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A Note To My Readers

You will notice there are a few stories in the book that have a dedication 
following them.

It looks like this: 

➷

❝Blah, blah, blah...❞

This was a reward for the Parker level  backers of my Kickstater project. 
They now have a place in history with me.

Thank you all!

Rachel
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   Don’t Diss My Dis

Dysfunctional [dɪsˈfʌŋkʃənəl], adj.  1. impaired in function; 
especially of a bodily system, organ or social group  2. (of a 
trait or condition) failing to serve an adjustive purpose; 
"dysfunctional behavior"

Please by no means read my writing or look at my moniker and 
think I harbor any hostility, hatred, or regret for my upbringing or 
my life. I love my quirks and what I consider my dysfunctions. I 
believe everyone has some bit of dysfunction in their life.  I choose 
to see the humor in mine and in the lives of those around me. My 
upbringing and my journey in life have made me “me.”

Yes, there have been parts of my life that have been dark and even 
disturbing, but I have lived through them. Those periods or 
incidents are what have given me my depth and my ability to have 
empathy with most others. And they have given me my humor, 
my strength, my courage, and my ability to see the BS.

Now, I choose to wake up every morning and know to the depth 
of my soul it will be a brilliant day. I choose to bounce out of bed 
with a smile on my face and an excitement in my step. I choose to 
live every day in the watchful eyes of my children. I see the 
wondrous adventures that lay ahead of them in their lives. So 
every day I choose to try to bring love and joy into their worlds; to 
try to give them depth of character without them having to 



experience the dark and the destruction it took for me to gain 
mine.

I want only light and happiness in their lives. This is every 
mother’s dream for their children. I know some dark will fall into 
their lives; I would be a fool to think otherwise. Yet,  I hope I have 
imparted the knowledge that I am there as their mom, their 
confidant, their advisor, and one person who will give them 
unconditional love for all their lives.

My life has been and continues to be an incredible adventure.  I 
want my children’s lives to be that and so much more. So move 
out of my way, I have my “dis”function to have fun with!
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   The Trouble with Reading

I love to read. I have gone without sleep telling myself, "just one 
more page.” Trust me, I do not look pretty with dark circles under 
my eyes! Because of my love of reading, I have missed planes 
while sitting at the departure gate,  and one time I missed a 
landing.

I had traveled to Austin, TX to assist a client, and was on my 
return flight home. Hunkered into my first class aisle seat, a perk 
of the frequent business traveler, I grabbed my book, a Jonathan 
Kellerman I believe, that I had tucked into my briefcase while 
boarding; I put my bag under the seat, buckled my seat belt, and 
buried my head in my book.

The plane taxied, and the flight attendant probably did the 
prerequisite safety lecture. I wasn't paying attention. I was reading.

Suddenly, I looked up because I felt the wheels touch down. I was 
amazed at how short a flight it seemed; I hadn’t even gotten a 
beverage. I looked around the cabin; everyone had their heads 
between their knees! I was perplexed.

I smiled sweetly at my neighbor across the aisle and asked him 
what he was doing. He looked at me with the whitest/wildest eyes 
I had ever seen. “We've just had an emergency landing!" he 
stuttered.  Okay, I thought the ride was a little bumpy. But, an 
emergency landing? Really?



An engine had caught fire; maybe it was two engines, I don't 
remember.  I learned the flight attendants had first done the “pilot 
has turned on the seat belt sign" thing and walked the aisles. Since 
my seatbelt was fastened, they hadn’t bothered me. Secretly, I 
believe they were book lovers too and just assumed reading was 
how I calmed my nerves.

I was told they then did all the instructions on how to assume the 
crash position including how to exit the plane in the event we did 
indeed crash. My aisle mate mentioned they were polite, 
professional, and remarkably calm. I cannot comment on this. I 
never heard a word of it. I was reading!
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   I Am My Father’s Daughter

This summer morning, as with most mornings since moving into 
my new home, I am standing on my patio at 5 a.m., the coffee in 
my mug is hot, and, thankfully,  at this early hour the weather is 
not.  My puppy, Pixie,  is bouncing around the yard, enjoying her 
early morning potty and play time, and memories of my 
childhood pop into my head.

My father had an early morning ritual too. He was always the first 
to wake in our family, normally at 4:30 a.m. He would pour a cup 
of coffee, then stroll out our front door to retrieve the Wall Street 
Journal from the end of the driveway. He would sit on our front 
stoop, reading the paper, drinking his coffee, and smoking his one 
cigarette of the day.

Oh ...  and for this ritual he was ALWAYS dressed in a white tee 
shirt and his tighty whitey briefs.

Yup!

In his mind, no one—women—woke up at that hour in our 
neighborhood. He was right. In our neighborhood of almost all 
divorcees, they didn’t. This was his quiet time. There were no kids 
to bother him; my mother was still asleep, even our dog was still 
asleep. He had the world to himself. This had to be Heaven for a 
quiet,  analytical engineer living in a house full of loud, emotional 
women.



You would think as a teenager this behavior caused me immense 
embarrassment, but it did not. When the occasional someone 
commented on my father's morning routine, I shook my head and 
laughed. That was just my dad.

Now, this morning, having reached the obscenely old age (at least 
to a teenager) of 50, I get it. The world is beautiful at 5 a.m. It is 
quiet and calm. None of my neighbors are up. I get to soak up the 
peace of the morning air and charge up my soul for the day.

And then, I realize I am standing here, on my stoop, in a white 
tank top and my white cotton bikini underwear.

If my kids ever woke at this hour and saw me, I think they too 
would just shake their heads and laugh.

I am my father’s daughter.
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   I See the Moon

Over the mountain, over the sea,
Back where my heart is longing to be,
Please let the light that shines on me
Shine on the one I love.

I see the moon; the moon sees me
Down through the leaves of the old oak tree.
Please let the light that shines on me
Shine on the one I love.

As a little girl, my mother would sing this song to me as she ran 
her fingers through my hair at bedtime. After listening to the 
stories of Cinderella, Sleeping Beauty, and Rapunzel, I would fall 
asleep thinking of the prince I was to fall in love with when I grew 
up. Such neat and tidy little fairy tales we create for ourselves from 
the stories we are told.

Some girls are lucky; they find their prince and live happily ever 
after.  Some of us, well ...  we chase after that elusive fairy tale 
which always seems just out of our reach.

So why are we told stories of love, yet we aren’t taught what love 
is? What is love? How do we recognize it outside of a fairy tale?

Is it something that just happens or is it something we need to 
cultivate? Why do we force love on people who don’t want our 
love? Why aren’t we taught the tools and techniques needed to 



make wise decisions about love? Why do many of us settle on a 
love that is not quite right? Why did I settle?

Maybe I didn’t know myself well enough. Maybe I didn’t know 
what was of value to me. I know I didn’t know. I know I settled for 
something that wasn’t quite right. Maybe it was lust or passion I 
so craved; maybe it was a feeling of being loved that I needed? 
Maybe it was a friendship I thought one had to have to hold a 
relationship together. Maybe it was the innocence of not knowing 
what a relationship truly was. Maybe … Maybe … Maybe …

Don’t get me wrong, I have the most incredible children because of 
my choices.  And all my experiences have contributed to making 
me, “me.”

But, I settled.

I have been told recently that over the course of time the romance 
dies, and the friendship builds in a marriage, and that is what a 
good marriage is based on.

Really? Why?

Why can’t you have both? Why can’t you have it all—every day of 
your life?

Why can’t you have friendship and passion—the need, the desire, 
the want, the attention, the understanding, the safety, the strength
—in a marriage?

Why live or settle for safe? Do we have to compromise? Do we 
even know what we are compromising away when we settle for 
something that is just not quite right?

Why not hold out for more?

Why not live your life with passion and abundance today without 
someone and know there is a perfect someone out there for you?

And when you find that someone special, why not work every day 
to bring that passion into your relationship and keep it?
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So what is important to me?

Is it a pleasant, stable relationship where there are common 
interests, common tastes, mutual respect,  and a comfortable love? 
Or is it a pull, a passion, a need, a desire that burns to my core? 
Which one will sustain the ups and down of a lifetime? Is one 
more valuable to my heart or head? Can’t I have both?

I shall ponder my own questions, and I will continue to search for 
my own answers. And in doing so, in living my life with passion 
and abundance, my belief is that serendipity will intervene. I 
believe this to my core.

So while I try to figure out what love is to me, I shall try to help 
my children figure out what love is for them. I hope to give them 
the courage to walk away when it is not right,  and the strength 
and depth of character to make it last a lifetime when it is.
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   Bambi

For my 9th birthday, my mother took me, my sister, and a few of 
my friends to see the movie Bambi, which had just been rereleased 
in the theaters. It was incredible. I remember Flower, Thumper, 
and Faline; yet what I remember most were the emotions the 
movie invoked in me—especially how hard I cried with the 
tragedy.

Fast forward almost 20 years ... my daughter was about two years 
old, and she had been given the movie on VCR. She wanted to 
watch it. I cringed as all those feelings came rushing back. The 
death … the sadness… the crying ... I did not want to watch it with 
her yet, She insisted.

Being an only child at the time, she tended to get her way. I put the 
video into the machine and the movie started. Within minutes, we 
were both crying. She asked question after question. Why did the 
mom have to die? Where was the dad?

Then she did the most horrible thing imaginable at the moment; 
she got up off the couch, pushed the rewind button, looked at me 
and said "’gain Mommy?!" I was still back at the movie theater, 
nine years old, crying, utterly torn open by the sadness. Yet my 
precious little one wanted to watch “that” movie again. She 
wanted to cry again? Wasn't once enough?

She watched it again, but I left the room. She cried, she asked 
questions, and then she watched it again. Each time she laughed at 



the happy parts and cried at the sad parts. Soon, the crying 
subsided. Her enjoyment of the movie increased. But not for me; I 
still could not watch. So she watched alone.

Then she asked me to sit with her and to watch it again. She said, 
“Please.” This time she touched my knee and said, "Oh, here's the 
part where his mom dies." No emotion, pure fact. She had, in all 
those rewinds, worked through the emotional distress and sadness 
as I never had. She had come to a place of pure enjoyment for the 
movie as a whole.

I love Flower. I love Thumper. I love Bambi. But I still cry.
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   Catching Mice 101

I grew up in a small town right outside our nation's capital where, 
back in the early 70s, new subdivisions sprouted up like weeds 
between the hundreds of acres of gentleman farms. The Arabian 
and Quarter horses that dotted the farms’ acreage were owned and 
ridden by the daughters of the old, established, and nouveau riche 
corporate and political families of the area. Many of these girls 
were classmates of mine which meant I got to ride for the price of 
helping them muck their stables. This gave me my first 
introduction to mice. Yet growing up, I never had the need to trap 
a mouse. They lived in the fields and barns where they belonged. 
Then I moved to England.

I settled into an older home in a little town called South Nutfield. 
Surrounded by eight-foot-tall hedges with an adorable wrought 
iron gate at the entry, the acre property had beautiful gardens, fruit 
trees and backed on to a sheep livery. I would have expected mice 
here, right? But, no. No mouse problem at this house when there 
was a man still in my life.

When I separated from my first husband, I moved up the road a 
few miles towards London to the village of Woldingham. I rented 
the carriage house of a grand old estate where you needed to drive 
a considerable distance down the tree lined, one-lane gravel road 
(located next to the cemetery of the old parish on the far side of 
town) just to find the front gates. With most of the working 
population of London wanting convenience in their daily 



commute, the estate had been vacant—well, almost vacant—for 
years.

Entering the gates, you passed my cottage then the 
groundskeeper’s cottage, as you followed the winding drive to the 
Edwardian mansion which sat a few manicured acres back on the 
property. At night when I walked the estate, I would pass the 
cottage where the cranky, 90-year-old groundskeeper lived and see 
him sitting in front of his small, black and white, rabbit-eared TV. I 
don’t know if he was plain cranky, cranky because he was 
“ancient,” or cranky because I had invaded his peaceful, solitary 
space.

