisce from a Girl’s Perspective, since I Are One. (Or, if you want to get Real Technical and Snippy about it, I WAS One, so there, are you happy now?)
Anyway, I see that high school girls are still facing the same quandary: What to Wear to the Prom? Hours, nay days, are spent trekking through the Malls with a gaggle of girlfriends, or, as a Very Last Resort, with Mother in tow, looking for That Perfect Dress.
If Old Mom is along, the shopping excursion becomes an Exercise in Restraint. On Old Mom’s part. For not Choking her Child in the middle of the Junior Department of Penney’s. Or Dillard’s. Or Neiman Marcus. (“They may cater to everyone at Neiman’s, dear, but I don’t think they would allow a homicide to spoil their image.”) Whatever Mom pulls off the rack, or the salesperson presents, Daughter finds Repulsive, Sick, Yucky, Gross, or worse. These words are accompanied by eye rolling, sounds of gagging, snorting, body stiffening, or stalking from the area in search of something more acceptable. On the Daughter’s part. You can tell which one is the mother: she’s the one with the Tight Lips.
(I’m deliberately not including Dear Old Dad here, on this shopping excursion, because traditionally, he is necessary only for the Solemn Rite of Check Writing or Waving the Magic Credit Card. I realize, he sometimes’ must take on this task, and if so, you men out there have my highest regard. And my sympathy.)
Finally, This is the Absolute One. I Must Have This One. Mom and/or Dad agrees, mostly because he/she/they are Weary of it All, and after he/she/they are revived after the price tag is presented, the young woman is Ready for the Prom.
Never mind that in some cases, this Young Woman Hasn’t Been Asked Yet. Now, that’s my definition of Confidence: One goes ahead and purchases One’s Prom Dress blissfully assured that One Will, INDEED, be favored with those magic words: “Will You Go To The Prom With Me?”
This all happened to me, too, you know. (You just knew it did, didn’t you?)
One year, my very smart mother and I compromised...We did it her way.
We sat down, like two Sane, Intelligent Adults, and Discussed the Matter.
“What kind of Prom Dress do you want?” my mother asked, pen and paper in hand, ready to Make A List. Mother Always Made Lists. That’s why I’m a Compulsive List Maker today. It’s all her fault that I’m buried under a ton of paper at my house, as Much of it is lists of Lists. Anyway...
“White, with thin straps, and it’s real fitted down to the knees and then flared out, about so long,” I pointed to a spot a couple of inches below my knees. I knew exactly what I wanted because my boyfriend’s brother’s girlfriend had worn a dress Exactly Like That at the Prom last year. My mother frowned. A bad sign. “Where did she buy her dress?”
I didn’t know. She probably went to Oklahoma City or Wichita Falls. (We were somewhat limited in our small Oklahoma town.)
My mother frowned. Another bad sign. She wasn’t willing to travel that far.
Did it look like this?” she asked, sketching quick strokes on her notepad. My mom had this great gift for sketching.
“Yeah,” I breathed. “Exactly.”
“We can have this made.” She got up with her notebook and headed to the telephone. “I have the number of a dressmaker she gave me just last week...” She was busy dialing. . I sat, open-mouthed.
A HOMEMADE PROM DRESS? Oh, how AWFUL! How HUMILIATING. I will DIE of EMBARRASSMENT if my Friends Find Out!
But I REALLY wanted that dress. And the only way to get it would be to do it Her Way. I sighed.
And there was just one other TEENY Little Detail -
I didn’t have a Date for the Prom.
Yet.
(Of course, this will be continued next week.)
Some Enchanted Evening, Part II
(When we last met, I was bemoaning the fact that Many Long Years Ago, my mother had the Audacity to have my Prom Dress Made by a Dressmaker and I was Mortified over the whole thing. And, to make matters worse, I didn’t have a Date to the Prom. Yet.)
Each morning, when I stood at my locker at school, I Lived for the Arrival of the Boy who Lockered Next to Me. Oh, he was good looking. Popular. Smart.
And he was going to Ask Me to the Prom. I knew it. I had been Told by my Best Girlfriend who had been Told by Her Boyfriend who was Leigh’s Best Friend (Leigh was the Boy Who Lockered Next to Me’s Name.) And that Was Good Enough for Me. I was As Good as Asked.
But that wasn’t good enough for my mother, who inquired during one of those Interminable Fittings for the (Homemade) Prom Dress, “Who are you going to the Prom with?”
Now, I wasn’t smart enough to lie. I came right out with it. “He hasn’t asked me yet, actually,” I answered as casually as I could.
“You don’t have a date?”
