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Dedication

To my funny family:

Thank you for making me laugh, smile,

roll my eyes, jump for joy, cry, rejoice,

pull my hair out, and crack up.

I love you all so much.
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Introduction

I love stories of everyday life. It’s why I mailed my grandma letters during my childhood when she lived only twenty minutes from my house, wrote cards to my high school friends when we all went to separate colleges, and sent my mom wordy weekly emails when my kids were still babies, once the electronic medium became a thing. Ga-Ga and my mom saved all their notes and messages and shared a pile of them with me a few years ago. I had to laugh at the kinds of things I used to scribble to them about. They were most often short anecdotes about something weird the family cat had done, funny exchanges with my brother, or quirky things I’d observed about a friend or one of the kids. It was always news, but it was simple, local news—from me, the reporter in the field.

This same penchant for sharing the everyday is exactly what drew me to blogging back in the old days, when Alex, my oldest, was just seven. (She’s twenty-three now!) Daily life on our family’s ranch was positively peppered with these funny stand-alone happenings, and I simply couldn’t keep them in my head any longer. Thank goodness blogging came along when it did; my mom wouldn’t have had room on her computer for that many emails. My grandma would have had to build a storage shed to hold all the letters.

Frontier Follies is a silly celebration of the everyday moments of my life in rural America, and every single story you’ll read is true. From marital disagreements with my hunky husband (and what I do when they’re going on) to out-there conversations with my mother-in-law, from disturbing incidents involving skunks and shotguns to my best friend praying the Rosary over my belly to keep me from having an epidural, I’ve spent the past year tapping my memory for these tales that are sure to make you chuckle (or even just feel a little better about your own wacky family).

This book is not a sustained narrative, except in the sense that love is woven throughout. Real life is woven through, too, and I share some real reflections about marriage and parenting that I hope you’ll be able to relate to (particularly if you’ve ever had teenagers in your house . . . for an extended period of time . . . day in, day out . . . pandemic parenting, anyone?). I’m including a handful of classic stories that used to be on my blog ages ago (and added a lot more detail to them), but most of the essays in this book are new—which is what made the writing process so much fun for me. The memories and stories kept coming, and I let them pour onto the page.

To keep things up to the minute, in addition to stories from the old days of our family, I also take this opportunity to share some new, unexpected developments in the Drummond house . . . as well as things that are in the works. The timeline of this book spans almost twenty-five years, so I cover a lot of ground!

What I hope you gain from this collection of tales is a renewed sense of enjoyment over the everyday moments and laughter of life. I hope it helps you dig up some of those quirky old stories from your own family, and I sure hope it makes you smile.

[image: image] 




Marriage
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Our Worst First Year

Ladd and I have the unenviable advantage of having had a really awful first year of marriage, which has made most marital years since seem like a walk in the park! Now today, at the ripe old age of I’m-not-telling (okay, fifty-one), I can put most of these newlywed struggles into perspective and say that “awful” is an exceedingly relative term. We didn’t experience terrible tragedy or loss, and our basic human needs were met. But still . . . it’s an interesting phenomenon to look back on one’s first year of marriage with one’s husband and be able to agree that it absolutely excelled at being lousy.

We had a beautiful wedding. That was the easy part. But during our honeymoon in Australia, I developed an inner ear condition (a result of the fourteen-hour flight from Los Angeles) that made me constantly dizzy and also prevented me from being able to walk in a straight line. This was slightly inconvenient for a young bride who wanted to be vivacious and glowing, but my equilibrium was kaput and I couldn’t do anything about it. In addition, Ladd couldn’t find anything in Australia that he (with his palate of a nine-year-old) could bear to eat, so he was baseline hangry the entire trip. We rented a car that made Clark Griswold’s Family Truckster look like a Mercedes—an absolute nightmare for Ladd, who would rather not be the center of attention on any highway, especially an international one. To top it off, Ladd experienced huge losses in the commodity market over the course of two September days, which caused a sizable decrease in equity. This didn’t concern me too much since I didn’t really understand it, but from his perspective, it might have pulled the rug out from under his plans for starting out life on the ranch with his vivacious and glowing (not) new wife. We went home from Australia a week early.

