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As the narrator of The Family Affair Series, this 4-book series is in story and character form.  I plan to share my own life lessons, information that I gathered from my social work practice, counseling sessions with clients, spiritual wisdom and my understanding of human behavior framed within the toxic pathologies of families.  Toxic families remain aloof to cause and effect at its basic level which can thwart the self-evolution of future generations.  Not inherently or utterly bad, the ego is about self-preservation at all costs and to do this, it will sometimes manipulate and even present a fraud to get what it wants.  

Nevertheless, it seems that anytime that the personhood (soul, spirit, body) of an individual is not honored with respect to being worthy of love, respect, and affirmed as a person of value; the will of that person, if it is not resilient, will look for an alternative self in acquiring a seemingly more liberating self-esteem.  As this happens, sometimes, our down-sittings create voids that will or can be filled with negative nuances of the ‘me’ that we believe ourselves to be.  Many times, these nuances will include fear, anxiety, depression, anger, bitterness, and even maliciousness.  

As a mixture of psychology with some dark shadows, you will see something unhealthy about the relationships in the stories to come.  Gleaning for yourself that something is aloof as each chapter defines its contents at the beginning, which is sometimes of a dark and sinister nature. 

i

As a work of fiction, these are cautionary tales, of the sort.  They include life lessons synonymous with ‘morals of the story’ that are formatted short stories in prose.  In this first book, I will begin with the ending in mind.  This may ruin it for some readers but may bring an epiphany for others.  This work is meant to be captivating and inspiring so that it challenges what you believe about purposeful living.  The chapters will help build curiosity and forethought.  Ah!  The duty of forethought and curiosity.  Both of which we must exhibit in order to be our best in life.  

Key chapter details and the characters’ thoughts will be italicized throughout the book.

ii
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Tradition can stifle the progress of many necessary freedoms.  

- Author

Tulsa, Oklahoma, is soon to be the bane of existence for the fourth generation of Johnson children.  The family moved from Tyler, Texas to this growing city in Oklahoma to start anew; Clarence Johnson recited to his parents.  But there will be adjustments to be made by almost every soul of this seven-member family.  With only four years in the Marines, the man of the house, Clarence, was in and then out before he married Betty Hopson.

“New starts usually begin in January,” Clarence’s father sheepishly protested just before the move.  Nevertheless, Clarence was moving to find better pastures for himself and his family.  He often felt that Tyler, Texas was Ole’ folk’s land and was devoid of any viable future for the young.  And now the children will be miles away from their elders and close friends; left to surmise how to build healthy connections and lasting relationships in a new place.  

Months have passed, and as the newness has worn off, they are faced with the wettest weather they have ever experienced.  Tyler, Texas was sunny and dry with only two seasons, hot and cold.  There was rain, but not enough to maintain green grass and lush flower beds without some hard work.  

Most of the first year for the Johnsons, in Oklahoma, was almost gone when it began raining and did 

not stop.  May is usually the wettest month of the year and this was no surprise, but it was September now and Tulsa was battered with one of the largest floods in recent history.  The Johnson’s have never seen so much rain.  The last two weeks of September left the ground so soggy that flood waters overwhelmed the area and the new home where the family lived.  The newspapers reported that the moisture from a tropical storm that blew into Oklahoma had produced 10-inches of rain in the growing city.  This heavy rainfall saturated the land, but schools would still be open, usually the next day.  Eventually, the flooding subsided.  

Clarence Johnson took the news about the flood damage to his home, with a grain of salt.  Of course, he would not concede that this flood won and caused his dream of a new life to be considered a mistake.  There was still hope and he would try his darndest to prove that to his wife.  And the children, oh well, are to just do what they are told and accept things as they are.  Yet, this would be the ‘ole school’ mentality that will send his children moving all around the globe to rid themselves of the stale odor of complacency and tradition.  

