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To make mistakes is human; to stumble is commonplace; to be able to laugh at yourself is maturity.


~William Arthur Ward





A co-worker invited my husband and me to his son’s wedding reception. We’d worked in the same office with the gentleman for several years. Although neither of us had met his son, we felt like we knew him from listening to his dad talk about him so often.


We arrived at the banquet center and walked into a gorgeously decorated ballroom. I glanced around for fellow co-workers, hoping they’d saved us a seat, but didn’t recognize a soul.


Scanning the room again, I zeroed in on the gift table, its beautifully wrapped boxes, and a miniature antique white trunk for wedding cards. I walked over and stuffed my envelope into the slot before joining my husband at the open bar. We enjoyed cocktails and helped ourselves to mouth-watering appetizers: prosciutto-wrapped asparagus, caprese skewers with balsamic dipping sauce, and crab-stuffed mushrooms.


The wedding party waltzed in, and the beaming couple greeted guests as they made their way to the head table filled with fragrant floral arrangements. The groom shook hands with us, cracked a corny joke, and thanked us both for sharing their special day.


My husband remarked, “You sure look like your dad.”


I nodded in agreement and added, “Same personality, too.”


The bride smiled knowingly. “That’s what they all say.”


We found two seats at an empty table and then joined the long buffet line that stretched past an open doorway. I looked up just as a woman from our office and her significant other walked by. Stepping out of line, I craned my neck and watched them enter the ballroom down the hall.


In a slight panic, I tugged on my husband’s sleeve. “Honey,” I whispered, “we’re at the wrong reception!”


He shook his head and grinned. “I never thought of you as a wedding crasher.”


“How was I supposed to know there were two banquet rooms? Follow me.”


As we slunk toward the exit, he asked, “What about the card?”


“Shhh! Someone might hear you,” I warned before sheepishly making my way to the gift table. My eyes flicked left and right, waiting for the coast to clear. Hands shaking and looking as guilty as Eve after she’d taken a bite of the apple, I tried to lift the metal clasp on the vintage trunk. It wouldn’t budge. I leaned in closer and bumped a tall, thin box covered with sparkling silver paper, causing it to topple forward. From out of nowhere, a sawed-off shotgun of a man with a salt-and-pepper crew cut and sporting a tuxedo appeared by my side and caught the present before it hit the floor.


Raising an eyebrow, he asked in a gruff voice, “Is there something I can help you with?”


Busted! When all else fails, tell the truth. Faster than a magician whipping a rabbit out of a hat, I pulled the invitation from my purse. By the time I finished explaining that I’d already placed my card in the trunk before I realized we were at the wrong reception, Buzz Cut’s icy stare had slowly melted.


He unlatched the lid and chuckled. “My son and his new wife will get a kick out of this.”


Heat crept from my neck to my cheeks as I dug through the pile looking for the one with the wrong “Mr. & Mrs.” scrawled across the top. After what seemed like forever, I found the envelope and held it up for inspection. Then I rushed over to join my partner-in-crime who’d conveniently hidden his six-foot-five frame behind a pseudo-marble column. I grabbed his hand and said, “Come on, Clyde. Let’s make our getaway.”


“Right behind you, Bonnie. I just hope we make it in time for the main course.”


— Alice Muschany —
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Why must this be so mortifying?


Oh, that’s right. Because it’s my life.


~Tessa Dare, Romancing the Duke





My parents followed an unwavering routine, probably because the alternative was killing each other. When my father retired after forty years as a fireman, he had no idea he would be venturing behind enemy lines as he had as a teenager in World War II. But to my mother, his retirement was an invasion, and an invasion by a barbarian at that.


She had a point.


I was still living at home and had begun my first job just months before my father retired. It wasn’t long before the calls from my mother commenced to my office.


“Mary, will you tell your father I am NOT going to raise chickens in our house?”


“Mary, tell your father I will NOT cook squirrels.”


“Mary, your father gave me a black eye chasing away blackbirds.”


Yes, fed up with the bird poop continually coating his parked car, my father had thrown a broomstick at the birds roosting in the tree above. But instead of warning his wife to “look out,” he yelled, “Look up!”


In the background of these phone calls, I would hear my father muttering, “Aw, hell, I’m going to Ace Hardware.” This would give my mother a brief respite, but I was convinced that I would eventually see my parents on Unsolved Mysteries — one disappeared and the other claiming no knowledge.


Fortunately, during this time, my first nephew — their first grandchild — made his triumphant entrance into the world, followed quickly by five siblings. My parents began babysitting six days a week, and the energy that had been focused on throttling each other was now directed toward caring for children.


