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A Fairy Godmother Tale

Ashley giggled as she emptied the fourth wine bottle into Heather's glass. “Maybe I should have bought more.” She eased her slender body onto the ottoman and raised her glass.

“To us!” The five friends toasted each other.

Heather, Susan, and Meagan, were seated on the sofa. All three were carefully clad in California casual as befitted their rank. Linda was in the overstuffed chair nearest the sofa, her golden hair beauty-parlor perfect, but her outfit was a mishmash of definitely not designer abused $269.99 jeans, but authentic faded, frayed jeans that clung to every bump and curve, a designer blouse, and flip flops completed her outfit.

This was their semi-annual gathering to discuss their lives, joys, aspirations, politics, family, irks and irritations, employment, and significant others. They had thoroughly debated those subjects and were cautiously dancing around spirituality.

“What precisely does that mean?” asked Meagan, the confirmed atheist. “It sounds like a new word for religion, except you don't offend anyone by mentioning a specific religion or belief.” Like the rest, her nails gleamed, carefully applied makeup enhanced her features.

“Oh, no,” the rest were quick to chorus.

“It means that you are on a search for your inner self to connect with the life force of the universe.”

“And what, Susan, is 'life force' if not a euphemism for God?”

“Really, Meagan, you can't deny the benefits of meditation for health and inner growth.” Ashley was horrified. “Why even doctors acknowledge the power of prayer for the very ill.”

The others rushed in with their own explanations.

“What utter rot!” Meagan exploded.

The four stared at her in disbelief.

Heather stood. “Meagan, I have $25,000.00 dollars that says you will notice a difference if you practice it.” Heather had succeeded in the market place and had married an older, extremely wealthy ex-stockbroker who promptly had the good sense to drop dead when the SEC wanted to investigate his personal dealings with a well-known oilman.

“Do you mean I'm supposed to sit around for ten or twenty minutes a day thinking about some deity to achieve self-awareness and a feeling of peace?” Inwardly she gritted her teeth. She hadn't mentioned her company would be downsizing in six months. If she didn't find employment right away, she'd lose her house and car.

“If I did try it,” and she stressed did, “and reported that nothing happened, would you renege?”

“No, I wouldn't. You must meditate at least fifteen minutes a day upon a spiritual entity for six months. You can report the results when we're together again. I'll be prepared to write you a check.”

“Are you dictating the entity?”

“No, you pick the spiritual guide or entity, but you do have to name the entity of mediation.”

Meagan considered. $25,000.00 would cover three months worth of living expenses with money left over. By that time she would have another place of employment. She racked her brains trying to think of something less offensive to her sensibilities.

“Well,” Heather challenged, “do you accept or do you concede that we are correct?”

“You're wrong.” Meagan snapped.

“So prove it.” The rest applauded Heather's response. “You may even choose yoga, Meagan, as long as it isn't an inanimate object.”

The last glass of wine interfered with Meagan's brain cells and nothing suitable seemed to surface. She needed a fairy godmother at a time like this. On the theory that more wine would be beneficial, she emptied the glass in one swallow. She needed someone equipped with a wand that could make things right. Meagan straightened, and sat primly like a little girl in a pew.

“Very well, I choose the Fairy Godmother, an appropriate mythical figure devised by a man.”

They looked at her stunned.

“But what spiritual values are embedded in a Fairy Godmother?” Ashley was horrified.

“The conditions are that I meditate on anything I wished except an inanimate object.” She controlled an effort to laugh. What an easy $25,000.00 this would be. If she found employment immediately, she could afford a new luxury car and pay off some of those credit cards.

“Oh, I nearly forgot. How does one meditate? I know how to set the timer, but what do I do; sit with my hands folded, look upward, or what?”

“Meagan, you can sit, stand, jog, assume the lotus position, or recline. You should be wary about the latter as falling asleep doesn't count.” Heather was becoming shrewish. “We're taking your word on this as it is.”

