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Emergency at the Piggly Wiggly
(General Southern)
(She bursts into the room, fanning herself dramatically with her manicured hand.)
Y’all. I have just lived through a trauma so severe, I’m honestly thinkin’ about callin’ my therapist — or at least my mama. I was at the Piggly Wiggly, mindin’ my own business, gettin’ my essentials — you know, hairspray, rhinestone flip-flops, and that little goat cheese I like — when tragedy struck.
They were out. of. LaCroix.
OUT! Not a single can of pamplemousse in the whole store! I stood there in front of that sad little shelf like I was in a horror movie. I almost fainted, right there next to the Lunchables. Had to steady myself on a display of Slim Jims.
And then this woman — bless her heart, but barely — she had the nerve to say, “Maybe just drink water?”
Water? Tap water? Oh honey, my body is a temple. A glittery, slightly high-maintenance temple. It only runs on sparkles, sass, and sparkling citrus beverages.
I swear, this town is fallin’ apart. Next thing you know, they’ll stop carryin’ my bronzer or my hot pink nail wraps.
 

a reputation to maintain
(General Southern)
(Standing in her kitchen in heels and a silk robe, holding an oversized mug of sweet tea, talking to her best friend or the audience directly)
Oh no, honey. I did not spend all day at that dusty little hardware store just so Billy Bob can “figure it out himself.” You know what he figured out last time? That he can glue a ceiling fan to drywall with “extra strength adhesive.” Fan hit the floor faster than my cousin Becky when she found out her third husband was her second cousin. I’m still dodgin’ lawsuits from that brunch.
Now listen—I told him plain as day, I want that pergola up by Saturday. We’re havin’ the Garden Club over, and I will not be the only woman in Oak Hollow without string lights and a shade feature. People already think I got lazy ‘cause I didn’t bedazzle my pumpkins last fall. Like I’ve got time to glue rhinestones to produce!
And don’t even get me started on his mama. She shows up yesterday with a store-bought casserole and has the nerve to say, “Not everyone’s got the time to cook from scratch, Angela.” Excuse me, Linda? I chose to hire a caterer. It’s called delegation. Look it up.
Honestly, I deserve a parade for everything I put up with around here. A parade, a margarita, and a new patio set with matching throw pillows. And if Billy Bob doesn’t figure it out by Friday, I swear I’ll just call Daddy, and we’ll hire a whole new husband.
(She sips her tea with a satisfied grin.)
Now if you’ll excuse me, I have a nail appointment and a reputation to maintain.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I Am Not the One Today
(General Southern)
(She storms in, arms crossed, chin high, fire in her eyes.)
Oh, bless your heart if you think I’m gonna stand here and take one more ounce of this nonsense. No ma’am, not today, not ever again.
I have smiled through burnt casseroles, sat quiet while folks mispronounced “pecan” like heathens, and even nodded politely while some fool tried to explain football to me—like I ain’t been tailgatin’ since I was in diapers wearin’ a Tennessee Volunteers onesie!
But THIS? This right here? You tellin’ me you invited her—oh yes, her, the same woman who tried to out-bid me at the church auction on my own pound cake recipe—and didn’t even have the courtesy to tell me ahead of time? You must be out your ever-lovin’ mind.
And don't you DARE look at me with that guilty little smirk like you didn't know exactly what you were doin’. I see you. I see all of y’all. And let me tell you—if y’all wanted a show? Well buckle up, sugar, 'cause the curtain just went up, and I’m in no mood to whisper today.
(She grabs her purse, throws on her sunglasses with flair.)
Now I’m fixin’ to leave before I say somethin’ that’ll get me kicked outta the garden club. Again.
 
 
 
 