But while kids bring unpredictability to most families, my nieces and nephews reached out their tiny hands and led my adoring parents into a hypnotic routine: Mondays, Kids’ Club; Tuesdays, the zoo; Wednesdays, violin lessons; Thursdays, story hour; Fridays, the Lodge; Saturdays, the Y. All peppered with Cheerios, grilled cheese, and Barney. My parents would arrive at my brother’s house punctually at 7:10 A.M., but they would begin their day with robotic precision long before.


My father would rise each morning by 3:00, trudge down to the basement, and walk back and forth the length of our short house for three miles a day. His only diversion was the battered, yellow transistor radio that he would hold close to his deafened ear and from which he would derive a unique interpretation of the news that could only come from hearing every third word.


While pacing for three miles in a tight space might be unnerving to most, it came naturally to my father. As a child, his mother would tie him to a table leg to keep him from wandering off. Walking in circles brought back warm memories of home.


My mother would be up by 4:50 a.m., fixing the breakfast they would consume well before 5:30 so they could take Communion at 6:30 Mass. With three cups of black coffee to fuel her 5’8”, 115-pound frame, she would hand-wash the dishes, mix bread, and be ready to leave the house with my father at 6:18. By the time my alarm rang at 6:45, I would have the lone bathroom to myself and could hurriedly get dressed for work.


But, one morning, I was startled awake by a ferocious slam that rattled my bed and dresser. From the living room came the sound of drawers being wrested from the breakfront, riffled through, and shoved back in place. Dammit, Dad, I thought. The rest of us don’t want to get up at 3:00 A.M. I punched my pillow and flipped over to squint at my alarm clock, which was still quivering from the aftershocks. 6:38 A.M. 6:38! That wasn’t Dad! It was someone who knew my parents would be gone!


I scrambled to my knees, clutching the sheets to my chest, and cringed as the bed creaked loudly. Heavy footsteps fell in the hallway, followed by one closet door squeaking open, then another. My eyes desperately combed the room for a weapon and settled on the bottle of hair spray. I slid out of bed, grabbed the bottle, and slipped behind my closed door. But as I raised the hair spray into firing position, it occurred to me that it was a pump. Great, when the intruder entered my room, I’d spritz him with a gentle, welcoming mist.


The footsteps drew closer but mercifully turned into my parents’ bedroom across the hall, where again I heard drawers yanked open, change jingling, and papers rustling. I knew my room was next. I had only one option left. I sprinted on tiptoe to my eternally stuck window, unlocked it, and heaved it open with herculean strength. Easing up the storm window, I slid my rear end onto the sill and swung my bent legs through the opening with all the grace of an elephant being born. As the metal window frame cut into my derriere, I leapt the four feet to the front lawn and let the storm window fall back down behind me.


I quickly stepped out of sight of the window and stood there, bare toes digging into the cool, dewy grass. Now what? I scanned my neighbors’ homes but saw no signs of life. Where do I run? Is the intruder alone, or does he have an accomplice waiting to shoot me as I run past the corner of my house? Summoning all the stealth tactics I’d learned from Starsky and Hutch, I crept along the cold brick wall and peeked tremulously around the corner. No one was there. With a burst of bravery, I decided to continue circling the house to “case the joint.” Okay, truth be told, it wasn’t bravery. I was just less afraid of getting shot than of showing up on my neighbor’s doorstep in my “pajamas” — circa 1980, butt-hugging gym shorts and a faded Han Solo T-shirt.


Crouching well below the windows, I advanced to the back corner of the house with a strut that resembled a headless chicken. Around the corner, fifteen feet from my hiding place, protruded the windowed porch that my parents had added before I was born. If anyone was inside, they would see my approach. Perceiving no movement, I lunged across the yard and dove against the cold, concrete base of the porch. I lay there, covering my mouth to keep my heart from popping out. Finally, I crawled on my elbows, peeked around the corner… and spied my parents’ car in the driveway.


“Aw, hell.” I lumbered to my feet, sauntered around the porch and up the concrete steps, and flung open the back door. My mother, seated at the porch table writing checks, swung around in surprise. “Where have you been?” she asked.


I countered with exasperation, “Why aren’t you at Mass?!”


“Grandparents’ Mass is at 8:00 A.M. We’re going then,” she explained.


“Who’s been rummaging through the drawers?” I whimpered.


“I was trying to find my checkbook.”


— Mary Kay —
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Never say never! I’m open to trying new things.