When we got back to the ranch after our honeymoon, I found myself disoriented as a new resident of the countryside, and I had no idea where and how to get my bearings. I loved Ladd and wanted to be with him and his Wranglers more than anything, but I struggled to acclimate to my new rural reality. Horses stared at me through our bedroom window at night; I thought they were serial killers. Bobcats ransacked our trash; I’d never known this to happen during my upbringing on the golf course. A family of skunks moved in under our house; I smelled them every time they rubbed their stinky backs against the rough parts of the foundation, like a scratch-and-sniff book in hell. And the mice in the walls—they chewed and crunched on things in the night just to try to make me lose my mind. It worked.

When we were engaged, Ladd and I had talked about “letting nature take its course” once we were married, and five weeks after the big day, I found out I was pregnant. I guess Ladd and I both had missed the day in health class when these points were driven home, but somehow we both thought it would take a little longer? But it didn’t, and I found myself both with child and without trash service at the exact same time in my life—a really unfortunate combination. The food aversions started before the six-week mark, then the morning sickness (which was actually all-day sickness) hit just about the time my mom called to tell me that she and my dad were getting divorced.

From there, I balanced vomiting and sobbing with driving to my hometown several times a week to check on my dad, all while my husband was working double time on the ranch to hold everything together. My poor cowboy was stressed, preoccupied, and depleted. When I was home, I could hardly stand to cook because everything I previously loved to eat made me want to curl up in a ball and suck my thumb. Except sucking my thumb made me nauseated, so I had nowhere to go. I felt guilty for not being present for Ladd. I had serial killer horses stalking me at night. I had a flat tire every three days. The smell of laundry detergent rendered me incapable of doing laundry. There was basically no escape from queasiness, concern, and confusion over how utterly bizarre a turn my life had taken in just a few short months. Life on the ranch ticked along . . . and the mice in the walls, they kept on a-chewing.

On a very superficial note, and I’m not lumping this into the list of reasons that our first year of marriage was the worst (though it certainly didn’t help my daily outlook), I wound up not being an attractive pregnant person. If Instagram had existed back then, which it blessedly did not, I would not have been one of the pregnant women who posted beautiful, hazy maternity photos with my hands making the shape of a heart over my rounded, taut belly. If I posted a maternity photo back then, it would be of me bouncing along on the John Deere riding lawn mower Ladd had given me for a wedding gift months earlier, hair in a neon pink scrunchie on top of my head, twenty pounds heavier than on my wedding day, neck sunburned, wearing a maternity T-shirt with the sleeves cut off because I was always hot. Yes, that was the sex goddess I had morphed into by May 1997, less than a year after we were married. And while Ladd was sweet about telling me all the right things, I couldn’t help but wonder if he wanted a refund.

Long story short and fast-forward: Our baby Alex was born, Ladd didn’t lose the ranch, my dad pulled out of the fog of the divorce and eventually remarried, and I never wore my pre-pregnancy jeans again. I don’t even know what happened to them; maybe the tornado I forgot to tell you about—it also happened that first year of our marriage—blew them to another state. I hope they found a good home. We went on to have three more children, the ranch settled into a more healthy place, I started an unexpected career, and Ladd and I have always reflected (and laughed) about how far we’ve come from that shaky first year of matrimony, when the tears, vomit, and breast milk flowed abundantly.

You know what else is funny about our worst first year of marriage? And again, this is highly superficial: I’d absolutely kill to weigh what I weighed back then, when I was bouncing along pregnant on that John Deere riding lawnmower.

Life is interesting!