Clarence was a strong man who worked as a truck driver with a lucrative trucking company.  He wasn’t home much and ruled his home with an iron fist.  He had the expectation that no one would get out of line while he was away.  Not even his wife, Betty.  Accepting things, as they are, was difficult for her.  Most of the time Betty sided with her children about her husband’s pursuit of happiness.  As she told him, before they moved, sometimes change can be made right where you are living instead of uprooting the family and moving their children to a new city and state.  

Nevertheless, she embraced the move to Tulsa with as little ambivalence as she could safely exhibit.  At times when Clarence made decisions, he rarely consulted Betty, because that’s how it’s always been.  The man rules the roost, and the bible established him as the head of the wife, some believe.  After dating for only nine months, Betty and Clarence got married with the support of their church and family.  As they matured, they seemed to almost be promised to each other at birth if you were privy to the conversations between their parents and the pastor.

Clarence allowed Betty to handle matters concerning his children.  The wife takes care of the house and children and he as the man, provided.  What could be better than that?  Nevertheless, his wife took these as opportunities to instill a sense of curiosity and adventure in their children.  Secretly, she had wished that her life was so fulfilled.  She knew that she married a staunchly traditional man.  But having another day to try again is always a blessing, if you ask Betty.  She always prayed that things would change.  Too much malcontent can cause ulcers, heart issues, and anxiety.  If she didn’t learn anything, she learned this from living with her parents.  She was trained well and lived with her parents until she was married.  Betty thinks to herself that prayer does the heart good.  But unconditional love can’t save every fermented heart.

Anyway, their five children kept her mind off the negativity of her semi-arranged marriage.  She would just sigh and say to herself, “I’ll complain and sulk about my marital problems when I have time.”  Consequently, she will soon find a new way to deal with her marital disappointments.

Friday was finally here, and the children were all at home after a week of splashing through the streets to and from school.  Speaking to Blair, Margaret, Johnny, Jasmine, and Jason, Betty asked each one about their week and how they are adjusting at the new school.  No one wanted to discuss the details of how they chose to navigate their new terrain.  No one except Blair, the dramatic one, they would say.  She had a lot to say.  Because she did have so much to say, at any time, she was able to make an impression on her teachers and classmates.

“I have a new friend,” she proclaimed.  Betty was happy for her because she felt that things would begin to settle down for at least one of her children.  

Betty responded, “That’s nice baby.”  The youngest, Jason, was still young and needed to be picked up by Betty in their 4x4 monster truck.  Clarence realized that a large truck was a necessity in these parts and not just for hauling off water-soaked rugs and furniture.  Jason loved the ride and laughed as his mother splashed rainwater on the children who had to walk home from school.  

Clarence would be coming home early today, and Betty was anxious about getting home in a hurry to have his meal cooking or on the table before he walked through the door.  The Johnson children were all in their rooms completing their homework or relaxing before Betty got home and she began spouting out commands.  Jason, on the autism spectrum, would be doing whatever he wanted to do, sometimes, until Betty could settle him down after dinner to help him with his homework.

Cooking always gave Betty a reprieve from the constant chaos of five different personalities and sibling arguments.  She would usually daydream of different circumstances or even better ones than what she found herself in with Clarence.  Today, after arriving home, Betty yells at Margaret to find Jason so that they could help her with setting the table.  This gave Jason something to focus on until it was time for him to settle down before dinner.  Margaret was the family’s go to girl.  Margaret hated this responsibility, Blair found it convenient.  Margaret rolls her eyes as she passes Blair’s bedroom and starts yelling for Jason to come with her.

Clarence then walks through the door.  This begins with the regular family saga and the response to the king arriving at his castle.  With a big smile on her face, Betty hurries to welcome the breadwinner home and kisses him on his lips.  Jason runs to his dad and Clarence is happy to see him.  

“My little man!” he yells.  Jason was too big to be jumping into his father’s arms, even now at six years old, Clarence didn’t seem to mind.