I Swear Somethin’ Ain’t Right
(General Southern)
(She’s standing in the kitchen, wringing her hands, voice shaking but determined to be heard. The air is still. Something is wrong.)
I don’t know how else to say it, but somethin’ ain't right. I been hearin’ things at night—scratchin’ at the back door, whisperin’ just past the wind chimes. And I know, I know y’all think I’m just bein’ dramatic, like Mama used to get when the storm came in from the gulf—but this is different. I can feel it in my bones.
Last night... I saw a light, flickerin’ out past the tree line. Bright, then gone, then bright again. And that dog—Sweetie—she wouldn’t stop barkin’. Not even when I brought her inside. Just stood at the door whinin’, like someone was callin’ her from out there.
And the air… it’s cold. Not cold like weather. Cold like a warning.
(She pauses, voice quiet now.)
I found Daddy’s old shotgun. It’s loaded. I don’t know what I’d do with it—I ain’t never fired a thing in my life—but I feel better with it under the bed.
(She looks off, almost whispering.)
I think whatever it is… it knows I’m here alone.
(She swallows hard. Then firm, a little stronger.)
I’m not crazy. And if somethin’ happens to me, you remember I told you. I told you something was comin’.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Porch Light’s Still On
(General Southern)
(She’s sitting in a rocking chair on the front porch, talking softly, maybe to someone who's not there anymore.)
I still leave the porch light on, you know. Every night. Like you might come back down that long gravel drive, hollerin’ for me to grab your jacket like you always forgot it. Funny how quiet this place gets without your boots hittin’ the steps.
It’s been six months. Mama says I oughta put your things away, make some peace with it. But how do you box up a voice? Or that dumb laugh you had when you burned the biscuits? How do you fold up memories and tuck ‘em in a closet like they don’t ache?
(She wipes a tear, voice trembling.)
I talk to you sometimes. Out loud, like I’m crazy. I tell you about the birds, the tomatoes comin’ in too early, the rain that ain’t fallen like it should. I even tell you about my dreams—like last night, when you were smilin’, standin’ in that field out back where the fireflies danced all summer long.
(She looks out into the distance.)
I miss you. Lord, I miss you so much it hurts to breathe.
(She reaches out as if to touch someone.)
But I’ll keep that light on. Just in case Heaven ain’t so far away.
 
 

You Think I’m Gonna Sit Quiet?
(General Southern)
(She storms into the room, fire in her eyes, her accent thick, her pride deeper than the Delta soil.)
You think I’m gonna sit quiet, nod pretty, and just swallow all this? Oh honey, no. You picked the wrong Mississippi woman for that kind of foolishness.
(She slams her hand on the table.)
I have stood by while you lied to my face, smiled like butter wouldn’t melt in your mouth, and told me I was overreactin’—like I’m some fragile thing made of sugar and lace. But let me remind you—I was raised in heat so thick it could choke you, by women who worked fields and buried babies and still got supper on the table with grace. So don’t you dare mistake my kindness for weakness.
(She takes a breath, fighting back tears.)
You had a choice. You knew what you were doin’, and you did it anyway. And now you wanna look at me like I’m the problem, like I’m just some angry woman makin’ a scene? Well, maybe I am. Maybe this is what happens when a woman’s been quiet for too damn long.
(She steps closer, quieter now, but dangerous.)
I ain’t afraid of a fight. I’ve lived through worse than you.
And when the dust settles? I’ll still be standin’. Because that’s what Mississippi women do.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I Didn’t Think I’d Ever Get Here
(General Southern)
(She stands on a porch at sunset, barefoot, holding a glass of sweet tea, voice soft but full of feeling.)
You know… I didn’t think I’d ever get here. Not really. I used to sit under that magnolia tree right there and wonder what it’d feel like to belong somewhere. I thought maybe that was somethin’ for other people—people who didn’t carry around so much heartbreak in their chest.
But now… it’s quiet in my heart. Peaceful, like the air right before the fireflies come out.
(She smiles, eyes welling with joyful tears.)
I wake up and I want to make coffee. I sing while I’m washin’ dishes. I talk to the flowers like they’re old friends. And sometimes I catch myself laughin’ out loud at nothin’. It’s like joy snuck in while I wasn’t lookin’ and unpacked her bags.
(She looks out.)
It wasn’t the house, or the town, or even the job. It was me. I finally stopped runnin’ from all the pain, and I let myself be loved—fully, honestly, without apologizin’ for who I am. And Lord, it’s sweeter than I imagined.
(She breathes in deep, then exhales slowly.)
I’m home. And this time, I ain’t leavin’.