Love in the Time of Rubber Snakes

Ladd and I scare each other with rubber snakes. We’ve done this since very early in our marriage, and I don’t recall exactly when or how it started. I also don’t remember who started it. And honestly, it doesn’t matter at this point; this madness has gone on for years. It’s one of our primary love languages, it’s how we get our kicks, and one of us is going to cause the other to have a heart attack as a result of it—which will be very hard to explain to our loved ones, but we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it. Scaring each other with rubber snakes is the funniest non-funny thing in the world. Also, it’s escalating.

I remember in our earlier, sweeter years, the fake snakes were made of bright, unnaturally colored rubber that smelled like swimming pool floaties, which made them seem not scary at all. One might find this kind of fake snake at dollar stores or in McDonald’s Happy Meals, and they weighed about the same as a rubber band. We had so much innocent fun. I’d slip, say, a thin neon orange snake under Ladd’s remote control when he wasn’t looking. He’d do a double take, jerk a little, and chuckle. He’d leave a flimsy purple snake in my bathroom sink. I’d let out a cute little shriek and giggle. We’d give each other fake little arm punches, say something like “You silly goose!” or “You kidder!” and wind up in a playful hug. We were so young, so predictable, so naïve, so thin. And we were just getting warmed up.

Seasons passed, our children grew, and the snakes got larger. Bright colors were replaced with deeper, more realistic tones of ebony and moss, and we got a little craftier about our hiding places. We planted them on the shower floor so that when the unsuspecting spouse, usually naked and vulnerable, reached in to turn on the water, they’d encounter the slithering (not really, but the imagination is a powerful thing) serpent. We nestled them just under each other’s pillows, so that when the other rearranged or reached underneath, they’d feel the snake and jump backward in fear and panic. I even stuck one in the freezer while filming an episode of my cooking show with Ladd, then asked him (in my best June Cleaver voice) to “grab the ice cream, please, honey?” His reaction—a very subtle, startled jump—was wonderfully juicy. That it happened to be caught on camera and recorded for posterity sustained me for months. Also, he denies that he reacted at all, which makes the memory even more fantastic for me. When he starts denying that the snake pranks affect him at all, that’s when I know I’m getting under his skin.

As we veered into our forties, we started playing for keeps, and the realistic nature of our snakes skyrocketed. I started buying them from museum catalogs and educational supply stores, where anatomical accuracy in reptilian figurines is valued. They were so incredibly spot-on that it was impossible to tell they weren’t real unless you picked one up, which you’d never do because you’d be too busy running out the door in fear. Our cute little “silly goose” name-calling became much more pointed. It wasn’t unusual for me, at the height of a fearful snake prank reaction, to accidentally cuss or call Ladd something more hurtful. I won’t go into detail, but it began with one or more of the following: M, F, A, D, P, and S.

It’s important to note that Ladd and I, by virtue of our rural geography, have absolutely zero business joking around about snakes. Living in the country, snakes—from venomous water moccasins and rattlesnakes to harmless garter and king snakes—are a part of everyday life on the ranch. Ladd and I would no more walk barefoot across our yard at night than we would wade in the creek at any time of day—it’s a surefire way to step on either a snake . . . or a nest of them. We see snakes sidewinding across our road, I’ve encountered a good five or six inside our house through the years, and I can never forget the times a rattler has had the audacity to coil up on our porch, ready to spar with our sweet striped cat. (I guess they’re both competing for the same mice, so there’s built-in tension?)

Anyway, what I’m saying is that if it’s very unfunny to tease your partner with rubber snakes in a normal suburban setting, it is one thousand times more unfunny if you and your partner live in the country. Early on, when my mother-in-law, Nan, discovered the dysfunctional snake thing Ladd and I had going on, she begged us to stop. “You’re going to desensitize each other to snakes!” she’d insist. “And then when you see a real snake, you won’t think it’s real and you’ll get bit and lose a toe! Or your whole leg!” She would often cite a corresponding example of someone losing a toe or leg that always seemed to have happened in the next county over. For the life of me, I never met any of these people. But I did stop and consider what she was saying. She had a point there.

