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Chapter One ~Words 1100-1200:

I recommend that you get a license if you are going to open this factory, I don’t care if it is for a social 
club or not. The idea of doing this without the legal steps easily will frighten me. Before you know it 
you will have lost the case and the court will have attached your house they will combine its worth with 
everything else we don’t own until we don’t have a standard of living to cling to.
And if that doesn’t ruin our standing and identity in the city, think of the daily grief we will endure 
from all of our friends and relatives. Our effort to avoid them will be like trying to stop from having 
kids using the rhythm method. We might as well arrange to move into the poor house cause we will not 
have the ability to balance our budget, as tiny as it will be.
I swear Roger, you will be the instrument of my death if you keep up with these stupid schemes. 
Remember that terrible plan you had to ruin the quality of your advertising by using foreign language 
to make your sales sound more exotic?  Did it ever occur to you that no one knew what you were 
selling? I admire your courage to attempt these schemes, but could we prevent going bankrupt and 
collect some money from one of them? I swear I get sick to my stomach every time you try to improve 
our standard of living. 
If you would apply your skills to something rational maybe you would have been offered a financial 
hand for your skills and could pronounce your project worthy of putting some of their money behind.
Perhaps if you’d connect your brain and get it to function like someone rational you could make a 
couple of people help you and stop this waste of both your time and effort. Our assets are frozen, we 
have no means of transportation, and worse, our apartment has no curtains and we have an audience 
every time we walk around the living room in our birthday suits. I had to cancel cable television 
because the neighborhood kids were watching dirty movies by using their own remote while we 
weren’t home. How is that for a good influence for our environment?
     I like being a citizen of this town, but if the police collect any more evidence we will be having a 
conversation with a judge that will affect where we live, as well as who we live with. We’ll be heating 
up the motor in the car and be flying past the construction sites on the highway. We’ll by flying down 
the road like a disease looking for an accident as an excuse for sympathy. Although we may already 
need to barbecue ourselves to get anyone to have a concern about our lives.
    I dunno, maybe we should organize some kind of legal papers and author a protest to the city council 
before they think we are running some kind of illegal operation, instead of someone trying to make 
excellent medicine; that we do have a principal or two; that my husband isn’t selling leather furniture 
made out of dead camels from the Mideast.
    After I went to the college the other day to look for available financial courses, I found some nasty 
notes in our mailbox. I also listened to a whisper from an excited neighbor. He said he had physical 
proof that ghosts could account for the recently left message that was left there. He didn’t realize that I 
saw his put them there after dark.
    I tried to let his wife know the situation yesterday, but she was driving through traffic while I was 
telling her, so the success of her hearing me kind of made it disappear. I get the feeling though that she 
has issues with our personal character. It’s like she frequently tries hard to recognize that we aren’t 
perfect rather than just giving us the benefit of the doubt.
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    She started saying that we were not healthy for the neighborhood when I tried to discuss it, but we 
were going by some heavy equipment at the time and she didn’t hear me. Instead she said she had just 
read an article about people who do activities like we supposedly do in the altogether, so I didn’t make 
any progress. She said that some individual, possibly including her daughter, had witnessed our 
cavorting in the living room. 
    We have no political force since her husband is the city councilman, and has the required signatures 
to vote us right out of the city. There seems to be no way to give these people an education about this 
not being our style of living, and that we are good parents. I couldn’t talk to her while we picked out a 
vegetable because she would lose her temper all over again.
    I tried to explain to her that her daughter was with the kids watching television through our window 
as she drove into the garage, which would explain why she would lie about us running around naked. 
Finally she said that I had just made an very powerful enemy and stuck me with a title that I didn’t 
think God-fearing people ever used in polite company. Indeed! What a tongue on that woman!

Chapter Two ~ Words 1000-1099:

I picked up a pencil and turned over on old stage program that happened to be located there. I began 
writing down how we had arrived about our present condition. Even though I hadn’t intended to, I had 
used a pamphlet out of our library for my rough copy. I was thankful that I had an extra copy since I 
had gone with my husband before he slipped out of the realm of ordinary. To classify him now would 
take a dictionary.

