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Menopause Musings 


Who is this batty woman 


with hormones all unstable, 


who used to feel so confident, 


but now is quite unable 


to handle even simple tasks 


with confidence and flair, 


who cries and yells and rages 


that life is so unfair?




Dear God, I think it’s me.




Who is this dreadful woman, 


who once was so delightful 


to spend an hour or two with, 


but now is just so frightful 


that seconds seem like hours 


and days turn into years, 


who sobs and storms and threatens, 


then covers you with tears?




Oh Lord, I fear it’s me.




Who is this happy woman, 


who thinks that life’s a laugh, 


whose confidence is huge, 


there’s no blockage in her path 


to writing epic novels 


at ten thousand words a day 


with wild euphoric feelings 


that she wishes could just stay?




Oh yes, that could be me.




Who is this frenzied woman 


who’s trying to contain 


her mood swings and hot flushes, 


which really are a pain?


So many times she’s woken, 


to find herself on fire, 


with bedclothes drenched, 


but feeling not one atom of desire.




Oh dear, I know it’s me.




Who is this nutty woman 


with her crazy sense of humor, 


who terrifies her husband, 


or is that just a rumor?


He’s male and he should suffer, 


we ladies know the cause.


Our monthly curse is followed 


by the bloomin’ menopause!




You’ve guessed, of course, it’s me.


Lorraine Mace 






Introduction 


People like you and I, though mortal of course like everyone else, do not grow old no matter how long we live . . . [We] never cease to stand like curious children before the great mystery into which we were born.


Albert Einstein 




Since I am the only female coauthor on this title, Jack and Mark agreed it was appropriate for me to pen the introduction. Smart men!


Creating this book has been different from the other titles I have produced with Jack and Mark, and for one primary reason: In reading the hundreds of stories submitted by people like you for this book, I had an epiphany—I was in menopause!


Prior to starting this book project, I was experiencing a great mystery in my life, just like the one Albert Einstein (one of my all-time favorites, next to Mark Twain) refers to in his quote above. Granted, you can interpret his quote in many ways, but I like to think that, as adults, we have the ability to retain a child-like exploration and curiosity about life. I’ll never get old, I always happily said to myself.


Well, that fantasy came to a screeching halt in late 2005 when I had to hold a restaurant menu at arm’s length! I was confused at first as I tried to focus, blaming my blurry eyesight on the fact that I had been working hard on the final manuscript for Chicken Soup for the Entrepreneur’s Soul. I knew there was just no way that I could have problems with my eyes—I was the only one in my entire family who had perfect vision, and I teased my siblings and parents about it, a lot.


Then I started to get my kids’ names mixed up. I called my teenage daughter Lahre by her younger brother’s name, Shawn, and vice versa. Huh? They were just as confused, but more so when I started doing it more often, also calling them by their dogs’ names—Shilo and Coco!


Next, my thought processes started to slip, and for the first time in my life I was at a loss for words. (If you know me, you’re probably laughing because you know I can TALK!) I was giving a live, on-air radio interview for Entrepreneur’s Soul from the comfort of my home office when I totally forgot the name of an entrepreneur from the book who started Famous Dave’s restaurants. Again, the chain is called Famous Dave’s. The answer is Dave Anderson, an amazing man and friend of mine. I stammered and stalled, then said, “Oh, we have many other wonderful entrepreneurs in the book,” trying to steer the interview in another direction. When I hung up, I turned around and, lo and behold, on my desk was Dave’s latest cookbook that he had sent as a gift. His smiling face and printed name were staring back at me.


By this time, Lahre and Shawn were onto my memory lapses and started with the, “Don’t you remember, Mom . . . you said I could stay up past eleven?” or “Mom, you promised we’d have pizza tonight!” I would just stare at them, then look to my hubby Ken for back-up. His  memory’s worse than that of anyone I know, so he wasn’t much help!


But the most upsetting thing was that I was hot (and not in the way Ken enjoyed most). I’m naturally cold due to my low blood pressure, but all of a sudden I was hot— really HOT—all of the time! And sweaty, too, and it wasn’t only after my Jazzercise classes or treadmill workouts. What in the world is wrong with me? I worried, and often.