“Oh, I will,” I explained to her the Best Friend Network and about how I was As Good as Asked. Mother didn’t say a word. A bad sign. The dressmaker just kept pinning, and I kept turning, and soon it was finished, and it was gorgeous, and then it was Almost Prom Time. And Leigh HADN’T ASKED ME YET.
“What’s wrong with him?” I asked my Best Friend, who asked her Boyfriend, who was Leigh’s Best Friend.
The word came back. “He’s shy. He will. Just wait.”
So I waited. And waited. And it was a week before Prom.
One morning, I was twirling the combination lock on my locker, waiting for HIM to come to school and ASK ME, when Guy Wilson came to his locker on the other side of me.
Now, Guy was a Good Guy. No pun intended. He was Smart, he wore glasses, was kinda smallish, and he had a good sense of humor. But, my heart Longed to Belong to Leigh. “Oh, hi,” I shoved my history book inside the locker and retrieved my speech and debate handbook. “All set for the debate next week?” I asked.
“Would you go to the Prom with me?” he blurted.
What was HE doing, asking me to the Prom? Why wasn’t it Leigh? And, worst of all, what was I supposed to say?
I heard myself say, “Okay, I will.” I heard voices behind me; my girlfriends were squealing with surprise. “See ya,” I managed to say to Guy as I backed away.
What had I done? My Life was Ruined. I suffered through the rest of the school day and fled home where the phone rang constantly; the girls wanted to know What Happened. That’s what I wanted to know, I said. I asked my Best Girlfriend, who asked her Boyfriend, who was Leigh’s Best Friend, but I never got a straight answer.
Prom Night arrived and I put on my Almost Original Prom Dress. Guy arrived with a beautiful orchid wrist corsage. He spoke politely to my parents, and complimented me on my dress. All through Prom Night, he was everything a good date should have been. He even was a surprisingly good dancer. I hardly noticed that Leigh was escorting the New Girl in Town. I did notice, however, that Her Prom Dress was pretty tacky.
I’d like to say that Guy and I fell in love and married and lived happily ever after. But we didn’t. I proceeded to marry someone else a couple of years later.
And I don’t know what happened to the Nice Guy.
And every once in a while, around Prom Time, I realize I don’t have a date.
But I’ve got this Really Neat Dress....
Tacky, Tacky!
Well, Summer has descended heavily on us. And I could tell without even looking at a calendar, or checking the weather, just by checking out The Way Everyone is Dressed -- or Not Dressed, as the case may be.
I am always amazed when I show up at A Party -- particularly a Sit-Down, White-Tablecloth Dinner-- and I am the Only Female Who is Dressed Properly. Now, hush. I don't want to hear any prattle about "It doesn't matter now, with people working and going straight from work to a party and not having time to change, etc.”
Pish-tosh, say I. I still think a guest should do the hostess the courtesy of Dressing Up for her party. So when I whip into a party Dressed to the Nines (Basic Black and Pearls works every time) and everybody else is clad in -- how shall I say it -- Come As I Was? -- I feel cheated, somehow. I like to see how other women dress up. But Slacks reign supreme, which wouldn't be too bad, if the Slack-ees were Built for Wearing Slacks. For heaven's sakes, I think, wouldn’t that lady look better in a dress? And to top it all off, their Tops are exposed down to the third or fourth button, "letting it all hang out," so to speak. (I blame Madonna for that, you know. When I was a Girl, nobody even thought of wearing her Brassiere on the Outside of her clothes.)
I've seen all this before, I muse, and wonder where. Then I remember -- oh, yeah. Baby's bottoms. That's what all this looks like, to me, anyway. The men obviously don't relate to this way of thinking, however, as they flock to the sides (or fronts) of these Generously Endowed Females.
On the other hand, I have to admit, I have no problem with some of the younger GUYS wearing tight, white jeans. And some of these young men have shirts opened to expose lots of gold chains glistening on tanned skin, their muscles rippling tantalizingly -- ...excuse me, my mind wandered -- what was I saying?
Oh, yes. The gold chains. Neither of my husbands attempted to wear gold chains, claiming that Gold Chains Are For Sissies and Wimps, but I stand there gazing, thinking, "They're wrong, they are so wrong... " And suddenly the room feels a bit warm and I have to Stop Myself and Remember Who I Am ... These people are all a Tad Bit Younger than me, anyway, so I suppose I should Cut Them Some Slack, especially the guys, of course, and allow them to wear whatever they want to wear, even if they do look as if they are headed to the beach to dig for clams and just happened to drop by the Hostess' house....