But it hasn’t played out the way she predicted at all. Instead of numbing me to the horrors and dangers of snakes, our marital shenanigans have only served to heighten my fear of them over time, and today I’m jumpier than ever. Ladd, on the other hand, seems to have plateaued in the intensity of his startled responses . . . but not, unfortunately, in the severity or cleverness of his pranks. He has progressed to borrowing stuffed rattlesnakes from his former high school football coach, who happens to own a taxidermy shop in town. And he now places them in unforgivably believable spots: in tall grass near a fence post before my evening walks, on our porch under the garden hose, in our pantry behind the flour canister. More than ever, I scream, convulse, jump, and sometimes crumble onto the ground in terror. One time I was so startled that I kicked the taxidermy rattlesnake across the room—a curious reaction, considering I don’t think I’d ever kick an actual rattlesnake—which caused its scales to break off in sheets. I am still avoiding calling Coach DeMoss to apologize, tell him what happened, and pay for the ruined snake, although I really feel that legally, Ladd should be the one to pay. I think my case is strong here.

Another strange offshoot of this madness is that I am now regularly, inadvertently scaring myself with rubber snakes; I don’t even seem to need Ladd anymore. Sometimes I plant one for him to find, then stumble upon it myself before he has a chance to. Or I stick a snake in a drawer for safekeeping, then open the drawer five minutes later, forgetting I’ve put it there. At this point, I’ll jump and scream if I see a belt on a hanger. I startle and shriek at twigs in the yard. Before too long, I’ll probably be terrified of dental floss. What will become of my gum health?

There’s one thing, however, that still happens no matter what, when, where, or how the snake prank occurs. Ladd and I somehow always wind up in a hug—even if the hug was preceded by my punching him (and not a fake little punch anymore) in the arm. We’re still raising our kids, we’re swamped with ranching, work, and sports, and our to-do lists are unrelenting. But the weird snake thing has always been a touchstone for us—a way for us to connect and remind each other that while we’re getting a little long in the tooth, the monkey business of our younger marriage is still very much alive.

I can’t wait for the next stage of our snake dysfunction. Anyone have a rubber anaconda I can borrow?




Places to Hide Rubber Snakes (for Your Favorite Sweetheart to Find)

[image: image]

A simple way to add a little spark to your marriage!


	Freezer

	Produce drawer

	Mailbox

	Behind the cereal

	Sock drawer

	Top rack of the dishwasher

	Purse

	Briefcase

	Washing machine

	Inside a pot (with the lid on!)

	Under the garden hose

	In a flowerpot

	Hanging from a doorknob

	Inside a packed suitcase

	Under a pillow

	In the shower

	Inside a boot

	Under the covers near the end of the bed (feet!)



Have fun! ☺




I Do Dishes When We Argue

Like most couples who’ve been married nearly half their lives, Ladd and I have occasional arguments. Now, I definitely wouldn’t characterize us as a quarrelsome couple; I don’t thrive on fighting in relationships, I don’t enjoy drama, and I tend to be a peacemaker . . . most of the time. Ladd is a little more confrontational in the sense that if he feels we need to talk about something, work something out, or come to an understanding, he wants to do it right then and there, when the issue comes up and the feelings are fresh. He doesn’t believe in ruminating and festering, which is really annoying considering I do. Or better yet: I would rather just ignore the conflict and let it float away into the ether and disappear. Which one of us is healthier? Never mind, don’t answer that.

Early in our marriage, whenever a disagreement or argument would happen, I started noticing the most bizarre thing: I would mindlessly migrate into the kitchen and start doing dishes right in the middle of it. It didn’t matter if we were in the garage—or heck, outside in a pasture—when the tiff began. Just a few terse sentences in, and I would suddenly find myself standing at the sink, suds up to my elbows, pouring every ounce of my passion into getting the last bit of grime off each dish. If I ran out of dishes before the “discussion” was over, I’d grab a clean dish and wash it again. Only when we resolved the issue or otherwise stopped the conversation did I turn off the water and declare that the dishes finally, at long last, were clean.

