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house and having to flip a U-turn every 
time I happen to be on autopilot while 
discussing life’s latest travesty’s 
(including near hip breaking experiences) 
with whoever happens to be on the other 
end of the cell phone.   
 
(And men, I am going to ask you to back 
off with your comments at this point—
you can’t tell me that pack of Little Deb-
bie “Donettes” you dug out from under 
your seat and then devoured on the way to 
work today increased your focus on the 
road.) 
 
Of course, if breaking old habits is hard, 
try developing new ones.  Like this habit I 
have tried to get into if being on time to 
work.  I made a fatal mistake when I 
breezed in to the office a mere five min-
utes late on January one and announced 
that  my New Year’s goal was “to be 

more on time!”  It is now 
standard operating proce-
dure that if I run even the 
shortest time of fifteen to 
twenty minutes late I am 
on “Moron time.” 
 
Or that new habit I tried to 
get into called cooking.  I 

had to do something  to counteract 
Shawn’s annoying habit of regular eating.  
So far, this one has yet to take.  It starts 
and stops in about three day spurts, and it 
usually ends for a time when I make 
things like baking powder biscuits with 

(Continued on page 34) 

and the external dance wondering 
which lavatory is the closest.  So far 
the Accountants next door and I have 
gotten real close.   
 
I realize we have another restroom in 

the basement, but 
have you ever 
tried to maneuver 
down a flight of 
stairs while in the 
middle of execut-
ing serious blad-
der control?  The 
last time I tried 
that I nearly dis-
located a hip. 

 
Oh sure, it would be the easiest thing 
to allow myself plenty of time, and 
head to the nearest working facility 
on the first try, but who does that!  
Admit it.  We are all creatures of 
habit.  That is the bathroom I have 
used for the last three years.  That is 
a lot of training to overcome in three 
short days.   
 
Old habits definitely do die hard—
even if they are 
completely ridicu-
lous.  Like my hus-
band’s habit of 
want ing dinner 
every night.  What is 
that!  Or how my 
daughter finds it 
necessary to cry 
each and every time her diaper needs 
serious attention—which happens 
WAY more than I think it should—
yet she persists. 
 
Or there is that annoying habit I have 
of driving right past the babysitters 
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T he upstairs toilet in our office is 
broken.  There is some lever in the 

back hooked to a suction-y thingy that 
you have to pull up by hand if you want 
the thing to flush.  Gross.  And I know 
what you are thinking:   
 
A.) “Technically that’s 
clean water.”  Don’t care.  
Still gross.  On the odd oc-
casion we had to pull the 
suction-y thingy up when 
we were younger we made 
our little sister do it.  I think 
we promised her a pack of 
Starbursts she never col-
lected on to get her to agree 
without telling Mom.  After that we made 
her take out the garbage and told her we’d 
time her so she wouldn’t know she was 
doing our chores.   
 
And B.) We work for the water place and 
the toilet is broken—what does that say 
about our credibility?  I’ll just blame the 
fact that our guys are all out in the field 
helping you so they can’t be bothered to 
come into the office and worry about us.  
Thanks a freaking lot folks. 
 
My point is, that even though this has 
been a problem around here for going on 
three days, I have yet to remember that 
fact on the first try.  Every time my over-
dose of Diet Coke hits home I prance in 
there, shut the door, turn on the lights and 
look over to see the post-it note we use as 
a glamorous reminder that unless you’d 
like to be up to your elbows in the toilet 
tank in the near future, you’d better find 
an alternate facility.   
 
Of course at this point I have not left my-
self much time to be looking too far for 
another option so I do the internal debate 

The last time I  

tried that I nearly 
dislocated a hip. 
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baking soda,  add sour cream and feta cheese to doll up a tuna 
fish sandwich (almost threw up on that one), or try substituting 
mayonnaise when I run out of egg whites in angel food cake.   
 
(I would not suggest that particular substitution by the way. 
You make one of those things imperfectly—much less with a 
touch of mayo—and you have a weapon of death on your 
hands.  Hurl it any direction it will kill or wound all in it’s path 
and then come back to you.  It’s amazing really.  Just go to the 
store and get more eggs.  Or an angel food cake from the bak-
ery.  Or McDonalds.)  
 
I also have the habit of not caring about things “Society” says I 
should.  That one lead to a warrant for an unpaid speeding 
ticket at one point in my life.  I had better things going on than 
worrying about taking care of a  little speeding ticket.  At least 
until I landed in a court room with the oh-so-convincing argu-
ment of “Well, I hadn’t really gotten around to paying that one.  
Thought about it.  Haven’t quite done it.”  That only cost me 
$500.  Not bad considering I was one ornery judge away from 
sharing a cell with Big Bertha and paying for her continued 
congeniality with smuggled cigarettes or extra desserts, what-
ever she wanted. 
 
My habit of disregarding “Official Rules and Policies” also led 
to an extra special security check on my flight to Kansas last 
week seeing as my license had expired sooner than I felt it 
should have.   
 

(Continued from page 33) Of course, the ticket agent was very helpful.  She was still go-
ing to let me take the $9,000 dollar flight, but not without fol-
lowing the airline precautions that apply to disregarders of pro-
cedure such as myself.  I knew I was in for it when she handed 
me my ticket and said “Go to gate B5 and feel the love.”  Crap.  
Here come the Chinese Splits and that air machine that suppos-
edly checks for explosive chemicals.  Mostly though I think it 
just gives you the “wind blown” look for a few hours, signaling 
to other passengers that you were the freak they felt it necessary 
to protect them from.     
 
These experiences, plus marrying a civic-minded fellow who 
believes in paying taxes on time and following up on things like 
parking tickets and that laundry we put in the washing machine 
three days ago have led me to try and change those habits as 
well.  Man, this is hard.   
 
Of course I have a brother who was once in the habit of avoid-
ing responsibility on a much grander level.  But about five 
years ago he decided to change his habits.  He showed up on 
my parent’s doorstep—a place we hadn't seen him in about five 
years—with the intention to change.   
 
And he has.  One hundred percent.  He is now married, owns a 
home, goes to school, holds a job and has paid his debts back to 
society and everyone else he felt he should—including himself. 
 
I guess if he can do it, so can I. 

Call Rural Water & Watch This Call Rural Water & Watch This 
Year’s  CCR Go the Distance! Year’s  CCR Go the Distance!   

 
 
 
 
 
 

• 2-Color 
• Full color 
• Full De-

sign 
• Printing 
• Mailing 

Call Rural Water & Watch This Call Rural Water & Watch This 
Year’s  CCR Go the Distance! Year’s  CCR Go the Distance!   