~Miranda Kerr





Feeling like someone parked a refrigerator on your head is no way to start the day. But when I got out of bed yesterday, I recognized the onset of seasonal allergies. My sinuses were throbbing, and it hurt to breathe. When my mom called, the first thing she said was, “You sound like you have a cold. Better take some vitamin C.”


I sniffled. “Definitely allergies. Other than a pressure headache, I feel fine.”


“Do you have a neti pot?” she asked. “A whatti pot?”


“A neti pot. To flush your sinuses.”


As she talked, I did a quick Internet search. Phrases like “nasal irrigation” and “sinus washing” popped up on the screen, along with several images. It looked harmless enough, like a tiny teapot from a child’s toy box. When I clicked a how-to-use link, I was grossed out by the gallery of visual instructions. Basically, you pour the contents of the teapot up your nose. The solution runs in one nostril and out the other, like a demented garden fountain.


“I’m looking at pictures online,” I told Mom. “Ick! Why would anyone do that to themselves?”


“Because it works. I have a couple extras if you want one.”


“Eww!”


“They’re not used.” She laughed. “New, in the box. I can drop one off tomorrow.”


“Sure,” I said, not saying aloud what I was thinking. Why do you have multiple pots? For gift-giving purposes? In case you’re invited to a tea party? But I didn’t question her generous offer. Instead, I told myself it’s just what moms do. They buy extras of essential items — just in case. You never know when a loved one will need to have their nose irrigated.


This morning, when she dropped off the neti pot, I thanked her but declined her offer to show me how to use it. “I draw the line at live demonstrations,” I told her. She was still giggling when she disappeared out the front door.


I took “Ned” from its package and turned it over in my hands. Then I reboxed it, not feeling brave enough to attempt the disgustingly impossible. But, by 2:00, I was desperate for relief and decided it was time to stop being such a baby.


I filled the little teapot with warm, distilled water and stirred in a packet of the enclosed powder. Then, I stood at the bathroom sink with Ned in one hand and printed directions in the other. The pamphlet said to lean over the sink, look toward the drain, and then tilt my head to forty-five degrees. Open mouth slightly to allow airflow and prevent solution from backwashing into the throat and mouth. I remembered what a lousy multi-tasker I was and almost chickened out.


I took a deep breath, leaned forward and tilted my head. As the little blue pot came close to my face, my peripheral vision noticed something. I straightened and examined the spout. What sicko designed this thing!? It looked like a… well, let’s just say it was anatomically correct. I felt a surge of giggles bubbling inside and again told myself to grow up, for heaven’s sake! If you start laughing while pouring water up your nose from a tiny, obscene teapot, you could drown! “I can’t believe I’m going to do this,” I said to the face in the mirror.


Again, I leaned over the sink, pressed the spout to my nostril, opened my mouth and started to pour. My brain screamed at me, “OMG! This is awful! It’s exactly like the time your cousin pushed you off the dock, and you didn’t have time to hold your nose.” The memory was crystal-clear. Lake water had blasted my sinuses, making my nose and eyes burn.


As I poured into the right nostril, liquid dribbled from the left and into the sink. When a droplet hit my lip, I instinctively shut my mouth and immediately regretted my decision. The salty solution filled the back of my throat and made me gag. My brain screamed again, “Abort mission! This is the dumbest thing you’ve ever done.”


My eyes watered, my mascara ran, and I had to blow my nose about sixteen times. I couldn’t help but wonder who had invented this tiny torture device. Did they walk into the kitchen one afternoon and say, “I’m feeling a bit stuffy today. I think I’ll forego the cup and just pour the tea directly into my nose.”?


Once the initial trauma dissipated, I did feel better. The sinus pressure was tolerable, and I could actually breathe. But, since then, I’ve had an old song playing in my head on a loop. I finally had to turn on the radio and crank the volume to drown out the classic lyrics. A girl can only take so much of “I’m a little teapot, short and stout. Here is my handle. Here is my spout.”


— Ann Cunningham —
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I love technology, and I love new gadgets.


I can no longer figure out how to use any of them, but I love them.


~Jerry Zucker





Mark’s cellphone rang. “It’s Emily!” he yelled. I put down my book. We both looked forward to our daughter’s calls on Saturdays. Emily had stayed in Oregon when we’d moved to Florida. She visited once a year, if we were lucky, so this was our only way to be close the rest of the time.


Mark sat on the couch and I in my rocker with his phone on the end table between us. He put his phone on speaker, and Emily’s cheerful voice came through loud and clear. It was almost like having her sitting in the room with us. “What’s new in Oregon?” I asked.