All right. They can do as they please. They're of another Generation. What really Bothers Me is My Own Generation's Way of Dressing Down:
Now, I may be one of the few persons left on this earth who believes that when One Goes Out in Public, One should, at the very least, have some kind of Footwear on his/her feet and some kind of Top covering his/her hairy/voluptuous chest, as the case may be. Witness a scene from Our Very Own Local Supermarket:
I am standing at the checkout line when a couple comes charging through the automatic doors, obviously bent on snapping up a few items before heading for the lake.
Madame flaps her way through the aisles in flip-flops, clad in cut off jeans and halter, winter-white flesh bulging between jeans top and halter bottom, cellulite-burdened thighs bouncing with every step.
Her With-It husband or significant other (it must be her husband, since she seems no longer interested in Looking Her Best at all times for the Love of Her Life) is flapping his thong sandals in unison with hers and his open Hawaiian print shirt reveals the nice beginnings of a second-degree sunburn on his protruding belly.
They are happy as can be, but I feel distinctly uncomfortable.
As I pay for my purchases and head out of the store, I think of my mother's admonition:
"You can do as you please in your own house, but for goodness sakes, when you go outside, don't look Tacky." We grew up knowing what Tacky was, and the men of the family weren't excluded, either -- Shirts were never optional, they were to be buttoned (a couple of buttons at the top left unbuttoned was okay) and there was to be NO BELLY peeking out, for any reason. And jeans/trousers were to be worn so that when the Male Type Person bent over, no undershorts or backside "cleavage" could possibly show. As for us women: no mis-matched shorts, slacks, skirts and tops, torn or dirty apparel, anything that needed ironing (linen excluded; linen ALWAYS needs ironing, my mother conceded) bare-midriff tops exposing flab of any kind (if you have the figure for it, okay, Mom decreed) and shorts which, to put it delicately, were too short and, well, "cheeky.”
So listen up, all you folks out there who are ‘just hanging out’. Comfort is fine - if you call being stuffed into too-tight jeans or shorts on a sweltering summer day, comfortable. Casual is nice, too, but there's a fine line there between what is casual and what is next to indecent exposure.
Better shape up and quit Looking Tacky, or I'll call my mother.
Friendly Advice
Last week, I was telling you about all the new-fangled things surrounding Impending Parenthood: The childbirth education, the videotapes of the baby even before he/she’s born...not like it used to be in the Old Days when you just Had a Baby and That Was It.
Family and friends rallied around and gifted me (us) with Unisex Baby Clothing: gowns, booties and caps in non-sexist yellows, greens and reds. A crib in Institutional Brown and a few wall decorations suitable to either girl or boy (Bambi and Thumper were favorites, along with other Disney characters.
Yes, Virginia, we had Walt Disney Movies then. We had MOVIES, then.) And that was it. A shower, a room set aside with the crib and a few toys, and we were ready for baby’s arrival. Whenever that might be.
Not so, now.
My childbirth education consisted of a few words from my doctor and some Wisdom of the Ages from the women in my family (and strangers on the street):
Doctor to patient (Me), during the first exam: “Are your parents living?”
I nodded, intelligently.
“Well, tell them they’re going to be grandparents around March 5th,” he said briskly. Aside from monthly visits to see how I was progressing, that was All the Information I received from my Kindly Doctor. I guess he figured I would get all the Input I needed from the Women of the Clan.
“It’s going to be a girl You’re getting big all over.”
That was so true when I was pregnant with my daughter. I looked like a beached whale. Felt like one, too. And it was summertime. I had to cut the sides out of my tennis shoes to accommodate my swelling feet.
“It’s going to be a boy. You’re craving sour things.”
Wrong. I craved EVERYTHING that was edible.
“It’s going to be a girl. You’re craving sweets.”
Wrong again. I craved EVERYTHING that was edible.
“Your baby will be born in the middle of the night.”
My Son gave it a good try. He began clamoring to be born in the middle of the night. We drove to the hospital only to be sent back home to await a Decent Hour, for goodness sakes. Everybody slept but me and him. By 8:00 a.m., I felt it was safe enough to wake everyone in the house with the plaintive cry, “I think I’d better go to the hospital NOW.” And sure enough, it was Time.
Son was Early. I mean, WAY Early. Expected date: March 5th. Actual arrival date: December 27. Boy, was everyone surprised, including the doctor. At a mere 2 lbs, 14 oz., my first-born announced himself to the world with a healthy cry. Now, of course, we have all these marvelous machines to monitor Preemies — All we had Back Then was Sheer Luck, and lots of love from the attendant nurses.
Well, of course, some years later, I had another child, without benefit of knowing whether it would be a Boy or Girl. I was ready to take Either One, by the time Daughter arrived. Late. None of this Planning Due Dates for us. No sir. I just got Fat, Miserable and Surly until she arrived, in her own good time.