I was determined to discover a way to clear our names. I blew a feather away with the back of my hand 
and looked for an angle that would get us out of this serious difficulty. Whenever I wrote seriously I 
needed a cup of coffee, and a turn of the thermostat to lower the climate in the den. I fiddled with the 
model of an athletic statue standing on the desk, noting its muscles and the details of its bronze casting.

Nobody was allowed in the den when I wrote. I had used all the force I could to convince the family to 
stay out, and I hoped I wouldn’t have to review the rules like I would with a bad employee. Actually I 
had used the newspaper to find my latest part time job over on Pacific Avenue. It was one instance 
where I wanted to prepare to be just where I needed to be and didn’t need to repeat a multitude of 
telephone calls before the job was settled. The best part was that it was doing one of my favorite things 
and I immediately grabbed the opportunity. My mind was swimming with the anticipation of the job.

But first I had to iron out this chapter in our past history, spelling out some form of prose to make peace 
with our numerous debtors, especially with the leader of the pack, the bankers holding our mortgage. In 
any event, if that wasn’t put off soon, I would not be able to take this job and our whole family would 
be put in a dangerous position. There would be no place on the planet to live together. I threw out my 
plan of action to escape our demise and made fifty copies of it. Surely I wouldn’t need that many, if the 
bakers would agree I wouldn’t need the rest of the magazine of ideas that I had entered on my pieces of 
paper. I suggested all kinds of calamities to them, including the dissolution of my married status, a 
knife that would cut off my family from each other, and even suggested that the bank might be trying to 
railroad me into this disaster (I did indicate that this was just something that they might observe during 
the height of my rant, not something I was accusing them of).

I did stop to reflect on the sheer height of the bank’s building, a structure standing like a silent soldier, 
holding my secret and other innumerable secrets within its walls. I would be like a bicycle run over by 
a tank if they decided to come after me. I might as well forget about any flight and take to drinking and 
riding the bottle into an asylum rather than go into a jail somewhere for being destitute.

I did belong to several social groups, some of which had connections to big dollars, but I sincerely 
doubted if they would address my problem. Instead they would run like insects at the sight of my 



falling out of their financial circles. They were not students of reality and their only concern was to 
increase their wealth. My chance of being in their service would remain in my ability to keep my 
appearances intact.

Once I had been in the hospital when they had made a mistake in the charge, and nearly bankrupt me 
before the president of the hospital intervened and corrected the false charges. It turned out that a 
certain doctor had a design on me and wasn’t shy about ruining my family so that he could take 
advantage of it for his own foul purposed. The next time I saw him he did receive a stiff knee in the 
groin. I think I mashed his potatoes pretty good and he didn’t continue his assault after that. He barely 
climbed into his leather chair as I left his office. I don’t even think he squeaked to his secretary soon 
afterwards.

I hadn’t given him any quarter for what he had attempted, and I surely wasn’t going to thank him for it. 
I wasn’t popular with him after that, but every time I went to buy groceries I had to laugh about him 
holding ice to his genitals beneath his desk. I’m sure they’re still sore. His financial circles included 
bankers as well.

So I knew the banking industry wasn’t exactly going to support us, any more than making some gross 
symbol or gesture to keep their own image clean. I expected that they would rather use a rubber 
baseball bat on us rather than sending us a dozen letters with threats for non-payments. At one time I 
had to consider going to the police when their agents wouldn’t accept our word and leave us alone on 
the street. Accosting my children wasn’t going to happen.

Chapter Three ~ Words 900-1000:

I plopped my butt on the seat of the car and put it into the usual position. Fortunately my husband had 
his own car and the adjustments were minimal. I straightened out my plain dress and set out to discover 
just where our finances were. I had a handful of papers to guide me in my quest to get the bank not to 
foreclose on us, and hoped that I wouldn’t have steam coming out of my ears by the time I was 
finished.
I knew that I was going to get further this time if I would raise the issue of the other bank executive. It 
was obvious that I could cook them if I wanted to, but of course I had no intention to use that bit of 
pressure. All I really wanted to do was to protect my family. I shivered at the thought of having to take 
to bus to work every day instead of this old but reliable vehicle.
Even though it had been a doctor who tried to manipulate us into bankruptcy, he was still a Captain of 
the Community, and this bank was part of that group, the doctor being the head of the group. While I 
had no intention to blackmail anyone, I wanted to find out what they thought it was worth to keep me 
from sending at least one of their bunch to jail. I imagined the scoundrel of a banker sitting in a cell full 
of dust, maybe a rat or two running between his legs. I knew that everybody would benefit if the 
pervert was put behind bars. The only problem was that to do it would require years of legal wrangling, 
even if I was right beyond a doubt.
I could feel the electricity tingling my skin as I thought about snatching every red cent out of the 
doctor. My temper continued to burn every time I thought about what he attempted to do. Suing him 
was probably a solution to our financial problem, but I doubted that we could live for a year with no 
money coming in while we tried to get it out of him.
I started a poem while in frustration a long time ago, but just thinking of him made my throat clench 
and threaten to cut off my oxygen. At this stage I shook off all thoughts of him for my own self-
preservation.
I had to stop at a gas station to put enough fuel into the car to get me to the bank. I could barely finish 
dribbling it into my tank when I remembered the population that had turned its back on us and nearly 
drove us out of town. This was before the doctor’s plan had been exposed. Tomorrow would be the first 



day of our future, and I wasn’t going to experience it from the poor house. To myself I wondered if 
they even had poor houses anymore.
I decided to take a drink that the station would provide inside. My throat was already drying up from 
the thought of my plea with the bankers. The stream of water refreshed me greatly, keeping me alive 
with the liquid. I would die for a cup of coffee instead, but it was only average quality here anyway, 
and I couldn’t risk spilling it on my dress. The brown liquid would never match the bright yellow skirt 
that only reached down to my mid-thigh.
I hadn’t worn anything suggestive when I had met the doctor in question, but today I was not pulling 
any stops until the money was in the till. I figured the double standard was worth the risk since I was 
not going to stop until I had some respect in the valley. I was going to pound every drum I could hit 
until my current status with this company was changed.
The advantage was mine as I faced the twelve member board. Not being ignorant, I had hired an 
attorney to give my argument and intentions strength. Without her I would be wasting my breath, even 
with the noose around the doctor’s neck, due to the papers I had proving his liability. I was going to 
hold my head high and proud, as suggested by the attorney. It was all show when meeting a board like 
this she had told me.
But I clutched my bag and smoothed my dress before entering the offices. I was heated by the sun 
hitting the southern side of the building as I pushed open the door. I could hear angry voices as I shot 
into the room through the huge door. My attorney was already inside and both sides were heatedly 
trying to express their opinions. I let the door push me out of the way as it swung closed. I had to 
straighten my short dress coat after the door knocked me off balance while trying to maintain the 
proper dignity.
I wasn’t too impressed by a short, sloppy-looking man who wore a rumpled suit with a bit of breakfast 
on his shirt. I could see that the wide tie had a purpose of hiding the old stain, which was in danger of 
ruining his appearance of an executive. I could only imagine that most of his time was spent in some 
camp, sitting in a large bare-wood cabin. Being an executive was probably only practiced when it was 
necessary, judging by his almost laughable effort to be dignified. It would probably take an army of 
personal caretakers if he was going to expect some change in his real self.
My attorney had a finger in the air as accusations flew around the room. “We’re not in the market…” 
one of the bankers declared, “We represent…” another attempted to state to my legal aide. It was a 
regular frenzy that I watched jump in the air as I made my sudden appearance. They all seemed to share 
an equal stare at me while I was pulling down my skirt. My attorney smiled wryly as she witnessed 
their group mistake. It was like the changing of a season while they began a variety of mumbling 
excuses and tried to continue their pleas.
I was seated next to my attorney as suggested by a shrug of her shoulder. I could see she wanted to 
develop her argument without letting my appearance in the room distract her like it had the banker’s 
group.
I could barely sort the arguments as they began speaking loudly towards my side of the table. One well-
dressed man, whom I suspected was their legal representative, stared at me with a wooden face as the 
other’s would feed him bits of information and suggestions. He was the star that they hid slightly 
behind. His shirt had a very tiny flower pattern that seemed white from all but the closest view.
He walked over to the northern end of the room where a solid oaken chair sat heavily. After sitting 
there he wet his mouth with a glass of water and played with the band around his finger. The other 
bankers group made a crowd around him like a bunch of fruit. The entire bunch made me sick. He 
pointed at the huge table with a finger pointed like a gun and made a surprise announcement to us. My 
attorney seemed to know what was coming and sat next to me in the padded chair.
“My Dear,” he began, “these documents laid before me tell me that it would take a minimum of a year, 
possibly five, before we would supply a jury with enough arguments to defend our doctor’s actions. 
There is a large divide between the various schools of thought, with myself leaning towards taking that 