She told us about her job, boyfriend, and cat. “What’s new there?” she asked.


“A rabbit ran across the back lawn this morning,” I said. “And we saw two sandhill cranes near the pond.” Our lives probably seemed boring. The weather here was often the main topic, especially during hurricane season. But at the moment there were no tropical storms in the Atlantic.


Mark mentioned the cabinets that were installed in our garage earlier in the week. “Like kitchen cabinets?” Emily asked.


“I’ll take a picture and send it to you,” he said, and left the room.


While waiting, I told Emily about her cousins’ lives. “Rachel’s planning her wedding. It sounds as if it’s going to be a big affair. And I saw photos of Jennifer’s baby on Facebook. She’s so cute. I can’t believe how fast she’s growing.”


Emily was quiet. Oh, no. Maybe she took what I’d said the wrong way. “I’m not hinting for you to get married or have kids,” I added, and then tried to fill the awkward silence by switching the subject to the weather.


Mark returned. “Who are you talking to?” he asked.


“Who else? Emily.”


He laughed and held up his cellphone. “I took my phone with me to the garage and texted her a picture of the cabinets. She’s been talking to me.”


In disbelief, I stared at the tabletop beside my rocker. “But — but — the phone was right there!” I said, pointing. Yet it wasn’t. The whole time I’d been rambling on and on to the TV remote.


— Mary Elizabeth Laufer —
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To succeed in life, you need three things: a wishbone, a backbone, and a funny bone.


~Reba McEntire





I sat down to watch a recorded TV show after my husband left for his night-shift job. Not ten minutes into my favorite medical drama, I was alerted to the unmistakable beeping of the smoke alarm indicating a low battery. Sighing, I paused my program and got up from the couch.


I need a stepladder to reach our ten-foot ceiling. Unfortunately, that ladder was in the closet of the spare bedroom where our cockatiel, Bob, slept at night. I didn’t want to wake him and have to listen to him talking, screeching, and whistling, but I had no choice.


Sure enough, the second I flipped the switch, Bob went into action, beginning with a whistling, off-key version of a theme from a program I’d watched as a child and stupidly taught him. Since I’m tone deaf, it sounded very little like the TV version. I both winced and smiled at his heroic attempt.


Bob followed his melody with a raucous “Hello, Bob,” “Gimme a kiss, Bob,” “Bob, go to sleep,” “Bob’s a silly bird,” “Bob’s a scary bird,” and every single other phrase he was ever successful at mimicking — including a stern command of “Go lie down” to our poor dog, Mack, who’d followed me into the room. Surprisingly, the dog obeyed.


I quickly grabbed the ladder, turned off the light, and shut the door to instant quiet — well, except for a more urgent beep warning me that battery life was quickly expiring.


I climbed up the ladder to reach a box of spare batteries on the highest shelf in our kitchen where my husband kept them — “on the moon,” as I often accused him. Dragging the ladder to the hallway, I scrambled up and quickly replaced the battery. Rather than fully waking the cockatiel again, I decided to leave the stepladder in the kitchen overnight. I folded it shut and leaned it safely against the counter after putting back the other batteries.


The second I sat down and started watching my show, the beeping started again. Evidently, the replacement battery was dead, too, so I went through all the motions again.


I’d barely picked up the remote and pressed Play a third time when the alarm went off yet again. I muttered some unladylike comments — under my breath so Bob couldn’t pick up an undesirable phrase — and tried again. This time, I was one rung down when the same thing happened.


By then, I was out of nine-volt batteries. I had to scour the entire house for some electronic gadget that housed the same kind. I finally found one in an old clock. I crossed my fingers, hoping the battery still had some juice, and popped it in.


No luck! That round, plastic contraption that was designed to save lives was about to make me have a nervous breakdown! Frustrated, I yanked the entire thing out of its “nest” and actually yelled at it to shut up before I ripped out its useless innards. Clutching it, I climbed back down and almost killed myself by practically falling over the dog and two cats who always investigated every move I made and every breath I took — like homicidal, little stalkers. Shooing my entourage out of the way, I dumped the alarm on the table and made a mental note to sleep fully clothed in case I smelled smoke. Carbon-monoxide detection would be taken care of by our backup alarm downstairs.


I glared at the offending item once more before stalking off to plop myself on the couch again. My program was already forty-five minutes into the drama because I’d forgotten to pause it. Within seconds, that inexorable sound hit my ears again!


“That’s not possible!” I bellowed to the empty room. “It’s disconnected!” I informed the uninterested dog now lying at my feet. “How can that be?” I asked his prone form. Of course, there was no reply.