That’s when I had my epiphany. I started reading all the wonderful stories sent in for this book—stories from vision problems and memory loss, to confusion and chin-hairs (I didn’t want to share that personal story, but I do borrow Ken’s electric razor every other day), to weight gain (another story I left out, on purpose) and hot flashes. Many of the stories mirrored my life and my maladies!


“Whoa, wait a minute,” I proclaimed from my office chair one day when reading a menopause story about losing one’s mind, “This is happening to me!” I startled my sister Shayla, who is our assistant extraordinaire. Never mind that she’s nearly ten years younger than me and as beautiful and youthful as any thirty-something should be. She just laughed and said, “Lynnie, maybe you’re starting menopause—you are in your forties!”


Menopause. The word hit me hard. Then I smiled, thinking of my childlike curiosity about life, my curiosity to explore new things and revel in new experiences. That’s when I picked up the pile of submitted stories and read like crazy, learning from the women who have come before me. Thank you for your contributions to this book. I am forever grateful.


Dahlynn McKowen 






Share with Us 


We would love to hear your reactions to the stories in this book. Please let us know what your favorite stories were and how they affected you.


We also invite you to send us stories you would like to see published in future editions of Chicken Soup for the Soul. Please send submissions to: www.chickensoup.com.




Chicken Soup for the Soul 


P.O. Box 30880 


Santa Barbara, CA 93130 


fax: 805-563-2945 


We hope you enjoy reading this book as much as we enjoyed compiling, editing, and writing it.






Changing 


Dimply thighs 


Crinkled eyes 


When did I grow this tummy?




Patience low 


I just don’t know 


Why some think this is funny.




Can’t lose weight 


Running late 


What is it I’m forgetting?




Money’s tight 


Don’t sleep at night 


I wish I could stop sweating!




Memory lapse 


Strange need for naps 


Some days I feel so lazy!




Happy, sad 


Then raging mad 


This “change” will drive me crazy!


Lisa Newkirk 






The Menopause Blues 


These menopausal sweats and shivers and shakes!
 Lord, they’re really more than a body can take!
 One moment I am hot, and the next I feel cold, 
Yet I’m told it’s all to do with my “growing old!”


My teeth and my hair are departing from my head,
 And my figure is developing that “hourglass” spread.
 Wrinkles fast are multiplying all in a race,
 To see which can be first to disfigure my face.


I need some new glasses to read the fine print,
 And my joints squeal in protest if I have to do a sprint.
 Although my needs are plenty and my pleasures are few,
 My bones refuse to do what I tell them to do.


My heart palpitates at twice the given rate,
 Yet when I need some energy, it’s several beats late!
 The very simplest chores have now become a huge task, 
And if you want help, dear, please don’t ask!


Sometimes I forget where I put things down,
 Or even where I’ve parked the #$%& car downtown!
 One day I am happy, but the next I’m full of tears,
 And I often feel I haven’t slept for seven hundred years!


To those lovely women out there who have aged with
     such grace,
 Either someone’s lying, or I’m quite a disgrace!
 And to other ladies following, whose praises now I sing!
 Ignore all the advice, and just do your own thing!


What was that you said, dear? I didn’t quite hear,
 But then, you know, I’m slightly deaf in my other ear.
 In any case, please tell me, Lord, this won’t last long,
 Or these “menopause blues” could be my very last song!


Valerie J. Palmer 






1


MENTAL-PAUSE 


The most wasted day of all is that during which we have not laughed.


Sebastian R.N. Chamfort 








Up a Tree 


The best way to predict the future is to invent it.


Alan Kay 




More than 50 million baby boomers turned 50 as the century came to an end. It’s estimated that 35,000 women per day find themselves in the menopausal range. I am one of them. Growing up, I never heard the word “menopause.” It was never discussed, or, if it was, it was whispered about in hushed tones between adults and behind closed doors.


When I began to suspect something funny was going on in my body, I went to the library to see if I could find anything on the subject. The good news was that I probably have one-third to one-half of my life ahead of me. The bad news was that I could spend a lot of that time having palpitations, hot flashes, night sweats, depression, loss of bladder control, roller coaster–like emotions, itchy and blotchy skin, insomnia, memory loss, urinary tract infections, and hair loss and hair growth in all the wrong places.