The thing is, I don’t even like washing dishes. It isn’t anything I’ve ever remotely enjoyed. I despise it, actually, and Ladd knows this. It’s a tedious and repetitive task, I have to stand still in one spot, and my fingers get pruny. But for some reason, during those marital arguments, washing dishes very quickly becomes my favorite pastime, my most cherished hobby—my life’s work, really. (It’s important to note that I have two perfectly functioning automatic dishwashers.)

So here’s the thing: I noticed this washing-dishes during-arguments anomaly a good five years before Ladd did. It was my own little secret with myself. I’d look at the rack of brilliantly clean dishes and marvel at how quickly I’d knocked them out, during just a brief dispute with my husband. It both amazed and amused me. Sometimes I’d even laugh about it, putting my hand over my mouth lest Ladd inquire about what was so funny. But then one day, out of the blue, just around the time of our seven-year itch, my husband recognized the pattern. And the reason I knew he’d figured it out is because (in true Ladd tell-it-like-it-is form) he told me he’d figured it out. He actually confronted me about it during a confrontation! “How come,” he inquired that evening, mid-disagreement, “you always start doing dishes whenever we have a fight?”

I played dumb, of course. “Well, I don’t really think we’re fighting, are we?” (I’m so bad at playing dumb.)

“Fighting, arguing, talking, debating—whatever,” he said. “You always come in here and start doing dishes.”

“I do dishes every day,” I began . . . but quickly gave up. “Okay, yes. You’re right. I do dishes when we fight.”

“I know. I just said that,” my beloved responded.

“I know you just said that,” I replied. “But I said I know because I already knew that I did that. Y’know?”

“Wait . . . what?” Ladd asked, confused. Arguing with me is very weird. I’m like a moving target, except I don’t really move. I just kind of stand there, do dishes, and say confusing things. And by then we’re so mixed up, we can’t even remember what we were arguing about, so my unintentionally wicked plan usually works!

Except, of course, for the time the sink had piled up with dishes beyond what is normal or acceptable in civilized society. It had just been one of those months—I’m kidding! It had just been one of those days where I was so busy and my momentum took me in a different direction. So by 7:00 p.m., with the care of four children tugging at my energy level, I was about to turn off the kitchen light and just ignore the dishes until morning. But then Ladd, back from the barn, walked into the kitchen to get some water and glanced at the kitchen sink. Admittedly, it was an aberration. It was shocking. It was packed with dishes to the ceiling. It looked like something I’d seen on TLC shows or Jerry Springer. Too tired to be bothered, I was fine to leave it and go get some beauty sleep.

But Ladd saw an opportunity. He laughed and made light of it by suggesting that maybe he should pick a fight, because then the dishes would surely get done. I divorced him on the spot. Not really, but I did murder him on the spot. Not really, but it briefly crossed my mind. Then I laughed, because . . . to tell you the truth, it was actually pretty funny. We wound up doing the dishes together that night, which was a nice little end to that marital moment. And fortunately, so far in our relationship, that’s how our problems usually wind up getting resolved: with a laugh or a chuckle over the inherent humor of the situation, or just the inherent humor of life. Add in a little exhaustion and the perspective that comes with being together for twenty-five years, and we’re generally too tired or chill to argue these days. Fatigue: the secret to a happy marriage!

Still, over the years I’ve tried to analyze this dishwashing strangeness of mine, which continues to this day whenever issues come up between my beloved and me. Why do I do dishes when we argue? I can’t decide whether I think of the fine soapy suds as a barrier between me and the (albeit temporary) moment of marital strife, or as some kind of disinfectant that will wash away all the unpleasantness of the moment. Or do I just not like sitting down, making eye contact, and hashing things out? As much as I hate doing dishes, maybe I hate that more? Or maybe, given the fact that I hate doing dishes so much, I consider it some kind of sacrifice or penance—an offering up of myself for the greater good of my marriage?