I’ve always been nervous when I’m alone at night, but now I was completely spooked. Though the acoustics in our home can be deceiving at times, I knew the sound was not coming from our second alarm in the basement because its warning sounded totally different from the one upstairs. I even rewound the medical show on TV to make sure the sound wasn’t coming from some life-support device in the background. The beep continued even when I muted the volume completely on the television.


I stood up and walked toward the hall. On the way, I had to pass by our other bird — a canary. I stopped in my tracks when the beep sounded again. This time, the sound clearly came from his cage, making me realize that I had never turned off the lamp next to him. It was shining into his cage, making him think it was daytime. The poor, tired creature couldn’t sleep. He’d been protesting against the intruding light that filtered through a small opening of his cloth cover that I hadn’t adjusted correctly.


I expelled a loud sigh of relief, turned off the light, replaced the battery, and slipped the alarm back into its port, grateful no one could witness my embarrassment. I finally sat down to enjoy my show — from the beginning — thankful that my birds never learned to mimic the sounds of dynamite or gunshots!


— Marya Morin —
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It is bad to suppress laughter. It goes back down and spreads to your hips.


~Fred Allen





I was shopping at a women’s clothing store in search of a birthday gift for a friend. For a few moments, I got sidetracked and forgot about the gift when I spied a display of ripped, pencil-legged, skinny jeans.


I’d flirted with the idea of purchasing a pair of the jeans in the past, but l always put that thought on the back burner since most gals that I saw wearing them were much younger than me. This day, though, the temptation to try on a pair was stronger than my uncertainty.


I grabbed jeans in my size and moseyed over to the dressing room where I was greeted by a young, perky girl who had been chatting with a co-worker. She turned to me and said in a loud voice, “Oh, these will look adorable on you.” She then turned to her co-worker and asked, “Wouldn’t she look adorable in these jeans?” Her co-worker nodded in agreement and echoed, “Yes, absolutely adorable.” So much for trying to be inconspicuous!


Once in the dressing room, I held up the jeans in front of me and looked in the full-length mirror. I could visualize myself in them, but would I be brave enough to wear them? I had been living most of my days in stretchy leggings. I rarely wore jeans, let alone pencil-legged, skinny jeans with fashionable rips from thigh to ankle.


I slipped the jeans over my calves. They were already tight, but I had gone this far, so I proceeded to pull them up my thighs and then up to my waist. There was no way I was able to zipper those jeans. They were way too tight. It was obvious that, during my legging-wearing years, I must have gone up a size, or perhaps two.


I tried to sit down on the bench in the dressing room to take off the jeans, but my knees literally wouldn’t bend because the jeans were so tight on my legs. I waddled over to the wall and leaned on it for support to tug off the jeans. In the process, my foot got stuck in one of the jeans’ rips, and I fell to the floor with a loud thud.


The employee called out, “Is everything okay?” I looked under the dressing-room door that was raised about a foot from the ground, and I could see her walking toward my stall. Clearly, if I could see her, she could see me in a crumpled ball on the dressing-room floor!


“Oh, I’m okay,” I yelled out to her. “I just need a larger size.” I called out a size, and she made a U-turn to get me another pair. I hoped that would give me time to untangle myself from the floor.


I figured if I could bend my right leg slightly, I’d be able to pull my left foot out of the rip on the leg. Twisting and tugging, I had to laugh. This was so reminiscent of my favorite childhood game, Twister.


Laughing at myself and the predicament I had gotten myself into made unfurling my legs from the wrath of the skinny jeans more difficult. I surrendered and ceased the battle. The skinny jeans won.


My laughter was halted by a soft voice beyond the dressing-room door. “Ma’am?” the sales employee inquired quizzically. I tried to answer but couldn’t get the words out of my mouth without laughing. “I have your jeans,” the salesgirl continued. She tried to hand me the jeans through the bottom of the door.


I managed to speak a few words without laughing. “Hold on, I’m coming,” I assured her as I tried to maneuver my way closer to the door so I could grab the jeans. It was hopeless. I imagined I must have looked like a crab trying to scurry on a windswept beach.


I couldn’t hold my laughter any longer. I had one of those uncontrollable episodes where you can’t stop, no matter how hard you try. “Come in,” I said with a snort. So, there I was, on the floor, tangled in the jeans with half my leg protruding out of the ripped jean leg. Right on cue, the salesgirl started tugging on the legs in an attempt to free me. Now, we were both roaring with laughter.


