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crowave quite nicely, but when it comes 
to cooking in, on or around it, that’s a 
whole new ball game.   
 
So, at this point, things aren’t lookin’ so 
good for Shawn—best case scenario, if 
dealing with me doesn't kill him, and the 
hunger pangs don’t do him in, my trying 
to work that stove just might.  It just has 
all of these burners and heating things and 
gas flowing through it all the time.  It is 
really starting to worry me. 
 
For a while we thought we could ignore 
the absent pilot light, but when a small 
friend of ours passed out on the floor 
while watching Letterman we thought it 
was time we figured this thing out.  Of 
course it was midnight at this point and 
any normal human who would know 
about such things (aka Dad) had already 
been asleep for four hours.  So, we figured 
it out on our own.  We bravely marched 
into the kitchen, turned to face the stove 
and  stared right at it, trying to intimidate 
it back into burning without our assis-
tance.  (That way, no one would have to 
lose an eyebrow in the process.)  No such 
luck.   
 
So, being the rational husband that he is, 
Shawn elected me to poke around under 
the stove lid as my brows are more be-
lievably penciled back in.  Good thinkin’ 
honey.   
 
I began by lighting a match at the opposite 

(Continued on page 26) 

It’s just that not only was I  deciding 
to marry Shawn, (that part was easy), 
I was deciding if I could successfully 
pull off the whole married life 
thing—and if I should make Shawn 
suffer through my attempt.   You see, 
I am not such a great cook.  Or 
housekeeper.  Or wife.   
 
But, if Shawn was willing to take a 
chance on me, so was I.  So we have 

been married 
for two weeks 
now and I have 
already learned 
a few valuable 
lessons. Like 
never put your 
husband in 
charge of deco-
rating for the 
ho l idays—no 
matter how 

excited he is about it.  You will end 
up with three cardboard cutouts of a 
pumpkin, a skeleton and a corn stalk 
all scotch taped to the front win-
dow—facing streetward of course—
with his biggest concern being which 
way to position the skeleton arms so 
they look the scariest.   
 
My Mom came over, raised one eye-
brow and commented on our “fancy” 
decorating job.  “You like those?” he 
asked, “I’ve gotten nothing but com-
pliments on those.”     
 
Me either Babe.  Me either. 
 
But we have encountered a few real 
problems as well—like the pilot light 
going out on our beastly 1904 gas 
stove that we have no idea how to re-
light.  I mean, the stove looks cool 
and fills up the space next to the mi-
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A  few of you may have noticed that 
my last name is different than it 

was last issue.  Yeah, that would be new.  
The ring on my left hand?  Yup, also 
new.   
 
How about having someone right next to 
me in the morning who makes me actu-
ally get out of bed rather than hit the 
snooze button fourteen times?  Or  the 
fact that I now am supposed to  cook 
something (frozen 
burritos require cook-
ing) at night when I 
get home from work—
or that I am also sup-
posed to come home 
after work every day?    
New, new and new.  
 
Yup, I got married.  
And if it weren’t for 
us having extremely 
kind friends and family, donating all of 
those nice wedding gifts to the “Keep 
Shawn Alive Cause” (you know, stuff 
like pots, pans, flour—what do you do 
with flour!) Shawn (my hus-
band…..umm, does that sound weird to 
anyone  else—husband? The elderly, 
moms and 18 year old Utahans have 
husbands. I don’t have husbands.) would 
already be dead.  He has already told me 
that he thinks I am going to kill him off 
before he hits 35 as it is.  (I made sure he 
knew I thought he was being a bit gener-
ous with his estimates.) 
 
He claims that I almost killed him with 
the three weeks of nerve-wracking inde-
cision I went through before I said I 
would marry him.  No offense, but what 
did he expect?  It takes me 20 minutes to 
pick out a shower curtain at Wal-Mart 
and we are talking about the rest of our 
lives here—I can return a shower cur-
tain!   

The next morning  

we helped each  

other pencil our  

eyebrows back in 
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opposite side of the stove top.  We found a stack of incense 
leftover from my single days six hours prior and lit one to use 
as a match extender.   
 
Shawn was supportive and did a lot of cringing as I stretched 
my now hairless arm into the inner depths of the stove on the 
opposite side—and a new little blue flame lit right up.  No 
explosions, no drama, it just lit right up.  It felt like a miracle. 
 
The next morning we helped each other pencil our eyebrows 
back in before we left for work while laughing over the near 
death experience we had survived the night before.  And I was 
happy.  I was happy to still be alive after the previous day’s 
experiences.  I was happy with my decision to forfeit the ad-
ventures of single life for this new journey.  And I was happy I 
would be traveling with my best friend. 
 
Three days later I had to pick my Mom up at the airport from 
her trip to Montana to see my Dad—his job had required him 
to live there for the past few months, and I could see his ab-
sence taking its toll on her.  She was lonely.  She was sad to be 
without him.  She missed him.  They have been married for 40 
years, and it wasn’t too long—she still missed him.   
 
The light is still on for them.  I want to be like that.   

end of the gas-filled room, hoping to burn off any remnants of 
flammable toxins before I actually had to near the stove.  As I 
came closer, a thought occurred to my technologically ad-
vanced mind—maybe the oven and the burners were somehow 
connected.  Like if we first lit the oven, the burner’s pilot lights 
would magically kick on.  Genius.   
 
Have you ever seen an OLD, OLD, OLD gas stove light up?  It 
is like watching the Times Square fire works set off in your 
microwave.  Good thing the land lady didn’t mention that BE-
FORE we moved in.  We lit the oven pilot light and waited a 
few moments before we saw the explosion—flashes of light so 
bright they invoked memories of our now black arm hair to 
flash before our eyes.   
 
Fire leapt out of every orifice the stove possessed as an ashy 
dust emptied into the kitchen around us.  I looked up at Shawn 
and tried to identify him using only the whites of his eyes and 
the palms of his hands in the darkness. 
 
We shut down the oven and tried to pretend like nothing had 
happened.  We also tried to pretend like we would still get our 
deposit back without a problem.             
 
On to plan B.  We had no plan B.  So Shawn did what all boys 
are trained to do when a problem arises—poke at it with a stick.  
I guess I can’t get too upset about his primitive methods—a few 
prods later he located a blue flame under the stove cover on the 
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