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whole genie dedicated solely to sim-
plify the pasta-making part of my 
life?  Now, for just three easy pay-
ments of $19.99, instead of boiling 
water and putting pasta in the pan 
and waiting for it to cook, all I have 
to do is boil water and put pasta in 
the tube….and wait for it to cook.  
Somebody’s a genius here, but sixty 
dollars later I’m not thinking it’s me.  
I need to get out.  I am getting 
dumber.      
 
But I guess I can’t say I haven’t left 
the house altogether.  I was allowed a 
field trip to the duck pond at our 
apartment complex and that was al-
most as exciting as looking forward 
to my daily shower.  In fact, it was 
only topped by the day my husband 
nervously agreed to let me sit on a 
lawn chair outside watching him and 
our friends play a game of volleyball.  
I figured if nothing else I could act as 
a spare ball if the need arose.  
    
That excursion might have helped, 
except for the fact that it made me 
feel like the crotchety old lady in a 
Jane Austin novel who has to put on 
her lap robe and be wheeled out to 

(Continued on page 24) 

But, I can’t complain too much.  
I mean, bed sores aside, there 
are the bonus times.  Like hav-
ing unlimited practice sessions 
for my debuts on both “The 
Price is Right” and “Family 

Feud.”  And I am 
one phone call 
away from getting 
a government-
sponsored hover-
round, at no addi-
tional cost to me.  
That will be nice, 
considering my 

feet are starting to resemble wa-
ter balloons with toes.     
And I did make the pleasant dis-
covery that although I haven’t 
seen “Days of Our Lives” since 
college, Bo and Hope were kind 
enough to drag out their rela-
tionship drama long enough for 
me to tune in and find them on 
the same couch I left them, dis-
cussing the same issues, give or 
take a blond girl.  That was con-
siderate. (I did miss a second or 
two of today’s episode when my 
pet meds were delivered right to 
my door, but I guess that’s the 
price you pay.) 
   
Actually, when the door bell 
rang I was hoping it was the 
UPS guy delivering my Pasta 
Genie—who knew there was a 

 

 

Worth It 
Shannon Rasmussen, Communications 

S o, my blood pressure is up.  
Way up.  And I have been 

home in bed on Dr.’s orders wait-
ing for the baby to be born for 
going on two weeks now.  Well, 
first of all who wouldn’t have 
high blood pres-
sure under such 
circumstances—I 
mean, I realize 
the event I am 
looking forward 
to will be all joy-
ous and stuff, but 
it is also likely to 
induce a great deal of pain.  Pain I 
am not accustomed to, nor do I 
look forward to, unless you mean 
looking forward to it being over 
and that’s fine.   
 
But, until then, I am at the mercy 
of Chuck Woolery’s attempts at 
making facial expressions 
through the botox and resisting 
the urge to call every lawyer in 
Utah who thinks they can get me 
thousands of dollars from that old 
lady I hit in the parking lot.     
   
I know, you’re out there slaving 
away in the trenches or reading a 
meter or dealing with an ornery 
customer and a day with Chuck 
sounds like a dream about now.  
Yeah, I thought that once.  Wait 
‘til you try it.   
   

There is a greater 
chance I would be 
more relaxed in a 

hostage situation than 
in labor and delivery. 
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the garden once a day while she complains about 
how the breeze is killing her and demands her tea 
before she goes off to bed at 4:30 in the afternoon.  
Great. 
 
So, since field trips, Chuck and the Pasta Genie 
haven't been doing the trick, I have been trying a new 
tactic to keep the blood pressure down—
it’s called don’t focus on giving birth.  I 
am hoping it helps.  Of course, I quickly 
realized that, in my situation, there is 
really no getting away from it.  That’s 
like Webster trying to ignore the fact that he 
is 45 years old and 3 foot 5.  It’s just always 
there.   
 
In fact, right after I made this decision I was talking 
to my sister on the phone and she asked me if I was 
going to take a Lamaze class.  Of course that one 
was easy...NOPE!  No offense, but practicing labor 
is not something I am really into.  It’s bad enough I 
have to go through it one day soon, but I’d really 
rather not pre-live all the gory details.  I’ll happily go 
into this blind, thank-you.  
 
So she says, well, it is so you can learn how to relax 
during delivery!  I almost choked on my pickle juice.  
Relax?  Do people really believe that?  There will be 
no relaxing!  I have more of a chance at being re-
laxed in a hostage situation than I ever do in labor 
and delivery—and I won’t demean myself by at-

(Continued from page 23) tempting to think otherwise.  No, I have been practic-
ing a more practical route to relaxation—it’s a little 
phrase called “Give me the drugs—and if you are 
running low you can use the ones I brought.”        
 
Of course, my blood pressure also isn’t prone to 
dropping when the Doc says things to me like, 
“Well, I am not totally sure she is going to fit!” And 

I am thinking, he had better not be thinking fit 
where I think he means fit cause if that’s 

the case count me out right now!  No Lamaze 
nor any amount of bed-rest can do me any 
good upon hearing comments like that. 

 
But, despite my hopeful delusions of being 
knocked out on the way to the hospital only 

to awaken 6 weeks later in perfect physical condition 
to a beautifully potty-trained daughter, it is time I 
just face the facts.  This is going to hurt.  A lot.  But, 
I guess that’s just the thing about tough stuff.  The 
things that are worth it aren’t usually the things that 
are easy.   
 
My husband is working full-time, going to night 
school and is about to become a new father.  He is 
worried about succeeding at all three.  What he does-
n’t know is that by simply doing the tough stuff 
every day, he already has.   
 
And we both know it is already worth it. 