Along the north service road, I would pass the greenhouse, 
envision one of those Victorian glass and brick greenhouses 
pictured in Architectural Digest, and a few other large outbuildings 
storing the equipment to maintain the estate.  Then strolling down 
the west hill I would come upon the beautiful pool. The property 
was stunning but remember the 90-year-old groundskeeper? At 
this point of the estate’s life and his, the pool was not a priority. 
The algae floating in the water made it look like a pond.

My little cottage, at the very front of the estate, had four rooms, 
three fireplaces, and one bathroom. Built right after the turn of the 
nineteenth century, it had been modernized ...  slightly. This meant 
it now had a proper bath, and in the large kitchen, a cooktop, a 
refrigerator, and a washer/dryer had been installed. The lath and 
plaster walls, the baseboards and crown molding, the doors, 
windows, and fireplaces were all original. The house was adorable. 
The setting was perfect for a girl wanting to fall away from the 
world after a long day at work.

Not more than a month after taking up residence in my perfect 
little cottage, I awoke to a strange noise, scratching maybe, 
running or more like scampering. For certain the noise was coming 
from above my head.
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I bolted upright, held my breath, and tried to recapture the sound I 
thought I heard. Thankfully, after minutes of silence, I was able to 
go back to sleep, but night after night this happened. Then I found 
the evidence.  Mouse droppings—damn it! And to make matters 
worse, the little bastards found my cookie stash! That was it,  they 
had to go!

Down to the village chemist I went. No, not for drugs! For your 
information, the village chemist is equivalent to a Walgreens or 
CVS over here in the states. Once the shopkeeper saw me perusing 
the mouse traps, the advice started to flow.

Funny, I rarely went to the village shops. During the week I 
typically didn’t get home until after the shops had all closed, yet 
each time I did get to a shop the shopkeepers knew me. I was “the 
American” living down the lane. Maybe it was the accent, maybe it 
was the novelty of having an American in the village, maybe it 
was the way I dressed—dress, stockings, and four-inch heels no 
matter what day it was, whatever the case, I was known.

Back to the chemist.  Everyone in the shop had advice for me on the 
proper way to catch a mouse. So the experimentation began, and 
here my friends, is the best way to catch a mouse according to me!

First, take a plastic grocery bag and flatten it out on the floor—
trust me, you need this step! Place the set trap in the middle of the 
bag. Are you seeing the light? If the trap catches the mouse, you 
must remove all evidence of the murder. A yucky and disgusting 
job! But, if you can just pick up the two handles of the bag with the 
dead mouse and the blood-spattered, gut and pee-laden trap 
neatly in the bag, the whole mess is easily disposed.  See the beauty 
of this scenario?

Now, my research concluded the best incentive for the mouse to 
find his way to the trap and facilitate the—I know some of you got 
queasy with the thought of mouse murder so let’s use the word 
extraction—is to use peanut butter. I don’t think creamy or chunky 
makes a significant difference. The mice I caught seemed to like 
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both kinds. Most importantly, I found after a ton of research (for it 
seems the word of my cookie stash had gotten out in the large 
mouse community of Woldingham) you MUST place a Cheerio on 
top of the peanut butter. Oh heavens, does this do the trick!

I have always envisioned the mouse smelling the delightful peanut 
butter aroma, spying the added delicacy, then runs with abandon 
to the bounty. The mouse upon grabbing the round treasure, finds 
it quite sticky and hard to remove. Thus, pulling hard with all its 
little mouse gusto, springs the trap and splat! Nasty, I know. But 
they should not have stolen my cookies! We could have lived in 
peace with them outside in the garden, on the estate grounds, or in 
the grand main house—but not inside the cottage with me!

When I went down to the village for more traps, I was read the riot 
act. I had thrown each trap out with the mouse carcass still in it. 
Remember the plastic bag trick? I was a wasteful American! Traps 
were meant to be washed and reused.

Yeah, right! Not on my watch! I bought the next lot of traps one 
town over.
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   Planning Serendipity

My late evening routine is to lie outside on my back, maybe with a 
glass of liqueur, and let my mind wander while I gaze up at the 
stars. Many nights I am fortunate to see a shooting star. When my 
boys were younger and I mentioned seeing a shooting star, they 
got mad I hadn’t let them see it too.

One summer, a few years ago, I read we were going to have a 
meteor shower. I typically find out about these events after they 
have occurred, so I was thrilled to able to plan to share this sight 
with my boys.

It was August and school hadn't started, so I let the boys stay up 
late. I gathered up covers, pillows, an iPod for music, and the three 
of us lay in the driveway at 1 a.m. waiting for the show.

After a half an hour of beautiful stars without sight of one meteor, 
the boys grew despondent. Gus, my oldest son, headed to bed 
while Sam and I lie there together sharing the quiet. Finally, a 
streak of light appeared across the sky. But in the time it took me to 
point, it was gone. Sam had missed it.

A half an hour later, seeing nothing new, Sam and I concoct a plan. 
I would set my alarm for 4 a.m. and check the skies. If I saw 
meteors, I would wake the boys.

At 4 a.m., I dutifully arouse, pulled on my bathrobe and stumbled 
out of the house.  Fifteen minutes later, having witnessed nothing 



but beautiful stars, I trotted back to bed and reset my alarm for a 
more realistic wake up time!

The next day hordes of children descended on my house. Okay, 2 
extra kids, but they eat like an army! Being the last week before 
school started, my boys were hosting their last overnight 
adventure for the summer.

About midnight, Gus came into my bedroom and asked if they 
could all go outside and play hide-n-seek in the dark, one of my 
favorite games from childhood. I fell asleep to the sounds of 
laughter coming through my open bedroom window.

Gus sharply awoke me for what in my sleepy daze, I thought was 
an emergency. From the end of my bed he yelled at me to get 
outside. Immediately, “mommy panic” washed over me.

But from my sleep fog I could see his smile beaming ear to ear, and 
as quick as he had descended on me, he turned and ran out of my 
room. Thank heavens! I sleep in the buff, and my bathrobe was 
across the room at that moment. My sleepy “mommy mind” was 
in overdrive ... get bathrobe ...  save children ...  put out fire ... 
bandage body parts ...

I hurried outside and found all four boys, lying on the chunky 
utility box at the back corner of the property, pointing at each 
meteor as it streaked across the sky. They were in awe as meteor 
after meteor lighted the sky.

It was a first for all of them!

Here, days before, I had planned a beautiful night to share with 
my boys but the magical event fizzled. Instead, they shared with 
me the best night, completely spontaneous in design that included 
their best friends.

They will each have this memory forever. I couldn’t have planned 
it any better.

Serendipity at its best!
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   Fairies in the Trees

How do you ignite a child's imagination? How do you get them to 
see the beauty and the magic that lays before them every day? 
Start with a creating a story, a story like no other, a story that plays 
on the child's loves and desires.

For my daughter, her story started in the backyard of my 
childhood home. There, from the age of about two, my mother 
would beckon her and me out onto the back deck that sat beneath 
a canopy of wild dogwoods and 80-year-old oak trees.  Leaning 
against the banister at the far edge of the deck we watched as my 
mother, Mimi, would point out the lightening bugs. There were 
hundreds of them, hanging in the air under the tree canopy like 
magical Christmas lights, flitting with their lights here and there.

Running her fingers through her little princess’ hair,  Mimi spun 
stories of the "fairies" in the trees. She would tell tales of the fairies 
dancing under the tree canopy and twirling through the dogwood 
flowers. My princess was mesmerized, even I watched with 
delight, as they darted towards us, hung in mid-air, and then flew 
away. My mother would whisper in an insightful tone that they 
were teasing us, and my daughter’s eyes doubled in size as she 
giggled with glee.

It was enchanting to watch the beauty of the firefly display and to 
witness the innocent delight on my daughter's face. Her smiles, 
her gasps, her giggles made me appreciate the magic happening 
right before my eyes.



The night would grow long, and the time for our princess’ bedtime 
would have come and gone. We were affixed, bent over the railing, 
listening to the stories being weaved. Then the questions began 
one after another. I was in awe of her childhood naivety listening 
to the questions she posed and the joy I heard in my mother’s 
voice answering them. In no time,  my daughter was embellishing 
the stories that she had just heard, adding tutus and tiaras to the 
unseen fairies. Her imagination ignited, her loves engaged, her 
memories being written.

To this day, if any one of the three of us spies a firefly, we are 
instantly taken back to that deck, that backyard, that tree canopy. 
The phone will ring, and the story will be retold.

“Rachel/Mama/Mimi/Princess, remember when ... ”
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   Magical Memorable Fog

Nature provides us so many incredible sights,  and the other night I 
encountered one such sight. I saw fog.

Oh, now wait before you roll your eyes at me.

For decades, Hollywood has used fog to foreshadow events or 
invoke specific emotions in the audience and me, a movie lover. 
With my taste in movie ranging from hopeless romantic to horror, I 
have memorable movie moments involving fog. I immediately 
think of the dreamy stare I fell into as a teenager watching the 1944 
version of Jane Erye when Edward rides through the dense, 
mysterious fog to Jane—swoon. Then, on the opposite range of 
that emotion, I think of the 2005 version of The Fog, when the 
ominous cloud of fog rolls swiftly into Antonio Bay. You knew 
someone was going to die—soon—and I was on the edge of my 
chair.

I have seen beautiful fog throughout the world; upon the Moors in 
Scotland; floating on the River Thames in front of the London 
Bridge; blanketing a Civil War battlefield in Virginia; filling every 
gap between the great redwoods in California; or simply rising up 
from a lake in Missouri in the early morning.

Each of these sights, for me, was memorable. Yet,  the fog this night 
was extraordinary. It covered the fields on either side of the little 
two lane road I was driving along. It hung mere inches above the 



grass and stretched up about four feet into the air. The dense, 
beautiful, mesmerizing cloud just floated in the fields.

I drove along; the fog started to encroach upon the road. It slowly 
crept over the edges of the tarmac invading my space. My eyes 
darted up from the center line, and I was startled to see curtains of 
fog hanging across the road. I had no choice but to drive through 
them. One after another, my little car pierced the massive blocks of 
fog.

Then, I rounded a sharp corner in the road, and there “it” was; a 
body of fog appeared as a thin white blade hanging three feet off 
the ground. And, as if I were in a Ghostbusters movie, I felt it 
pierce the car windshield as I drove through it. I yelped and 
actually ducked. Silly me!

There on that road, the fog enveloped my car. Goosebumps rose on 
my arms, and a chill shook my body as the strikingly cold air 
rolled into the car through the open sunroof. A desire to pull the 
car over, park, and get out swept over me. I wanted to stand there 
in it and watch it move. I wanted to be embraced in it; I wanted to 
be kissed in it.

This moment was magical.  It was romantic. It was meant to be 
shared. This fog was meant to be remembered.
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My Child Meets the Animal Kingdom

One of my favorite things to do with my daughter when we lived 
in the U.K. was to visit a children’s farm. Think American petting 
zoo on steroids. These farms typically had acres and acres of 
animals, walking trails, playgrounds,  sandpits, and for me, da 
Mama, a tea house! This was a lazy mama’s way to expend the 
energy of a child, if used correctly. My daughter loved these 
places, and she could spend hours at them; thanks to the tea house 
and a bench, so could I.

We had a favorite farm in the next town over which had the best 
sandpit. The pit was enormous, had giant sand diggers that even I 
could sit on and operate, and a large log cabin to climb on. Back 
then there were no O.H.S.A. safety standards; you could go crazy. 
Oh and we did ... climbing into the sheep fields, petting the cows 
and goats in these enormous fenced areas. You name it;  pigs, 
rabbits, horses, and the like were all at our disposal for “loving.”