Finally, in what seemed liked forever, the tug of war was over. The skinny jeans were finally off, and I was free, but the laughter continued as I stood up. The salesgirl handed me the new, larger-sized jeans to try on. “No, thank you. I think I’ll stick with my safe leggings!”


“Oh, you are so adorable,” she said once again.


It wasn’t until I got home that I realized I had forgotten to get my friend her birthday present. I also learned two things that day. One, I’m “so adorable.” And, two, skinny jeans will forever remain on the back burner for me. Also, my grandmother was right when she said, “We should always wear clean, pretty underwear out because we never know what could happen!”


— Dorann Weber —
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Blessed are we who can laugh at ourselves for we shall never cease to be amused.


~Louisa Thomsen Brits





In the spring of 2021, we had been in our new home for three years. The yard was landscaped with shrubs, trees, and a lawn that looked like a beautiful green carpet. But there was something missing: color. We needed color!


Our neighbor had lovely irises, and he told me, “We have plenty of volunteers in our side yard. They’re yours if you’re willing to dig them up!” I was beyond excited. I went home and told my husband, who was less than thrilled about having to dig in the hard South Carolina clay soil.


He said, “I like the yard just the way it is. It’s easy to maintain, and I don’t want to weed around more plants. I say no!”


Shortly thereafter, he headed out for his daily walk around our neighborhood. I knew that I had about an hour before he returned home, so I quickly put my plan into action. I grabbed my bucket, shovel and a pair of gloves, loaded up the golf cart, and went on my way. It only took me a minute to arrive at my destination where a colorful array of irises was nestled between the loblolly pines and the oaks. I could hardly wait to dig up these beauties and transplant them to their new home.


Then, it happened…


I took one step, and then another, only to discover that I had sunk into a mud bog up to my knees. The more that I tried to extricate myself, the deeper I went into the gooey mire. I was in a pickle, and it wasn’t getting any better.


Then, out of nowhere, a voice yelled, “Are you okay? Can I help you?” It was our neighbor, Christine, who lived down the street. She had been out for a walk and happened to pass by when I took the plunge into the mud bog.


I said, “Christine, you’re an angel that the Lord sent my way! Did you see me fall, or was it the expletive that I yelled out that caught your attention?”


She laughed and said, “Actually, it was both!”


Now, Christine weighs all of about ninety pounds dripping wet. I, on the other hand, well, let’s just say that I weigh twice that amount and leave it at that. Logistically speaking, it was going to be impossible for this little lady to rescue me from the pond of mud in which I was entrapped. We pulled and pushed for almost an hour. Those who know me can attest that, when I get in a jam, I tend to laugh. The more Christine pushed and pulled, the more I laughed. Soon, we were both laughing hysterically as we realized that I was doomed to spend the rest of the afternoon in the bog or until someone with more muscle came along.


In the chaos, I’m not sure exactly when I looked up into the loblolly pine in front of me, but I had the feeling I was being watched. And there it was… my neighbors’ home-security camera perched amongst the tree limbs, recording my every attempt to escape unnoticed. I could only imagine how many times they would play the video to the delight of their friends and family. It would be a real showstopper.


It also occurred to me that my husband was surely almost done with his walk and on his way home. Out of sheer desperation, I told Christine to run up the hill and get my golf cart. I thought that if I could reach up high enough to grab the seat handles, then with a short tap on the accelerator, I could be pulled free. So, without hesitation, Christine retrieved the golf cart, stopping just short of the mud bog, and yet close enough for me to reach the cart handle. The plan worked perfectly, and with a sound reminiscent of the pop when opening a bottle of champagne, I was free!


I was covered with red clay mud from head to toe, looking much like a gingerbread doll. I knew that I had just minutes to make it home, get showered and change into clean clothes before my husband discovered what I had been up to while he was on his walk. Several of the neighbors had gathered around to see the spectacle when I looked up and saw my husband rounding the corner. He approached the scene ever so slowly, not quite believing the vision of his wife that was unfolding before his eyes. Very calmly, he said, “What in the world?” After forty-one years, this was yet another one of Sharon’s adventures that he would add to his many memories of my past antics.


He thanked Christine profusely for rescuing me and wanted to know how we could repay her for her kindness. I blurted out as she was walking away, “Christine, do you drink wine?”


She looked back and replied with a chuckle, “I do now!”


— Sharon E. Albritton —
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Imperfection is beauty, madness is genius and it’s better to be absolutely ridiculous than absolutely boring.


~Marilyn Monroe





Mary leaned down close to me, with a serious look in her eye. “Lauren and Ned have decided to get married next month,” she announced. “They insist on inviting only immediate family members. Since Mike and you are like our family, they want to include you as well.” She leaned back in her chair, took a sip of her morning coffee at our annual yard sale, and let her words sink in.


