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T

THE	CALAMITOUS	COMMODE

here	are	some	who	say	that	their	careers	are	in	the	toilet.	I	can	understand	that.	I’ve
had	times	in	life	when	I	thought	my	whole	life	was	in	the	toilet.	And	those	traumas
would	be	triggered	by	something	as	ordinary	as	having	a	clogged	pore.

My	current	problem,	however,	is	that	my	upstairs	toilet	is	in	the	toilet.

And	so	it	occurred	to	me	recently	that	I	had	better	order	a	new	one.	The	old	one	wasn’t
making	the	right	swishing	noises,	the	whirlpool	of	water	wasn’t	going	anywhere	and	I	had
to	be	a	certified	whirligig	operator	to	get	it	to	stop	running.	Along	with	that,	there	would
be	instructions	to	guests	complete	with	x-rated	gestures	on	how	to	operate	the	thing.

So	when	my	last	water	bill	looked	more	like	an	arrest	warrant	for	assault	on	the	city
water	tower,	it	was	time	to	act.

As	an	addicted	house	design-o-phile,	I	get	excited	about	changes.	Granted,	I’d	rather
have	a	new	state-of-the-art	kitchen	straight	out	of	the	dream	magazines.	Or	maybe	a	new
brick	terrace	where	my	hag	friends	and	I	can	sip	from	long	stems	and	admire	my	newly
landscaped	rose	garden.

But	hey,	I’ll	take	a	new	toilet.	It’s	a	change,	after	all.	So	when	the	plumbers	trudged	in
carrying	the	new	box	with	gleaming	porcelain,	I	was	buoyant	about	the	house	upgrade,	no
matter	how	insignificant.

I	envisioned	a	new	toilet	smiling	and	sparkling	in	its	stylish	bone	color.	And	I	would
flush	it	and	walk	away	like	a	normal	person	in	the	Third	Age.	My	new	toilet	would	make
strong	whooshy	 sounds,	 sing	 an	 entire	 stanza	 of	 “Anchors	Away”	 then	 fall	 responsibly
silent	 until	 its	 next	 use.	 Even	 the	 water	 bill	 people	 would	 celebrate	 and	 deliver	 a	 bill
somewhere	beneath	room	temperature.

“Ah,	 er,”	was	 the	 first	 indication	 from	one	 of	 the	 plumbers	 that	 there	might	 be	one
small	 teensy,	 weensy	 problem.	 “I	 think	 the	 floor	 is	 sinking,”	 was	 his	 next	 sober
observation.

But	he	pressed	on	and	didn’t	burst	my	bubble	yet.	The	house	was	still	standing,	and	if
I	promised	to	call	my	handy	dandy	carpenter	soon,	all	would	be	fine.

But	the	news	got	worse.	“Ah,	I	don’t	think…”	and	he	went	on	about	how	maybe	the
house	wasn’t	still	standing	and	that	there	was	nothing	left,	in	fact,	to	attach	the	new	toilet
to.	So	 I	was	 advised	 to	wait	 for	 the	new	 toilet	 and	 call	my	carpenter	 to	prevent	 further
damage	meantime.

Had	I	waited	longer,	in	fact,	the	old	toilet	–	circa	1937	–	would	have	eventually	fallen
through	the	ceiling.	That	would	have	been	as	timely	as	the	clogged	pore.	Forget	the	brick
terrace	 and	 the	wine	 stems,	my	 hag	 friends	would	 have	 been	 in	 the	 living	 room	below
during	that	fateful	occasion.

We	would	have	had	our	noses	 in	 the	 air	while	 engaging	 in	proper	 conversation	 like



who	 read	 what	 high	 brow	 literature	 lately,	 or	 how	 best	 to	 appreciate	 an	 upcoming	 art
exhibition.	 Soon,	 however,	 we	 would	 lower	 our	 noses	 into	 shallow	 gossip	 about	 some
daughter’s	mother-in-law	and	how	she	made	a	scene	buzz	buzz	buzz.