Yet, this one time we ventured to a new children’s farm. At this 
one, the animals seemed to be a bit more condensed into one area 
and locked up in more American style pens than at the other farm. 
So my little princess and I started to walk about watching the 
chickens and geese. As we moved towards the larger animals, we 
spied a pen containing a horse and a donkey. The princess 
squealed with delight and hurried her gait as we headed towards 
these pens.



Suddenly, I heard a noise and saw a sight that would terrify any 
mother. The donkey was exposing himself, and the exposed body 
part was longer than my forearm. And thicker. And to add to the 
effect, he was beating “it” against his chest. “It” would hit the 
ground, whack ...  then his chest, whack ... then the ground, 
whack ... you get the picture. His thing was massive. My daughter 
was delighted. The ho-ho, her word for a horse, was clapping.

Adding to the show, the beast snorted while he “clapped.” It was 
music to the princess.  Then came the question any mother would 
dread. “What is the thingy he is using to clap with, Mummy?” she 
asked bright eyed and in awe. I believe my mouth was open, and 
my face had a classic “oh shit” look on it. I’m guessing I looked 
like Munch’s painting “The Scream.”

So many things were running through my head. My beautiful little 
princess was only 4. What do I tell her? How the hell do I explain 
this one? I could scar her for life! Bear in mind, I was much 
younger, wickedly more proper, and back then, the internet was 
only used for email. There was no chapter in the “How to Raise 
Children” book about this situation. I was at a loss. Tell the truth? 
Lie? I was going with lie, but my mind was racing to come up with 
a good one.

I immediately went into distraction mood, pointing in an entirely 
different direction. “Look Baby!” I exclaimed. She would have 
none of it.  She was drawn to the amazing sight, asking more and 
more questions.

Then, from behind me an English family rounded the corner and 
spied the sight. The father with that brilliantly proper accent said, 
“Show Off!”

That was it—I almost peed in my pants. I snorted louder than the 
donkey. In one quick move, I threw the princess over my shoulder 
and bolted away from the area, laughing.

Needless to say, we never returned to “that” children’s farm. 
Instead, I chose to return each weekend to the delightful farm with 
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the massive sand pit and quiet little tea house where this mama 
could relax in peace and sip a lovely cup of tea and pass an 
afternoon of child’s play with no more embarrassing donkey 
thingies to make me feel like an ass!
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   An American Blonde with French 
Plumbing

I consider myself relatively gadget-savvy; having been extremely 
lucky to live and travel internationally you gain a bit of exposure 
to different gadgets. One weekend trip to Paris with friends I 
found myself in a predicament, gadget wise.

I had made all the arrangements for my traveling companions, 
fellow American workmates from my office in London. The car 
ferry was booked. The adorable little hotel in Paris with all the 
amenities we Americans like when we travel (private baths, 
luxurious beds, continental breakfasts) had been booked. We 
would be located on a little Rue de Something with adequate 
parking near to the things we were to visit on this trip. Oh, I was 
on my game.

So of course, the first evening was delightful and after a late night 
of superb food and drink, we all retired to our beautiful rooms 
with plans to meet for breakfast at a specific time. Let me digress, I 
was traveling with "IT" people (code for very geeky). You know 
the type—always punctual having multiple devices with alarm 
clocks.

I try. God, I try. But it does take a bit of time to look this casual.

Alright, so I set my alarm, I brushed my teeth and I fell into a 
delicious bed, asleep in minutes. The next morning the alarm rang, 



no staying in bed that morning for I had promised to meet 
everyone for croissants and coffee. No dawdling for me.

FYI - Traveling 101 for Rachel. I tend to over pack—Go figure! To 
counterbalance this instinctive behavior, I plan to the gnat's ass. 
First, the clothes,  then the shoes, the jewelry, the toiletries,  and 
when I think I’m good-to-go, I throw in "just a few extra things."

So the night before, I had laid out what I was going to wear and of 
course the toiletries had already been dispersed and arranged in 
the bathroom. Hush ... it works for me. Following this routine 
keeps me timely or at least timelier.

Back to the alarm ringing, I popped out of bed (a matter of 
contrasting opinion if you ask any one of my ex-husbands),  at least 
in my mind I popped out of bed. My morning routine began. I 
brush my teeth, I jump in the shower, I apply my makeup, dress 
and dry my hair. The last three are done in a jumbled order 
depending on the day.

Now my room's bathroom was postage stamp size and contained a 
bidet,  a toilet, a sink and a bathtub, in that order along the wall. 
Now I'm betting you're racing ahead and thinking poor Rachel 
didn't know that bidet thing. Wrong! That gadget had been in my 
knowledge banks since my first trip to Paris when I was 11. This 
trip it was the shower gadget that perplexed me.

Really, it was the lack of a shower gadget that perplexed me. When 
I booked the rooms I had made sure they had showers. So I stood 
there and looked ... and looked. Yup, no shower!

What was a girl to do? Phone the front desk!

Ring, ring ... 

"Allo" (French accent)

"Hello. I have an issue with my room. It was supposed to have a 
shower."

"Mademoiselle, yes, it has one." (French accent, again)
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"Really?"

"Yes, it is in the bathroom." (French accent)

"Ok?! Thank you"

Feeling very stupid, I walked back into the bathroom and stood 
there and stared. Really? I walked to the tub. There was a faucet, 
but no shower head thingie. And I could not find another button, 
knob or spicket, save the ones on the sink. WTF!

I rang the front desk again, feeling terribly dense. We were talking 
about a shower. How could they hide a shower that well?

Ring, ring ...

"Allo" (French accent)

"I am so sorry to bother you again, but I cannot find the shower."

"Do not fear Mademoiselle,  most Americans have this problem. 
Please return to the bathroom and remove the faucet from the sink. 
This is used for the shower." (French accent)

"Really?!"

"Oui." (French accent with a hint of laughter in it)

"Ok. Thank you."

Back into the bathroom I went. Straight to the sink faucet and I 
started to fiddle with it. I turned or tried to turn it. I pulled on it. I 
stared at it. Thoughts of washing my hair in the bathtub started to 
pop into my head. This was stupid. A dumb shower was not going 
to best me!

I pulled again, but this time I must have had a bit of upward force 
because it moved slightly. OMG! Really? The faucet needed to be 
pulled up and out at the same time to be released? When I 
happened upon the right combination of force, it popped out so 
suddenly it took me by such surprise I nearly fell against the wall.
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Okay. So then I hung the stupid shower head on the hook in the 
tub. But ... OMG, the hot and cold knobs on the sink were not an 
easy reach, water went everywhere. I was soaked; the room was 
soaked, there had been no shower curtain, but by God, I was clean.

Oh shit! I saw the time! I was late, very late.

Finally,  arriving downstairs to all the eye rolls, snickering, and 
comments, I recanted my story of gadget distress. Leave it to the 
gadget "IT" guys. There was an immediate chorus of "You should 
have rung my room. I would have been happy to help you with a 
shower!"

What can I say ... Men!
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   To Be Loved Like Annabel Lee

I relish Edgar Allan Poe’s writings. Proudly I can say, since I grew 
up a Washingtonian,  Poe was a hometown boy of sorts, having 
spent many of his years in Richmond and Baltimore. Known for 
his masterful short stories of the macabre, he was in essence, a 
latter day publicist’s nightmare. He wrote in many genres; most 
readers would not connect Poe to comedy and adventure stories, 
pirate and detective tales, even love stories and poems.

Poe’s writings offer an illuminating look into the darkness of the 
human soul.  His stories and poems push my thoughts to places I 
might not have gone comfortably without reading his words. 
Some readers will run from these places without confronting their 
fears; I, myself, find the darkness limitless and romantic. His 
words push me to examine my fears, find an understanding of 
them, and develop the strength of my character. At times, this 
darkness offers me a calm and romantic view to feed my creativity, 
as with one of my favorite poems, “Annabel Lee.”

To be loved like Annabel Lee,  to the point of unworldly jealousy, is 
it magic or myth...?

In the darkness of my heart and soul, I crave to be loved so deeply. 
Yet, rationally, to be loved to the point of crippling my loved one 
on my death, especially at such a young age as this poem suggests, 
is pushing the boundaries of love. I have come to an age where I 
have witnessed others crippled by the loss of their spouse. In time, 
though, their hearts heal, and their souls rejoice in love again ... 



but ... to the same depth? Do they love in the same way? Or is it a 
deeper, more mature love?

For now, I can only ponder these questions and these feelings for I 
have never loved nor been loved to the depth this poem reveals.

Annabel Lee

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,
That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of ANNABEL LEE;
And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.

She was a child and I was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea;
But we loved with a love that was more than love -
I and my Annabel Lee;
With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,
A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Lee;
So that her highborn kinsman came
And bore her away from me,
To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,
Went envying her and me -
Yes! - that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)
That the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we -
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Of many far wiser than we -
And neither the angels in Heaven above,
Nor the demons down under the sea,
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee:

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And the stars never rise but I feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling - my darling - my life and my bride,
In her sepulchre there by the sea,
In her tomb by the sounding sea.

(Edgar Allan Poe, “Annabel Lee”)
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   Where is the Man for Me?

Where is the man for me? Where is the man who will lay outside 
with me at 1:30 in the morning watching the moon and the stars? 
Where is the man who still sees the wonderment of each flower 
petal? Where is the man who thinks my silliness is cute? Where is 
the man who thinks my mind is as fabulous as my body? Where is 
the man who understands an argument means loving me 
passionately through the disagreement? Where is the man who 
knows a hug and a kiss will cure anything in my world?

Where is the man who understands that this strong exterior I 
possess is just veneer covering my damaged soul? Where is the 
man who thinks that I am, at 50, better than any 20 or 30 someone 
on the planet? Where is the man who sees his world in my eyes? 
Where is the man who losses his breath when my hand touches his 
thigh? Where is the man who appreciates my passion and brings 
his equally to the relationship?

There is someone for me. I know he is there;  someone, who with 
abandon, will put himself in the war of love with me,  someone 
who stops my heart for a moment when I see him, someone who 
sees only me in a crowded room.

He is there. I feel him. I long for his touch. Maybe one day his 
longing for me will overpower the obstacles in his way. Maybe one 
day he will walk to the edge of the cliff of loving me, and just jump 
without fear.





   Bicycle Safety

You know those pamphlets you get from your insurance agent that 
tell you how to protect your valuables? They suggest writing 
down serial numbers, taking pictures, and keeping this 
information in a safe place.  I tend to be a bit laissez faire in the area 
of asset protection, yet for the wrong reasons, I did this when I 
moved into my second house in England.

I was 30-years-old, newly separated from my first husband and I 
set about taking stock of my life and inventorying my possessions. 
Making spreadsheets of the material things I had lost and what I 
still had, I brooded over the loss of my stuff,  but I was determined 
to reclaim my life and enjoy the adventure of living overseas.

I moved into an adorable little carriage house on an estate in 
Woldingham, England. To get to this estate,  you turned down a 
little gravel lane that you would spy right before the cemetery of 
the old town parish. There were two estates on this lane.  The one I 
was living at was about three quarters of a mile down on the south 
side, one other was a wee bit further down on the north side. The 
lane was hardly traveled, and I, having to go to work, was the only 
person who ventured along it on a daily basis.

My cottage was small and very proper in its looks with the 
exception of the odd little screened-in porch at the front. It was 
architecturally charming but not practical, as it was only large 
enough to become storage space for a few things better not kept 
inside the house.



The estate owners were delightfully happy to have me move into 
the empty estate, but I think they were a bit worried about me—I 
was an American, single and a girl no less. Their idea was that all 
Americans lived in crime-infested large cities, and I wouldn’t have 
any idea about living in the country. It’s always adorable to listen 
to someone’s vision of somewhere they have never been. Claiming 
practicality and convenience for me (secretly I believe for property 
security reasons only), my landlord installed safety devices when I 
moved in: motion sensor flood lights.