My mother was on hand to marvel at the baby’s long fingers. “She’s going to be tall, like me,” she predicted. Wrong-o, Mom. You’re still the tallest female in the family.
“If you have lots of heartburn, your baby will have lots of hair/be a redhead,” was another good old standby.
“My labor took 72 hours,” was another grabber. Other graphic details followed, too awful to put in a family newspaper.
“Just wait till you have a ten pounder,” a neighbor chimed in. She had had several, it seems. No thanks, I thought to myself. I can’t get any bigger.
“I had to stay in the hospital two weeks/I had to go back to the hospital the second day home/I got a terrible infection I can’t ever get rid of,” etc. were some other cheerful remarks from well-intentioned females.
Well, let me tell you. I made up my mind right after my children were born NEVER to scare another woman about Childbirth experiences. These Young Women today have it made. They know All About It beforehand.
At a recent shower, however, after viewing the latest videotape of the Honored Guest, I sidled up to the Expectant Mother and murmured, “You’re going to have a girl; you’re getting big all over. You’ve been complaining of heartburn so she’s going to be a redhead. I spent 86 hours in labor and nearly died.
“Don’t let them kid you about natural child birth. Beg for Drugs, and wake up when it’s all over...”
Well, Rats!
Say, did you read about the hamster in Miami who fell 16 floors and lived to squeak about it?
It figures. That critter sounds like one of the exotic pets my kids had, lo, these many years go. I always subscribed to the theory that a house pet was a nice, shaggy dog who fetched house slippers and who barked when strangers approached, or, in the alternative, a sedate house cat who didn't shed a lot and stayed out of the way and tolerated the rest of the household.
Unfortunately, my kids hadn't bothered to read my scenario. What I got was a series of house pets. Parakeets came first, I believe. A pair of them: Tweety and Sylvester. The kids were enthusiastic about them at first, as kids will be when first enthralled with a New Anything, but after a while they lost interest and it fell to Mom to feed and water -- and clean the cage - of our new residents.
Suffice it to say, Mom was not enthralled at this added responsibility, and it soon came to the point where she merely glanced at the cage in passing every morning on her way to the coffee pot, checking to see that there was bird seed in the feeder and water in the little spigot.
And there was always a supply, every morning; it seemed that perhaps the kids were following up on old Mom and keeping up a food supply; too bad he/she hadn't done anything yet about cleaning the cage, I thought sleepily.
And then one fateful morning, while on the way to the coffee pot, I glanced as usual at the bird cage and there lay Tweety and Sylvester, their tiny little claws curled in the air, their little beaks open in silent protest. "Rigor Mortis" popped into my befuddled brain. Yes, they were, most assuredly, dead.
Gosh, the kids will have a fit. I braced myself to tell them. "Oh," they said as one. "That's too bad. Can we get a dog?" And they went off to play. Callous, insensitive little brutes, I thought as I gave the birds a swift burial in the trash sack. So much for parakeets.
But we had more Feathered Friends (Perhaps not right away, as we did get a couple of dogs). They were Ducks. Real, live ducks. I considered them barnyard fowl, not to be messed with; they tried their darndest to make friends with me, but I would have none of it. Our dogs, however, rejoiced in their newfound challenge of trying to get the ducks cages opened, and one morning, a couple of ducks didn't appear at revilee, and the dogs had a satisfied grin on their faces and a few feathers sticking to their teeth, so that convinced the kids to give the remaining ducks away, pronto. So ended the Feather Era.
I guess we could have had it worse in our household. I have a friend whose teenage son worked in a pet store, and she turned gray-headed overnight when he started bringing snakes home and they persisted in climbing out of their glass aquariums and knocking against her closed bedroom door all night.
That was bad enough, but the topper came one day when she was driving said son to work and he asked her to please reach into the glove box for a city map -- and we just KNOW what was coiled inside the glove box, don't we?
The insurance claims are still being tabulated as my friend managed to climb several lampposts, curbs, and a couple of tall buildings, with and without the car.
There's more, but right now I have to go change the cat's litter box, so stay tuned for next week's exciting adventures in The Wild Kingdom.
... And More Rats!
When we left you last week, we were ready to re-live those Wonderful Days of Yesteryear, when the kids entered yet another phase of household pets... This time it was The Furry Kind, as in Rat Furry. Oh, I know, Gerbils and Hamsters aren't REALLY Rats, as we know them, but they're rats to me.
I hated the little creatures on sight; all the more reason for the kids to clamor for them, and all the accessories that went with their fuzzy, frenetic little fiends -- er, friends.