I slammed the book shut. When I began reading, I had all the above symptoms except depression. Now I was  depressed, too! One thing I did find out was that heredity plays a large role when it comes to menopause. My mother never had any problems, did she? I thought to myself. I decided to call and find out. Our conversation went something like this:


“You know, Mom, I believe I am going through menopause.”


I heard an audible gasp, then an “Oh, no.”


“Mom, it’s not a death sentence. Every woman goes through it sooner or later. You did, right? I know I was a teenager then and doing my own thing, but I don’t recall. . . . ”


“Oh, honey, honey. Don’t you remember that summer I took your little brother and went to Kentucky on a bus?” 


I was confused by her question. “Yeah, but what’s that got to do with menopause?”


“Well, I don’t remember why I went, and when I got there, I didn’t know where I was. Your poor dad had to come and get us.”


“What are you saying, Mom? I’m going to lose my mind?”


“Probably” was her answer, followed by a muffled sob. 


“Mother, none of the books from the library says one thing about a woman losing her mind just because she’s going through menopause. It actually can be a pretty smooth process.”


I heard another sob. “Well, then, why are you asking me?”


“I’m asking you because family heredity plays a big role. I mean, you went through it fairly early, and so will I.”


“Yes, but I went crazy,” she said, and then blew her nose.


“Mom, you didn’t go crazy!”


“Don’t tell me I didn’t go crazy. Do you remember after you were grown, you said you couldn’t eat anyone’s great  northern beans but mine? They were always burned, that’s why. You thought they were supposed to taste that way. Remember how shocked you were to find out homemade fudge wasn’t supposed to be eaten with a spoon?” she explained. “I always meant to apologize to you kids for that.”


“Mom, I always liked your beans and your fudge. The important thing is, you’re not crazy now, are you?”


“I’m not sure. Your father says that’s debatable.”


Sweat popped out on my brow. “Okay, Mom, I tell you what, let’s just drop it. Let’s talk about Grandma. Did she do okay going through menopause?”


“Oh Mary, I wish you hadn’t asked that.”


“Why? What happened?” I heard more nose-blowing in the background. I braced myself for the worst.


“Honey, your grandma, God rest her soul, climbed a tree. . . .”


I was glad that I was braced.


“. . . and she took off most of her clothes and . . .”


My head was spinning. “Why did she take her clothes off?” I asked. “Don’t tell me, she was crazy, right?”


“She went crazier than a loon. I think she got to sweating, no air-conditioning in those days, you know. We had the best breezes in those trees on the hill. Of course, later, she didn’t remember doing it. It sure did embarrass your grandpa, though.”


With all the strength I could muster, I said, “I’m sure it did. Well, Mom, I’m going to let you go. You’ve been very helpful. Tell Dad hi for me. I love you both.”


“Love you too, honey. I’m so glad we can talk like this. Hope I helped. Bye-bye.”


Just before hanging up, she told me to call her if there was anything she could do to help. I did ask one favor. “If you ever see me up in a tree, please call 911, and then ignore me.” She was still laughing when we hung up!


A few weeks later, I was talking on the phone to one of our church’s Sunday school teachers about my situation. She suggested I talk to my mother. I laughed until I cried, and then I shared the conversation I had had with her. She laughed until she cried, too.


Mary Jo Fullhart 
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“You know, we could call the fire department . . . that’s
 what she does when we’re stuck in a tree.”


Reprinted by permission of Lahre Shiflet. ©  2007 Lahre Shiflet.






I’m Melting!


“What are you doing in the freezer, Mama?”


“Cooling off.”


Lisa laughed. “You look ridiculous!”


I pulled my head out of the freezer for a moment to study my daughter.


“Who cares? At least I’m not disintegrating. You want to know what’s ridiculous? I’ll tell you. It’s the dream I had last night. I was never more grateful to wake up in my life.”


Lisa plopped down on the kitchen chair, with Bronwyn on her lap. Bronwyn is my two-year-old granddaughter. “So tell me.”