Whatever the reason, conscious or unconscious, my dishwashing idiosyncrasy is at least a handy one to possess. If I could just short-circuit it from time to time and move our arguments to the laundry room . . .




All I Wanted Was a Doughnut

A couple of days before Christmas many years ago, Ladd and I decided to run to the big city to shop for his mom and grandma, to grab a couple of last-minute gifts for the kids, and to be alone together and have one-on-one conversations without our four precious children or our demanding cattle herd needing something from us. Or was it our four demanding children or our precious cattle herd needing something from us? The lines are blurred sometimes. And we didn’t “run” to the big city, we drove, which brings me to the point of this story. Part of the conversation in Ladd’s pickup on our trip to the city that day was our just-formed wintertime plan of getting me back into shape. It was to start the following morning and involved getting out of bed at 5:00 a.m. so that we could spend an hour working out together before the kids had to get up and before Ladd had to go feed cattle. This entire conversation had begun twenty minutes earlier, when I started lamenting how tight my jeans had become after a summer and fall of cooking constantly for a cookbook I was working on, filming my new cooking show, and discovering how much I loved semisoft, unripe cheese.

“I’m to the point,” I whined, “that I need to either buy bigger jeans or make smarter choices about what I eat! And I need to exercise, for gosh sake.” And then I really let Ladd have it: “I have back fat!” I sat back in the passenger seat, relieved to have gotten the rant out.

Ladd, calmly and without agreeing with my back fat lamentation, began to lay out his prescription for me: early morning exercise to boost my metabolism and start the day off right. To sweeten the pot, he committed to joining me in my new fitness regimen so I wouldn’t have to go it alone. This was nice of him, but I could tell he didn’t empathize with me at all. He is, after all, chiseled out of granite and weighs the same as he did when he was seventeen. I would be really annoyed with him if I wasn’t so attracted to him.

Two-thirds of the way to the big city, I asked Ladd to pull off the highway and stop at a very busy convenience store called Quik Trip, so I could get some coffee. I was getting over a cold and had been feeling a little draggy, plus the conversation about my getting up at five to exercise for an hour had really worn me out. He pulled into the parking lot and we both went inside; Ladd headed straight to the refrigerated section to get a can of Dr Pepper while I headed to the coffee section to fill a large cup of joe for myself.

It took me a while to fill my cup, because this particular convenience store has an especially beautiful run of coffee options. You can get French roast, Colombian roast, breakfast blend, Kona blend . . . not to mention all sorts of little squirts of flavor and shots of different incarnations of creamer. I want this coffee area in my house, is what I’m saying. So anyway, I stood there and decanted, squirted, and decanted some more until I had a great big cup of luscious convenience store coffee that was likely extremely caloric, but I had only one more day before my new exercise program was to begin, so I figured I’d go out with a bang.

I headed toward the register. I could see Ladd standing there waiting for me so he could pay for his pop and my coffee together, because he’s chivalrous like that, and also because he has never known me to have a single dollar of cash on my person. The store was packed with other patrons, and along my journey to the front, I passed Quik Trip’s very large, very impressive, very alluring glass doughnut case and made the mistake of glancing in its direction. I immediately locked eyes with an apple fritter on the top shelf. It hypnotized me instantly, then reached out its long, evil fingers and said, “Come . . . come to me.” Quik Trip’s apple fritters are so freaking good. I’m powerless in their presence. Those crisp, craggy edges . . . oh my!

Without thinking, I removed an individual square of paper from the dispenser on the service shelf below, then reached for the knob of the glass door that was separating me from my apple fritter boyfriend. I say “without thinking” because I somehow had completely pushed out of my consciousness the entire back fat conversation I’d just had with Ladd minutes earlier. Or maybe I just rationalized it by reminding myself that I only had the rest of the day to party before my 5:00 a.m. boot camp began . . . or maybe I temporarily convinced myself that apple fritters are actually a healthy doughnut option? They have fruit in them, after all.