I hoped every day that Winky and Dinky (for those were the names of the gerbils) would disappear forever from my life, but then I was afraid one or both of them would show up in my house shoe, and then they would have to take me away forever...
Alas, Winky and Dinky DID come to an ignominious end one day (and I swear I had nothing to do with it). At least we know of one who went to The Great Gerbil Cage in the Sky; the other may still be lurking about, for he was never found. I'm so paranoid about those little beasties that I expect even after all these years and several changes of residence, that he/she will come out of hiding, snuggle up to me in bed, or sneak up on my bare feet as I'm making coffee some morning.
Anyway, we know how one of them met his end. At that time, we also had two dogs, rat terrier females, and, as we all know, class, rat terriers are superbly gifted at -- heh, heh -- guess what? It was their Duty to rid the world of these rats, they knew.
Fala and Eleanor were their names -- the dogs, that is. For the obvious reason that Fala was Franklin D. Roosevelt's terrier of that name; the other was supposed to have been a male named, appropriately, Franklin, but Franklin turned out to be -- Surprise-- a Female, so we named her Eleanor, at least in part because she was such an ugly little thing (with apologies to the esteemed Mrs. Roosevelt, but it is the truth, after all, now isn't it?)
We soon discovered that Fala and Eleanor were particularly gifted in Reproducing Other Rat Terriers (or, to be more accurate, Mixed Breeds) and at whelping times the Mother - to - Be was admitted into a makeshift animal hospital... our dry, warm, utility room. This area of the house was far removed from the Gerbil Residences (my daughter's room) so we didn't even consider the dreadful possibilities of what would occur later...
We were all out of the house at the same time one day -- all except Eleanor, who was recuperating nicely from giving birth to her latest litter in the utility room. I returned from my errands before anyone else, ladened with grocery bags, and as I heaved them onto the kitchen counter, I noticed Eleanor standing at my feet.
She wagged her tail and whined for my attention, and I thought her homely face reflected a rather pleased expression.
"Good dog," I said absently, whereupon Eleanor turned a complete circle, barked and indicated that I should follow her. "What's the excitement about?" I asked, nonetheless following the trembling dog into the family room, where she stood stock still in front of my rocking chair.
If she could have pointed, she would have. "Look what I did," she all but said. I looked. There, placed like an offering at an altar, at the foot of my favorite chair, lay the still body of Winky -- or Dinky, its tiny little neck broken.
I did the appropriate thing -- I shrieked, sending a bewildered Eleanor scurrying back to her babies where she belonged. I wasn't so upset over the dead body as I was wondering where the Other Gerbil might be lurking, ready to run over my foot. I ran to my daughter's room, half expecting to meet the enemy along the way; of course, the gerbil cage stood empty. I marveled at how the dog had managed to pry open the gerbil's habitat and I envisioned a horrible scene of how both terrified creatures must have run all over the house, trying to escape The Monstrous Rat Killer, before one finally met his ultimate end....
You realize, of course, that daughter was not the least upset by Winky/Dinky's Death/Disappearance, because she was now yearning for A Horse. Well, that was better, I thought. I won't have to worry about a horse running amok in the house...
All this was many years ago. I can laugh about those traumas now. But I have a confession to make. I Killed The Parakeets.
Tweety and Sylvester were Done In By My Own Hand. How? Well, I didn't know then that birds hull their seed. Near-sighted as I was (am), when I had glanced at their feeding cups every morning, what appeared to be birdseed was actually hulls. The poor little things had literally starved to death, right under my nose.
Do you think I should tell the kids what I had done?
I think I will, but only if they can assure me that Winky or Dinky the Gerbil is Really Not Lurking About Any More, but is Truly Gone for Good.
CLASS OF …..
NEVER MIND
The plane arrives
Delivering my high school friend.
She looks old, I think
While I, of course,
Have not changed.
I study her
As we wait for her bags
To spin ‘round the carousel.
My friend is now a grandmother.
How can she do this to me?
The building, once so large,
Now looks so small.
How did we all
Fit?
I thought we had
Air conditioning.
I don’t remember being
Uncomfortable.
But now,
Now, I’m grown,
And
I
need
Air conditioning.
We wander through halls
Once spacious,
Now narrow corridors –
A time tunnel
To the past.
Ira Jean Snow
Was our vocal coach.
When she sang,
Her nostrils flared.
And here’s the French classroom
Teacher was Mildred Dosser
And next door,
Latin class,
Whose name I can’t remember.
Oh, well,
I didn’t take Latin, anyway.
Here we have the chemistry lab
Where Lily Stafford
Taught us to mix elements.
She is eighty-five, now
And looks so young.
Maybe she is drinking
Her own potions.