“I can always sit up a video.” Meagan smiled at them. “Do I need incense or bells?”

“Yes, if that sets the mood; otherwise, no. Sometimes complete quiet is more beneficial. Crystals and scented oils are used to set the mood.” Ashley tried to interject a calm response.

Heather would have none of it. “You're afraid we're right. Either take the bet now or forget it.”

“I'll take it. I'll even set up the video and you can watch every minute of it. When I win, I'll cater our next meeting.”

Everything that could possibly go wrong did. Meagan lost her job, but catered the next meeting as a way to celebrate and collect her $25,000.00. She did not find another position. Her ARM mortgage reset and the payments were impossible to meet. The stock market tanked along with the housing market. She shunned her friends and tried selling her house, but no takers. Her 401K and stock purchases were worthless.

Within one year, she was reduced to a sleeping bag under a cement overpass and a cart filled with her possessions. Today, she'd eaten at a mission and pocketed a protein bar at a drugstore while paying for another one. The two bars were her dinner tonight and breakfast in the morning.

“It's too damn bad there really isn't a fairy godmother,” she muttered as she returned from the bushes after relieving herself.

“Here I am, dearie.”

Meagan looked at the woman who had materialized in front of her. Her graying blonde hair was long and flowing, the tiara on her head wobbled to one side, the satin, white gown clung to her figure and flowed to the ground to cover any footwear. The golden wand and huge jewels on her fingers did not look like fakes; neither did the large, clear stone in her pendant. Her brown eyes were beginning to dim with age and there were wrinkles around her mouth and eyes. The neck was crisscrossed with diamond puckers of skin.

“Where were you when I needed you?”

“Tut, tut, my dear, tonight your prayers are answered. Tomorrow all will be as it is now, but tonight you'll attend the academy awards and the dinner and dance afterward. Of course, you will have to leave at midnight.”

“In these clothes? They wouldn't let me in the door.”

“Very easily taken care of, my dear, plus I supply the transportation, a nice Bentley or Mercedes. I won't even make you catch the mice like dear Cinderella had to do.”

“One night? I need a house, a job, my clothes.”

“Don't be silly. I am the Fairy Godmother. I do balls, not jobs.”





Cruise Control

Cruise control is one of the marvels of modern automotive engineering. Once you are at the speed limit, you simply set the control and it takes over. A blind man could drive the car for all the effort it takes to hold the speed constant. Maybe that is the reason a blind man by the name of Ralph Teetor invented it.

It was for me (a frugal person at heart) a rather expensive option. Not as bad as when it first came out and was limited to your top-of-the line automobiles like Chrysler Imperial. Cruise control remains an option for fewer and fewer vehicles. All I wanted was an automobile to take me from point A to point B at a reasonable cost. Said cost, of course, required a decent mileage. As you can see, my life style became as dull as my accounting profession.

Today many of your newer cars come equipped with all the bells and whistles including cruise control and excellent mileage. That description applies to my shiny, smells-like-a-new-car-interior vehicle. Your self-righteous environmentalist will expound, “I never exceed fifty-five miles per hour to save gasoline and leave less of a carbon imprint.” Well, fine and dandy, but the speed limit on my regularly traveled highway is seventy to eighty miles per hour. Twiddling along at fifty-five could induce road rage in the person behind a slow moving vehicle. Not something one needs with trucks and autos whizzing by. The most compelling argument for possessing cruise control is that setting the speed control saves gasoline money.

How you may ask? It's simple. The cruise control creates an even flow to keep the speed at where you have set it. If you are driving at seventy miles per hour and try to keep it at seventy miles per hour, you need to keep checking your speed along with the traffic on either side, in front, and behind you. If you check your mileage at the end of a trip or a stretch of road and you've maintained a seventy mile per hour average, it means you've driven under and over, adjusting your gas pedal accordingly. Sorry, you can't do it as efficiently as a machine.