“I was in a store, and the annual Christmas bash was only one hour away, when, all of a sudden, I felt a hot flash coming on!”


“Oh, no.” Lisa was well informed on the woes of my menopause. She giggled.


“Oh, yes. Do you know what it feels like to have your body temperature rise a hundred degrees per second?”


“No. But I’m sure I’ll find out someday.”


“You can bank on that.”


“So what did you do?” she asked, egging me on.


“At first, zilch,” I replied. “My carefully applied makeup melted, and I had nothing left but raccoon eyes and a shiny face that looked like it was dipped in a vat of Crisco. And not only that, it felt like my scalp was burning and my hair had caught fire. Thankfully, a pool of sweat put the fire out. I panicked because I knew I wouldn’t have time to reapply my makeup and go to the hairdresser for a fresh shampoo and blowout, let alone run to the boutique to buy a new silk suit before the party. You know how fragile silk is. So I did the only thing I could think of. I began to peel off my clothes.”


“Good grief, Mama, you did what?”


“I began to peel off my clothes.” Now I was the one who was laughing, along with Bronwyn. She loved my dramatics, a by-product of my spending so much time on the stage. “You should have seen the looks on the faces around me.”


“I can imagine,” Lisa said, totally scandalized.


“But it wasn’t so much that I stripped myself naked that embarrassed me,” I added, watching her horrified face turning interesting shades of red, “but rather the fact that I hadn’t kept up my figure. There really was no excuse.”


Lisa put her hands over Bronwyn’s ears. Bronwyn smiled at me. She was a little nudist.


“The point,” I said with all the unpredictable practicality of menopause, “is that I soon forgot my embarrassment in the blessed relief that I got from the store’s air conditioning system. I could have stayed in that store all day. I seriously thought of not going to the party so I could do just that.”


Lisa looked like she wanted to put her hands over her ears. But she couldn’t. They were still on Bronwyn’s. Bronwyn continued to smile at me. The darling, she was very comfortable in her skin, and if I didn’t love her so much, I would’ve envied her.


“I cannot believe you did such a thing!” Lisa cried, appalled.


“Oh, for goodness sake, honey,” I said, “It was just a dream.” I shut the freezer door. I felt much better. But my hair felt crispy. “I need to buy more ice cream.”


“It’s at my house. You said you were on a diet and the best place to leave it was in my freezer.”


The other thing that bothered me about mental pause, er . . . menopause . . . were my frequent memory lapses. “But Lisa, honey,” I defended myself, “your house is thousands of miles away. Are you telling me I have to get on a plane in order to get some ice cream?”


“Well, you are watching your figure,” she said reasonably. “You want to be skinny.”


As if that’s ever going to happen again in my lifetime, I thought. Oh, the sweet change of life—I wanted to rip its head off! Still, old dreams die hard. I still had my favorite skinny pants on a shelf where I could walk by them every day and salivate over them. I refused to give them up; I still fantasized I would wear them again someday, even if they were horribly out-of-date. Of course, Lisa wouldn’t go anywhere I went when I wore them. But I was confident Bronwyn would. They would be back in style by then—for a teenager. Maybe we could go to the gym together.


Lisa looked at the travel brochures I had piled on the table. “Where are you going on vacation this year?” she asked.


“This year? Alaska. It’s cold there. No beaches in the winter, no bikinis, lots of men. Did you know that men far outnumber women in Alaska?”


“You’re married!” Again Lisa was horrified.


“I know!” I replied without batting an eyelash. “But do you realize how much good it does for an old broad’s ego to think she can still elicit an admiring eye from the  opposite sex, especially when she hasn’t done anything to warrant it? That’s a lot easier to do when she’s bundled under a cloud of fur.”


“You’re impossible!” Lisa leapt up and, balancing Bronwyn on her hip, made for the freezer.


I stood aside, guardedly. “Just you wait; someday you’ll be like me. In mental pause.”


“Like you? Mama, I would never run around a store naked! Or go to Alaska to wink at men.” Lisa stuck her head in the freezer. “I’m checking to make sure you don’t have any ice cream in here.”


The ice cream was hidden. Well hidden, behind all the diet items. Wisdom, albeit a sneaky sort of wisdom, is something else that Lisa would gain in time—besides weight when the estrogen receptors of the female brain are not supplied.