long route to the resolution of this issue. But according to the wishes of this committee..,” he hesitated 
like he was playing the part of Perry Mason on television. “We decided that it was in our best interest to 
alleviate the difficulty of going through this process, and we allow a settlement with you.”
My attorney sat still, a small smile appeared. I nearly jumped in the air, even without knowing what the 
possible settlement would be. Perhaps that was why she only smiled.

Chapter Four ~ Words 800-900:

Now that the lawyers were in motion, I wondered just how long they would come up with a signed 
agreement, and when they would be paid off. My lawyers knew of course that their pay wasn’t coming 
out of my wallet (being empty of course), so my finances had no effect on their payday.
I headed back home, which would have been nice, had it not been for my uncooperative vehicle. I was 
nearly broke from having put gas into it for the trip downtown, but now I was without a car, and having 
only a twenty dollar bill in my purse to get me home.
Without attempting to catch one, a bus stopped right in front of me as I pondered what to do next. I 
generally don’t like riding the public transportation, but this one was empty, so I jumped aboard and 
rode it several blocks before I realized that I hadn’t even figured out which way this one was headed.
I watched the bus shoot through a tunnel shaped like a narrow, claustrophobic tube, then join heavier 
traffic, I realized that I was going even deeper into the middle of the city. While I hadn’t any plans, 
never knowing how long a legal meeting was going to take, I believed that I was going to be hungry 
sooner than later. My stomach made a statement with the noise it was creating.
I stood in the doorway of the bus and waited for it to slow. The bus driver herself came to a stop, I 
jumped off in a fair hurry, and a couple of people began to load the bus at its front doors, making a loud 
noise. I watched the corner of the bus rise with its hydraulics, then a final burst of air as it began rolling 
down the street once again.
I couldn’t lie about it, all this law stuff had worn me out. I practically dove into a restaurant for a quick 
bite of something to eat. It was a blow to me when I realized what time it was. I couldn’t imagine 
where the hours had gone.
Stepping onto the short set of stairs that led into the restaurant itself, I saw a familiar face staring at me 
from across the dining room. I hadn’t a clue that my sister would be here, it wasn’t expensive enough 
for her taste. It was likely that it was a part of the string of businesses her husband owned. The only 
thing she would enjoy was someplace original for her to experience.
The last I had seen of her was several months ago at a Church dance. It was indeed a strange place to 
find her, but perhaps she had gone there because of the doctor she was dating at the time.
As she walked towards me I noticed her clothes immediately. They were in high style, and I was sure 
that I had seen them advertised in the biggest store in the state, only a month ago. I always believed that 
the chief reason she stayed with the ‘good’ doctor was because of the style of clothes she could afford 
while being with him. As it stood now, I wouldn’t trade her boyfriend for all the clothes in the world.
I could count on her going for the riches, a farmer would never make a husband for her, at least not 
from any report I ever heard of about her. She even tried to pressure me once to date a friend of hers, 
another doctor of course. It wasn’t for my sake, she was just trying to solve a double date dilemma that 
I fit the bill for. She couldn’t make the date without having a date for his brother. To me, dating 
brothers was like something that you see on television, not something that I looked forward in real life.
Anyway, it ended up that she now lived at the top of the hill overlooking the city, while I was buried 
within it. I would have none of my present problems had I gone with her plan, but I was never going to 
get behind the wheel of an expensive vehicle just for greed, unlike her set of values.
Instead, I met my husband, a man of little substance financially, but with plans bigger than the 
pocketbook of my sister. Neither her nor her rich friends could believe that I would refuse a spot in 
their social circles.



