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Point taken.  
Or  there is my cousin Brooke who, when 
attempting to give a wheel-chair bound 
man a lift to a dance club had some diffi-

culties getting his 
chair into her car.  As 
an alternative, she 
suggested he just hang 
onto the bumper for 
the ten block ride.     
 
Seriously—what IS 
wrong with my fam-
ily?  (And my Mother 
wants to perpetuate 

this genetic line?!) 
 
Of course, one good thing about her get-
ting grandkids is that sometimes it takes 
the wisdom of a three year old to put 
things in perspective.  I spent a few days 
with my sister and her family a few 
weeks ago—she has three of the cutest 
boys I have seen with one more on the 
way.  The night I arrived she told me that 
an older man who was friends with her 
and her husband had passed away at 
church the week before.  She also men-
tioned that she had sent the boys to  
cousin Bonny’s—one of their favorites—
while they had gone to the funeral.   
 
I am not sure my nephews quite knew 
what to make of the recent past events  
because the next morning as we were 
getting ready to go to church my three-
year-old nephew Sutton began to pontifi-
cate on the events of the week prior.  

(Continued on page 24) 

tirely—we are a whole family of slow 
learners.  Take my ever-lasting diet 
for example.  I have had the goal to 
rid my body of the equivalent of an 
Olsen twin for the past 20 years.  
(Only twenty years because I didn't 
know who the Olsen twins were when 
I was eight.  Before that I wanted to 
lose the equivalent of Cindy Brady.  
Yep.  Been tryin’ that long.  Twin-
kies?  Sometimes.  Every day.  Ok.)         
 
Of course we can 
recognize ridiculous 
behavior in other 
people no problem—
it is ourselves we 
need to come to 
terms with.  My 
brother called me 
while he was driving 
to work the other day 
and, as we were talking he suddenly 
became irate at a situation he was en-
countering on the freeway.  Now, as 
he is prone to the occasional bout of 
road rage complete with cursing and 
swerving I hesitated—for my safety 
and his—to ask the details.   
 
Eventually my curiosity won out and I 
asked what was going on.  My brother 
replied that he was passing a lady  
who was using an oxygen tank to help 

her breathe, but, at the 
same time, she was 
smoking a cigarette.  
“Well,” I replied, “I 
guess that is crazy, but 
I don’t think I have 
any room to talk.  I 
mean, I’m looking to 
lose a few but I drive 
around eating a 
cheeseburger on occa-
sion.”  
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M y Mom really needs some grand-
kids.  She has the three grandsons 

in Montana, but, unfortunately, they are 
not around all the time, so we take the 
brunt of her lacking—but not in the tradi-
tional way.  In most people’s cases this 
means parental torture and nasty inquisi-
tions every time they get together.  Phrases 
such as “You’re not getting any younger”  
or “Hey what’s the status on those grand-
kids?”  or, “Isn’t it your turn next?” often 
must be dealt with.  Not in my family.  In 
my family we get slowly tortured in a 
much more subtle way.   
 
Like directly after Easter dinner—
everyone was marched out to the front 
lawn to hunt for Easter eggs, as a state-
ment against the obvious lack of more 
“suitable” participants present.  I am sure 
the neighbors loved watching a few twenty
-somethings losing out to the big mean 
thirty-year-olds as they shoved their way 
toward the all-candy eggs.   My husband 
sent everyone sprinting when he came 
around to the front of the house holding an 
arm load of eggs he had looted from the 
back yard.  “Hey guys!”  He called.  
“They’re all back here!”  
 
What is wrong with my family?     
 
Of course I don’t think my Mom can 
blame her lack of grandkids on us en-

In my family we  

get tortured  

in a much more  
subtle way. 
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“There was a cop at church last week”  he said.  “What does 
‘heart attack’ mean?”  
After Sutton and I had had a long discussion on what it 
meant to have a heart attack and what happens when you 
die, I was rather proud of myself for having communicated 
one of life’s mysteries to my young nephew in a way he 
could really grasp—especially since working with small 
children has never been my forte.   (I nearly strangled his 
brother trying to get him out of his stroller the summer be-
fore—in my defense, there are no warnings labels on those 
things saying you really shouldn't try to get them out 
through the bottom.)        
 
During the next few moments as I basked in my triumph 
and Sutton pondered our 
very deep conversation on 
the meaning of life I began 
thinking that maybe I 
could pull off giving my 
Mom those grandkids after 
all.  Unfortunately, when 
the silence was finally bro-
ken with his summation of 
the events my hopes—and probably the hopes of my 
Mother—were fast deflated.   
 
“Hey,” he asked, “if somebody dies in church this week, do 
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