The Day I Got My Groove Back
(General Southern)
(She bursts into the room fanning herself dramatically with a receipt, grinning like she just won the lottery.)
Y’all are not gonna believe the day I’ve had. I went down to the Piggly Wiggly for just one thing—ONE. Can of biscuits. That’s all I needed. But somehow, the Lord decided today was the day I got my groove back.
First, I ran into Earl Dean—you know, the one who dumped me in ‘07 for that woman with the unnaturally blonde bob and a cat named Tinsel. Well, let me tell you, Earl looked like he’d been run over by life, reversed on, and then hit with a leaf blower. Meanwhile, I was wearin’ my cute jeans, hair done, lipstick on point, and honey, I was GLOWIN’.
(She strikes a confident pose.)
He said, “Well, you’re lookin’ good, darlin’.” And I said, “Well, you know what they say—revenge is best served with a side of carbs.” And I tossed those crescent rolls right in my cart like a queen.
(She leans in.)
Then—get this—I got to the checkout line, and the total came out to exactly $20.00 even. No change. No coins. Just satisfaction. You know what that means? The universe is back on my side.
(She tosses her head and fans herself again.)
So now I’ve got biscuits, closure, and the confidence of a woman who knows she’s still got it. And I didn’t even have to break a nail. Hallelujah!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Broken Heart and Sweet Tea
(General Southern)
(She sits on the porch swing, rocking slowly, a glass of sweet tea in one hand, a tissue in the other, smirking through tears.)
Well, bless my heart, I never thought I’d be sittin’ here sippin’ sweet tea like it’s some kinda medicine for a broken heart. But here I am, sugar, wonderin’ how a man who promised me the moon turned out to be just a fancy version of a tumbleweed—blowin’ through, leavin’ nothing but dust and empty promises.
(She snorts, wiping her nose.)
I mean, Lord, if heartbreak had a scent, mine’d smell like day-old biscuits and regret. But y’all know me—I’m not one to drown in sorrow. Nope. I’m more the type to cry just enough to make it dramatic, then laugh at myself ‘cause honey, what else can you do?
(She takes a sip, grimaces.)
Sweet tea’s the only thing that’s stayed loyal to me. Bitter, but sweet enough to keep me goin’. Kinda like that fella, actually. Bitter when he left, but sweet memories sneak in now and then—like the time he tried to cook dinner and nearly burned the house down. Bless his heart, he tried.
(She chuckles sadly.)
So yeah, I’m hurt. But I’m laughin’. Cryin’, but laughin’. Because if I don’t find the humor in this mess, well, I might just lose my mind… or my sweet tea.
(She raises her glass.)
Here’s to broken hearts and second chances… and maybe somethin’ a little stronger than sweet tea next time.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Don’t Mess with Me, Sugar
(General Southern)
(She stomps in, hands on hips, shaking her head like she’s just had enough, voice dripping with sass.)
Well, butter my butt and call me a biscuit, I swear some folks just don’t know when to quit! I told you once, I told you twice, and now I’m tellin’ you three times—don’t mess with me, sugar, or you’re gonna find out just how loud a Southern lady can holler.
(She waves a finger, wagging it like a preacher.)
I’m too old for this foolishness. Too classy to put up with people who think the world owes ’em somethin’. You come at me with that attitude, you better bring more than lip—‘cause honey, I’ve got fire in my veins and a mouth sharper than a thorn bush in July.
(She throws her hands in the air, laughing.)
And don’t you get me started on the nerve of some folks. The other day, this fella tried to tell me how to cook collard greens. Collard greens, y’all! I’m like, “Boy, I’ve been stewin’ these since before you were born. You think I need a lesson?”
(She grins wide.)
So, next time you feel like crossin’ me, just remember—I’m sweet like peach cobbler, but I’ll bite like a rattlesnake if you ain’t careful.
(She pauses, smirking.)
Now, who’s ready for some sweet tea and a little less drama?
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

What in the Sam Hill Was That?!
(General Southern)
(She jumps at every little noise, clutching her purse like it’s a life raft, eyes wide as saucers.)
Lord have mercy, y’all, I swear this house done come alive tonight! Every creak and crack sounds like a ghost throwin’ a hoedown in the attic. I’m tellin’ you, if one more floorboard squeaks, I’m leavin’ faster than a cat in a room full of rocking chairs!
(She shivers dramatically, pulling her cardigan tighter.)
I wasn’t scared—no, ma’am. I was just… concerned for my safety. But then that thing—and I don’t know what else to call it—made a noise like a possum got stuck in the chimney. I almost dropped my sweet tea. Almost!
(She laughs nervously, then gasps.)
And when the wind blew through that window like it was tryin’ to whistle Dixie, I thought for sure I’d seen a shadow movin’. Bless my soul, I’m not the bravest gal, but I’m smart enough to know when it’s time to hightail it outta Dodge!
(She scoots closer, lowering her voice.)
If y’all don’t hear from me by morning, just send somebody with a baseball bat and a prayer.