Janet Hall 
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“She’s supposedly looking for the fishsticks.”


Reprinted by permission of Ralph Gregory. © 2006 Ralph Gregory.






Feeling Better?


One Saturday, my husband of twenty-eight years looked pitifully at me and moaned, “I think I’m coming down with something.”


“Why do you say that?” I asked.


“Because I have a scratchy throat, achy joints, and a little headache.”


“Take some medicine, drink tons of water to flush out your system, and go rest,” I advised.


“You sound like a doctor,” he said with a slight grin. “So, where’s some medicine?”


“Oh, brother,” I rolled my eyes and snapped. “After all these years you don’t know where I keep medicine?”


“I’m not feeling well. I don’t want to think.”


“Go look in the medicine cabinet or on our bedroom dresser.”


The following Friday, we were eating breakfast in the wee hours before he left for work. “I’m still not feeling well,” he sighed between bites of his cereal.


“I thought you were taking some medicine.”


“I have been!”


“Well, what are you taking, sweetie?”


“Every morning, as soon as I get up, I take that medicine on the dresser.”


“And you’re still not feeling better?”


“I sleep like a log, but nothing else.”


“Are you taking the right dosage?”


“It’s dark when I get up. I don’t want to turn on the light and wake you.”


“Well, honey, read the box to make sure you’re taking it right.”


“I didn’t see a box.”


“There should be a box the medicine comes in.”


“There’s no box!”


“Medicine always comes in a box with instructions!”


“I’m just taking those white pills you laid out on the dresser.”


“Which white pills?”


“The ones you have in a basket on the corner.” We stared blankly at each other for a moment. Then his eyes narrowed and his forehead furrowed in thought. A smile broke out on my face.


“Those are my estrogen pills!”


Brenda Nixon 
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“Help me, Doc, I took several of
 my wife’s hormone pills by mistake!”


Reprinted by permission of Earl Engleman. © 2006 Earl Engleman.






A New Routine 


The best and most beautiful things in the world cannot be seen or even touched—they must be felt with the heart.


Helen Keller




For millennia women danced through life, preparing themselves to waltz, polka, or tango through menopause, that dreaded time when their brains and brawn were predicted to shrivel along with their reproductive organs. After centuries of fearing this dismal cycle, women began reading and overcame their fears by spreading the story in Genesis about Sarah and Abraham.


You remember the story, don’t you? An angel of the Lord appeared to Abraham and predicted that his wife Sarah would produce a son. Standing behind their tent flap, ninety-year-old Sarah overheard the conversation and tittered with skepticism. Later, she fulfilled the prophecy and gave birth to Isaac (a record neither topped nor matched or recommended).


Nowadays, women accept this change-of-life period as just another challenge. By the time my turn arrived, I had  one daughter in college, and I was still chauffeuring our other daughter—and her schoolmates—to endless high school and social events.


My first clue that I had begun menopause was my initiation into the sweating sorority. Yes, I know men sweat. Women perspire. But that doesn’t apply during menopause. Like most inductees, I left my damp silhouette on my bedsheets every morning and carried boxes of tissues to absorb the rainforest seeping through my pores during the day. I quickly learned not to let my hormonal imbalance turn trivial incidents into emotional crises. And like all those women who preceded me, I persevered.


While living with the discomforts of menopause, I continued my motherly duties and endured noisy sleepovers, survived my daughter’s driving lessons, and suffered sleep deprivation while awaiting that same daughter’s safe arrival home from dates.


By now she was a senior, busy with extracurricular school activities, a part-time job and a driver’s license. Suddenly, I realized that our television and stereo weren’t constantly blaring, phones weren’t constantly ringing, and my pantry and refrigerator weren’t constantly raided. In this newfound peace, I resumed some of my favorite interests: music, sewing, reading, and writing.


One day while researching Middle Eastern cultures, I learned that belly dancing wasn’t some wicked dance, but was a danse du ventre that dated back to biblical times. It was quite a revelation to discover that what I had regarded as erotic dancing was considered folk dancing in Mideast countries!