But,	“What’s	that	noise?”	would	have	immediately	escalated	into	an	emerging	tumor
in	the	ceiling	followed	by	an	ungainly	crash	to	the	couch	below,	narrowly	missing	one	of
my	hag	friends.	There	would	then	be	a	cloud	of	dust	swirling	around	shards	of	porcelain
everywhere.	 When	 the	 dust	 settled,	 there	 may	 have	 been	 a	 curious	 and	 confused	 cat
peering	through	the	new	hole	from	above.

Sometimes	life	is	in	the	toilet.



T

A	CHECKERED	BACKGROUND	CHECK

here	are	thorough	background	checks	for	everyone	these	days.	Every	time	there	are
applications	 to	 fill	 out	 for	 anything,	we	 are	 under	microscopic	 scrutiny	 to	 prove
that	we	are	squeaky	clean	upright	citizens	that	pulverize	garden	soil.

Just	 look	at	 every	 job	application.	At	 the	 top	 is	 the	 regular	 stuff	 to	verify	 a	mailing
address.	It	might	currently	be	a	box	under	a	bridge.	“How	long	at	this	address?”	follows	to
determine	residential	stability.	Well,	maybe	only	a	few	weeks	now	after	the	house	sold	to
fill	the	gas	tank.	The	line	to	provide	a	phone	number	might	also	be	blank	after	sacrificing
the	 cell	 phone,	 land	 line	 and	 beepers	 to	 call	 teenagers	 from	 the	 bedroom	 to	 dinner.	All
those	communications	are	grounded	to	a	halt	to	buy	this	week’s	groceries.

Then	 comes	 the	 background	 information;	 “Are	 you	 a	 convicted	 felon,	 i.e.	 have	 you
drooled	in	public	 in	front	of	a	bakery?”	Well,	no,	but	my	dog	left	a	nuisance	in	front	of
one	40	years	ago.	Oh-oh.	With	the	“Please	explain,”	space,	I’ll	have	to	fess	up	that	I	didn’t
have	 a	 plastic	 bag	with	me.	 The	 ladies	 in	 the	 bakery	 never	 got	 over	 it,	 so	 I	 guess	 that
defames	my	character	and	I	won’t	be	qualified	for	this	job.

My	 favorite	 section	 of	 the	 background	 check	 is	 the	 part	 about	 personal	 references.
With	puffing	peacock	confidence,	I	proudly	list	three	friends	who	are	upstanding	pillars	of
the	community	and	can	attest	to	my	reliability.	Then,	I	remember	that	I	blew	off	one	for
dinner	plans	because	I	forgot	to	look	at	my	calendar.	I	once	smart-mouthed	another	friend
because	she	didn’t	want	to	go	to	the	same	restaurant	as	I.	My	one	remaining	friend	refuses
to	be	seen	with	me	in	public	because	I	once	wore	white	after	Labor	Day.

So	much	for	personal	references.

It	 began	with	my	 first	 job	 as	 a	 teenager	 to	waitress	 part	 time	 for	 a	 local	 restaurant.
When	I	applied	in	person,	the	owner	looked	me	over	and	asked	about	my	background.	At
the	time,	I	was	only	guilty	of	picking	zits	and	holding	the	world’s	record	for	occupying	the
bathroom	the	longest.	Luckily,	times	were	less	dependent	on	such	checkered	backgrounds.

If	 my	 sordid	 and	 misguided	 background	 flunks	 this	 paperwork,	 I	 can’t	 imagine	 an
aspiring	presidential	candidate	who	must	endure	an	entire	past	rearing	its	ugly	head.	These
days,	squeaky	clean	 is	not	enough.	They	must	promise	 that	 they	never	wore	diapers.	To
back	 up	 that	 claim,	 the	 spirit	 of	 a	 loving	 mother	 must	 rise	 from	 the	 grave,	 circle	 the
network	cameras	and	swear	on	a	stack	of	baked	cookies	 that	her	perfect	child	was	born
with	Lysol	surrounding	the	umbilical	cord.	Then,	a	kindergarten	teacher	somewhere	must
step	 forward	and	say	 that	 this	child	bypassed	 the	bus	and	walked	on	water	 to	get	 to	 the
first	day	of	school.