Well, I moved in; the peace was astounding. Nightly I would go 
out, walk down the driveway to the main house, lie on my back on 
the hill overlooking the gardens,  and watch the stars. Here I was 
within 20 miles of downtown London, yet the darkness was so 
pure it was as if the stars were on stage. Their brilliance was 
extraordinary. You would never have the kind of darkness that lets 
the stars shine so brightly 20 miles outside D.C. or L.A. or N.Y.C.

On occasion my flood lights would go off in the middle of the 
night, and it was always startling. These were mega watt lights 
that pierced the darkness. When it happened, I used to think I had 
lost minutes of my life due to fright, bolting upright in bed, 
holding my breath. A single woman, down a long gravel lane, 
alone, unarmed, no dog to bark a warning … I’ve seen too many 
horror movies. Let’s just say it broke the peace of the night when it 
happened.

Typically, an animal would trip the sensors. Sometimes I would 
hear the rubbish bins being riffled through (garbage cans for you 
Americans). I’m a bit of a “worry-wort;” I inherited this quality 
from my mother. So let me put this silly picture in your head: me 
lying in bed in my spotlight infested bedroom, duvet pulled up to 
my nose, listening for sounds, repeating over and over in my head, 
“It’s just a raccoon. It’s just a raccoon.”

One night, the motion sensor got tripped, and the lights exploded 
in brilliance. My breathing stopped, and I heard rustling near my 
front porch. I froze. Having a screened-in front porch over here in 
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England was new to me and mentally, even though it was small, it 
was an extra level of protection between me and the unknown 
motion sensor tripping beast. I listened for the door handle to 
move. I listened for footsteps. I listened for anything.  I heard 
gravel crunching, then everything was silent and the lights went 
off. It took a bit more time that night to go back to sleep.

The next morning as I was leaving for work I noticed my bicycle 
was gone. I don’t know when I last spied it. Maybe it was a day or 
two ago, maybe it had been a week. But it was now gone. How 
strange. So on my way out of town I stopped at the constable’s 
station and made a report providing the serial number and 
description of the bike. My diversion into the area of anal retentive 
record keeping was paying off already.

About three days later, in the early evening, a constable stopped 
by the cottage with my bike in hand. They had been on the lookout 
for this chap, and found him riding my bicycle through town. 
Seems the gentleman had recently escaped from a nearby mental 
hospital,  he wandered down my lane, found my bike, and decided 
to go on a walkabout.  I guess this would have been called a 
“rideabout.” The police had picked him up a day or two after the 
theft, just tootling along, enjoying himself immensely in his new-
found freedom. Since they had my report they were able to return 
my bike, safe and sound.

I never knew if he had tripped the motion sensors and made the 
rattling out in front of my cottage that night. Maybe he had stolen 
the bike when I was at work. I choose to believe he took the bike 
during the daytime, and I just never noticed. I liked that thought 
better than the whole escaped-crazy-person-at-your-house-in-the-
middle-of-the-night!

Yet, there is a lesson in this story. Document your valuables just in 
case a crazy person enters your life and takes them, kind of like 
divorce.

Hot Flashes of Life   39





   To Tattoo?

It was early morning coffee time at my house, and I was sharing it 
with my parents who had traveled into town for a visit. Sitting on 
the couch in my bathrobe, my feet propped up on the coffee table, 
my father noticed, for the first time, the tattoo on my ankle. To be 
fair, I had only recently acquired it.

He nodded his head as if to point, "Tattoo?" I said, “Yes.” Nodding 
his head again he replied, "Cool." That was our whole 
conversation. But, the bomb had dropped.

My mother, her ears perked at hearing the word tattoo, came into 
the room inquiring as to what we were talking about. My father 
casually replied that he was commenting on my new tattoo. After 
verifying I did indeed have a tattoo, and we weren't pulling her 
leg, my mother’s calm demeanor came unglued. Her voice, in both 
volume and pitch, changed instantly.

You would have thought I had just confessed to murder. She was 
floored. She was upset!

I had not known tattoos were reserved only for unsavory types— 
information I learned quickly from her rants.

She was heartbroken. She was pacing. She was dealing with this 
extreme situation I had caused.

Words poured from her but, she was at a loss for words to say to 
me.



Finally she uttered, "What will the neighbors think?" My father 
and I burst out laughing. This was serious stuff to my mother. I 
had burst her bubble.  Her daughter, at the ripe old age of 33, had 
defiled her body. Right then, in that moment, I envisioned her 
Catholic upbringing flooding back to her. Her daughter was going 
to hell.

Needless to say, she finally calmed down. My father and I started 
teasing her about where she should put her tattoo and what design 
she should get. What I remember most is her telling me that I 
should brace myself for when my daughter grew up and got one. I 
needed to worry about this nasty trend I had started in my family. 
Giggling, she reminded: “The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.”

At 17, my daughter proudly displayed her star tattoo she acquired 
on her senior trip to NYC. Having witnessed Mommy’s Tattoo 
Thrashing, she hid her tattoo from her grandmother for months. 
Her second tattoo was done a few years later in college.

My boys are still too young to get one, but, both have considered 
what they want and have spent years drawing designs. Maybe ... 
that will be my present to them on their 18th birthday.
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   Black Kool-Aid

Have you ever had black Kool-Aid™? I bet you didn’t know there 
was such a thing. Please, let me give you the recipe.

Start with a package of Kool-Aid™, any flavor you wish.  Mix 
according to the directions.

As a child, ours was made with Saccharin, thanks to my 
perpetually weight-conscious mother. Talk about starting a child’s 
body image issues early. And yes, I could blame all my 
dysfunctions on years of artificial sweetener abuse, but I have a 
feeling that’s not it!

Back to the Kool-Aid™; after mixing, serve glasses of the liquid 
with a smile to all the little children around. When the pitcher of 
sweet juice gets low, God forbid, do not throw the remaining 
liquid away. Instead, take the next package of Kool-Aid™, 
preferably a different flavor and mix straight into the pitcher.  Oh, 
the color might be a bit off but have no fear. Explain this little issue 
away by telling the kiddies you have made a “Special Treat” just 
for them!

When the pitcher again gets low, just mix the next package right 
on in. “Waste not, want not,” as my mother would say. My father 
would put it a bit differently. “When you start buying your own 
groceries, you can throw whatever you want away.” I can still see 
his brow knit up as if I were questioning his culinary skills. I 
digress.



I know the color will be way off by now, but you can explain that it 
is a science experiment. Kids love this shit! Trust me. But you have 
to practice your “look.” My suggestions are: 1) show extreme 
excitement, or 2) act as though you are sharing a secret,  or 3) play 
the part of the mad scientist ...  mwahahaha! Whatever,just sell the 
idea. They’re your kids. You should know what works when 
selling stuff to them. Oh, come on now, don’t give me “that” look. I 
know you have been selling the benefits of broccoli to them for 
years!

Now, the next time the pitcher nears the empty stage and you mix 
the newest package of Kool-Aid™ in, you should have superb 
black-colored, tootie-fruity tasting Kool-Aid™. Having a tad bit of 
experience with this recipe,  I would suggest a blue, yellow, orange, 
red order. But, as an adult, I think half the fun is finding what 
works best at producing a color of Kool-Aid™ that is both gross 
and disgusting, then getting your kids to drink it.

As a child, I remember thinking none of my other friends had to 
drink black Kool-Aid™! Later in my life, the term “Nasty Ass 
Kool-Aid” would be coined when we retold stories of our 
childhood. But to this day, I still remember opening the 
refrigerator door, and there on the top shelf was the pitcher of 
black Kool-Aid™. And, as a parent, isn’t life all about giving your 
children experiences, colorful experiences, which morph into 
stories they can recant to their children and grandchildren?

Cheers!
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   Bunny-Eating Etiquette

Food has always played a large role in my life. Whether planning, 
cooking, eating or thinking about my crazy cravings, many of my 
fondest memories revolve around food. Just the thought of 
chocolate invokes a flood of memories.

One of my favorite chocolate memories is from the Easter 
celebrations of my childhood when my sister and I always got 
solid chocolate bunnies in our Easter baskets. Russell Stouffer’s 
solid chocolate bunnies to be exact, and from a very young age, we 
were schooled in “Bunny-Eating Etiquette” by my father.

Now, to eat a solid chocolate bunny “properly,” one needs a sharp 
knife, a cutting board, and the protocol. First, you whack the 
bunny’s ears off. The surgical incision is to be made right where 
the ears meet the head. Again, “proper” etiquette requires that the 
ears go to the bunny owner. Good heavens,  it is sacrilegious for 
someone to chop the ears off someone else’s bunny and eat them! 
That was a complete chocolate bunny faux pas.

Next,  the bunny eating protocol dictates the removal of the bunny 
butt. This sweet little nip of chocolate is to be savored. Yummy 
sounds are appropriate.

Protocol then states you move on to the bunny head. Granted, this 
can be a difficult operation because of the size. Nearly every time I 
have removed the head from the body, I,  being of a small and 
delicate nature (cough, cough) have needed to use both hands on 



the knife to achieve the required pressure for decapitation. 
Remember, this is normally a gigantic piece of chocolate. Yet 
“proper” etiquette demands the head to be eaten whole—unless 
you are in the presence of a man you are dating/trying to date or 
your own male children you are trying to teach to chew with their 
mouths closed. You may, at these times, nibble away at the head at 
your own pace. It gets messy, but that is the beauty and fun of 
eating a solid chocolate bunny. Besides, you’re only going to eat 
one—right?!

FYI—solid chocolate bunnies have magical qualities much like the 
fountain of youth. For me, the mere thought of a solid chocolate 
bunny instantly transforms me into an eight-year-old child, 
beaming ear to ear as I watch my father whack off the ears of my 
bunny ... pure joy!

By age ten, I had done enough research to wage a sound argument 
with my father that there wasn’t really a “bunny-carving tax.” I 
believe my father carved our bunnies for years because A) he 
could pinch the prized bunny pieces for himself, and B) it was a 
logical way of keeping my sister and me away from sharp knives 
while chocolate was in the house. FYI—chocolate tends to bring 
out the gladiator qualities in girls of all ages!

Oh, by the way, the protocol for the remaining lump of bunny 
body is a tad more sketchy. In most instances it is deemed “fair 
game.” At our house, the bulk of the body normally remains on 
the cutting board for hours, slowly being whittled down to a small 
nub of chocolate for the last passerby’s pleasure.
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   Red Rum on Federer Place

I love murder and mystery. Give me fiction or non-fiction, books or 
movies. The words transport me to the scene of the crime, and into 
the minds of the killer, victim, and detective. I am a privileged 
voyeur.

On one beautiful summer day, I returned home, my daughter in 
tow, from the grocery store. My adorable little bungalow in Saint 
Louis was built in an era where garages were detached and located 
off the alley at the back of the property. Hence, bags loaded in my 
arms, I entered through the back door into the kitchen. I sat the 
bags down and turned to greet Nicholas, our puppy.

My habit was to enclose him in the kitchen to contain any 
accidents. There he sat, in the middle of the kitchen floor, looking a 
little queer. That was when I noticed the blood ... everywhere!

I turned and grabbed my daughter, and in the calmest voice I 
could muster, asked her to wait outside in the backyard. 
Something was terribly wrong.

Blood was smeared across the refrigerator and the walls. There 
was blood spatter on every wall, on the ceiling, and all over on the 
floor. And there was Nicholas,  just sitting there, happy to see me 
but not his jumpy little self. He was needy. What the hell 
happened here?

Was there a killer in the house? Was he still here? My heart was 
racing. My mind leapt to detective mode as I crept through the 



house checking every room, every closet. By the time I got to my 
bedroom I at least had a pellet gun in hand—pointy-ass pellets 
would at least mark up the killer!

I headed into the basement, the dark basement. I checked every 
nook of my house. I found nothing and noticed nothing else had 
been disturbed. No one was in my home.