Hmmm. . . this could be interesting, I thought to myself. The graceful arm and body movementsmight be an excellent way to firm my sagging muscles and redistribute my weight. After more research, I decided that belly dancing might also be a good way to get rid of my stretch marks and shed some unwanted cellulite.


When I contacted our local parks and recreation department, the woman behind the counter snickered at my request. “In order to justify the expense of a teacher, you’ll need to sign up at least twenty women.” The haughty expression on her face and the smarmy tone of her voice left me feeling like she didn’t think my idea was worth pursuing. Fortunately, my neighbors did. By day’s end, I had the required signatures. I took my petition back to the recreation department.


Class information was circulated and sign-up lists for three classes were filled the same day. My glee turned to frustration when I discovered that my petitioners and I were put on a waiting list. After reminding the “snicker lady” that I was the one who had initiated the belly dance course, she relented.


Our full class listened attentively as our certified instructor gave us a detailed history of belly dancing. She taught and demonstrated body stretches, camel walk variations, scooting shimmies, head slides, and serpentine arm and torso movements.


She also played authentic Arabian music with delicate nuances of music moods that shifted between cheery, mournful, and lively melodies. Although the instruments had foreign names, we soon recognized flutes, zithers, drums, tambourines, mandolins, violins, and cymbals.


Among interesting facts she taught us was that in many Middle Eastern countries, belly dancers enter the delivery room and gyrate to music, encouraging the birth mother to perform rhythmic movements to promote faster and healthier deliveries. She emphasized that belly dancing wasn’t a sleazy, sexy, cabaret dance, but a sensual dance filled with emotion that must be performed wearing proper belly dancer attire.


Hmmm . . . since I enjoy sewing, why not make a costume?


After buying a book illustrating traditional belly dancer  attire, I bought a blue two-piece bikini swimsuit and matching chiffon fabric. I also bought a CD of Arabian music that I played over and over on our stereo, memorizing the two-two and two-four beat while I sewed pearls and rhinestones onto the bodice, veil, and skirt band of my costume. Without telling my husband about my daring venture, I attended classes, practiced movements, and sewed while he was at work. By the time lessons ended, I managed to perform a fairly respectable routine.


Proof arrived several weeks later when my husband returned from an out-of-town business trip. He called from the airport, so I knew he was en route home, and thus I had time to set the scene.


We lived in a bi-level, so as soon as I heard our garage door grind open, I clicked on the stereo and positioned myself strategically at the top of the stairs. Wearing my costume, dangling earrings, and clinking bracelets and necklaces, I struck a sultry pose, flickered my eyelashes, and undulated with abdominal flutters to the exotic music. 


By then, my husband was halfway up the stairs. He came to an abrupt stop, dropped his jaw and luggage, and grabbed the banister. After a quick recovery, he grinned from ear to ear and watched me perform traveling hip rolls, circles and thrusts, camel walk variations, head slides, and shoulder shimmies.


As soon as the music stopped, he dashed up the stairs, swept me into his arms, and whisked me off to our master bedroom.


When female friends question how I coped with menopause, I hesitate. Hmm . . . should I share my story? Then I confess, “Oh, I just followed the example of women who preceded us and danced to a new routine.”


Sally Kelly-Engeman 






Fuzzy Logic 


If your ship doesn’t come in, swim out to meet it.


Jonathan Winters 




I was well prepared for menopause. I started reading up on the subject in my early forties. When it finally arrived sometime in my early fifties, I knew all about hot flashes, night sweats, and mood swings, which turned out to be annoying, but manageable, symptoms for me. More troublesome were issues of weight gain, aching joints, and a bladder that no longer held great quantities of liquids for hours at a time.


The worst symptom of all, however, was what I call fuzzy logic—that lapse between what the brain thinks is possible and what the body is able to do. I should have known better than to think my overweight menopausal body was in any condition to tear the roof off our garage the day I decided to do something nice for my husband.


Being a hopeless romantic, I delight in finding special ways to show my husband how much I love him, even after thirty-two years of marriage. I tuck love notes in his lunchbox, cook his favorite meals for no special reason,  and plan an occasional romantic weekend rendezvous. This time, however, what he needed most was help with the garage roof since he had been especially busy with his electrical business. He planned to spend the weekend tearing off the old roof and putting on a new one. It would be a full weekend with no rest.