I was surprised, but the unbelievable part was yet to come. She looked around to make sure no yard-sale customers were near us. “Before they send you the wedding invitation, I need to know if Mike and you can climb through a window.”


“Climb through a window?” I asked. Now, that was the unbelievable part! I tried to visualize Mike and me heaving ourselves up to a window ledge and pushing ourselves over to the other side. “Well, I think we can, but exactly how high and how large is this window?”


Mary chuckled. “Let me tell you the details. Lauren and Ned want to do a pop-up wedding. It’s when the bride and groom find a special location. Then, the wedding party just ‘pops up’ and holds the wedding.” She added, “Lauren has always been fascinated with Marilyn Monroe. There is a mural of her face painted in Washington, D.C. on an outside wall of the third floor of a building. She wants to get married on the roof of that building in front of the forty-foot mural of Marilyn Monroe! Ned has agreed. The only thing is that you both will have to climb through a window in the beauty salon located next to the building to get to the roof area. And I am not sure of the size of the window.”


I nervously replied, “Before I answer, I need to check with Mike and see if he thinks he can climb through a window.” I turned and walked quickly toward our house. “I can’t believe it! I will have to double up on my Fit for Life class and take Mike with me,” I mumbled as I opened the back door and went into the kitchen.


Mike was sitting at the table checking his e-mail, ignoring the fact that there was a yard sale in our driveway. Picking up one of the few remaining doughnuts from the box on the counter to share with him, I turned and gave him a big smile. I asked, “I was wondering, if you needed to, could you climb through a window?”


He looked up from the computer, gave a nervous chuckle, and said, “Okay, what happened at the yard sale? Did the garage door get stuck again, and I have to crawl through the side window?”


I quickly explained all the wedding details, what an honor it was to have been invited, and finished with, “So, do you think you can climb through a window to get to the wedding site?”


With a look of disbelief, Mike replied, “What? I can’t believe Lauren! Does she think her parents can climb through a window?” Thinking it over for a few moments, he agreed. “We can’t let Mary and Joe down. We’ll try, if they can do it and want us there. The only question is, what will we wear to a wedding where you climb through a window to get to it?”


I looked at him and shrugged my shoulders. “Sweatsuits and sneakers, I guess!” We both laughed at the image of four gray-haired, slightly chubby people wearing sweatsuits and sneakers climbing through a window along with the bride and groom. What an adventure this was going to be!


Mike and I began having second thoughts as the wedding day drew closer. What should we wear? Is it too dangerous at our age? Are we both crazy? Each night, I would dream of falling over the edge of a roof. I could feel myself falling down, down, down, to the bottom of…? Thank goodness, I always jerked awake before I found out.


Mike and I met Mary and Joe at the subway station in our best “athletic but dressy” outfits on the wedding day. We would meet Lauren and Ned at the entrance to the Salon Roi. This hair salon is dedicated to Marilyn Monroe. The owner paid for her mural to be painted forty years ago and has continued to maintain it.


Arriving at the salon, Joe opened the door to the reception area, and we found ourselves in a fantasy world. The walls were a bright peppermint pink, gold crystal chandeliers twinkled from the ceiling, and portraits of Marilyn filled every available nook and cranny. Young women were sitting on soft, puffy couches with flutes of champagne in their hands and feather boas around their shoulders, waiting for their hair stylists. Everyone was busily chatting. No one seemed to notice we were there.


One of the pop-up wedding officiants met us and suggested we follow him to the wedding site. We nervously climbed up the three winding flights of tiger-fur steps — each step leading us closer to a large, mesmerizing picture of Marilyn putting on her bright red lipstick. Stopping at a small wooden door, he gave a quick knock. I whispered to Mary, “Do you think this door leads to the window we must climb through?”


Just as I was about to ask how the rehearsal went the night before, the officiant opened the door. We could only see one tiny white sink and toilet with a square window beside it. He looked at me and said, “Now, I need you to climb onto this toilet seat and step through the window to the other side.”


I looked at him in shock! Everyone, including the bride and groom, was as surprised as I was. I don’t know what I had been thinking, but this was not even in my wildest dreams. Then, I realized that there had been no rehearsal.


I was shaking as he helped me up on top of the toilet lid. I glanced down at the hard tile floor and wondered how serious my injuries would be if I slipped and fell. I couldn’t decide how to move my body through the window — feet first or head first — but the officiant just seemed to push me over and through. I found myself standing on a rickety, metal fire escape.