What had happened? Where had all that blood come from? As I sat 
cuddling Nicholas and pondering these questions, my cat jumped 
over the kitchen gate, and Nicholas jerked. Then ... I felt it, the scab 
on his ear. He winced when I touched it. Mystery solved!

Nicholas, notorious for bothering the cat, had gotten clawed in the 
ear. The injury must have stung badly, so he sat there shaking his 
head and the blood drops flew. It must have bothered him so much 
that he rubbed his ear against the refrigerator and the walls, 
leaving the blood smears. The poor little thing, just sat there 
forever in the middle of the kitchen floor,  trying to shake the pain 
away.

Oh, the mess in my kitchen! My mind moved from fear, to solving 
the mystery, to “Oh hell, I to have clean this all up!” In a matter of 
minutes, I went from being Inspector Perot to the lowly chamber 
maid.
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   Bat Humor

My childhood summer evenings involved playing with bats: the 
flying, “I want to bite your neck” kind of bats. Our bats lived in 
trees. At twilight, the neighborhood kids convened in my front 
yard to throw our shoes high into the air, and watch the bats dive 
to attack them.

My neighborhood was a new, yet weird, suburban development: 
no garages. The developers had cleared most of the large old trees 
to build acres and acres of houses. The large box-style homes, built 
on small lots, came with a complimentary replacement sapling 
planted next to the single-car-width driveway. So cars parked 
multiple in a driveway or lined the streets.  Luckily, my house, 
located at the far side of the subdivision, was next to the old, 
untouched woods. Still,  missing cars with our shoes was a must. 
Each summer we perfected the skill to launch a shoe in a way that 
avoided damage on descent.

We would stand there, our heads bent back at sharp angles, 
watching the bats dart from the trees to attack the shoe. Their 
flight was beautiful to watch. The grace and speed of the attack 
was astounding as the shoe tumbled back to earth. In the dark, we 
would hunt to find the shoe just to throw it up again. This activity 
never got old to us as children, but I grew older, life happened and 
I moved on.

I bought my first home. With the price of houses skyrocketing, I 
finally found one I could afford about 25 miles southwest of my 



childhood home. The house was located in a quiet and secluded 
newer subdivision built on what once had been acres of farm land. 
Many of the immense trees had been preserved in between the 
rows of houses, and my house bordered the woods. And yes, the 
woods had bats.

Even though my daughter was very young, I introduced her to the 
joys of twilight shoe throwing. Her adorable giggles and her little 
"Again, again, again," egged me on.

One evening, ending a visit from my parents and my sister,  I 
walked them out to their car parked in front of my house. We were 
chatting and laughing when we noticed the bats swooping and 
darting from the woods. Someone made a comment, and in a 
distracted moment, my father yelled "Watch out!" At the same 
time, unbeknownst to me, he ran his hand over my head from 
behind me, just grazing and moving my hair.

That was it! I yelped and hit the pavement in a prone position. My 
mother and sister screamed, and ducked down, not knowing what 
was happening, but seeing me hit the deck they followed suit.

I looked up to apprise the situation, and there was my father, 
doubled over, about to pee in his pants from laughter. He was 
laughing so hard he was snorting and couldn't catch his breath. He 
was a shit!

He had got me. Better yet,  he had gotten excellent reactions from 
my mother and sister in one swoop. Literally!

By the next day, the calls were coming in. The story of the diving 
bat was being retold by all in my family with great enjoyment.
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   99 Nails on the Wall

How does the song go? Pull one out, move two inches right ... 98 
nails in the wall ...  98 freaking nails ...  Pull one out, move two 
inches right ... 97 nails in the wall. At least that’s the version I was 
singing one night.

I can laugh now, but truly, there was an ungodly amount of nails 
and screws in all the walls and in all weirdest places in my new 
little house. In the garage alone, I counted over 45 two-penny 
nails, just poking out of the walls with no pattern to them. What 
were they used for?

Now you might think, "Oh woman, get over it! Grab a hammer 
and start pulling them out." I would have, if I had a hammer. You 
see, while waiting for this house to close, my stuff had been 
packed and stored in the garage of one of my ex-husbands. Bless 
his heart. But stuff, items which used to be “our” stuff, started 
finding their way into his house and became “his” stuff ... i.e. the 
tool box, the vacuum, the washer and dryer, a few pieces of 
furniture, etc. (Mutter, mutter, bad word, bad word!)

After unpacking I found I had no hammer, no screwdriver, no 
pliers, nothing! Yet, I was determined to get this task underway. 
So, I started pulling out all the nails I could with only my hands, 
hence the bitching!



My fingers started to hurt, so I called a dear friend and explained 
my dilemma. He listened to my plight then cheerfully ended my 
venting by saying, "Need a hammer? Come on by!"

I was on a mission.  I quickly drove over to his house and found he 
had a hammer, a screwdriver, and a bottle of wine waiting for me. 
He handed “all” the needed tools to me, told me to have fun, to be 
safe, and sent me on my way. This, gentlemen, is today's version of 
a white knight!

That night I tweeted to the world ...

"The screws in this house will lose their battle tonight ... I have a 
Phillips head screwdriver and a glass of wine! I am prepared for a 
long war!"
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   Little Miss Muffet

The other night I came walking out of my office, turned the corner 
and found myself staring straight at a spider, a huge spider. The 
damn thing looked like it might be a brown recluse, not that I 
know what one looks like, but I can Google. And that is just what I 
did.

Well, first I smushed the spider trying carefully not to smash him 
to the point where I couldn't compare him to the pictures I was 
hoping to find. Then, I ran downstairs,  got a pair of my high 
powered reading glasses and sat my happy little tush down on my 
tuffet—my desk chair—to Google away.

Okay, to tell the truth, I posted a status on Facebook proclaiming 
my spider smushing, disgust,  and brown recluse worry first. The 
world needed to know I was in distress ... the fair lass that I am!

I Googled. I “Bing”ed. I searched. I looked. I compared. Did my 
smushed spider look like that one? Maybe ... maybe not. I felt non-
existent spiders crawling up my legs and brushed them away. All 
my life I have been the "Other White Meat" for spiders and bugs. 
At least something finds me appealing. I posted to Facebook again.

Where's my damn Boy Scout when I need him? Damnit! This is 
where having a man is "handy." At least I could read my male 
friends' comments of support on Facebook. That’s almost like there 
was a man in the house, or at least one of my ex-husbands ... 
giggle, giggle.



I posted to Facebook again and gave up for the night. If it was a 
brown recluse,  what could I do? Worry? I'm good at that, thanks to 
my mother. So I went to my bed, shook all the covers,  and passed 
the flashlight over every inch of the bed—I kid you not. I started to 
think I was going to be okay. My puppy, Pixie, was sleeping beside 
me. Maybe spiders prefer tasting cute little dogs better!

The next day when I showered, I saw I had survived the night sans 
a bite. Three more big, ugly spiders died during the course of my 
house cleaning. During a break from my cleaning, I read my 
messages on-line. One said all the spiders were on attack because I 
killed their king (that was going to fuel my worrying for a few 
nights). Other friends commented they hated spiders too; of these 
some were even Boy Scouts!

I finished my house cleaning, which my children had lovingly 
started calling it my border patrol,  and sat down with a cup of tea. 
Resting my feet on the ottoman, there it was. Yup ... right above 
my knee,  the dreaded monster spider bite, and it started to itch 
like the dickens!

I’m the Other White Meat, I tell you! Damn, damn, damn!

Little Miss Muffet
Sat on a tuffet,

Posting to Facebook away;
Along came a spider,

Who curled up beside her
And bit Miss Muffet anyway!
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   The Mommy Changes

Becoming a mother changes you in so many ways.  I remember 
holding my daughter, then just a few hours old, and thinking 
"Damn, I can't go bungee jumping." It was the most random 
thought possible that could have popped into my head while I 
gazed upon the most beautiful creature I had ever seen.

I am not a bungee jumper nor had I had previous plans to go 
bungee jumping, but it was this feeling,  a need to secure her 
world, a world that included me. Bungee jumping and any other 
reckless behaviors were now out of the question.

I needed her to know me, to know my life and my history. I 
needed to watch her grow, to help her learn, to watch her beauty, 
and to bond with her. The need completely engulfed me and 
instantly changed my thoughts and priorities.

Other changes were subtle in their onset and more physical. Put 
me in front of the TV, turn on a sappy movie, and watch the tears 
flow. Three children later, I have lost the ability to control my tear 
ducts. A Snuggle™ fabric softener commercial ... tears. A 
documentary film ... tears. Sad puppy pictures ... tears.  And oh 
heavens, those save the children or the whales or the trees 
commercials, give me a whole box of tissues, I am a goner.

Do not make fun of this annoying inconvenience. It’s not funny! 
There is no off button anymore. I have morphed into a blubbering 
fool because of those damn children.



Then there is the issue of sneezing. OMG! No amount of kegel 
exercises will ever repair those muscles. As a mother, you are 
forcibly tossed into a new reality: crossing your legs. Do you 
realize how strangely people look at you as you prepare for the 
sneeze you feel coming on? Like you are a crazy fool doing a weird 
Michael Jackson move. And just forget playing in a bouncy castle 
without Depends. Gravity doesn’t only affect a mother’s top half!

Laugh all you want! I will find you! And then I will tickle you or 
pinch and poke you until you laugh so hard you pee in your pants 
too!

Be nice to me—I'm a mom!
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   Which Dog in the Cemetery

In the little town where I have lived since moving to Kansas City is 
a charming cemetery. Situated just east of the old downtown 
area,the small, 20 acre Historical Cemetery dating from 1867, is 
enclosed by a tall wrought-iron fence. Beautiful, old gravestones, 
markers, and mausoleums belong to Civil War veterans, bank 
robbers, early mayors, and founding fathers of the town. On 
Memorial Day, every fence post flies an American flag from a tall 
mast. When the wind blows, it is a proud and patriotic sight.

Yet, there is one grave that has drawn me repeatedly to the 
cemetery. On the southwest side right behind the fence, there is a 
grave that has fascinated me for years. You cannot miss this 
marker because of the dog sitting obediently on his master’s grave
—a realistic, life size dog statue. My fascination comes in part, you 
see, because for some reason, over the years I have lived here, the 
dog has changed.

I first noticed this grave maybe one or two years after I moved to 
town when a beautiful yellow Labrador was sitting there, facing 
the street.  At some point later when I drove by, a Bulldog was 
sitting there. I did a double take, and at first, thought it was me ...  a 
blonde moment ... a memory fail. Then, the dogs changed again.

I don’t know when exactly the dogs changed. Right now, it is the 
Bulldog and has been for a number of years. For you see,  I now 
drive this side of the cemetery just to see if there has been a 
change. During the winter, the dog will have a cap or scarf. In the 



spring he has flowers. During football season he wears KC Chiefs 
red and gold. At Halloween I have seen him wearing a costume. 
Yet, a constant is his dog collar. I have never seen him without it.

There must be a story.

Steve Montgomery Morgan was born May 7th, 1956, and passed 
from this earth on April 8th, 2002,  just under a month shy of being 
46. The large flat marker states this information as fact. It also 
provides the place for the dog to sit loyally right next to a brass 
plaque with a picture of the man, handsome in a western shirt, and 
a quote, “Forever is a long, long time. I am forever.”

Were the dogs his? His as a man or as a child? Who replaces them? 
A mother? A wife? A child? Why? To me this shows so much love 
for this man.

The story may be so simple but the grave is not. This grave has 
made this man immortal for I cannot be the only one who has 
noticed the dogs. I cannot be the only one who purposely drives 
past that side of the cemetery just to see what about the dog has 
changed and wonder about the story.

Mr. Morgan, I believe you were loved. I believe that you are still 
loved. And I believe that this part of your story has made you 
what you quoted—forever.