On Thursday evening, I spotted an odd-looking rake in the garage. “What’s that thing?” I asked my husband.


“That’s a rake for taking the old shingles off the roof.”


“Oh.”


Nothing more was said about the roof that evening, but I began plotting.Wouldn’t he be surprised and pleased if the roof was ready to lay new shingles when he came home on Friday? I schemed to myself. I had the day off, and I was physically fit—well, at least I was at one time. This is where my fuzzy logic kicked in: How hard could it be to take shingles off a roof? 


As soon as my husband left for work Friday morning, I slipped into my old Levis, slathered on sunscreen, donned a pair of leather gloves and a sunhat, grabbed a bottle of water, and slipped the cell phone into my pocket. Upon retrieving the shingle-rake from the garage, I looked for a ladder, but all I could find was a rickety old stepladder that had weathered too many seasons unprotected from the elements. It would have to do. Still determined to do this nice deed for my husband, I set the ladder near the back of the garage and started my ascent. It didn’t reach all the way to the eaves, so standing on the very top rung, I hoisted myself onto the roof with great amounts of effort. I knew I would have to stay on the roof until I was finished because I wasn’t going to try tackling that step again. Better leave the water alone.


I attacked the shingles with the all the gusto of my youth—for about an hour. Then my efforts slowed considerably. This was backbreaking work, and I wasn’t as fit as I liked to think, but I was determined to finish the job.  Even catching the seat of my pants on a nail and ripping a large hole in them didn’t stop me. There weren’t any neighbors close by, so I just plodded away in my open-air britches. Between hot flashes and the warmth of the sun, my resolve to leave the water alone evaporated in the rising heat. Surely my bladder could hold for a couple of hours.


Four hours later, when I pulled the last shingle loose, I was ready to collapse. I was also in dire need of using “the facilities.” I gathered my things and inched toward the ladder.


The one thing I hadn’t considered was getting back on that rickety ladder. I sat on the edge of the roof in a small state of panic. The ladder wasn’t stable, and it was too far for me to reach the top rung without making the ladder sway. If I fell, I was going to have more than just a hole in my pants after landing on all those nails in the discarded roofing littering the ground below. I could only imagine what the emergency medical personnel would say upon finding a fifty-two-year-old woman with the seat of her pants ripped out lying in a pile of roofing material. That is, if I was even in any condition to call 911 after falling.


As I sat on the edge of the roof weighing my options, I didn’t know if my need to use “the facilities” could overrule my fears of heights and falling. If not, I wondered how long it would take my husband to recover from his fit of laughter when he came home to find me stuck on the roof with a mysterious wet spot on the plywood. Of course, I could have called someone for help—if my menopausal brain had not forgotten that the battery in my cell phone was dead.


After nearly an hour of praying for enough courage to attempt a dismount, the call of nature was too strong to ignore any longer. I rolled onto my stomach and inched backward off the roof in the direction of the ladder, simply hoping not to break any bones when the ladder tumbled. Thankfully, it didn’t. But every muscle in my aching body reminded me that this venture was not one of my better ideas. After a hot shower and a couple of Tylenol, I returned the shingle-rake to the exact spot my husband left it and vowed not to say anything about my dilemma on the roof.


My husband was surprised and delighted when he came home to find the roof ready for new shingles. “How did you get up there?” he asked. “All of the tall ladders were on my work truck.”


I pointed to the old stepladder.


He looked at the ladder and then at me. “I’m amazed you didn’t fall. I’ve been meaning to throw that one away.”


I didn’t tell him that I was amazed as well. Sound logic would have made me think twice about ever climbing it. But since when do menopausal women have to be logical, especially concerning matters of love?


Caroleah Johnson 






The Hormone Patch 


This patch is doing wonders for my hormones.


At night I simply stick it on my tum.


One morning I was frantically searching, 


Then I saw it there, stuck on his bum.




I tried to gently peel and not disturb him.


But firmly it was stuck, then he woke.


He jumped up late for work and started dressing, 


Unaware of my own private joke.
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