Unless I misjudged her, my sister was headed for someplace to shop, one with a particular cost of its 
merchandise, otherwise she wouldn’t think twice about stopping there.
I stopped by a column that I supposed was holding up the ceiling, while a singer continued to sing over 
the noise of a truck while the door was opened behind me by someone coming or going.
I couldn’t separate myself from her due to her insistence that we go shopping together after our little 
snack. She never ate, or had a meal, but had numerous little snacks during the day. It was something 
that she had picked up from the East during her travels with her rich husband.
Sliding the chair out from under the table, I let myself drop into it and pulled myself closer to the table. 
I watched her touch the menu and experiment with methods to opening it without ruining a nail or 
something. I watched her spend a couple of minutes fiddling with it until my head began to hurt just 
from watching her efforts.
We were looking at the dinner menu, indicating how late it had already become. Eventually we ate and 
waited for the waitress to appear. Her knowledge of food was amazing, but then, she had been all over 
the nation experiencing it.
We set forth on our shopping excursion while she was giving me a speech on the pleasures of being 
wealthy. Of course she added a scant bit of praise, calling me the “salt of the earth” type, and saying 
how essential they were. It took real steel for me not to inform her of the world according to me. 
Perhaps had we not been in public I might have blown a gasket.
It turns out that my meeting with her was useful, as she absolutely necessary to buy me nine separate 
outfits. Trying to figure out her mental status wasn’t ever hard for me to do, it always had been rather 
narrow. I still had to be careful not to criticize the path that she had chosen, our directions had gone 
apart a long time ago. Nature had taken its course and the process had led us far away from each other, 
financially as well as value-wise. She went for the bread, I went for the exercise. I wasn’t so sure at the 
moment which of us had gone in the right direction.
I felt a movement as her car stopped in front of my house, it rocked as the chauffer stopped suddenly 
and leaped out to open the door for me. By the time we returned my car had been brought home 
somehow, and I let myself compare the lengths of the two vehicles as they sat in the driveway. I was 
fearful that he would run out of breath just running around the length of hers.
Her car had the best interior possible throughout, and the best paint job I’d ever seen on anything so 
long. I could only imagine it pulling up the a yacht parked on the shore of the lake, probably painted 
the same color of blue. I had both a fear of water and rope, knowing that I would become tangled in 
one someday and being strangled. I shook off the whole dream when she spoke through the open 
window.
Her voice was pure cotton as it rose to reach me as I led her driver into the house with my packages. I 
felt so guilty at having come home with such riches after our budget was down to the wire. I looked up 
at the house and realized that I would have to sell it and my car to reach the total cost of her vehicle. 
Then I doubted that I would have enough even then.

Chapter Five ~ Words 700-799:

I almost felt like I won at the banker’s convention, but the farther from the meeting at the bank became, 
the less certain I became as well. Nothing had been sent to me for signing, or even nodding in 
agreement. I felt like I had been abandoned in the desert, the meeting itself a product of my imagination 
instead of reality.
I set my key down with a clink next to the canister of sugar. Returning to the living room I noticed that 
the sofa was covered every inch by the packages bought with my sister. Looking out the window again, 
I noticed how beat the grass was in the yard I watched the huge car depart with my sister in it. I still 
couldn’t get over the fact that the value of her vehicle was equal or better than my house. Her stuff was 