➷

❝When I visit Mom, Dad and My Brother's final resting place: I 
celebrate their lives, albeit with a tear or two! So this is dedicated to 
Anne, Leo,  and Tim Mullin; who will be forever in my mind & heart! 
Your Son & Brother Philip❞
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   Bird Watching My Way

Grab your sunscreen, your baseball cap, your binoculars, your 
cooler, some cash, and drive 45 minutes northeast of Washington, 
DC for the best bird watching you will ever see—the Baltimore 
Orioles!

Most springs and summers when I lived back east, I would make 
the trip a few times a year to hunker down on the hard benches of 
the general admission section. In those days, back before the new 
stadium was built, it was an adventure. I would make a pile of 
crab cakes, homemade cole slaw, pack the cooler with waters and 
sodas, and head out on the drive to Memorial Stadium.

Back then, part of the adventure was snaking our way through the 
city to find parking. Normally on game days, neighboring front 
lawns would be offered up as parking for a price. Once parking 
was negotiated, we would hike to the main gate and buy tickets 
for the third baseline.

This was the 1980s, and there were two reasons to sit along the 
third baseline—Cal Ripkin, Jr and Eddie Murray! Cal played 
shortstop; Eddie played third base. The best birds to watch—ever! 
From our seats we could see it all;  front,  side, butt—and those two 
had the best bird butts to watch. Oops, back to baseball!

Ripkin, Jr. and Murray were magical. Catch after catch, out after 
out, game after game, it never got old. They played for the love of 
the game, and it showed. There were plays that had you at the 



edge of your seat, holding your breath. We would yell. We would 
cheer. We would jump up and down. I felt privileged to watch the 
artistry played out before me.

These days the Orioles have a new home, Camden Yards. It is a 
beautiful retro-style downtown ballpark nestled among the 
historic buildings near Baltimore’s Inner Harbor. A few years after 
the new park was opened, I watched my first game while dining in 
the Camden Club with clients. The Club, located high up in the 
massive turn-of-the-century brick B & O Railroad warehouse, sits 
back behind the second baseline and gives impressive views of the 
field and the plays.

This new park with its new field and new seats will create new 
memories for fans old and new. But for me, the experience is not 
the same. Sometimes in Baltimore, there still is magic, but it is not 
Ripkin/Murray magic. That was special,  and I got to watch. Thank 
you guys—the memories are great!
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   Beachy Head

During the years I lived in the United Kingdom, I took every 
opportunity to explore every place that I could. I remember one 
very special day trip I took with my daughter.

I drove towards Eastbourne on the coast of the English Channel. I 
turned on Beachy Head Road to get to what I thought was our 
destination for the day, Belle Tout lighthouse, located at Beachy 
Head.

I had seen pictures of the beautiful, green headland, famous chalk 
cliffs, and stunning lighthouse, and I had instantly put it on my list 
of “must see” while I was overseas.

The highway became a simple road surrounded by fields of green 
grass as I drove closer to Beachy Head. Then, as if to confirm my 
thoughts of being worth the drive, my daughter and I started to 
spy parasails.  As we drove, we passed parasail after parasail. We 
parked and we watched.

The air currents and thermals in this area were phenomenal. We 
watched as person after person shook their parasail over their 
head, and in an extraordinary dance of fabric, just popped up into 
the air! They were on level ground—in a field, surrounded by 
grass—and they just POPPED up into the air! They were carried 
up and out over the parked cars, out over the cliffs, and out over 
the English Channel, each like some super hero who could fly. We 



were riveted. Imagine trying to explain the dynamics of that to a 
four year old!

We walked through the fields to the edge of the cliffs and a fear 
began to grip me. One misstep and we, the chalk cliffs, and the 
English Channel were going to meet. And I had my darling four 
year by my side. I remember the knot growing in my stomach in 
fear for my child’s life. I remember my jaw open in amazement of 
the beauty, and I remember my heart beating faster as I watched 
the parasails and hang gliders soar, swoop, and buzz the cliffs. 
Every fiber of my body was alive.

Both my daughter and I lie on our stomachs on the grass at the 
edge of the cliff completely mesmerized. I had her hand clenched 
tightly in mine as I watched her face. Her smile was as big as mine.

I remember her squirming her hand out of mine, so I held her by 
the back of her pants—like that would really help if she fell over 
the cliff. Mommy instincts can be so silly. But, that fear was there. 
Fear,  so intense, it competed with the surrounding beautiful of this 
place in taking my breath away.

Yet, where else do you see people pop into the air? Where else do 
you see people run off the edge of a cliff and fly? Where else does 
lush green drop into pure white and crash in brilliant blue?

I remember it was just her and I at the end of this island watching 
the beauty of our world.
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   Pee Physics=Family+Bonding

At a moment in time, life for me was rough, very rough. My two 
boys and I were living in Sacramento, California. It was time for 
me to move; it was time for me to move on.

My father has always had a knack for seeing things. Things like 
the need to get my mother and us kids up to see my grandfather 
just weeks before he died. He has that insight. This time, they 
drove out from Kansas to see us and offer support.

The soundest option for me at the time was to retreat to my 
parent’s home and reorganize my life. I hadn’t thought of life in 
Kansas,  really Kansas City. But, with the events of 9/11, the 
thought of being near family was very comforting.

So, the road trip began. It took us two days, driving almost 1,900 
miles straight east on Interstate 80. We travelled through 
Sacramento, Reno, Salt Lake City, Cheyenne. When we hit Lincoln, 
we turned south on Interstate 29 and started to drool. The 
journey’s end was so close we could taste it.

Remember, we were traveling with two small children. My 
parents, ever the planners,  had checked out a number of audio 
books from library. At the start of the trip, we put in On Writing: A 
Memoir of the Craft by Stephen King. His voice mesmerized all of us 
as he brought his stories to life.

Riding along hour after hour, watching out the big windows of the 
minivan, I found it fascinating to listen to his trials, his failures,  his 



successes, and what each meant to him. In this book, he took us 
back to the time when the rejection notices were abundant in his 
life. He brought us into his writing world with his personal stories.

The trip became hours of complete silence in the car with the 
exception of King’s voice and an occasional “ I need to pee” from 
the “Bendy Heady Club” members! The BHC, as it became known, 
was what I would call the boys when they slept in the car. Their 
heads would bend at such a perverse angle it made me shiver. I 
still massage my neck just thinking about it.

There were parts of this drive when I asked God to deliver a town 
or gas station. It seemed like we could drive for hundreds of miles 
and find neither. The boys were wonderful but, their little “I gotta 
pee”s could turn loud and insistent. That’s why God gave kids 
grandfathers. My dad decided that this was the best time to teach 
the boys how to pee—out the side door of the minivan!

I kid you not,  we would pull to the side of the road, or better yet 
just up the off ramp, and the boys would unhook themselves from 
their car seats. They would get to press the button to open the 
door. Can you see how wonderful this could be to 5 and 3 year 
olds? They would, then, assume the position and arc the flow.

Each time the laughter grew. At times, the laughter was so 
infectious, “wee-wee”s could not be steadied and the inside of the 
van got a bit wet. Each boy was trying to pee further than the 
other,  and my father, the engineer, was teaching them physics. 
Matter and motion, energy and force, can easily be applied to the 
art of peeing out the side door of a minivan. The height of the arc 
and the force of the flow equal the distance achieved—Score!

My mother, ever the teacher, loves to make everything a learning 
lesson and my dad was very happy to help on this occasion. Once 
the science lesson was taught, the boys wanted to pee across the 
country—and they just about did it too!

September 30th, 2001, I landed in Missouri. Not too worse for the 
wear, full of stories, and with a new beginning. All these years 
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later I am still here, within a few miles of where I landed that day. 
This is the longest stint I have lived anywhere in my adult life. My 
parents now live in Florida and my boys’ love of physics and 
science have them planning for engineering majors in college. As 
for me? I have finally put pen to paper.
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   Skipping Stones

Tonight during my run, I stopped to toss a few large rocks out of 
the road. As they hit the ground they skipped and bounced over 
the dirt. It reminded me of skipping stones across the water. I 
watched each one I threw. They bounced, touched, and disturbed 
the earth. They kicked up dust and made an impact with each 
landing.

I realized my words were like these skipping stones, bouncing and 
touching. Maybe, because they are words, I do not see the impact 
at the surface.

In the first year after my last divorce, I started writing. Late night 
breaks tended to be spent online in various social networking 
communities.  I met many people. Some were fake. Some were bad. 
But, many were just nice, normal people coping with life, and a 
few that I can proudly call friends. I found their stories, although 
unique to each person, had common themes: divorce, starting over, 
and significant change half way through their lives.

Having been down the divorce road a few times myself, I found 
the details of how each person handled this process interesting. I 
found most of us pass through several stages, and typically 
emerge with a few scars, a little baggage, but better and renewed 
because of the process.



On the other hand, I found there are some who cannot move past a 
certain point in the divorce process. They stall. They falter. They 
become angry. They lose themselves.

Shortly before my run, I had received a suicide note from one such 
person. I might have had maybe 5 email exchanges with this 
person over a period of two months. He wrote me a lovely email 
explaining that he was divorcing and relocating to my area. He 
had seen my writing and had enjoyed it.

He stated he was reaching out to start a network of friends here in 
this area. The emails were light and friendly. I received another 
email a few weeks later mentioning he was caught up in his work 
and looking forward to his move. Then, I and 32 other undisclosed 
recipients received his suicide note.

Why me? I did not know him personally. I had no way other than 
an email address to connect him. I found this perplexing and sad. 
Then, I see the skipping stones. My words had hit him. I want to 
believe they bounced, touched, and impacted him in a positive 
way. I look at his words. The skipping stones sent back over “the 
internet pond” to me impacted me in a sad and hollow way. They 
left me no better because of them.

I hope he did not go through with his plan. I hope he had close 
friends who saw his pain and reacted with help. But if he did go 
through with it, I hope he has the happiness he lost here.

His words to me were that she had won—he was giving up the 
fight. Such a sad thought to give someone that much power over 
the gift of life you were given.

So now, I choose to throw joyful stones out over my “pond.” I 
want to make many wonderful, loving ripples in my pond. I hope 
you choose the same for your pond.
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   How to Make Santa Come Twice

When I was very young, I lived in a small town in New York. It 
was where my mom had grown up, where she had met and 
married my father,  and where my sister and I were born. All but 
one of my aunts lived in the area and my uncle would gravitate 
back when his work allowed. As most families at that time did, we 
spent all the holidays together celebrating with family traditions. 
Christmas Eve, in particular, was spent at my grandparents' home.

Christmas Eve also meant attending Midnight Mass. Typically, we 
had dinner at my grandparent’s home, then headed to church en 
masse. All of us were dressed in our finest;  this tradition pleased 
my grandmother immensely. It was probably one of the few days 
during the year when you would see my grandfather in church.

At some point in my childhood, a new tradition started—opening 
Christmas presents after Midnight Mass.

My uncle was a big kid himself and an alcoholic. To our family, 
this meant he wanted to sleep in on Christmas morning, but he 
didn't want to miss the excitement of all the kids opening their 
presents. I believe, as the story goes, he first pestered my 
grandmother (an easy win since he was the only boy) and then all 
his sisters (not such an easy fight) to allow the kids to open just the 
gifts under the tree at grandparent’s home after we returned from 
Mass. You guessed it, he won!



He would be at the bar until dinner. Then, to make his mother 
happy, he would attend mass. It would be 1 a.m. and he wasn't 
even tired! So, coffee was made and drinks were poured, then 
someone would hand out presents to us as everyone watched. I 
can still hear my aunts poking at my uncle. The jokes and the 
laughter grew with each present. I can remember the toys and my 
younger cousins’ screams of joy and excitement.  Christmas Eve at 
my grandparents was extraordinary.