As everyone settles around the table, Margaret and Betty finish bringing out the food and place it in front of everyone.  Finally seated, Clarence looks around the table proudly never to notice the somber faces of his four eldest children.  Nor did he take the time to get to know his children individually, it wasn’t something that he was taught.  Neither did he recognize that he felt this same way when he was a child, invisible.  

An authoritarian and autocratic leader, much like his father was, Clarence begins the meal with a dictatorial prayer and goes around the table for his regular report from each child.  Margaret would always start first, just to get it over with which she would tell her siblings.  She always felt that it was hypocritical of her father to lead the family prayer, requiring that they all attend church with their mother, but never attended himself.

Everyone had given their report by the time Johnny clears his throat to begin his dissertation.  By this time, Clarence had tired of all the talk and was not as engaged in listening to Johnny, as things began to quiet down.  

Johnny ends his report with, “...and everybody likes me!”.  Blair and Margaret look at each other and roll their eyes.  Johnny could read his father well.  Jason was not required to give a report.  Of course not, he was daddy’s little man.  Furthermore, any other problems with the children would be discussed behind closed doors when Clarence and Betty retired to their bedroom.

If leaving Tyler, Texas was supposed to infuse a rosier future for Clarence and his family, he needed to learn to allow himself and his children some room to breathe.  Fear and complacency are always hazardous to a family.  Consequently, when tradition is treated as an organism and can breathe then it should produce increased sensitivity.  Subsequently this could build self-awareness and self-esteem in children.  

Thus, his children didn’t feel the need to become his little robots or his ‘minuscule’ trained flying monkeys when they were in front of friends and other family members.  They loathed these times.  Jumping through the hoops of their father’s fantasy circus.  Margaret, ever the realist, was ready to expose the entire show for the fake that it was.

Shadows of the Past

Betty thinks, my poor parents!  Who were they?  Why did they have children as wounded as they were.  Maybe they didn’t know how poor in spirit they really were.  Lying in her bed after dropping Jason off at school, Betty slinks under the covers and begins to cry.  Believing that finally, she had won the war over fantasizing about another man, but in her daydreams, she fantasizes about how good it would feel if that man was her own Clarence.  The indirect thought of which was believing that eventually she could stop thinking about having an affair, and that Clarence would love her this time and realize that he owes her more than a house full of children and money to pay the bills.  He’ll love me this time.  I’ll wait for him to come home and give him another chance.  She hated the idea that she gave so much of herself to him and now has no remnant of the relationship that her parents told her she could have.  

“What have I done to deserve all of this maltreatment?” Betty cried out loud to herself.  Loneliness of mind is a difficult life to live or to subject someone to.  What a pitiful person she believes herself to be now.  As she rolls over to begin to fall asleep, Betty understands now that one should never chase anything so hard that they lose who they are in the process.  She should have maintained her personality and sense of self no matter what.  Even if it meant walking away from her marriage.  If an affair with someone else brought a sense of solace, in short spurts, she now finds that she has only gotten further away from the desire to really be loved by her husband.  Instead, she needed to love herself first because 

Clarence never did.

Home from school and in another room, Johnny proclaims, “I’ll show you how to do it.”  Speaking to Margaret, he took the deck of cards and started giving directions on how to fan, deal and stack a deck of cards.  Playing gin rummy was their favorite pass time when they were bored and Betty had retired to her bedroom feeling overwhelmed.

“No..noo..., can I play?”  Jasmine complained.  “I know how to play.”

“No, you don’t Jasmine!”  Margaret yelled.  Blair sits with her arms folded, waiting for the argument to cease.  She couldn’t be bothered by all this noise.  Soon she will get up and stump into her bedroom.  Slamming the door, which angers Betty, who then swings her bedroom door open.

“What is going on?” Betty yells.  “Can’t I just have one moment of silence?  Wait ‘til your father gets home.  Margaret, I’m just a little tired and I need to rest before dinner, please calm them down so that I can take a little nap.”