Why am I here
With all these strangers?
I knew them, once.
Or I thought I did.
Now, they
Look like strangers.
Where did our youth go?
What do I say
When I see you again
After – mumble, mumble years?
Gee, you look good!
You haven’t changed a bit!
What are you doing now?
Faces, once sharp-edged,
Not yet shaped by time—
Our features have softened
While our attitudes have hardened.
Tommy Burroughs is now
Tom
He owns a restaurant
In Idaho.
Bobby Wallace is now
Bob
Jimmy Maddox didn’t come
I wonder
What he looks like
Now.
Absent Friends
Too many classmates have died.
David Warner died last year
I’m surprised he lived so long
David was a hemophiliac
Who pushed himself
And, by golly,
He pushed as long as he could.
I’m pleased to see
My Old Enemy
Is fatter than me.
Dan Martin
Owns an insurance agency.
Tony Russell has a beauty salon.
The Class Wimp
Turned out to be
A top Sergeant (Honest)
With a good-looking wife.
The Best-Looking boys
Are average-looking men
And the Class Beauties
Are beauties no more.
And the Wallflowers?
Well, they’re still
Some things never change.
The Boy Most Likely
Still lives in our old town
He declined to attend.
I hear he runs the
Orkin Pest Control business.
So what if he didn’t
Become an attorney,
Like he whispered to me
In the back seat of his daddy’s Chevy
When we were seventeen?
Hey! Listen up!
There’s money in those bugs!
And the girl who was going to
Set the world on fire
Is now the mother of five
And step-mother to three.
Who is that standing with you and Susan?
Oh, I remember.
Leigh Ewing.
He was so handsome.
But who’s the other boy
With us?
And whose car?
And whose dog?
Oh, my gosh.
I don’t remember the boy…
Or the car –
Hell, I don’t even remember
The dog!
Eisenhower Era Kids
The days of “papa” Eisenhower,
Pre-Sputnik days,
When Roby Browers
Danced the Dirty Bop
In the Church Basement
And got caught
By her father
Who was the Preacher.
Swigging Cokes
At Wayne’s Drive In.
Girls ironing our starched petticoats
While waiting for the Peroxide
To turn our hair blond.
But mine
Turned red.
Mum Deodorant
Applied with
Cautious fingertips
To sweaty underarms
As we dressed for our dates
Who took us to see
Doris Day movies.
I never told them:
I hated Doris Day movies.
Nat King Cole
Singing “Mona Lisa”
While we played Miniature Golf
On the new course
Out by the airport.
And I got poison ivy
Suppose it was for hating
Doris Day movies?
Necking with my boyfriend in the car
In front of my father’s house.
Somehow, that seemed
Safer.
Not smart,
But safer.
However, I did get grounded
For necking with my boyfriend
In front of my father’s house.
What would the neighbors think?
Smoking with my girlfriends
And keeping a pack of cigarettes
In my purse for a week.
No wonder I didn’t like to smoke.
Drinking
Mogen David wine
Honest.
And getting sick on it.
Honest.
We were very sheltered kids,
It seems.
The most we ever did
Was smoke
A bit,
And drink,
A bit,
Until we got sick.
And we didn’t,
At least any one of us we know of,
End up in prison,
Or an asylum,
Or even in Politics.
When is the next Reunion?
Here Come The Brides
Have you just about had enough of June weddings? If you’re like most of us, you will have received 4.5 wedding invitations this year -- 95% of them being held this month. (Statistics made up by me.)
Lest you believe these weddings are cut and dried, ho-hum affairs, let me tell you about a few I’ve attended. No, I didn’t attend any that were held while sky-diving, or underwater, (mainly because I don’t HAVE friends or relatives whose lifestyles are THAT different, and besides, even If I WERE Invited, I probably wouldn’t go, for fear of being expected to join In the festivities, like fly through the air with the bride and groom, or give the newlyweds soaking wet kisses underwater, yet?) but some which would have been described by my forefathers — or more correctly, my fore Mothers - as “strange, to say the least” I can hear my grandmother sniffing, even now.
Now, I’m NOT being critical. Let’s get that settled from the very beginning. I pride myself on allowing others to do as they see fit, and try to suspend my own personal preference of attending a lavish, formal wedding, with bridesmaids and ushers and flower girls and the whole nine yards, followed by a reception that is heavy on entertainment, food and drink. This all goes, of course, with a bride’s FIRST wedding, straight from Daddy’s House to Husband’s, and let’s face it, there are few of those in my circle of acquaintance.