Big Hair, Bigger Blessings
(Texas Southern/West Texas)
(She waltzes in like she owns the room, beaming, hands flapping with excitement.)
Well, slap some gravy on a biscuit and call me blessed, y’all! I just had the best mornin’ of my life, and no, I ain’t exaggeratin’. I got up, my hair did exactly what I told it to—miracle, I know—and then I walked outta the house feelin’ like a pageant queen and a rodeo princess all rolled into one.
(She fans herself, grinning.)
And wouldn’t you know, I went by that new coffee trailer by the feed store—you know, the one where they serve that fancy iced latte like it’s liquid sunshine?—and the fella behind the counter gave it to me free ‘cause he said I had “sparkly energy.” I told him, “Sugar, that’s just West Texas charm—and a little highlighter.”
(She giggles and points.)
Then, I drove by the church and Sister Bernice flagged me down just to say I looked like I’d lost ten pounds. I said, “Honey, it’s Spanx and the Lord’s favor, but I’ll take it!”
(She puts a hand on her hip, nodding.)
Life is just too dang short to be miserable. You gotta find your sunshine—even if it’s just in a good hair day and a free coffee. ‘Cause out here in Texas, we don’t do things halfway. We go big, or we go back to the beauty parlor!

It Was Just a Pie, Y’all
(Texas Southern/West Texas)
(She’s trying not to cry, wiping mascara smudges while laughing bitterly.)
Y’all... it was supposed to be a simple pie contest. A friendly little bake-off down at the fairgrounds. And I thought, well, shoot—I’ll make my meemaw’s lemon chiffon. It’s legendary. Won third place in 1978 and that was the year of the Great Oven Fire, so it was basically divine intervention.
(She sniffles, then chuckles.)
But noooo. I get there, and Trina Mae shows up with her “gluten-free organic deconstructed key lime mousse in a mason jar” like she’s auditionin’ for some food network show. The judges ate it with tiny gold spoons like they were tastin’ magic straight from heaven. Meanwhile, my pie sat there lookin’ like a sad little cloud with meringue slumpin’ over like it had given up on life.
(She tries to compose herself but can’t stop laughing through the tears.)
And when they called Trina up for the blue ribbon? I clapped. I did. I clapped like a good sport. But inside, I was screamin’ “Y’ALL ARE TRAITORS TO TRADITION!” And then I dropped my fork. And my pride. And I may have ugly-cried next to the cotton candy stand for twenty solid minutes.
(She wipes her face, snorts a laugh.)
It was just a pie. I know that. But also... it was my heart in a crust, and apparently, my heart needs more texture and a dash of artisanal sea salt.

Who Moved My Casserole?!
(Texas Southern/West Texas)
(Storms in, hair wild, eyes blazing, casserole dish in one hand.)
Alright. Who. Touched. My. Casserole?!
I ain’t jokin’, Brenda. Don’t play innocent. I know that was my dish sittin’ on the second shelf in the church fellowship fridge—green bean casserole with the extra crispy onion layer, like the Lord intended. I used three kinds of cheese. That was not for general consumption. That was for the pastor’s dinner, and now it’s half gone and someone had the audacity to put the foil back like I wouldn’t notice!
(She fans herself, trying to stay composed. It’s not working.)
You know what? This is exactly like when someone “accidentally” took my deviled eggs last year at Easter. First it’s eggs, then it’s casserole, next thing you know someone’s wearin’ my rhinestone jean jacket and claimin’ they “found it in the pew.”
(She points, pacing.)
I didn’t get up at five a.m. in curlers and eyeliner to have my recipe robbed by fridge bandits! No ma’am! This is Texas—we respect casseroles and boundaries.
(She sets the dish down with dramatic flair.)
Next time I’m bringin’ a decoy dish with raisins in it and see who’s brave enough to steal that. You’ve been warned.