Then came the drive home for my parents,  with over-stimulated 
and very tired children. They knew, in a few more hours, their 
children would wake them from their bed. Santa would have come 
in the night and there were more presents to be opened.

My father has recounted that these were the times he wanted to 
“kill” my uncle. My parents had the drive home, an hour or so 
spent putting out our Christmas presents before being able to grab 
a few hours of sleep. Some years our toys would also have to be 
assembled in the middle of the night. This would have my father 
muttering nasty comments about my uncle. My father never got a 
lot of sleep on Christmas Eve, and according to him, it was all my 
uncle's fault.

But 40 years later,  I can look back at the wonderful pictures we 
have from these Christmas Eves. Now that my grandparents and 
my beloved uncle have passed, those pictures spark deep feelings 
of love and the joys of my childhood. They remind me of the value 
of family, especially my crazy, dys(fun)ctional family.
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   Marketing Dinner to My Kids

I cook. I cook “gud.” I cook the kind of stuff kids and husbands 
love to eat.  My food repertoire includes killer spicy buttered 
noodles with sausage, homemade spaghetti sauce, pork chops, 
brisket, and SOS—just to name a few. I might not eat much of what 
I cook—I would be three feet wide—but I cook good stuff.

Now, there are certain dishes I prepare that if you knew the 
ingredients you might not want to eat.  This is doubly true if you 
are a kid. Listing tofu as an ingredient in a dish makes noses 
wrinkle up, tongues hang out, and hands jump to the throat in a 
choking movement. In my house,  this follows with my children 
acting out death scenes on the kitchen floor. There’s just a wee bit 
of drama and comedy at my house!

So as a smart mom, I quickly learned how to “market” to my 
children. I have had to market dinner many nights.  I found if they 
questioned the “plat de jour” I would say “Oh, you’ve had that 
before and you loved it!” Typically they had, but maybe didn’t 
loved it.

This went on for years. I got them to eat everything. Sushi, 
venison, buffalo,  squash, asparagus,  rutabaga, beets, beet greens, 
tofu, you name it. Sometimes I had to hide it but, they would eat it. 
Frankly, give a kid a little bit of ranch dressing to dip stuff in and 
they will eat anything! And I kept saying “Oh, you’ve had that 
before and you loved it!”



A few years back, my dinner marketing came to a crashing halt. 
My youngest son, never the one I would have thought to say “You 
know mom, you say that a lot about stuff we don’t like!” Then my 
oldest son pipes in “You’ve been trying to market—yes,  he used 
that word—questionable food on your beloved sons for years.”

Then the debate amongst them started as to what type of mother 
would market yucky food on their children, and what other 
questionable activities I might have perpetrated on them during 
their childhood. The silliness and laughter started as they conjured 
up fake stories of how I had wounded and warped their precious 
little souls during their childhood—each one feeding on the story 
the other one told, one upping each other each time.

We ended the dinner after each one of us had laughed so hard we 
snorted our drinks through our noses. Do you know what milk 
looks like coming out a 12-year-old’s nose? That started more 
rounds of giggling and laughter until I had to scream “uncle.” I 
was going to pee in my pants.  I had a hard time stopping them 
when I revealed that fact.

But I got my revenge. When we had regained our composure, I 
asked them to look at me. And I reminded them they were just like 
me!

72   Rachel Ellyn



   The A B C Guide to Immortality

Webster’s dictionary defines immortality as “unending existence 
or lasting fame.” I think of Lincoln, Marilyn Monroe, George 
Carlin, George Burns, people whom I never met, yet I know them. 
I have heard their stories, watched videos, or read of them. What 
they did or said touches me in a way which causes me to 
remember them. This thought has lead me to believe each one of 
us, if we choose, has the ability to achieve immortality and the 
process involves stories.

Even before my daughter was born, I would tell her stories. She 
grew up listening night after night to stories about our family and 
my life. As she grew older, she wanted to hear stories of her own 
childhood. Now, I watch her retell those stories to her younger 
brothers. The boys are as mesmerized and excited by the tales as 
she was at their age.

A favorite is the story of how my mother would lay my little head 
in her lap and run her fingernails through my hair. Telling me 
stories and singing a song from Cinderella, she made sure to go 
from my neck up behind my ear, over the top, and then down in 
front to my jaw line. She would run her fingernails lightly through 
every inch of my hair. This wasn’t just a bedtime ritual. As I grew 
up, she would sit close to me while watching TV and “do my 
hair.” I kept this ritual with my children: the fingernails through 
the hair, the story telling, the bonding, and the love.



I have a story, really many stories, about each person I love. By 
retelling tales of those who have passed from this world, they stay 
right here with us. Immortal. And by recanting tales of those who 
are still with us, I am building towards their immortality.

Ask me about anyone in my life, I will have a story for you. Ask 
my children about me and they will have a story for you. I come 
from story tellers. I am a story teller. I want to create story tellers.

I have an unbridled desire to create stories with my children that 
they can tell for generations. So, we live with humor and love. We 
live with determination and passion. We create stories. One day 
these will be the only things they have left of me.

What about you? Would someone have a story about you? Would 
their eyes twinkle when they told it? Would your story get an 
audience to laugh or cry or grow silent wrapped in thoughts of 
you? 

This is your chance for immortality; A) Share your stories; B) Share 
your life; C) Make memories.
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   License Bureau Logic

My driver’s license was due to expire in January, it was November, 
and I was planning ahead. I had the time to get this done. So, why 
not get it done early? I knew if I let it go, I would forget about it 
until the very last minute. Since my birthday falls on the 3rd day of 
the year, one of the busiest times at the license bureau, it would be 
hell. Between now and the expiration date, I would also have to 
battle all the holidays at the license bureau. I decided on a 
preemptive strike.

I gathered all my necessary paperwork—IDs, birth certificate, 
checkbook—and I headed out. Okay, my first clue that this might 
not be so easy should have been the empty parking lot. The license 
bureau had a very small parking lot and was always a bone of 
contention with everyone in town. After parking, I notice a small 
sign on the door stating they had moved. Thankfully, they 
referenced the fitness center in the same complex or I would have 
had to go home and MapQuest the location—no smartphones in 
those days.

I drove over to the new location where there was tons of parking. 
Yea! I walked in and there is only one other person in the waiting 
area.  Double yea! I was quickly called to the counter and we 
started the process. Triple yea!

“Do you have your license?” Check. “Do you have your birth 
certificate?” Check “Do you have a second form of ID?” Check or 
so I thought. I handed them my military ID. Oh no! This ID is not 



valid for proving your identification. Nope, not good enough! 
They need either my passport or my social security card.

Follow this logic—my military ID, a laminated, hologram, picture 
ID issued by the United States government—was NOT a valid 
form of identification, but my social security card, a piece of paper 
that could be reproduced on any computer, was. My jaw dropped. 
I got a WTF look on my face and then I started a gentle debate on 
this subject to which the polite clerk reminded me that she just 
worked there and didn’t make the rules.

Then she spied my birth certificate and stated she will need proof 
of my name change from my maiden to my married. She will also 
need my marriage license. I politely explain that to prove my name 
change from my maiden to my current name it will take THREE 
marriage licenses and TWO divorce decrees!

“Oh,” she stated, “She doesn’t need all THAT, just the last 
marriage license.” I again get the WTF look on my face and 
reiterate the fact the last marriage license does not have my 
maiden name on it. It has my LAST married name on it.  “Oh,” she 
says, “THAT doesn’t matter.”

What? The license bureau wants me to prove my name change 
from my maiden name on my birth certificate to my current 
married name, but doesn’t care if the name on the marriage license 
doesn’t match my maiden name either! Is anyone else not 
following this logic?

Did I mention that my license had been issued in this same state 
and was not expired? And my name had not changed? My 
expiring driver’s license was already in my new married name!

I haven’t had plastic surgery. I looked the same as the picture of 
the license. I had my birth certificate with two of the three names 
correct. I have my military ID, issued by the US Department of 
Defense, and ALL of these IDs had ALL my names correct on 
them. But the license bureau needed all of this stuff to renew a 
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driver’s license for which I had previously given them all of this 
stuff the last time I changed my name!

Am I ranting? The clerk was polite. I was polite, but I know my 
face was contorted during most of the conversation.

I drove home muttering, probably cussing! I got my social security 
card, I pulled every marriage license and divorce decree I had, just 
in case, and returned immediately to the license bureau. Again, 
thank God, there were only two other people in the waiting area. I 
was quickly called up to the desk, gave the new clerk my 
paperwork which she really didn’t look at, and within 10 minutes I 
had my new driver’s license in my hand.

Deep cleansing breath—breathe in—breathe out!
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   Uniquely Bellingham

During my consulting years, one of my favorite clients was located 
in Bellingham, WA, a small little town butted right up to Puget 
Sound and about half-way between Seattle and Vancouver. Really, 
the town rolled down into the water from the mountains around it. 
There were so many things that made this client and this town 
special.

The client was an engineering firm which designed deep sea oil 
drilling platforms. They pushed my skill level forward, increased 
my vocabulary and phraseology—“We need to discuss the 
delta.”—and they tested my patience on a daily basis. Engineers 
are an interestingly different breed—work hard, play hard. I was 
pushed to the limit with this client.

I spent a great deal of time during my years of consulting in 
Bellingham and discovered crazy things were “normal” there. I 
met a high school girlfriend whom I had not seen since graduation 
back in Virginia—long before Classmates.com or Facebook. I got 
my first tattoo there (but,  that’s another story). My coffee 
enjoyment turned into a snobby addiction and my repertoire of 
stories added tales of the mentally challenged, whimsically living 
out their lives.

You see, due to changes in the health care system in our country, 
Bellingham had to close its state mental health facility and many of 
the former patients now wandered the streets. They gave the town 



character, or should I say, characters. This made Bellingham 
unique.

Every morning as I drove to work I passed Mr. Peanut, playing his 
sax, on the same street corner. He was one of the town’s 
“residents” and yes, he was dressed in a Mr. Peanut costume. 
Every day he would wave to me, and everyone else passing by.

Then there was the super hero of the town. She was a very tall, 
very large black woman who wore a one piece red bathing suit, 
high heels, and cape every day of the year. I would see her 
walking around town or waiting at the bus stop across from my 
client’s office building. Every single day that I was there, she 
carried the same shopping bag in her hand and wore the same 
outfit.

There was the angry little man who walked the streets at 
lunchtime shouting at everyone. He really wasn’t shouting at you, 
although it just seemed that way, at first. As I got to see him more, 
I realized he was actually in a heated debate with his imaginary 
friends. Unfortunately, you would occupy their space from time to 
time, so it just seemed like he was yelling at you.

Oh, and there was the “glass guy.” He would press his face to the 
glass and stare into first floor windows. The building I worked in 
had been a department store with first floor, floor-to-ceiling 
windows. The tech trend at the time was open space offices so it 
was a bit creepy to be in the building at night with a guy outside 
staring right at you. Most of my fears were alleviated when I 
found out he wasn’t looking in at me ... he just enjoyed the cool, 
smooth feel of the windows on his face and hands. Trust me, I still 
had the hebejebes if he was pressed up against the glass while I 
was working at night.

Yet, these “residents” were harmless individuals. They seemed to 
be well fed, and cared for. They went about their business every 
day of the week, much like the rest of us, just with much more 
character and enthusiasm.
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   Burgh Island

I love adventures and exploring “off the beaten trail.” Although 
traveling this way can to lead to a few “issues,” you tend find 
unique treasures and stories. One such adventure was to Burgh 
Island.

Now we could have gotten to the island, located off the coast of 
Devon across from the small town of Bigbury on Sea, by traveling 
the major and minor highways. But, that meant we would have 
had to drive past our destination and double back. England is not 
known for providing the most direct highway routes. The map 
showed a small, coastal road which would take us directly there.