“Alright mom, she said.  “Everybody shut up and go to your rooms.  We can try again Sunday after church.”  She directed.  By now Blair had situated herself in her secret safe place.  The closet.  Rocking herself back and forth, she was trying to soothe herself from her previous hostilities.

Later in the evening, Betty finds out that Clarence will be late for dinner.  “Your dad is coming home late tonight,” she says out loud to the children sitting around the table.  

Margaret whispers, “Great, saved by the bell!  I cannot deal with another family report session with daddy.”  Margaret always seemed the most levelheaded no matter what was happening in the house.  Betty tilted her head in disapproval at Margaret’s comment.  Then all the children chimed in at once. 

“Yeah mom, why does he do that?”  Jasmine asked.  “Why do we have to tell him what we do every day when he doesn’t even care.”

“If he came home sometimes, maybe he wouldn’t be so dense.”  Exclaimed Blair.  

“Now Blair!”  Betty says.  

“Well, mom why doesn’t he understand us by now?”  cried Blair.  “Why do we have to put on a show for him just because he walks through the door?  Doesn’t he live here like the rest of us?  How come he can just come and go as he pleases?”  At that point, Clarence walks through the door and Jason gets up to greet him.  The other Johnson clan get up from the table and scatter around the house pretending to be busy.
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A storm is always brewing somewhere.  - Author

Margaret’s father, Clarence, looked to her as a resourceful person and dubbed her the example for the rest of the girls in the family.  And this is when her jealousy and malcontent began.  Like Cinderella, how was she to gain any traction with all the negativities being hurled at her daily.  With no life to call her own, she stole every opportunity that she could by running away in her head.  Fantasy became her friend; the fantasies seemed to her to feel like the real life that she deserved, because the sadness of her lonely life left much to be desired.  Building a sense of safety for her emotional expressions and building close personal friendships with the other girls in the neighborhood was non-existent.  At home, she felt imprisoned.

In walks Dorothy Johnson, as Margaret remembers her, in her usual whirlwind.  Always the consummate gate keeper, the generation’s current matriarch.  Margaret daydreams about her grandmother as the controller, whom everyone respected, whether she deserved it or not.  Physically beautiful her behavior has been refined by the men around her.  Grandma Dorothy always acknowledged Margaret and made her feel important.  Margaret reminiscences that she wants to be just like her Grammy Dorothy.  

Compared to Betty, eleven-year-old Margaret felt that her mother was docile compared to the larger-than-life personality of her grandmother, Dorothy.  Dorothy ruled her roost, and the church folks let her know it.  An emotional bully of sorts, but their church was filled with them.  Each Sunday after church, Dorothy would insist that the pastor and his brood make their way over for some home cooking at her place.  Reverend Franklin Becker, an autocratic pastor that believed that what he says goes, at home and in the church.  As a man, this is how things were expected to be, and everybody fell in line in that order.  Women and children were merely prizes in the man’s game of life and love.

In some way, they all believed that this was the right way.  Born out of the church from past ages, these rules were meant to keep the subordinate in check.  Members were ostracized when they stepped out of line and villainized when they seemed to develop a sense of self.  In this atmosphere, self-development only happened outside the normal gait of soliloquy.  Samuel Johnson was one of those also, Dorothy’s husband.  He was raised to be the strong silent type.  Nevertheless, no matter how determined and strong, Dorothy understood her place.  

In a narcissistic family system acceptance was conditional.  Accept your place or lot in life, as it were, and you will receive benefits of thoughtfulness, periodically.  Everyone in this type of family was expected to submit.  Everyone, that is, from the golden child to the scapegoat.  And these roles are to be adhered to in rote fashion and exemplified in each life that matriculates from its core.

For Betty, if you did not know the family rules, you would learn your role sooner or later.  This included rules that were established through quietly kept manipulative behaviors, verbal and physical abuse.  This was what they called the rod of discipline.  Staunch, rigid, and enforced by the men of the family, then maintained and policed by the women of the family.  