increasing in value, while everything in my own life was falling apart and dilapidated.
Snickering to myself at trying to fit my family into her car, with or without the chauffer. Of course it 
couldn’t contain the contents of my house, although the family would probably squeeze into a single 
row in the back seat of the car.
I wondered about stuffing my packages into my office until I told my husband, but I’d have to keep the 
door closed. Out of the window I could see a couple of sheep decorations planted under a tree. Of 
course I decided right away that I wouldn’t have given any of it up for my sister’s wealth anyway. I did 
wonder what it would be like to visit her house though.
We were sold on this house as soon as we had seen the interior, and not because of the electric 
appliances like my husband had insinuated. Although I liked them, I could easily describe the rest of 
the house to anyone without having to include the kitchen tools.
Noticing the it seemed a little dark, I had to wonder what the weather was like. I looked out of the 
window and above me the clouds were gray and it looked like a major storm was about to descend on 
us. I had to believe that it was going to downpour any second.
Fearing that it might be more than that, I went out onto the front porch and looked to the sky. It wasn’t 
a minute before the first drop landed on my arm. I backed onto the porch before it also drenched my 
hat. I wasn’t used to wearing a fancy hat and had to act fast. I didn’t want to wear it anyway, but of 
course my sister insisted on it. Like everything else we bought, cost was most important to her and it 
was rather elaborate and looked more like it had been grown on my head. I was caught up in feeling 
feminine after being a wife and mother for so long.
I backed into the porch a safe difference from the edge where the rain was beginning to darken it with 
huge drops. Getting the hat wet didn’t happen due to my hasty retreat.
I held it in my hand and realized that I was a basic type of person anyway, on the scale between fancy 
and plain. I certainly didn’t pick the hat, although it was overwhelming with its bright colors. I think it 
reminded me of my kitchen with its flowery wallpaper. Then I realized that it had been a long time 
since we had moved in here, even the appliances were being converted back to gas. I didn’t pay that 
much attention to what type of stove I had anyway. I couldn’t pass on the new one though, this one was 
old regardless of whether it was run by gas or electricity.
I decided to take action right away and was glad about my decision. I couldn’t just change everything 
and move over to the west side of the city just because my sister thought it was a better side of town. It 
wasn’t that I ever had any intention to do it anyway, but I probably nodded while my sister was talking 
in the car.
Before I knew it I had a lady stop me in front of the meat department at the grocery store a few days 
later. She wanted me to “Please, please consider my offer.” she pleaded while holding several pages of 
real estate offers. I would like to consider her cause, but I just wasn’t in the market.
The house was getting cool as I left the windows open. I had to admit that I did love having a cool 
breeze blowing through the windows. It blew past a lilac tree that would send its fragrance well beyond 
its branches.
Before long I was busy deciding where to put my new belongings. I just wasn’t sure how to deal with 
all of them. I couldn’t just fill the basement with them, I did like them after all. I shook my head at the 
amount of capital my sister spent. I had to fight her sharp comments at my life compared to hers. I was 
very cross, but she wouldn’t let a comment coast if she didn’t like it.
I began arguing about something else I should buy, even if she was going to offer to buy it for me if I 
did, but bypassed the hole she was digging for me. I could argue to death and she would never relent.
“You’ll never amount to anything if you don’t present yourself properly.” She repeated until I was 
beginning to recite it myself. On the level of sisters, she was a big pain in the butt most of the time, but 
she was never malicious either, therefore I could take her constant ribbing in her not-so-subtle way.
I figured it would be a century and she would never stop sticking her nose in the air and pointing out 
that her silver was shinier than mine would ever be. Of course she had several servants to polish it all 



afternoon. I would have to stick to the ancient method of putting on gloves and rubbing it the old 
ancient way like most housewives would.
Suddenly I realized how quiet it was in the house. I gritted my teeth and spun the wedding ring around 
my finger. I recalled how my husband had spent too much money on it, before he became Mr. 
Invention and money ran out of the windows. Right now I was more likely to declare him a section 
eight, ready for the booby hatch rather than the hall of fame.
I had been living in the monetary shadow for close to twenty years, and I couldn’t help wondering if it 
wouldn’t be fair for me to clean the slate a little.
After a shower I slipped into a brown evening dress and decided to spread myself across the city in a 
complete loss of control. I might even pass by my sister’s boat, climb on board, and listen to its 
powerful engine turn over a few thousand revolutions. I tried to back down several times while 
dressing, putting on makeup, and looking for ‘appropriate’ jewelry. When I was closest to yielding to 
this temptation, a song came over the radio about a woman who had also been holding onto hope for a 
long time and couldn’t bear to change the course of her future.
After that I couldn’t help but change my position and decide to go another direction. I looked at my 
foot and hoped the corn on my toe wouldn’t push its way through my stocking until my return home. It 
was the same treatment that I had given a similar intruder on my other foot, with good results.
After calling Trudy’s number, I stepped into her limousine once again like a queen headed for a 
rendezvous with her king. it was an odd method to be invigorated, but I promised to listen to the radio 
that was bought so many years so.
In the meantime I decided to sit back and take a huge break, one that might last for several days, at 
least I hoped it would. 

(Alex's note: “Hopefully, more to come...”)