Lets explore some of these Modern Weddings and I’ll do my best to Withhold Judgment, difficult as it may be:
The wedding of two previously married persons who combine families (she has two girls and a boy and he has a girl and a boy) and household goods (she favors understated, elegant Country Provincial while his taste runs to bean-dip colored naugahyde; they beamingly Inform me that they plan to “keep the good stuff and get rid of the junk.” Guess who considers whose stuff as junk?)
First of all, what do you do for a gift? Between the two of them, they already have 2 toasters, 2 coffee pots, and Lord knows they don’t need any more electric fondue sets, both parties having thrown out their original sets in 1968. Mercifully, most of the invitations to those weddings specify “No gifts, please,” and I am more than happy to oblige.
The wedding may or may not be held in a church; since both parties have been married previously, and neither was “widowed,” (meaning they have been divorced previously) it depends on the attitude of the clergy at their church of choice. Neither one has had good attendance, either. It might be easier to just have a Justice of the Peace wedding or go to the Courthouse, but I’ve never been invited to one of those – yet.
The actual ceremony is mercifully brief as the kids are uncomfortable in their new jackets and shoes and burgundy dresses. The bride has chosen a “Practical” wedding dress, one she can wear later, say to church, or her friends weddings or the County court when it becomes necessary to bail out her new stepson. (Just kidding.)
There is little prelude, no father to give the bride away (he’s done that already, don’t ya know) and no flower girl or ring bearer, since rivalry developed early on between his kids and hers, so this was dispensed with in the interest of harmony. And speaking of harmony? Someone might sing a tune or two; the organist would play a traditional wedding march, perhaps, but no big production numbers. They’ve been together for a couple of years. Gifts are certainly in order (since they have pitifully few really nice belongings) and sure enough, they get two toasters and two coffeepots.
The bride doesn’t really want a large wedding, so she chooses a short, white dress and a hat with the merest suggestion of a veil. While everything is pretty, everything is scaled-down; a large wedding would look, well, out of place, somehow, so the couple opts for a small, family-only ceremony. Pay attention now. It gets complicated. More often than not, in this kind of “living together before marriage” couple, their own parents have been divorced, remarried and — well, let’s see who is here: The bride’s mother, her former step-mother and present stepmother, and her father. Sometimes, a stepfather or two will be in attendance. Assorted grandparents (from the above-mentioned “formers” and “steps”) and uncles and aunts from all sides and a half-brother or sister or two. The groom’s family is no different. His mother and father have each remarried, and the atmosphere is decidedly chilly. The reception is held at the country dub and it is elegant and understated and -- well, strained. Steps and exes abound, trying hard to make small talk without saying more than they dare. Consumption of champagne is guarded — by all but the father of the bride, who seems to be the only one there who feels neglected. But everyone behaves himself and the only thing thrown is birdseed at the happy couple as they depart on their honeymoon — if they take one. Weary as they become with all the festivities and events leading up to it, they many times opt to go home and have their honeymoon later.
And finally, the wedding between two mature adults that takes place in a remote area—kind of like an elopement, only I guess they don’t call it that anymore. The couple just announces that they are “going to Las Vegas to get married; we’ll be back on Monday.” And they may or may not have a joyous reception when they return, so their good friends can celebrate with them.
While I have to admit that all of the weddings I attended were beautiful, in their own way, I sniff in my best grandmother’s tone of voice, they weren’t done the way I would have done them.
But then I hear my grandmother’s voice in my head, reminding me, “Nobody’s asked you to get married lately, either.” Touché, Grandma.
Wedding Bells are Breaking Up
That Old Gang of Mine
It’s not fair.
You may remember about four years ago (and if you don’t remember, it’s your loss,) I wrote about my trip to Hawaii with my best friends (two pretty, long-legged, blondes --oh, you say you’re starting to remember now?) and about what a great time we had pretending to be eccentric widows, (instead of having five divorces among the three of us) living it up on the beaches of Waikiki, and firmly cementing our long friendship by solemnly agreeing that if one of us should ever marry again, the others would be in the wedding party.
Of course, I didn’t dream at that time that it would ACTUALLY HAPPEN. It all seemed so remote, so impossible, almost, although none of us is actually bad-looking and we looked fairly decent in our swimsuits, but what we all agreed was that it was okay to be single and we didn’t really HAVE TO BE MARRIED to enjoy life. All this was said in the spirit of friendship on a warm beach on a sun-drenched island paradise while we sipped fruit drinks with tiny umbrellas stuck in them and we gazed out over the serene ocean through rose-colored glasses. Sigh.