Each adult had learned to be insular by nature, no one was getting out of this system unscathed.  Many children tend to leave these types of families with one or two personality disorders and a host of attachment issues.  Yes, tradition can be evil sometimes masking itself as love and devotion.

Thus, masking tears was all that Betty learned to do, even in her life with Clarence.  Tears that she learned to so easily hide.  But Margaret was determined to gain a sense of self, by any means necessary.  So, for her self-proclaimed freedom of mind, in walks disdain, jealousy, fantasy and deceit.  Every one of her siblings will feel the wrath of this monumental life decision.  Especially Blair.  

As she sighed to herself, this is when Margaret realized how much she missed her family back home in Tyler, Texas.  It will come to light that the Johnson children would quietly bounce back and forth in their ambivalence about living in a new place.  Of course, they were Johnsons.  Raised that way, insular, pretentious, and secretive.  

On the other hand, Jasmine seemed to be adjusting better than the others although she had found a new pastime.  She had become the household mole.  Just like in an old espionage movie, she would secretly gather intel about her siblings and then share the information with one of her parents.  This always gave her a competitive edge whenever she feared being outed about some household crime, by one of the others.  She was the consummate cookie thief.  Whenever cookies were low, she would ensure that she got the last one.  Customarily, Betty would look for a late-night snack and find the jar empty many times.  Instead of household mole, her siblings had other names for Jasmine, like tattletale, snitch, or dead meat.  Whenever accused by Margaret of stealing cookies, Jasmine would inquire, “How do you know?”  Yes, Jasmine was into secrecy too, but as her life unfolds, the family have gleaned very little intel about her thoughts and life goals.

If Jason was daddy’s favorite, he could do no wrong, but no one really cared much about his benefits of birth order.  They just wanted to be as far away from Clarence as possible.  Betty would notice this fact over time.  The divide had been growing and growing simultaneously between Clarence and herself and Clarence and the girls.  Rebellion may be just around the corner.

Why the Storm?

It had been a little over two years since torrential storms ripped through the roof of the Johnson home.  Now spring was setting in and filling the sky with a mix of sun covered by clouds and an occasional gentle sprinkling of rain.  The Johnson children were at home from school now and up to their usual antics as Jason ran throughout the house tormenting his siblings with a game of tag.  

Betty was now in the kitchen preparing a meal, but this Friday Clarence wouldn’t be home at all due to an extra load that he agreed to take further out of the state.  These times concerned Betty because, although she knew that Clarence was a careful driver, the road can be dangerous for anyone.  The four-bedroom house was cozy and warm, Betty made sure of that.  Regularly decorating for the seasons.  Her husband being away from her and raising the children alone was hard enough, so she couldn’t live without some of the comforts of a well-decorated home.  

Margaret begins her entrance into the kitchen with Jason trailing her, hopping like a rabbit, and she laughs as he slips on the kitchen floor.  Blair, in her room was pondering the rain chances and became anxious about sitting at the table if the rain began to produce thunder and lightning.  She was not a fan of the weather in Tulsa.  Many storms were met with a pile of blankets in her closet as a makeshift bed until the storms had passed.  

Blair would beg Margaret to join her, and the girls would huddle up together and fall asleep in the closet with the light from an old flashlight.  Until she had realized what was going on, Betty would fear that the girls had left the home and were stranded somewhere in the neighborhood by flooding water.  But today, Blair soon joined her mother and sister in the kitchen and Betty smiled slightly; happy that the rain had not scared her away from sitting at the dinner table again.

Before long, dinner was over and Johnny, Jasmine, and Jason were sitting in front of the television watching a sitcom.  

Blair, Margaret and Betty were finishing the dishes and dancing to the music from the television show.  It’s the weekend and the girls had plans to go to the skating rink with friends, but if the rain continued Betty feared that the streets would be flooded, and she would not be able to retrieve the girls from the rainy streets.  

Daylight savings time was approaching, and it would bring more time for all the children to enjoy themselves out and about.  Things were more relaxed when Clarence was away from the home.  A staunch advocate that children should never veer too far out of their parents’ sight, he would limit their activities with friends and call them in before dark just to relegate them to unnecessary chores around the house.  