But	 then	 again,	 that	 kindergarten	 teacher	may	 not	 pass	 her	 background	 check	what
with	flaws	and	foibles	all	around.

About	scandalous	 indiscretions,	 let’s	 just	say	 that	all	political	candidates	everywhere
must	 prove	 that	 there	 have	 never	 been	 any	DNA	 exchanges	with	 another	 human	 being



except	 the	 pizza	 delivery	 guy.	 Even	 then,	 there	 must	 be	 witnesses	 to	 prove	 that	 the
delivery	 man	 lives	 in	 a	 Plexiglas	 bubble	 and	 donates	 his	 tip	 with	 white	 gloves	 to	 the
homeless,	backgroundless	and	Lysol	products.

I	 actually	 applaud	 mistakes	 and	 indiscretions	 in	 life	 that	 make	 a	 checkered
background.	Who	would	want	to	wake	up	at	aged	85	and	realize	that	the	only	thing	to	be
proud	of	is	being	the	most	boring	human	being	on	the	planet?



A

NOT	A	CHIP	OFF	THE	‘OL	BLOCK

computer	chip,	that	is.	Somewhere	along	the	line	the	dog	and	cat	chips	caught	on	in
humans.	And	I	was	just	beginning	to	grasp	this	marvelous	chip	thing	so	that	our	dogs
don’t	run	away	or	cats	stray	from	their	domestic	mice.

Now	 I	 understand	 that	 whatever	 chips	 these	 pets	 have	 are	 inbred	 in	 humans.	 No
insertion	 necessary.	 Hospital	 nurseries	 are	 noticing	 that	 newborn	 computer	 chips	 are
already	functioning	underneath	the	umbilical	cord.

The	 newborns	 now	 come	 out	 with	 a	 tiny	 remote	 in	 their	 little	 hands	 to	 guide	 the
ceiling	 monitors	 to	 cartoons	 where	 monsters	 snicker	 at	 non-chipped	 parents	 and	 non-
chipped	parents	 snicker	at	 science	 fiction	where	newborns	have	chips.	By	 the	 time	 they
learn	 to	 walk,	 they	 have	 already	 bypassed	 regular	 English	 and	 promoted	 themselves
straight	to	text	language.	“H,	Gma,	how	r	u?”

I	realized	this	after	a	visit	from	my	five-year-old	grandson.	I	picked	up	a	few	toys	and
noticed	that	my	computer	mouse	was	lying	there	dead,	belly	up.	Rigor	mortise	had	already
set	in	on	the	four	legs	pointing	to	the	ceiling.

Yes,	I	remember	this	enterprising	kindergartener	at	the	computer	for	a	length	of	time.
But	 I	 left	 the	 room	after	 I	carefully	spelled	“Teletubbies”	for	him.	By	 the	 time	I	poured
another	 cup	 of	 coffee	 and	 returned,	 the	 room	 was	 spinning	 with	 upgrades,	 program
downloads	 and	 a	 big	 red	 dog	was	 lounging	 on	 the	 couch.	 I	 think	 there	was	 also	 some
green	monster	peeking	from	behind	the	monitor.

The	printer	 had	been	overloaded	with	 about	 six	 inches	of	 the	most	 expensive	photo
paper	to	run	off	scanned	graphics	of	a	five-year-old	hand,	one	tiny	tic-tac-toe	game	in	all
colors	of	the	rainbow	and	one	set	of	ABC’s	in	the	smallest	font	on	25	sheets.	He	was	very
proud	of	his	accomplishment.	“C	Gma?”

There	was	an	inch	of	leftover	photo	paper,	however,	so	he	took	online	instructions	to
fashion	an	instant	confetti	gismo	to	celebrate	along	with	the	balloons	that	he	conned	me
into	buying	at	the	store.	The	one	balloon	that	didn’t	pop	still	hovers	over	my	computer.	It
says	 “Class	 of	 ‘10.”	 That	 means	 that	 five-year-olds	 now	 graduate	 from	 “Outchipping
Grandmothers	with	Chins	101.”