The Possum Incident
(Texas Southern/West Texas)
(Clutching her handbag like it’s a Bible, eyes darting around, breath short.)
Okay. Okay, y’all. Deep breaths. I’m fine. Everything’s fine. Except it’s not, because there is a possum in my laundry room. A real live possum, starin’ at me like I interrupted his day. And I don’t mean a cute cartoon possum—no, this thing looked like it crawled outta a nightmare and straight into my basket of freshly folded towels!
(She shudders dramatically.)
I went in there to grab my blouse for church and the thing hissed at me like I owed it money! I screamed, tripped over the mop bucket, and now my elbow’s bruised, my blouse is possum-tainted, and my cat is sittin’ on top of the dryer like he invited the guest over!
(She leans in, whispering like it’s classified.)
I called animal control. They laughed. Laughed! Said, “Ma’am, possums are harmless.” Harmless? Harmless is a ladybug. That thing had fangs, Carl! And a grudge!
(She stands straighter, indignant but still shaken.)
Now I’m not goin’ near that room ‘til someone with a net and a badge takes care of it. I’ll burn the towels. I don’t care. I am not about to get taken out by a marsupial in my own home!
(She pauses, composing herself.)
Lord give me strength... and maybe a flamethrower.

This Is My Moment
(Texas Southern/West Texas)
(She bursts into the room, radiant and breathless, like the sun’s finally shining after a long storm.)
Y’all. You are not gonna believe what just happened. I mean—I knew I was good, okay? I knew I had somethin’ in me. But today? Today I walked into that audition with my boots clickin’ and my nerves rattlin’ like dice in a cup, and I left with the lead role in the Hill County Players’ summer musical!
(She laughs, hands on her chest like she can’t believe it herself.)
I swear I nearly fainted when they said my name. I looked around like, “Who, me?” And they said, “Yes, darlin’. You.” And I just about burst into tears right there on that linoleum stage.
(She paces, animated.)
I called Mama the second I left the theater. She screamed so loud the dog started barkin’. Then I called Miss Trudy at the salon ‘cause she said if I ever got that part, she’d give me a highlight for free. Well guess what? I’m gettin’ two.
(She pauses, holding back tears, overcome with gratitude.)
I’ve waited so long for somethin’ like this. Not just a part—but a chance. A chance to show folks I’m not just a small-town girl who sings too loud in church and talks too much at the Piggly Wiggly. I’ve got something to say. And now, I get to say it... in sequins and spotlight.
(She raises a hand to the heavens, laughing.)
Thank you, Jesus. Thank you, hairspray. And thank you, community theater!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Keep Breathing
(Texas Southern/West Texas)
(She sits down slowly, hands folded in her lap. Her voice is soft but steady, like someone who’s told herself this story too many times to cry again.)
I still leave the porch light on.
Every night. Just like I did when he was little. Just like Mama did for Daddy when he was comin’ home late from the plant. It's silly, I know. But some habits... they hold on tighter than grief.
That truck of his is still parked out front. I can’t bring myself to move it. I sit out there sometimes, run my hand along the rust on the hood, remember how he used to lean against it with that crooked smile, like he didn’t have a care in the world.
(She swallows hard, her voice shaking.)
They said it was quick. That the accident... well, he didn’t feel a thing. But I felt it. Lord, I felt it in my bones. Like the wind just stopped movin' through the world for a minute. Like time buckled in on itself.
(She looks out into the distance, far away.)
He was gonna go to college. First in the family. He had this goofy dream of openin’ a barbecue joint on the coast someday—called it “Brisket by the Beach.” We laughed. Said we’d hang a hammock out back and I could be the taste-tester.
(She smiles faintly, tears brimming.)
Now it’s just me and the silence. And that porch light. Still burnin’. Still hopin’. Like maybe one night, that old screen door will creak open and he’ll come walkin’ through like nothin’ ever happened.
But he won’t.
And I just gotta keep breathin’. One sunrise at a time.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Not This Time
(Texas Southern/West Texas)
(She storms in, throwing her purse down. Her voice shakes—not from weakness, but from the storm she’s been holdin’ in too long.)
You think you can just waltz back in here with that same crooked smile and smooth-talking nonsense? After what you pulled? After the lies, the late nights, and the hushed phone calls out on the porch?
I ain’t stupid. I may have played nice, stood by the stove and fixed your plate, ironed your shirts like some obedient little housewife—but I saw it all. Every crack in your story. Every time you said “it’s not what it looks like.”
(She steps closer, voice rising.)
Oh, honey. It was exactly what it looked like. And you knew it. You counted on me bein’ too scared or too tired or too sweet to say a word.
Well guess what?
That sweet girl? She’s gone. She packed up right after you walked out the third time and pretended it was normal. The one standin’ here now? She’s fire and ash and everything you lit up and left burnin’.
(She points toward the door.)
So go. Take your cologne, your charm, your excuses. Go ruin somebody else’s peace.
But you don’t get to come back here. Not to me.
Not this time.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I Heard It Too
(Texas Southern/West Texas)
(She stands still in the kitchen, her hands clutching a dish towel like it might anchor her. Her voice is hushed, cracking at the edges.)
I—I know I heard it.
It wasn’t the wind. It wasn’t the pipes knockin’. I know this house. Lived in it since I was a little girl. I know every creak in the floor, every whisper this old place makes when it settles into night.
But this… this was different.
(She steps back toward the hallway, eyes wide.)
It was footsteps. Slow, heavy. Like someone didn’t care if I heard 'em. And I swear, I saw the back door latch twitch like a hand brushed it.
(She laughs once, but it’s hollow.)
Maybe I’m losin’ it. Maybe it’s just in my head. But my mama used to say, when your skin crawls like that? When the hair stands up on your arms without a breeze? That’s your spirit tellin’ you to run.
(She starts breathing faster, trying to keep calm.)
I can’t sleep. I lock every door, every window, but I still wake up thinkin’ someone’s watchin’. Like the dark’s leanin’ in a little closer every night.
And the scariest part?
I don’t think whatever’s out there… wants to leave.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Just My Luck, Bless It
(Appalachian English)
(She’s sittin’ on the porch swing, glass of sweet tea in hand, swattin’ at bugs and grinnin’ like she’s about to tell the best story you’ve ever heard.)
Well, you ain’t gonna believe what happened this mornin’.
I went down to Betty Lou’s to borrow a dozen eggs—on account’a I burned mine boilin’ ‘em dry tryin’ to multitask with my curlers in and Dolly barkin’ at the possum on the porch again—and somehow I ended up leavin’ with a kitten, a homemade quilt, and a bag of turnips.
Now how in the world does that happen? I asked for eggs, y’all!
Betty said, “Well you looked like you needed a lil’ joy today,” and next thing I know, this fluffy ball of orange trouble’s nibblin’ on my braid and makin’ biscuits on my chest. I named him Crouton. ‘Cause he’s tiny, crunchy, and unexpectedly in everything now.
(She laughs.)
By the time I got back, the dog was mad, the biscuits were black, and I said to myself, “Ain’t life just a big ol’ pie of chaos with whipped cream on top?”
But I tell you what—days like this? When nothin’ goes right and everythin’ still feels fine? That’s living, baby.
 