Meanwhile, Clarence was finishing his load and decided to stay at a hotel instead of making the long drive back home.  It was becoming a regular occurrence that he would stay away from home during the week and into the weekend.  In the beginning, this infuriated Betty, leaving her at home for long periods of time with the children.  Although the money was good, she wondered why he needed to take an extra load when the finances seemed to be fine.

Entering the hotel, Clarence found it liberating that his company paid for such nice arrangements, for their employees, when picking up extra loads.  At the hotel, he smiled at the woman behind the counter while noticing her other attributes.  He was a man’s man and gave himself permission to act like it, whenever he saw a beautiful woman, that is.  She was going to know he appreciated her beauty.  

“Room 416,” she said in a soft tone as she handed Clarence his room key.
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Storms cleanse and replenish the earth of unnecessary debris just as personal storms bring new light to our deficient mindsets.

– Author

Over the next few years and with very little help from Clarence, Betty continues to raise the children.  Now all teenagers, the house is chaotic and busy.  The oldest boy is Johnny Johnson.  He is now 16 years old, and a sneaker head.  A boy, and the most celebrated of all children, Johnny is allowed many of the trappings of manhood even before he displays any level of maturity.  But this is the tradition of manhood in his ancestral lineage.  This mindset has been handed down for the past four generations, and Clarence wouldn’t change things if he could.  Imbalanced and unfair in many respects, the family must maintain its original projections.  Fake it ‘til you make it, Clarence tells his son.

The big fake!  Self-absorbed and entitled, Johnny ranks high on the totem pole of life, simply because he is male.  The golden child and he knows it, but not by any slight of the word, lazy.  With no goals to speak of, he is given endless rope, enough to hang any demon.  But he never seems to get in trouble for anything as far as Jasmine can see.  

Ah yes, Jasmine, the vigilant 14-year-old.  She is all things fashionable.  Her room displays her fashion sense.  Now she will have the room to herself, since her sister, Blair, will be going away to college soon.  The space now includes a pink chandelier that she bought with her 

allowance.  To keep the peace, Clarence agreed to allow her to hang it up with his help, of course.  With this Johnny believes that Jasmine gets as much attention as he does and she’s spoiled, ta boot!

Consequently, Betty realizes now that the only way that Clarence does help her is when he whisks her away to a local bed and breakfast for the weekend.  The only out-of-town visits that she was privileged to be included in were when they took trips to see their families in Tyler, Texas.  She sighs to herself and finishes folding clothes while sitting on her bed watching the soaps.  

It’s a beautiful sunny day in September.  School was starting and the weather was not too hot and not too cold and rainy.  Just right for cake and ice cream in the park.  This event has been a mainstay for the Johnson children.  With seven birthdays a year, Clarence and Betty had to come up with some idea of how to affordably celebrate the birth of each child.  

In particular, the adults celebrated their birthdays with a dinner date.  The local restaurants offered a reprieve from Betty’s cooking and a nice dinner at Ti Amo Ristorante Italiano then a movie.  Betty loved this restaurant, and its area of town, Maple Ridge, had a romantic atmosphere that would spark Clarence’s need for closeness.  The children would be farmed out to neighbors’ homes with their friends, and everyone was happy.  Especially Clarence.

Not long after relocating to Tulsa, it was during one of Betty’s birthday outings that she and Clarence decided to establish a tradition, of sorts, to have one big birthday party for all the children at one time.  While they were young, the cake and ice cream in the park events were a novel idea, one of which the children loved.  Each child was able to invite two of their friends, to keep the expense down, of course.  Nevertheless, the park was lined with trees, outdoor equipment like swings, jungle gyms, walking trails, a small lake with duck ponds, and it all gave a great opportunity for a fun filled kid’s party.  