The	mouse	 innocently	 clicked	 into	 shock	 several	 times	while	 I	 tried	 to	 recover	my
computer	from	a	newfound	virus.	My	beloved	Solitaire	game	had	turned	into	something
with	colors	 that	made	no	sense	and	 the	homepage	was	suddenly	a	pinball	game	where	I
couldn’t	 log	 on	 until	 I	 got	 the	 bouncing	 ball	 safely	 into	 the	 letter	 “U”	 in	 my	 Word
program.

And	here	I	was	impressed	with	how	my	computer	did	things	like	write,	save	and	send.
I	knew	how	to	turn	it	on	with	gentle	patience	and	off	with	stages	of	sleep.	Sending	digital
photos	in	between	were	for	the	advanced,	but	I	finally	got	it.	Next	time,	I’ll	just	ask	a	pre-
loaded	grandchild	whose	inborn	chip	can	order	cookies	instantly	via	E-Dough.



I’m	not	sure	what	this	newfangled	Mother	Goose	chip	looks	like,	nor	the	one	that	goes
into	dogs	and	cats.	I	imagine,	however,	based	on	my	grandson	that	human	heads	are	now
born	larger	to	accommodate	the	chip	size,	probably	in	the	texture	of	a	sponge.	There	are
zapping	 arrows	 that	 operate	 between	 bulging	 eyes,	 bright	 screens	 and	 a	 very	 nervous
mouse.

Part	of	that	inborn	chip	is	see-through,	I	notice.	It	is	located	where	an	unruly	cowlick
is	somewhere	on	top	of	the	head.	If	you	look	closely,	you	can	see	wheels	turn,	especially
when	a	chipless	grandmother	asks	a	stupid	computer	question.



I

A	FRIENDLY	FINANCIAL	WET	BLANKET

once	had	a	friend	who	managed	his	finances	like	a	scam-artist.

If	there	were	a	free	ticket,	free	ride	or	free	dinner	he	would	be	right	there	as	a	social
animal.	If	he	had	to	hold	his	own	like	any	other	grown-up,	however,	he	would	prefer	 to
stay	home	and	calculate	how	he	could	live	without	water	and	electricity.

Sometimes,	if	he	needed	extra	cash	he	would	sell	some	personal	belongings.	The	last
time	I	saw	his	place,	it	looked	more	like	a	cell	block.	Otherwise,	if	he	needed	anything,	he
would	“borrow”	from	friends,	as	if	everyone	were	a	lending	library.

Managing	finances	with	some	frugal	budgeting	is	an	activity	that	most	of	us	can	relate
to.	Yes,	I	clip	a	few	coupons	and	shop	for	the	least	expensive	toilet	paper.

But	when	 it	 comes	 to	 a	 restaurant	 outing	with	 friends,	 it	 seems	more	 appropriate	 to
leave	the	ledger	sheet	at	home	and	generously	offer	whatever	it	takes	to	settle	the	bill.	It
has	been	called	“going	Dutch.”	And	friends	act	this	way	around	friends.

This	 financial	 wet	 blanket	 was	 otherwise	 an	 educated	 and	 harmless	 person	 who
appeared	to	fit	 into	any	social	gathering	with	light	humor	and	a	charming	demeanor.	He
would	tell	the	right	jokes,	laugh	at	the	right	quips	and	wit	his	way	around	everyone	with
an	 easy-going	 manner…until	 the	 restaurant	 tab	 came.	 Then	 he	 was	 suddenly	 in	 the
bathroom.

The	 timing	 of	 his	 disappearing	 act	 took	 many	 years	 to	 perfect.	 Male	 friends	 from
college	remember	their	sports	gatherings	for	drinks	at	the	bar.	Hardy	har,	flex	the	muscles
and	have	another	Bud,	thank	you.	But	when	the	tab	came,	the	financial	wet	blanket	was
unavailable.