With the cruise control on, I found I could sit back and enjoy watching the scenery instead of the speedometer. That chore of driving became relaxing. I set the cruise control and went sailing down Highway 10. There were buildings, rocks and greenery off in the distance that I had never seen before. I heaved a sigh at the ease with which I clipped off the miles. It became a soothing drive, a soothing, relaxing morning; so relaxing I fell asleep.

Now I'm on a journey that never ends, cruising at seventy miles an hour on a road filled with madmen and madwomen as punishment for my stupidity. It's a never ending replay of what we did wrong. At least I went out with a bang.





Rest in Peace

Dad didn't really grasp the concept of Rest In Peace when he passed on. True, life around him was always disruptive, but since his demise, things became worse. Things like banging doors in the middle of the night are a real bummer when you're trying to sleep away the wine buzz in your head. Those late night trips to the bathroom take on a whole new aspect when ramming your big toe into a piece of furniture that is supposed to be against the far wall—not in the middle of your direct path. In real life Dad would throw things whenever he was upset and yell; especially yell at the offender whether present or not.

At least he can't yell anymore or if he is yelling, no one hears him. But throwing things? He didn't stop. A physical manifestation that is totally impossible according to the scientific world. Science needs to revisit that issue. You try sitting peacefully at the table enjoying your dinner and then glasses and plates start crashing in the kitchen. Consequently, I've switched to all plastic, but even those will shatter when thrown hard enough.

I really hadn't wanted to return to the little desert town that I ran from as a young adult, but I needed time to lick my wounds. Brian, my ex, had decided that he needed his space and that we were through. Considering the arguing we had done every night for years, I didn't even bother to bat my big blues at him. Not only did he divorce me, but my company downsized. During the divorce, Brian managed to be awarded part of my “golden” parachute on the basis that his bad back made him partially disabled. Our house was sold as part of the divorce settlement. Of course, with home prices sinking all over the nation, the price was far less than he anticipated. It also meant I needed to conserve my money. I did splurge on new clothes and a blond hairdo before returning home. At least it was a refuge while I redefined my life. Unfortunately, Dad was the only living parent and we differed on politics.

To escape his constant bickering, I took a course in creative writing at the local community college. That's where I was when the police paged me out of class. It seems Dad suffered a stroke while driving and had been involved in a one vehicle crash. At first they thought he was drunk, then realized it was a medical problem caused by a massive stroke. His abilities to move, talk clearly, or swallow were destroyed.

The hospital in Joshua Tree, California wanted to send him down below to Palm Springs for intensive treatment, but I already had his living will and he had forbidden any heroic measures or feeding tubes. His orders were clear.

“Let me die in peace and at home if possible.”

The medical professionals patiently explained that without a tube in his stomach for feeding he would die. I agreed with them, but I honored my father's wishes. Hospice transported him home.

The Hospice people came every day to move him, bathe him. A visiting nurse made sure the liquid IV was correct. I spent my days checking on him and the nights in a chair beside him. Most of the time his breathing was slow and labored and his eyes closed. Whenever he noticed me, Dad would rouse briefly and whisper, “id.” His face would turn red and his eyes closed again as he resumed his labored breathing.

Now Dad was never one for philosophical musings about the Id. He was more of a beer, football, and motorcycle kind of guy. His choice of words, or rather a word, baffled me. To wile away the time, I worked crossword puzzles. When one definition asked for a cockney's home, the explanation hit me. Dad wasn't referring to the Id. He meant hid.

The next time he roused to say id, I clasped his hand and asked, “Do you mean you hid something, Dad?”

For one moment his face cleared and he blinked his eyes.

“Eg,” was his next utterance and his eyes closed.

This was just as puzzling as the first word, but obviously the added h would mean heg or maybe hag. One certainly can't hide a nonexistent heg, but if he had hidden a hag, you'd think she'd object or start to smell. I gave up trying to figure it out.