This time, cake and ice cream in the park had become a stalemate between the elder children and Betty.  With the oldest Johnson aging out of these types of events at 19, a power struggle ensued between Betty and the young adults.  Although each child loved the park parties and hung out at the park with friends on a regular basis, it was not the scene for teenagers and young adults.  Betty had been begging Clarence for another alternative for the older children, but he was much too busy to be concerned with Betty’s problems and the children’s ungratefulness.

A compromise came along.  “Mom, Margaret started, me, Johnny and Blair thought of a good idea for our birthday parties.  Since Jasmine is only 14 now and Jason is 12, why can’t you have the cake and ice cream party for them and allow us to have a celebration with our friends downtown at Cinergy Tulsa.”

“What’s Cynergy Tulsa,” Betty frowned.  She knew that this conversation was coming, but it was a foreign idea.

“It’s a spot for teens and young adults to have fun playing video games, bowling, there’s a cinema, and a lot of things to do under one roof,” Johnny explained.  

“And where is it?”  Betty asked.

It was Blair’s turn now, “downtown across from the mall.  It’s easy to get there and we can have Kimberly’s mom take us.”

“How did Kimberly’s mother get involved in this,” Betty queried.  Kimberly and a few friends of Blair and Johnny had also planned to meet them there for the birthday celebrations.  

“Margaret asked Kimberly, because she will be going with us.  Each person just needs to pay an entrance fee of $20 to get in and everything is free, except the food of course,” Blair pleaded.  At this point, Betty was fuming.  Not because of the suggestion, but because Clarence has always left her with the task of figuring things out on her own.  The eldest children all stood wondering what Betty’s answer would be.  She was also thinking of how to fund this activity.  

“Well, it seems like a better alternative since you guys are older now.”  Betty responded.  “I’ll just have to go into the emergency fund and give you each money for the entrance fee and food.  But that’s all I can do.”  Betty walked to the bedroom rolling her eyes at the thought of Clarence’s dereliction of duty.  He’ll just have to replenish the fund when he gets home.  

They all promised to be home by 11pm and Johnny would make sure that the girls were safe while at the event.

Why Me?

Now a 20-year-old, Margaret, the second born, was able to escape from her home prison to hang out with some friends who had begun attending college.  They told her that they were planning to go to a popular NCO Club at Fort Sill U.S. Army Post.  It was spring break and there was excitement in the air for most college students.  She told her mother that she was spending the night at a girlfriend’s home for the weekend, but she and a group of friends packed themselves in an old beat-up Volkswagen for the 190-mile ride to Lawton, Oklahoma.  Without any concern of what may be transpiring at the sleepover with Margaret’s girlfriend, Betty settles in for the night.  

Tomorrow will bring a lot of work for the annual neighborhood barbeque.

The community has always come together for the neighborhood barbeques.  This is a regular occurrence, throughout the year, that many would attend, because numerous families were regularly being displaced due to annual tornados or torrential rains.  Many times, a big flood displaced some of the elderly population, especially when the electricity was out for hours or even days.  Building camaraderie was a specialty that emanated from Clarence’s pores.  He couldn’t wait to host this year’s neighborhood barbeque.  Consequently, these events weren’t what, the now MIA Margaret had come to enjoy as a young woman.  So, she was overjoyed that, this year, she had escaped.

On the dance floor, in the arms of Spec. Matthew Cutler, Margaret couldn’t believe her luck.  Away for the weekend with friends and dancing with one of the most attractive men in the club.  Spec. Cutler was 6 foot 5 inches, a stealth figure of a man along with his well fitted jeans and button up shirt.  Margaret couldn’t wait to see him in his uniform.  But the night was now almost over, and she had to encourage him to stay in touch with her.  

After all the hoopla seven girls piled back into the small car, talking over each other, they shared how fun the night had been.  Three in front and four in the back.  The middle front passenger, Kimberly, had the expressed opportunity of sitting on the gearbox for the entirety of the trip.  It was the lot that she drew because she refused to be left at home only to hear about the trip later.  
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