At	dinner,	if	he	were	off	guard	from	his	disappearing	act	and	the	tab	was	delivered	to
near	 his	 plate,	 his	 jowls	 stiffened	 into	 rigor	mortis.	 He	 eyed	 the	 tab	 as	 if	 the	 Bubonic
Plague	had	invaded	our	table.	While	the	rest	of	us	would	reach	into	our	wallets	and	purses,
his	end	of	the	table	turned	into	a	small	accounting	firm.

Clacking	away	with	blurs	of	figures	and	quarter-figures,	he	would	calculate	who	had
the	whatever	 special,	 exactly	how	much	wine	was	consumed	down	 to	 the	molecule	and
whose	 dessert	was	 untouched.	 Then	 he	would	 do	 a	 complete	 background	 check	 on	 the
waitress	and	assess	minor	offenses	(“My	salad	was	late”),	 then	diminish	the	tip	down	to
the	last	half-cent	with,	“Ok,	you	owe	me	that	half-cent	at	the	next	dinner.”

One	time,	the	money	was	in	order	and	stacked	on	the	table.	He	was	suspiciously	the
last	one	to	leave.	Then	he	quietly	scarfed	back	the	tip	money	that	he	had	been	forced	to
leave	earlier	with	witnesses	around.	Honest!

Another	time,	a	friend	had	some	free	theatre	tickets.	To	prove	to	ourselves	that	he	was
a	 financial	 wet	 blanket,	 we	 rehearsed	 our	 mini-drama	 in	 the	 restaurant	 bathroom.	 She
fronted	me	 some	 cash	 so	 that	 I	 could	 pretend	 to	 pay	 for	 it	 across	 the	 table	with	 grand



flourish.

“Oh,	here”	 (flutter	 the	bills	past	his	 face),	 “I	 almost	 forgot	 to	pay	you	 for	 the	 ticket
tonight.”

“Why,	thank	you,	Sue,”	she	replied	in	hint-hint	capitol	letters.	“I’ll	just	hang	onto	the
tickets	until	we	get	there,”	she	said	with	megaphone	clarity	in	his	direction.

It	was	rigor	mortis	again.

His	favorite	restaurant	scam	is	when	someone	takes	out	a	credit	card	for	the	total	while
the	 rest	 of	 us	 contribute	 cash.	We	 tallied	 later	 one	 time	 who	 paid	 for	 what,	 and	 were
horrified	 to	 find	 that	 the	 generous	 credit	 card	 person	 had	mostly	 paid	 for	 the	 pizza,	 of
which	the	financial	wet	blanket	consumed	the	most.	That’s	when	I	declared	that	he	was	no
longer	a	dinner	friend.

I	haven’t	seen	him	much	these	days,	but	notice	that	he	has	improved	his	station	in	life
by	befriending	rich	widows.





A

A	DINOSAUR	NAMED	WHO?

friend	admitted	that	she	had	way	too	much	time	at	an	airport	recently.	She	had	done
her	exercise	walk	and	had	removed	her	terrorist	gear	from	her	eye	shadow	brush.	So
she	moseyed	around	to	look	in	the	shops	with	two	“Ps”	and	an	“E,”	or	quaint,	high-

end	shoppes.

It	so	happens	that	airports	know	when	unsuspecting	hags	might	have	time	to	spare,	so
they	place	shoppes	in	strategic	locations,	like	everywhere.

She	had	already	bought	me	a	charming	purse,	probably	because	she	was	embarrassed
to	be	seen	at	the	opera	with	me	carrying	denim.	Or	another	one	that	collected	cat	hair	that
made	everyone	sneeze	within	a	square	mile.

So	she	handed	me	a	cute	little	white	box	when	I	picked	her	up	from	the	bus.	It	was	a
charming	snow	globe,	not	just	any	snow	globe,	one	that	had	the	famous	dinosaur	named
Sue.

Funny,	I	shook	it	and	confetti	from	my	shredder	swirled	in	a	blizzard	of	pieces	of	my
life,	mostly	bills.	Once	settled,	I	thought	that	I	was	looking	in	the	mirror.	How	clever	of
her	 to	bring	me	something	where	 I	 resembled	 the	 famous,	 largest	and	heaviest	dinosaur
unearthed	on	record.

