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How to Become a Bodyguard for Celine Dion’s Larynx

Kathleen Gerard

At the age of nine, announce to your mother that you’ve changed your mind. You’d like to take the filmmaking course being offered at The Gifted Child Society on Saturday mornings instead of that class in American Sign Language. 

Watch your mother’s eyebrows twist into pretzel shapes. “Filmmaking? But, Dorinda, sweetheart. What happened? I thought after you read The Miracle Worker in just under twelve minutes flat, you were excited about learning ASL.”

Cut a wide swath of skepticism across your mother’s face when you stutter and tell her, “I-I am. I mean, I was. It’s just that filmmaking is something I’m more interested in all of a sudden.”

“Well, what are you implying? Didn’t you enjoy the Accelerated Speed-Reading for Comprehension Camp I sent you to last summer?’

Say diplomatically, “Oh, I liked it, Mother. I guess it was just about as good as the Ordinary Differential Equation Camp from the year before.”

“You guess?”

“It’s not that I didn’t like them, Mother. It’s just that they weren’t very fun.”

“Fun? Since when is learning fun?” Use your gifted child smarts to elevate your mother’s current question to rhetorical status. “Now, c’mon. You know our motto, Dorinda: No strain on the brain, no gain. Thus Harvard just a dream in vain.”

Say, “I know, Mother. It’s just that sometimes, I wanna be like other kids.”

Listen to the rush of air consuming your mother’s lungs as she presses the back of her hand to her forehead. “Oh, where did I go wrong? Honestly! Why would you ever want to be like them?”

“But, Mother,” say, boldly dashing to your own defense. “Sometimes, I wanna count on my fingers. I wanna use poor grammar and slang. I’m tired of making anagrams from the periodic table of elements.”

Follow your mother’s wagging finger. “Oh, you say that now. But someday, you’ll thank me Dorinda. You’ll see. Trust me.”

Realize that you may be a gifted child, but even your Mensa I.Q. cannot conceive of your mother’s opinion as a remote possibility.

“Now, Dorinda, sweetheart. I think it’s just wonderful you want to balance your left and right brain. But to take an ASL interpreter-training course with an instructor from the New York Society for the Deaf? Why, that’s a once in a lifetime opportunity. So, perhaps next time you can sign up for that little filmmaking thing—”

“—But, Mother,” you say, now with a sense of life-and-death urgency.” They might not offer the filmmaking class next time…” Do not tell your mother that Scott Freetower, the smartest, cutest boy in your fourth grade class—the one with the red hair whom you went into the closet and let touch your training bra after the bottle swung in your direction at Debbi Allwood’s birthday party—is signed up for that class, and that he is the real reason for your change of heart. 

“Dorinda, you’re a very bright girl, and I’m usually very proud of you,” your mother patronizes. “But tell me. What part of no is it that you don’t understand?” 

Stamp your feet as you drag your hopes up the stairs to your bedroom like a balloon with the helium sucked out and replaced with lead. Sulk. Sigh. Think about running away from home. 

Let your body crash onto your bed—face first. Begin what you think will become the longest crying jag in the history of the world.

Cry.

And then, cry some more. 

* * *

On the first Saturday morning of the gifted school, burrow under your blankets like a gopher. Crave to slip into a coma. Use your pillow to muffle the sound of your mother’s proud, joy-filled voice calling out to you, “Rise and shine, my sweet, little brain child.” 

Do a hunger strike thing for breakfast. Take your time brushing your already clean teeth.

Think about adult things like plaque and gingivitis. Flossing. Force your mother to wait for you in the cold car. Pray that the clouds of exhaust might alter her perceptions of things, and she’ll suddenly change her mind. Cringe when you hear her furiously leaning on the horn and waking up the entire neighborhood before 9:00 a.m.

On the way to the Gifted School, give your mother the silent treatment. 