We turned off the highway and I consulted the tidal charts—I had 
learned quickly to carry tidal charts—and started down the road. 
The quaint little road dipped and meandered. The road narrowed 
and became the type where when meeting an oncoming car, you 
were expected to “motor your car onto the grass” so that both of 
you may pass. The U.K. is full of courteousness and practicality.

Then we came upon a dip in the road. This dip was different. This 
one had water in it. As the tide rose parts of these roads 
disappeared. This dip had a yard stick type thing sticking up out 
of the ground to the side. The stick thing told the driver how many 
centimeters of water were covering the road. Another British 
practice of courteous practicality.



Well, it wasn’t too deep so through it we went, and from looking 
on the map we were almost there. Then came the next dip. The 
water was a little deeper in this one. I might have even seen a bit of 
a flow to the water. But, we pressed on. We was almost there, 
right?

Okay, the next dip—I swear this one had a current flow—I actually 
got out of the car to make sure of the depth. Then, we debated at 
what water level would an engine stall. We debated more. Was this 
the last dip? If not, what water level would the next one be?

We rounded a hill and descended into Bigbury on Sea. Straight 
ahead visually, was Burgh Island, 250 meters off the coast, cut off 
from the mainland at high tide. We rode the amphibian sea tractor 
across to the island and began to explore.

We started by poking around the Burgh Island Hotel,  a 
magnificent Art Deco structure with an amazing history. Besides 
being a favorite getaway for the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, the 
hotel’s guest list contained many famous and historical names. It’s 
the place where Agatha Christy wrote And Then There Were None 
and Evil Under the Sun.  As I wandered into the bar, built in the 
shape of the bow of a ship, someone mentioned the rumor 
Winston Churchill and Eisenhower met at the hotel to plan the D-
Day invasion. The hotel had sustained heavy damage during 
WWII. Some scars, still visible, left a lingering historical print long 
after and added to its charm and elegance.

We then walked around the green, lush island. We hiked the hills 
among the sheep, explored ruins, and popped into the pub just as 
it started to rain. We emerged a short time later and looked back 
over to the mainland. My daughter was breathless; everything on 
the mainland was pink. The local rock is a dull salmon color until 
it gets wet. Now, the hills were vivid pink.  Additionally, most of 
the houses, built from the local stone, were pink. We stood there in 
awe of the beautiful pink panorama. What more could a little girl 
ask for but an entire pink town?
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We walked back across the beach, now lengthened by the receding 
tide, jumping in the pellicles and examining the marine life 
trapped in each tide pool as we went. We splashed in the water. 
We dug into the pellicles to retrieve shell after shell and rock after 
rock. That day her pockets were full and we were soaked.

I know today, that if I were to check one of her jewelry boxes, I 
would find her childhood collection of rocks and shells, each one 
with its own story. Years later one might not be distinguishable 
from the other. But, the salmon-colored rock—that one came from 
Burgh Island that very day—just run it under water and watch the 
magic. It will be bright and shiny and very pink!
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   Mo Anam Cara

Have you had a Mo Anam Cara?

This Gaelic phrase is most often translated as “my soul 
mate” (m'anamchara) yet, the true translation is “my soul friend.” 
This traditional belief is not about finding the love of your life. It is 
about discovering your own beauty, power, and understanding. 
Believing in Mo Anam Cara begins your awakening.

Typically older than you, a Mo Anam Cara is someone who steps 
into your life, sets your soul on fire, and inspires you. They see 
your deepest potential, and believe in you without wanting 
anything in return.

An example for my children is the relationship between Yoda and 
Luke Skywalker in Star Wars. Yoda was a Mo Anam Cara for Luke. 
He saw the hidden power residing in Luke and mentored him 
towards fulfilling that potential.

A Mo Anam Cara is not meant to be with you, physically, forever. 
He or she steps into your life at a period in time when you need a 
friend to shine a light into your soul.  Then, after giving you the 
needed insight, they step away so you follow your own path.

We have each had a Mo Anam Cara in our life. Look back over 
your life. Some of us have had a few Mo Anam Caras in our 
lifetime.



The power lies in the knowledge of this belief and the ability to 
recognize when it occurs in your life.  A Mo Anam Cara is not there 
to push you, but to invite you to the next level of your creative 
being. They foster your sense of yourself. They guide you to an 
“ah ha!” moment. They help you see or gain understanding of 
what you have been internally feeling or driving towards or 
struggling to grasp. By being in your life, they give you the 
strength,  knowledge, and desire to unlock the next level of your 
journey.

With an understanding of this belief you can look back over your 
life and see your Mo Anam Cara(s).  Their value in your life has 
been immense, and has altered you in a deep and profound way.

Now think, you could be someone’s Mo Anam Cara. Are you? Do 
you live your life in a way that inspires? Do you see others’ 
potential and step in to mentor? Do you value yourself enough to 
know that you could be of value in someone else life’s journey just 
by living yours to the fullest?

I am who I am because of a Mo Anam Cara’s gentle reassurances, 
and their complete acceptance of me. I am who I am because they 
have coached me to the understanding that during my journey, I 
will fall.  They have prepared me to know I will have the strength 
to pick myself up, and to understand I will be better and wiser 
because of the fall. I have gained the knowledge that I should not 
walk away from my unrealized potential because of fear.

Because of the Mo Anam Caras that have come into my life, I can 
walk to the edge of the cliff, spread my wings, and jump.

I will fly.

If I fall, I am a Phoenix. I will rise stronger and more beautiful than 
before.

And I will fly again.
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➷

❝All your stories are special. Your writing has connected us, and given 
me a new friendship I will cherish forever. You have introduced me to a 
new world of interesting and fun friends west of the Mississippi River. 
For that my dedication is to you, Rachel, and I toast your success - Jim❞
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   Sept 11th Homework

One night my youngest son’s homework involved questioning his 
parents about 9/11. The questions were fairly routine. Where were 
you? What were you doing? How did you hear of the attack? Yet, 
one question caused me to stop and ponder. What does "pre 9/11" 
and "post 9/11" mean to you?

My son called his father and asked his questions. Reviewing the 
conversation with me to form his write-up, he told me his father 
gave him an answer that dealt with our country and the pride of 
being an American. My son said it was a very Glenn Beck-ish 
answer, an analogy from a 13-year-old which made me giggle.

Then he asked me for my answer, I stopped and retraced the last 
ten years for my answer. My first thought was something much 
more personal in nature.

On 9/11/01, I was living in California. My boys were very little. 
The week following the event, as the world finally grasped what 
had happened to the United States, I had pondered what would 
happen if a tragedy like this struck me.

Who would raise my children? What would their world be like? 
Who would tell them to stay true to themselves? Who would show 
them the funny side to the bumps life throws you? Then I thought, 
more selfishly, what would they remember of me?

Pre 9/11, I had a wonderful career. In the business world I was 
wanted and needed, and I had enjoyed years of success. Yet, my 



marriages faltered and failed. My children, at times, seemed to 
come second to my career. “Mommy will schedule (insert family 
event here) next week when I am home.” I hear myself saying.

Post 9/11, I realized I needed to make sure my children felt 
wanted and needed, loved and nurtured. I would only have one 
shot with their childhood. Maybe it wouldn’t be “perfect,” but it 
could be MY perfect for them. Two weeks after the tragedy, I 
retreated with my children to my parents’ home in Kansas City, 
started divorce proceedings, and began to take stock of my life.

Looking back over these years,  post 9/11 has meant learning a life 
lesson—grow where you are planted. It has been a time spent 
creating an environment for my children and their friends that is 
nurturing, loving, warm, and fun.

Post 9/11 has meant creating memories with my children ...  stories 
that will connect them to one another when I am gone. I know 
each one will have a different take on each memory, and they will 
debate the details for years to come. But, the stories will be filled 
with love and humor, with a good dose of craziness mixed in.

Post 9/11, for me—today, means we have today. We have the ones 
we love with us today. So kiss them, hug them, hold them— 
today ... tomorrow is not here yet and tomorrow holds no 
guarantees.
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   Walter Cronkite

Some of the fondest memories of my childhood revolve around my 
maternal grandparents, Nanny and Poppy, as we called them. 
Many days my sister, my cousin Joe, and I, being the three oldest 
grandkids in the family, would find ourselves plopped at my 
grandparent’s house where a late afternoon ritual developed. The 
three of us,  sitting on the top step of the porch, anxiously waited 
for my grandfather to arrive home from work.

Now being a mother and looking back, I have no doubt that the 
idea of waiting outside had been planted, even encouraged, by my 
grandmother as she tried to grab a few minutes peace for herself. 
Never the less, Poppy’s arrival was magical. He always had a treat 
for us, a Hershey™ bar or a banana. Some days it was a nickel for 
each of us. We would then run across the street to the Five and 
Dime to buy penny candy. Whatever the treat,  there was always a 
smile and a hug accompanying it.

After we had finished our treat, we hurried to Poppy’s Rambler 
parked in the driveway, piled in and pretended to drive. Oh the 
places we drove to in our minds—and oh, the fights we had! Who 
got to drive first?  Who was going to be the mommy? Thank 
heavens, we were outside!

Yet, my fondest memory came next. My grandfather, having dealt 
with us grandkids, would go inside the house, hug my 
grandmother, and start his evening routine. He would pour 
himself a beer from a tall bottle of Ballantine Ale™ and closed the 



glass panel doors to the parlor.  I can still feel the glass door knob 
in my hand, but this was his time. Sequestered in the only quiet 
room in the house,  he would watch the evening news and Walter 
Cronkite.

From a very small age, maybe 4, I was allowed to share this quiet, 
special time. Me, only me: The oldest grandchild. Occasionally, an 
inch of ale found its way into my little grape jelly glass as I sat on 
the footstool next to his easy chair. Just he and I and Walter on the 
TV.

I had no idea what Walter was saying, nor did I care. I sat there in 
the quiet, being quiet, barely moving except to sip my ale, sharing 
his evening ritual. I felt special. I felt honored. I felt loved.

Looking back, I know he would have included my sister and my 
cousin, but I was the only one who could sit still and be quiet for 
the entire length of the nightly news. His quiet hour. A simple 
thing he looked forward to after a long day of work: his beer, his 
easy chair, and his nightly news.

And maybe, just maybe, he looked forward to sharing it with me.
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Where In the World Would I Go Again?

Looking back over my years, I find there are so many places I 
would run away to again. Each trip, each sight, each place holds 
wonderful memories for me. Yet, my thoughts are continually 
drawn back to one place, a point on the northwest coast of Ireland.

Many years ago, on my first trip to Ireland, I ventured along a 
narrow road that followed the Atlantic coastline. The road, carved 
into the mountain side, produced a vertical stretch of rock to one 
side and a sheer drop to the other.

I came upon a point where all I could see in front of me was ocean, 
and there to my right, set into the mountain side, was an 
enormous—15- or 20-foot-tall—statue of Jesus with his arms 
outstretched to the ocean. Why here? There had to be a story.

I pulled my car over on a tiny overtake in the road and walked to 
the flimsy guard rail. Below, in a beautiful configuration of rocks 
and ocean, lay a number of wrecked and rotting ships. By the 
looks of them, they were small,  commercial fishing boats. Built to 
conquer, they lay broken on the rocks, battered by the sea, being 
slowly reclaimed by the ocean. The beauty of the land as it 
dramatically met the sea was unforgettable.

I had a view—the brilliant green of the grass,  the stark grey and 
black of the rocks, the intense blue of the ocean—that no artist’s 
palette could reproduce. Yo look down from where the decades old 
statue stood protecting the sailors who traveled this passage, 



where such immense beauty could, in a moment, bring tragedy, 
was overwhelming.

I will never forget standing, still, listening to the sea crash into the 
rocks below me as the sun lowered in the sky. Not for the first 
time. Not for the last time. But that day for me.

➷

❝Don't ask me to leave you and turn back. Wherever you go, I will go; 
wherever you live, I will live" To Carolyn ... forever ... Scott❞
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