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we left I made sure to tell him the air-
lines were really quite reliable—I hadn’t 
ever really had a problem that I had no-
ticed.  I was sure it would be fine.  He 
took my words to heart as he immedi-
ately began pacing the floor.   Little did 
I know he may have been justified in his 
pacing—if our flight the next day was 
any indication of things to come, he 
wouldn’t be home in time for Christmas 
let alone for his interview.   
 
Early the next morning (let’s face it, it 
was pretty much still the day before) as 
we watched the taillights of our ride 
drive off into the sunrise we would be 
informed that, due to inclement weather 
in Zimbabwe, our flight was promptly 
cancelled yesterday. (Thanks for the 
notice—no, don’t worry, I love getting 
out of bed at 3 am for no reason at all.  
Sometimes I do it on the weekends just 
for fun.) But of course don’t worry—we 
were already rescheduled on a later 
flight and with that bonus came a lei-
surely seven hours full of either trying to 
sleep in the leatherette comfort of the 
airport lobby or re-financing the car to 
purchase a pack of chewing gum and a 
magazine to while-away the hours be-
fore us.  Awesome. 
  
I looked over at Shawn and noticed he 
had assumed the fetal position.  I don’t 
blame him.  The chances of lightning 
striking within the confines of the air-
port are actually quite high when blessed 
with his luck. 

(Continued on page 23) 

Glass bottom boat?  He’s falling through.  
Cop pulls him over? He’s getting the ticket 
of the guy behind him.    Light at the end of 
the tunnel?  It’s a train.  But I have always 

refused to believe it was a 
pattern—that things could 
ALWAYS go wrong for one 
person.  That was before we 
flew on the same plane.      
 
Yeah, uh I think he might be 
on to something.   
 
Shawn was between classes 

at school and able to get work off for long 
enough to join me and the rest of the Rural 
Water staff for our trip to Nashville for Na-
tional Rural Water In-Service Training in 
June.  We planned ahead and bought the 
tickets three months in advance.  Of course 
that meant we would need to reschedule his 
flight home as two days before departure he 

found out 
about that the 
job interview 
of his dreams 
landed three 
hours before 
his flight did.  
B u t ,  w e 
changed his 
ticket (“That 
will be four 
thousand dol-
lars and sixty-
two cents 
please”) and 
tried not to 
panic.   
 
In fact, being 
the good wife 
that I am, 
right before I 
drifted off to 
sleep the 
night before 
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M y husband thinks he’s cursed. He 
has that “If anything can go 
wrong it will, and it will happen 

to me” thing going.  I used to tell him he was 
imagining things.  Because 
things work for me.  Not al-
ways perfectly.  Sometimes I 
think I am just too stupid to 
notice that things went differ-
ently than I expected, I just 
think, uh, yeah that’s what I 
meant.  Not Shawn.  If a bird 
craps, its gonna hit him and 
he’s gonna notice.   
 
Of course I blew off as coincidental that he 
was the only person out of twelve diners who 
came down with salmonella poisoning after 
eating at a Hudarite restaurant in Montana.  I 
also thought it was mere chance that he was 
the only one on the honeymoon snorkeling 
adventure whose water wings were faulty.  

If a bird craps,  
it’s gonna hit 
him, and he’s  
gonna notice. 
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Fellow staff member Diana and her new husband Tyson, along 
with Vern Steel’s son Drew were experiencing the same joys we 
were.  We decided our best strategy would be to huddle around 
an out-of-the-way ticket counter and  plead for an early release 
from the 7-hour sentence.  After the all-to-happy-to-be-there 
counter attendant hunt and pecked at her computer 
terminal for fifteen uninterrupted minutes some-
thing finally went our way—she not only scheduled 
us for an earlier departure, but we all got upgraded 
to first class.  Well, all but one.   
 

Umm, is there a Shawn Rasmussen here?  Yeah, big 
shocker.  The minute she made the announcement 
Shawn knew he was the lucky one destined to en-
dure the barely-there peanuts and the overly large 
seatmate giving him a virtual hug all the way while 
the rest of us would be enjoying the freedom of 
three extra inches of foot room and a seat-back in-
cline exceeding the normally allotted comforts of  
88 degrees. 
 

Of course we did not escape the effects of Shawn’s fortune as 
we were now all the lucky recipients of that extra special secu-
rity check everyone covets.  We approached the security gate 
innocent and un-violated, and, before we knew what hit us, we 
were all in a row performing the Chinese splits while five 
grumpy old men wielding beeping wands grilled us about the 
metal grommets on our jeans and the true functions of our lap-
tops.  I did my best not to anger the nice man.  No sir, I am not 
in the habit of leaving my luggage unattended or letting people I 
don’t know borrow my shoes, but thank you for asking.      

(Continued from page 22) The security checks didn’t surprise Shawn.  Of course the lost 
luggage and the broken suitcase wheel and the plane running out 
of in-flight drinks right before he was served never phased him 
either.  He was used to that sort of thing.   In fact, if the plane 
had crashed, he wouldn’t have even stopped reading his maga-
zine while his seat was thrown backwards out of the chasm 
ripped into the hull.  Of course the rest of us would have quietly 

placed our heads between our knees and been home 
in time for supper.     
 
When we finally touched down in Nashville and 
proceeded to enjoy a non-traumatic week (unless 
you count witnessing Curt’s version of a line dance, 
with an alteration allowing for him to slap his knee 
without having to cross his arm over his belly) 
Shawn began to breath a little easier.  All that lay 
ahead was the flight home…. But, sometimes, even 
planes fly his way, and my luck attended his flight 
home—it came off without a hitch.   
 

Maybe that’s why we belong together—my obliviousness, his 
watchful eye.  My flight arriving as scheduled.  His crashing in 
the Rockies.  It’s working for us.  And it is part of the reason I 
love him.  He has never crawled under a rock and called it quits, 
no matter what the odds.  (Although part of that may be the fear 
of the inevitable crushing that would await him under a rock of 
that size.)  He reminds me of that cartoon where the bird has a 
frog in its mouth, and the frog is still trying to choke him to 
death.  Never, never, never, give up.   
 

We are flying to Washington next month.  He is sure it will be 
fine.     