By the time the car pulls up by the front entrance to the school building, don’t say a word. Bid your mother goodbye by slamming the car door as hard as you possibly can.

When you pass the room for the filmmaking class, press your nose against the cold, smooth glass on the door. Blame your mother for the way your heart feels like it’s clogged with a glob of peanut butter as you spy red-headed Scott Freetower sitting in the first seat in the front row talking to Wendy Lisbon—a girl with a smaller brain, but much bigger boobs than yours, one who doesn’t require expensive orthodontics to correct her overbite. 

Secretly wish for Wendy Lisbon’s thick, long braids to get caught in the mechanisms of the old-fashionedlooking movie projector and/or the film editing machine on the teacher’s desk. 

Make a concerted effort to fail at American Sign Language, but receive your ASL interpreter-training certificate with a gold star anyway. Vow on your mother’s anticipated early-grave never to use your sign language skills again in this life. 

* * *

For the next several years, speak frequently using your hands. Wonder why people always ask if you’re Italian. Unsuccessfully quell your rampant grade inflation in high school and be handed your diploma at the age of fourteen. Graduate from Harvard before you can legally drive. Continue on for your master’s and doctorate degrees. Curl up with your thesaurus on dateless Saturday nights and contemplate why it is that smart isn’t cited as the antonym for sexy. 

See if you can set the world record for keeping your love-life completely nonexistent outside a bona fide cloistered community. Cultivate a secret affinity for Kleenex-inspiring ballads by artists like Leo Sayer, Barry Manilow, and Judy Collins by becoming an all-day, everyday listener of Lite radio. Through audiological osmosis, feel emotionally strung out as if you’ve broken up with a serious, steady boyfriend at three-to-five-minute intervals. 

Throw yourself into your second doctoral program at Harvard. Graduate summa cum laude—again—this time with a Ph.D. in The Evolutionary Psychology and Social Behavior of Primordial Man. Emerge from the program with a three hundred fifty thousand dollar educational debt. 

Get a full-time job working as a floor-plan brochure proofreader at the American Museum of Natural History. Spend a large part of your day doing origami with the brochures, folding them into intricate dinosaur shapes. Become really good at it. 

Six months on the job, go to lunch with your Neanderthal-looking, grossly overweight boss, aptly named, Dexter Von Hindenberg. Ask him to give you more responsibility. 

Wonder why he laughs in your face. 

“What do you think? Just because you’re some female Harvard hotshot—only fulfilling an affirmative action quota—you can set your sights on stealing my job?”

Explode with hilarity. “Steal your job? Who, in their right mind, would ever aspire to a career card cataloging the world of infectious diseases?”

For the next four weeks, be forced to work closely under the tutelage of Von Hindenberg. In protest, refuse to wear deodorant. 

On your lunch hours at the museum, vent your frustration to some of three-dimensional, Propliopithecus primates on display in the life-size dioramas. When even they don’t take you seriously, destroy your non-career in a terminal way.

Go to the ladies’ room and fly off the handle with Lucinda, the restroom matron in the west wing—the woman who continually hands you only a single sheet of paper towel in which to dry your hands and wears that button that advertises, “I’m doing my part to save the environment.” Make today the day you wad the single, saturated sheet of cheap, bristly, recycled paper towel into a ball and fling it as hard as you can across the room at the trash receptacle. By accident, watch it land on the right lens of Lucinda’s eyeglasses. Say nervously, in defensive jest, “I’m doing my part to liven up the environment.” 

Witness a troop of very bored, nine-year-old Girl Scouts, visiting the museum on a field trip and hovering around the Tampax machine, burst into hysterics. By the glare emanating from Lucinda’s unconcealed left eye, realize she finds you and your sophomoric actions about as humorous as Greenpeace. 

An hour later, be summoned to the office of human resources. Learn that the troop of altruistic little Girl Scouts has earned their next merit badge by coming forward to




















































OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
Gerard

Kathle;é.'n\ '/ h@






