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“Boom Boom Boom Boom . . . gonna shoot you right down . . .”
The ring tone from my cell phone wrestled me out of a hard won deep sleep. Anger. It really pissed me off to be awakened, as insomnia had become one of my latest problems on the list of many others. In my groggy mind I calculated the dollars invested in the wine and weed that had produced what had earlier promised be my first good night’s sleep in weeks and I envisioned it twisting and twirling as it disappeared down the drain with at least a month’s worth of credibility. I was currently under-employed.
The caller I.D. on my cell phone announced that it was my niece and the clock revealed that it was 12:59 A.M. I knew from that point- that this was not going to be good. My niece Deirdre rarely called unless there was a serious problem. She was definitely not the social type.
“Hello” I answered, waiting to hear her voice.
“Aunt Blue?” My niece called just about everyone, relative or not, “aunt” or “uncle” WHATEVER their name happened to be if they were older than she was, which could get confusing, but was her sweet Texas way of showing respect. I was her actual aunt, however. Her voice trembled and I could hear her soft sobs affirming my suspicion that my nap was over and trouble was galloping towards me faster than Secretariat could run a mile.
“What’s wrong?”
“I burned the house down.” She stated softly, sighing heavily and I could hear the strain in her voice.
WHOA there, trouble!
“What? You are kidding me, right?”
She burst into tears and I could no longer understand her. She was inconsolable.
“I’ll be right over.”
Words just cannot express how delighted I was.
Poor little thing. Deirdre was hefty on body but frail on constitution and devoid of confidence. She was often sick as she spent most of her time in self isolation having phone sex and discussing politics with strangers on the internet, smoking grape cigars and drinking cheap bourbon. She occasionally purchased small pets for company, but all soon died from smoke inhalation. It was a self created vicious circle which seemed to give an occasional perpetuating spin to her downward spiral into self pity. Alas- she was now over 30 and still unwed. This fact pained her terribly, but she still kept herself locked in her room most of the time which presented little opportunity to meet anyone. My brother, who was Deirdre’s father kept a room in the house and called it’s address his home- but he worked in the oil and gas business which kept him overseas more than home. To date- Deirdre had only had one boyfriend in her life and that relationship had only lasted about nine months.
One of her better qualities was the fact that she had false teeth. I was starting to think I might have to explain to her how “fetching” that could be to a man.
As I dressed in the dark with a small smile and a snicker to myself, I silently and secretly wondered if this fire was perhaps some sort of cosmic payback brought on by the curse of the spirits of a dozen doomed guinea pigs and another dozen cats cursed by the same demise.
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