By nightfall his breathing slowed. Suddenly his eyes blinked open, then his mouth widened, and he hoarsely whispered, “Eg, no, eg, id eg…” Before he could say more, his head fell back. Whatever he was trying to say died with him. I called the Hospice number I'd been given and sat down to wait for the professionals. Dad was buried within the week.

The first two weeks after the funeral was filled with paperwork, cleaning, and clearing the main closet. In the garage were his vehicles that needed the title changed prior to selling and his tools. The Hospice people suggested grief group therapy or a therapist. I'm a great one to direct others into counseling when needed, but the word therapist has always put me off. Remove the first three letters and you are left with rapist. Trust me; some of my friends that took advantage of the therapist solution realized the truth of the spelling.

All the closet clearing, dusting, and mopping turned up nothing of particular value that was hidden away. Dad's methods were as straightforward as his life; other than the beer drinking at times.

As I accumulated articles for the yard sale the doors began banging and things moving. One day this went on from morning to midnight. Lights would snap on for no reason. To fight back, I bought earplugs and a sleeping mask. Then I called a realty agent.

The realty agent had hair a little too black, but in the desert heat he wore a white shirt with a tie. I suspected he loosened it or removed it the minute he was not with a client, but, hey, he was here with said tie. Not that the housing market was moving. Actually, houses had now been sitting for seven months rather than six, but banging doors, flying objects, and lights going on and off were enough to make me a motivated seller.

They also proved too much for the agent. On the first banging door, I tried to laugh it off as the desert wind banging something against the house. The second time, I exclaimed, “Oh my, that poor bird almost knocked itself out on the window.” The agent's face was turning red when a salt shaker went flying by and the kitchen light blinked off an on.

“What is going on here?” It was a rhetorical question addressed to the wall.

Then a potted plant hit him in the back of the head. He turned on me.

“Miss Danbury, I don't know what you are trying to pull, but you need another agent, one who appreciates practical jokes.” His face was a mottled tan and white as he stormed out of the house, loosening his tie as he ran.

My neighbor, Jeri Taylor, was heading her rose bushes. When she heard the door slam, she turned and watched him sprint to his car, fumble at the door, and roar away. She swiped a gray lock of hair back on her forehead and turned towards me with a puzzled look on her face.

“Linda, wasn't that your realty person? What ailed him?”

From inside the house came the sound of the contents of the silverware drawer hitting the floor and cabinet doors slamming. I knew it wasn't polite, but there was no way I could answer her. I simply rushed back inside to deal with the mess.

“All right, Dad, settle down. I won't move until I find what you hid.” I didn't know if he could hear me or would listen to me, but at least the doors quit banging while I picked up the silverware.

Jeri's voice startled me. “Well, it looks like Walt is still capable of throwing a fit, and you, my dear, look like you could use a nice glass of ice tea. Shall we go over to my place?”

“Yes, your place,” was all I could think of to say.

She didn't exactly lead me by the hand, but I don't remember walking there. I came back to reality when I slid into her kitchen chair.

“I really must apologize for following you into your house like that, but I was afraid you were in danger. I had no idea Walt had become a poltergeist. It's better to discuss things here.” She held two glasses to the ice maker, pulled the pitcher from her fridge, and filled the glasses.

She handed one to me and then sat in the chair on the opposite side of the table. “How long has this been going on, and what is it that Walt hid?” Jeri swiped the offending lock of hair back from her forehead.

I almost cried. Until now I hadn't realized how stressful the last few weeks had been. Here was our retired, comfortably padded, neighbor talking like an angry spirit roaming the house was normal.

“I don't know. I didn't even know he hid anything until I figured out he meant hid instead of 'Id' like he kept saying. When I asked him what he hid, he said 'eg or egg', maybe he meant 'ag.' Eg with an h in front of it didn't make any sense and neither does hag. Just to make sure, I checked in the fridge, but the one carton of eggs contained eggs, nothing else.”
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