The	face	glared	at	me	with	a	row	of	teeth	that	had	obviously	been	flossed	and	brushed
with	 great	 care.	 The	mouth	was	 completely	 open	 to	 see	 such,	 but	 then	 it	was	 probably
always	 open	 in	 her	 time	 to	 yak	 about	 the	 latest	 gossip	 concerning	 a	 sister-in-law’s
Tyrannosaurus	 brother	whose	 sharp-toothed	mother	 stomped	 off	 over	 a	 cliff	 after	 some
other	 saurus-in-law	 who	 wouldn’t	 stop…I	 guess	 dinosaurs	 had	 dysfunctional	 families,
also.

Her	bones	bore	 traces	of	aspirin	or	anti-inflammatory	medication	 to	ease	 the	pain	of
hillside	 exercise	 rituals,	 something	 that	 female	 dinosaurs	 had	 to	 do	 to	 keep	 their	 tails
svelte,	 also	 to	 keep	 their	 mates	 home	 from	 roaming	 the	 countryside	 looking	 for	 like
dinosaurs	with	lipstick	and	flossed	teeth.

The	dinosaur	was	named	after	discoverer	Sue,	though	no	one	actually	knows	whether
male	or	 female.	My	marvelous	 little	 snow	globe	 tells	me	 that	 she	 is	obviously	a	 female
because	 her	 hips	 are	 large	 enough	 to	 score	 a	 basketball	 hoop	 in	 one	 shot.	With	 several
hundred	over-sized	eggs	 to	process,	her	varicose	veins	 still	 remain,	 at	 least	 in	my	snow
globe.

I	peered	 into	her	 face	and,	 sure	enough,	 there	were	several	chins	and	gray	wrinkles.
She	must	 have	 already	gone	 into	 dinosauri-pause	with	 the	 accompanying	hot	 flashes	 to
heat	up	an	entire	hillside	with	her	fire-breathing	discomfort.	 It	 looks	 to	me	like	she	was
crabby	on	 a	 regular	 basis,	 especially	when	 a	 bone-scratching	male	 dinosaur	 entered	 the
scene.	 Her	 lengthy	 tail	 seems	 extraordinary,	 like	 maybe	 she	 flipped	 it	 around	 to	 warn
others	of	her	dinosauri-pause	moods.



I	was	naturally	 inspired	 to	 look	up	 this	dinosaur	named	Sue	 to	see	how	her	 life	was
from	 day	 to	 day.	My	 first	 discovery	was	 that	 she	 procrastinated	most	 of	 her	 existence.
Paleontologists	 would	 dispute	 this	 but	 certain	 dinosaurs,	 especially	 the	 ones	 in	 snow
globes,	 developed	 a	 few	 words.	 One	 was	 “later”	 when	 it	 came	 to	 cleaning	 the	 saurus
dwelling.	She	 complained	bitterly	 about	 having	 to	 do	 everything	while	 all	 the	male	 did
was	pick	his	teeth	with	tree	branches.

She	 also	 seemed	 to	 have	 thrived	 in	 ages	 before	 luxurious	 digs	with	 all	 the	 creature
comforts	 a	 dinosaur	 could	want,	 like	 state-of-the-art	 carnivorous	 kitchen	 tools	 to	make
instant	meals	fit	for	a	queen.

My	snow	globe,	however,	indicates	that	she	nested	in	a	lap	of	comfort	with	expensive
wine,	good	books	and	flowers	to	admire	while	saying,	“later,”	to	responsible	tasks.



I

A	MAP-LESS	MALE	WORTH	SAVING

t	is	often	noted	that	males	who	get	lost	refuse	to	ask	directions.	Not	to	weigh	in	on	any
feminist	 food	fight	or	anything,	 I	 imagine	 that	 it’s	because	 that	pesky	Y-chromosome
doesn’t	want	 to	be	caught	 red-handed	not	knowing	where	he’s	going.	Any	male	who

has	lost	his	way	in	life,	even	for	a	moment,	might	appear	less	a	macho	man.	You	can’t	flex
your	muscles,	after	all,	while	asking	directions	from	perfect	strangers.