Next, I reached my leg over the daunting space between our building and the next. While between buildings, I looked below and noticed nothing but hard, gray concrete with a few trash cans to break my fall! I reached the next rickety fire escape on the other side. Finally, I climbed up and over a short, brick wall, scrambling to the safety of the rooftop.


Watching the others behind me, I wondered how we would get back into that bathroom window. I didn’t plan on being the first one again. I would be fine if firefighters climbed down a rope from a helicopter to rescue us. I wouldn’t mind being the lead story on the 6:00 P.M. news if I made it home in one piece.


We could all hear crunch, crunch, crunch as we tried to walk directly to the mural. There were no walls around the rooftop and the gravel had to be at least six inches thick. Gray, rusty air-conditioning units hummed along.


Once our group made it to the mural wall, we all paused for a moment and looked up at the massive face of Marilyn looking out toward Washington. We were so thankful to have made it. It was thrilling to be up on the rooftop with no one down below knowing we were even there. Taking a deep breath, I realized how happy I was to share this special day with Lauren and Ned.


With the vows exchanged, the bride and groom kissed, and every-one’s attention turned to one thought: Who would be the first to go over the brick wall, to the rickety fire escapes, through the window, and onto the bathroom toilet?


I quickly placed myself in the middle of the group this time. Following close in a line, we retraced our earlier path. Shouting encouraging words and helping each other, we successfully passed each obstacle. No one in the hair salon seemed to notice as eight people of varying ages walked out of the tiny bathroom, one right after the other, heading down the tiger-fur steps. It was just a typical day at the Salon Roi.


But four gray-haired, slightly chubby people had all been to a “pop-up wedding” on a rooftop with Marilyn Monroe and lived to tell about it.


— Valli Cowan —
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Just keep it simple. When you over-think what you’re wearing, that’s when wardrobe malfunctions tend to happen.


~Guy Berryman





I hate to shop for myself. I can spend hours in stores trying to find the perfect gift. I’ll even gladly trail after my girlfriends or my incredibly gorgeous “everything-in-size-six-off-the-rack-fits-me-and-looks-stunning” daughter-in-law. But when it comes to clothing myself, I’d rather walk a tightrope across Niagara Falls without a net than walk into a store and start the ordeal of finding something to wear.


To begin with, I’m only five feet tall. I used to be an inch taller, but I was robbed of that inch sometime after the age of forty. And my size — well, suffice it to say, I’m a perfect “round.” If Chanel or Dior ever decided to start designing clothes for large apples or giant, misshapen pears with feet, I’d be fine. But, until that happens, I’m at the mercy of today’s fashions.


Recently, I needed something to wear to a christening. This wasn’t one of those christenings of yesteryear where someone dribbles water on a baby, guests coo at the little darling’s howls of outraged fury, and then everyone goes to the child’s home to celebrate with a potluck. No, as luck would have it, I married into a family where a hall is rented for a minimum of one hundred guests, complete with a table of honor, a deejay, a seven-course meal and dancing into the wee hours of the morning. Furthermore, dress is formal. The moment I opened the invitation, I groaned. I realized it would entail an entire week of non-stop searching for something flattering.


I began seven days before zero hour. I already owned a pair of slinky, classic black pants and just needed a nice blouse or sweater. Sadly, the gorgeous blouse I’d originally bought to go with the pants had not grown along with my body since the last baptism we had attended.


I began in earnest by selecting a mall that had no less than 200 stores. I encountered the usual problems for the first three hours. If I loved the item, it was not available in my size. If it buttoned without gaping on my ample chest, the sleeves dragged on the floor in a simian-like fashion. If it looked like it would drape beautifully, hiding flaws, it transformed into a clingy, roll-hugging monster on the journey to the dressing room. If it fit perfectly, it came in only one hideous, glow-in-the dark color that complemented no human being I’d ever met. If the sleeves and chest were right, the garment weighed seventy-three pounds and was meant to be worn without a coat in Antarctica.


Sleeveless blouses had armholes that either ended at my waist or enhanced my upper arms’ jiggling, sagging skin. I didn’t even try on the gauzy items. My worst enemy didn’t deserve to see the glaring flaws those might expose.


After eight hours of relentless shopping, I was ready to cry. I’d bulldozed my way through every clothing shop, including those that catered to different “frames.” I must have decimated thirty well-meaning salesclerks with my unflinching, “Don’t even think of suggesting that was made for me” glare. All that remained was a hardware store, and I seriously considered something in burlap or canvas just to put an end to my misery.
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