That both my Artist Friend Jan and my Decorator Friend Shirley (still fictitious names; they can still sue me, you know, although they would be wise to wait until I’m actually WORTH suing, meaning rich and famous) would actually UP AND GET ENGAGED and inform me, WITHIN A WEEK OF EACH OTHER, of their intentions, sent me into shock. It’s a good thing they told me separately; I don’t think my nervous system could have taken both of them delivering their good news at the same time.
Well. What does one say? Say, “I think that’s wonderful: I hope you’ll be very happy, and when is the wedding?” I couldn’t do that right away. I think I said something very profound like, “Huh?” when Shirley told me. 1 know I must have said that, because she had to repeat it. “Oh,” I said, recovering nicely, I thought. “Well, when did all this happen?” Probably sounded like a traffic cop gathering details of an automobile collision at an intersection.
She told me the progression of her relationship with her Intended, I nodded in appropriate places, and jotted down the wedding date. I think I hugged her (Older ladies do that, you know, although we were in her Place of Business and it might have Looked Funny, but I’m sure I did it anyway) and then I went home and cried.
It’s not fair, I wept, and my eyes turned puffy and my nose ran and I found I was fresh out of Kleenex (isn’t that always the way things happen?) and I had to Borrow from the Bathroom and Use the Long Kind of Tissue.
Fact is, I pouted, I felt Left Out. I was back in High School once again, and I didn’t have a Date to the Senior Prom. (Although that never actually happened to me, you understand; but see, I was hoping Leigh Ewing would ask me and he didn’t and Guy Wilson did, and so I was stuck with going to the Prom with the First One Who Asked Me instead of My Choice of Dates, and that’s almost as bad as not even being asked to the Senior Prom, now isn’t it?) So now here I am, and One of My Best Friends is Getting Married again - (is it okay if I say “again?” Shirley? You won’t sue?) And I’m Still Single, with nary a prospect in sight —actually.
My last Possible Significant Other departed some months ago for the jungles of San Francisco and I’ve just been too demoralized to Get Out There and Start Looking Again.
So. Shirley’s getting married, I thought. Wish her well, Marilyn, and stop feeling sorry for yourself. Okay, I did that.
Then my Artist Friend Jan dropped her bomb. ‘I’m getting married.” It’s a conspiracy, I thought wildly. Again I think I must have said “Huh?” Closely followed by a whispered Expletive Deleted, for my own entertainment. “You too?” I managed. (Thinking of the famous words uttered by Julius Caesar after he was stabbed to death by Brutus: “Et Tu, Brute?”) But not, I hoped, in the same Wounded Tone of Voice. The same mumbled response, the hasty retreat to my private tears, (still no Kleenex!) and the same self-pity. It’s not fair, I repeated. They’re getting married and I’m not.
Then I brightened. I remembered the agreement the three of us made in Hawaii that sun-washed day when all was right with the world. I can be in their weddings! As I added Kleenex to my grocery list for tomorrow, I thought of the old expression “Often a Bridesmaid, Never a Bride.” That’s not me, however. I’ve been Often a Bride, Never a Bridesmaid.
Thanks, you wonderful, long-legged blondes.
A Quiz...How Do You Deal With Your Ex Spouse?
Well, I’m on a roll. The last couple of weeks I’ve witnessed marriages and remarriages and those times brought a lot of old stuff to mind, and many of us Divorcees who sat at a recent wedding found ourselves discussing The Problems of Ex Spouses and How to Treat Them. (Personally, I Treat Problem ex-Spouses With Liberal Doses of Disdain, Applied When Necessary.)
With this in mind, I propose a little quiz for all of you out there who are confronted Frequently or Infrequently with The Problem of Dealing with an Ex-Spouse.
The Rules are: It doesn’t matter how long you’ve been apart, any answer is correct, as long as it works for you. But Don’t Call Me if You End Up in the Old Calaboose for Ex-Spouse Abuse. I’ll deny everything, something I learned from an old Ex-husband of mine. (Denying everything, that is, not being in jail. My Ex Spouses may have been Less Than Perfect, but Criminals, they were not.)
Each question is worth 20 points. If your score is 100 points or more, you win Boardwalk.
And Park Place. And I want your phone number, if you’re a WASP, moneyed heterosexual male. (With Good Table Manners and a Dark Suit.)
If you score 80 to 100 points, you Get to Pass Go and Get out of Jail Free.
60-80 points, you are a Bitter Loser Who Deserves to Stay That Way, and you Do Not Pass Go, you Do Not Collect $200 and you Go to Jail until someone Wins Park Place and Boardwalk and Bails You Out. (But don’t hold your breath.)
Under 60 points, you are doomed to marry a Tibetan Sheepherder.
Ready? Here we go: Take your time. Neatness Counts, however.
Remember, we want to make a good impression on Park Place when we get there.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/2388 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!