 

I Still Set His Plate
(Appalachian English)
(She’s in her kitchen, speaking half to herself, half to someone sitting at the table. Her voice trembles, but she grins now and then. A dish towel is thrown over her shoulder like armor.)
Every night since he passed, I still set his plate.
Ain’t that ridiculous?
He couldn’t cook a lick, bless his heart. Man thought black pepper was spicy. But he’d sit right there, humming through dinner like it was a hymn, tappin’ his spoon against the plate like he was makin’ music.
Now it’s just me. Me and the dog, who farts like a freight train and don’t even pretend to be sorry about it.
(She gives a watery chuckle.)
I tried datin’ again. Lord help me, I met a fella who brought me gas station sushi on our first date. Said it was “exotic.” I said, “Son, the only exotic thing I need is a man who changes the toilet paper roll when it’s out.”
(She wipes her eyes with the towel.)
But here I am, still talkin’ to an empty chair and makin’ two servings of meatloaf, like he’s gonna walk back in and say, “You didn’t burn the cornbread today, did ya?”
(She looks at the empty chair.)
And I still answer. I say, “No, baby. Just a little crispy on the edges. Like you liked it.”
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		A Charleston Moment

		Evenin’ Calm

		Settled

		Where I Belong

		Strong as the Hills

		Finding Ground

		Clearing the Fog

		Sayin’ It Plain

		Not This Time

		Ain’t Nothin’ Normal

		Didn’t Expect That

		Just a Little Note for Carol

		The Whispering Prairie

		Oops, Again

		Oh, You Betcha!