When	we	women	get	lost,	we	just	look	for	the	nearest	shoe	store	and	figure	that	it	was
meant	to	be.

So	when	 a	male	 hummingbird	 recently	 refused	 to	 leave	 after	 a	 hard	 freeze	 took	 the
flowers,	I	was	immediately	alarmed.	It	was	certainly	lost	and	didn’t	realize	that	it	should
be	heading	to	the	Southern	Hemisphere	for	the	winter.

As	I	chipped	the	ice	in	the	feeder,	the	hummer	waited	patiently	nearby.	I	could	easily
tell	 that	 it	was	a	male	because	he	had	an	 identifying	brilliant	 ruby	coat,	 common	 to	 the
Midwest.	 He	 was	 also	 belching	 and	 scratching	 himself.	 While	 he	 read	 “Girly	 Bird
Magazine,”	I	quickly	cooked	his	nectar	to	the	requested	medium	rare.

I	couldn’t	help	but	develop	a	liking	for	the	poor	lost	thing	and	gave	daily	email	reports
that,	yes,	it	was	still	here.	When	snow	flakes	swirled	around,	however,	I	knew	that	it	was
in	dire	straits.	I	tried	to	furnish	maps	and	calendars	to	the	feeder	each	day,	but	to	no	avail.

So	I	finally	announced	to	the	work	boss	that	I	would	be	gone	for	a	few	days	because	I
had	to	drive	a	vagrant	hummingbird	to	Central	America.	He	rolled	his	eyes,	but	was	used
to	my	hag-shenanigans.	It	seems	that	I	had	no	vacation	time	left	since	the	last	stint	when	I
needed	the	day	to	repair	my	knitting	that	one	of	my	cats	ruined.

My	next	 ploy	 to	 save	 the	map-less	male	 hummer	was	 to	 run	out	 and	buy	 a	 cage	 to
hang	 in	 the	 kitchen	with	 feeder	 inside.	 It	 would	 have	 a	winter’s	 supply	 of	 “Girly	 Bird
Magazine”	 and	 its	 own	 remote	 control	 for	 the	Gaggle	Network.	Not	 only	 that,	 but	 this
hummer’s	winter	digs	would	feature	an	easy-street	life	when	it	would	send	out	the	kitchen
hag	to	make	a	living	with	an	Audubon	Society-approved	home	and	veterinarian	medical
benefits.

But	 a	 friend	 reminded	 me	 that	 hummingbirds	 are	 such	 a	 protected	 bird	 in	 the
environment	that	I	would	be	in	violation.	The	Audubon	Society	would	promptly	arrest	me
for	depriving	a	bird	from	its	natural	environment.

I	 envisioned	 explaining	 to	 the	AS	 that	 this	 hummer	was	 a	 vagrant	male	 and	 that	 it
refused	 to	 ask	 directions.	 That	 would	 save	 me	 from	 being	 arrested,	 especially	 as	 they
would	ask	me	if	it	scratched,	belched	and	watched	Super	Gaggle	Sunday.	The	AS	would
then	do	a	home	 search	of	my	house	 to	make	 sure	 that	 it	was	 appropriate	 for	 a	winter’s
environment.

That	should	be	no	problem,	since	the	hummingbirds	during	the	summer	season	staked
out	 my	 house	 as	 THE	 place	 to	 gather	 with	 an	 endless	 supply	 of	 sugar	 nectar.	 They



elbowed	each	other	and	talked	slick	hummer	slang	about	the	hag’s	house	on	the	block	with
an	occasional	wine	vintage	and	bar	stools	on	the	feeder	reservoir.

“What’s	on	 tap	 today?”	one	hummer	 flitted	past	 another,	 “Sugar	Chardonnay	with	a
twist	of	ants.	She	doesn’t	close	at	sundown	and	I	hear	 that	she	serves	during	the	winter,
also.	 I’ll	meet	you	 there.”	And	one	 imbiber	 still	 feeds.	He’s	 the	one	who	 refuses	 to	ask
directions	because	he	has	it	too	good	here.
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