For whatever reason, I pulled the knob to the right, thinking the door would slide to open, but instead it met with resistance. I had Christmas shopping on my mind—what size top I should get Ladd’s grandma, Edna Mae, and how I couldn’t wait to sniff all the men’s cologne at the perfume counter—and I inexplicably pulled backward on the knob, possibly thinking that the door opened by flipping up rather than sliding to the side. Then, with zero warning, a terrifying sound crashed through the heavily trafficked convenience store and I realized that the entire tempered glass façade of the big, impressive doughnut case had shattered into four hundred million tiny, sparkly pieces. The sound was deafening and seemed to happen in slow motion, as if a house of glass sitting on a frozen lake had fallen down wall by wall. I stood there in shock, not knowing what to do. Glass was everywhere: all over the doughnuts, littering the floor, in the adjacent sandwich case, and in my boots, into which I’d tucked my pant legs that morning. The small stainless steel knob was still in my hand. I stood there, completely stunned.

Customers ran over to see what had happened, my husband among them. And when Ladd saw me standing there in the middle of a sea of tempered glass, a small knob in my hand, the now-unprotected array of doughnuts right in front of me, not to mention the look of horror and confusion on my face, he had but two questions:

“Are you okay?

“Yes.”

“What happened?”

“I wanted a doughnut.”

By now the manager, assistant manager, cashier, assistant cashier, and probably all their friends and relatives had rushed to the scene. The manager wanted first to make sure I was okay.

“Ma’am, are you all right?” the nice gentleman said. “You’re not hurt, are you?”

Still holding the knob, I answered, “Yes. My pride is hurt. It is badly, badly injured.”

But other than that, I told him, I was totally fine, and might I please borrow a broom and shop vac so I could whisk all this away and pretend it never happened? I noticed another female customer out of the corner of my eye. She had her hand over her mouth.

“Oh, we’ll take care of it,” the manager said. “I just wanted to make sure you’re okay.”

“I’m absolutely fine,” I insisted. “I am so, so sorry. I don’t know what happened. One minute I was reaching for an apple fritter . . . the next minute . . .” I shook my head in disbelief.

“It’s perfectly okay, ma’am,” he reassured me. “This has actually happened once before.”

I immediately felt better. I wasn’t the only person who’d shattered the doughnut case at this convenience store. What a relief! All was suddenly better now.

But then I did something I can’t explain. I instinctively began reaching for the apple fritter, still in the shattered case. I don’t think I actually had any control over this action. I didn’t logically believe I should get the apple fritter; I think it was a desperate attempt just to carry on and pretend the whole thing hadn’t happened. Well, and I guess I really just wanted a doughnut.

That’s when the assistant manager stepped in. “Oh, ma’am . . .,” she said, “you can’t have a doughnut now.”

I know she was just trying to protect my gastrointestinal tract from glass shards, but at the time she said it I felt like a little girl who had just been grounded from eating doughnuts. My face felt hot.

After several minutes of offering to help clean up and insisting on paying for the broken glass and trying to figure out what country I was going to move to once I left the store, I made my way to the front counter so that Ladd could finally pay for my coffee. But when we got there, the cashier held up his hand and said, “Don’t worry about it—no charge.” I think he wanted me to leave the store as soon as humanly possible.

When we got into Ladd’s pickup and continued on our trip to the big city, I glanced over at him. He had a look on his face that I’ll never be able to describe. It was the look of a husband who is married to a complete klutz who complains about her tight jeans then stops at a convenience store to buy sugary coffee and shatters a doughnut case while trying to retrieve an eight-hundred-calorie apple fritter. It was the look of a husband who has seen his wife fall down, run into doors, use the wrong remote control to change channels on the TV, and wear her black leggings inside out for an entire day without knowing. It was the look of a husband who had just filed another incident into his vault of similar moments . . . and who couldn’t wait to remind me of it the next time we’re driving together and I say I want to pull over and get coffee.

“You’re . . . funny,” he said, reaching over and squeezing my knee.

Poor guy can’t take me anywhere.
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