		More Than a Game

		Making It Right

		When You Least Expect It

		Anchored Memories

		Standing My Ground

		Wide Open

		Caught in the Breeze

		Under the Cedars

		High Country Shadows

		Just Say It

		This Isn’t Just, Like, About Lip Gloss

		Driftwood Hearts

		Don’t Get It Twisted

		I Ain’t Goin’ Backwards

		You Must Think I Forgot Who I Am

		Don’t Play Me Like That

		Ain’t No Easy Catch

		Don’t Underestimate Me

		I Had to Check You

		Girl, look — you got this

		No More Hiding

		Standin’ My Ground

		Mama Knows Best (Even When She’s Wrong)

		Ay, Mamá, Let Me Live!

		No One’s Gonna Rush Me

		Chillin’ and Thrivin’

		Boss Moves Only

		Oy Vey, Here We Go Again

		I’m no fool

		Oy, What Now?

		The Bubbe Hotline

		Real Talk with Paisley

		Where Do We Go From Here?

		This Ain’t How We Do

		Down by the Bayou

		Who You Callin’ Cajun?

		Bayou Blues and Blessings

		Walking My Path

		This Land is Ours

		Voices of the Stolen Sisters

		Hold On, Child

		Keepin’ It Straight

		Keep Ya Head

		Taking Back Control

		Standing My Ground

		Under the Spotlight

		The Quiet Fight

		Checkmate

		The Line

		Not Addison

		Under the Armor

		Eventually…

		Clouds Look Like That Too

		Didn’t Expect Much Anyway

		Snacks Over Stress, Man

		This Is Why I Don’t Try

		It’s Gonna Be Okay, I Think

		Why Rush?

		Some Days

		Not That It Matters

		The Things You Don’t See

		Whatever, I Guess

		What Day Is It Again?

		Life’s a Series

		Just Fishin’

		The Long Watch

		The Queen Commands

		Survival Instinct

		Run or Fight

		Run Free

		Justice in Every Strike

		Between Steel and Soul

		Welcome to the Wasteland

		You Think You Can Deceive Me?

		You Think You Can Deceive Me?

		Holdin’ On

		Facing Reality

		No Time for Bullshit

		Unmasking Truth

		Standing My Ground

		Holdin’ It Down

		Holdin’ On With Grace

		Finding My Way

		A Heavy Heart

		Standing Firm

		Finding My Way

		Holdin’ the Reins

		Rising Tide

		Unraveling Truths

		The Heart’s Fire

		Texas Tales and Tall Talk

		Tangled in the Ties

		The Edge of the Loch

		Where the Stones Remember

		The Way He Said Goodbye

		The Quiet Things

		When the Valleys Whisper

		No Roses for Me

		Between the Lines

		The Last Dance

		The Weight of Words

		Hard Lessons

		Looking Back, Moving Forward

		Steady Hands

		Breakin’ the Frame

		Lost in the Noise

		Hard Work and Hard Lessons

		The Quiet Spaces

		Standing My Ground

		Finding My Feet

		Silent Echoes

		Shadows and Truths

		Breaking the Cycle

		Crossroads of the Heart

		The Edge of Truth

		The Verdict Within

		Keeping It Real

		Breaking Free

		Ride the Wave

		Holdin’ It Down

		Breaking Free

		Finding the Fire

		Between the Lines

		The Art of Being Notified

		Standin’ My Ground

		Getting My Bearings

		Don’t You Dare

		Not Just an Act

		Lookin’ Ahead

		Standin’ by Your Word

		Questions at Dawn

		Through the Storm

		The Weight of Words

		The Drive Within

		The Line We Draw

		Clearing the Path

		Fires Within

		Holdin’ On

		Talk Story

		Bright Days Ahead

		Strength in Shadows

		Finding My Voice

		Life’s Little Joys

		Golden Years Glow

		Still Blooming

		Grace in Every Step

		Seventy and Serene

		Fading Light

		When the World Turns Cold

		Fight for Tomorrow

		In His Hands

		Guided by Faith

		In His Mercy

		Seeking Grace

		La Passione di Vita

		Echoes of the Heart

		Threads of Our Story

		Shadows of Yesterday

		Empty Rooms

		Unraveled

		Bitter Roots

		Echoes of What Was

		The Weight of Years

		Fading Light

		Whispers of Time

		Burning Out

		Enough is Enough

		No More Quiet

		No More Masks

		Too Damn Long

		Still Here

		Unbroken

		The Edge of Fear

		Behind the Mask

		Crossroads

		Uncharted
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