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Prologue
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Sally Forester-Newton is a spunky 87-year-old loner. And she likes it that way. But she keeps hearing and reading that she shouldn’t spend so much time alone. ‘Get out and Socialize’, they insist. It will do you good! Her response that she isn’t doing bad fell on deaf ears. Mostly because ‘they’ who kept pushing her were the psychology newscasters she heard and the magazines she read. 

Alliwicious – her life-size man-doll with artificial intelligence – never tried to push her ‘out there’. He was happy as a clam being her compadre and sounding board.

But on this warm spring day, Sally broke from her old routine. She’d made her monthly supply run to town. She was loaded up and heading out of town when a sandwich board caught her eye.

‘Ice Cream Social today—Senior’s Activity Center – Come one Come all!’

“Yum! Ice cream!” she said and, on a whim, turned around and followed the signs.
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Chapter 1 – The Meet
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Maneuvering through and around at least a dozen side-by-sides, electric cars and scooters, Sally found a shade tree to park the van under. She slid out of the driver’s seat and walked up the ramp to the entrance. Her old-style full-size van stuck out like a sore thumb. 

Seeing all the people milling around in a small space, she turned around to leave. ‘What was I thinking? This is no place for me.’

But then the door opened and a gray-haired dumpling of a woman came out. She was licking a chocolate mint chip ice cream cone. 

“Where you going, Missy? Did you get your ice cream? It’s delicious! And refreshing!” She was a fast-talker. Sally fine-tuned her ears to keep up with her words.

Sally’s eye caught the frozen treat. She giggled. “Oh! I saw the crowd and changed my mind. But that does look tantalizing.” She turned around again. “Maybe I’ll sneak in and treat myself.”

The woman giggled. A nervous giggle. “I think you absolutely should. And I understand your apprehension.” The woman stuck out her hand. “I’m Katlyn. Call me ‘Kat’, like the feline furball. Would you like me to take you through the line?”

Sally shook the hand that was offered. “No. I’ll make it. I’m just a loner by choice. Crowds make me want to escape. You caught me escaping. And I’m Sally, by the way. I’m a loner, not graceless.”

Kat smiled. “I get it. Go get your ice cream and join me out here. I’ll find a shade tree for us.”

Sally sighed. “Okay. You talked me into it. I’ll see you in a few minutes.”

She forced herself to join the line at the ice cream counter. The woman behind her tapped her on the shoulder. Sally turned to look at her. She was tall, had white hair that flowed like a model’s from a magazine cover. She spoke like a model who’d had Toastmaster training.

“You’re new here. I’m glad to see you. I saw you outside talking to Kat. I’m Mazy. Kat is one of my neighbors.” She turned and took the arm of the tiny woman behind her. “And this is Helen. She’s another neighbor. We call ourselves the three houseketeers.”

Sally smiled and stepped up to the counter to get her ice cream. She said ‘thank you’ to the scooper lady and turned to leave. “Glad to have met you, Mazy and Helen.”

But Mazy wasn’t done. “Oh. We’ll see you outside.”
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Chapter 2 – The Set-up
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Sally plucked a serviette from the napkin holder and made her way through the maze of gabbing senior citizens toward the door. One group of men were having a bragging contest over how fast and versatile their scooters are. 

She got a distinct whiff of liquor as she made her way through the bragging group. And thought she felt a hand where it shouldn’t ought to have been. She plunged ahead to get free of overwhelming smells and groping hands.

An experienced off-road scooter operator, she grinned. Knowing how fast (5-7 miles per hour) and versatile (they high-center on a big leaf) her own git-buggy is. She pushed the door open and gulped fresh air on the outside. Kat waved at her from a picnic table under a mesquite tree.

She nodded. Walked over to the table and sat on the plastic wrapped wire bench. “Made it! And met two more ladies in the ice cream line. I guess you girls take the ‘social’ from ‘ice cream social’ literally. They said they’d see me outside.”

Kat chuckled. “That would be Mazy and Helen. We are the three houseketeers. Where one goes, the others will soon follow.”

Sally smiled and licked a minty drip that drooled down the side of her cone. “I’ve heard of musketeers and mouseketeers, but never houseketeers. Where did that moniker come from?”

Kat was into the crunchy part of her cone. She smacked her lips, wiped her mouth, and purred. “That was superb. 

It’s a play on words because we’re all three prisoners in our homes. We only get out when our husbands are accompanying us. They are all old school and even go grocery shopping with us.” She frowned. “They turned into control freaks when they retired. We’ve found it easier to go along than to fight. Who wants to start over at our age?” She shrugged. “They’ll die. We’ll be free.”

Sally chortled, “And what if you die first?”

She splayed her hand. “Come see, come saw. It doesn’t matter. It’s freedom either way.”

Mazy and Helen joined us at the table. “So, tell us about yourself, Sally. Where’s your jailer?” They laughed.

“I don’t have one. I live alone and wouldn’t have it any other way.” A grasshopper landed on the bench next to her. “Well, hello, grasshopper.” It leapt away on a cross breeze. “Bye now. Nice seeing you.”

Mazy chuckled. “Do you often talk to grasshoppers?”

Sally smiled. “Always. And to the bunnies, squirrels, and birds that dine in my dooryard. Even a loner has to talk to someone. They don’t do much arguing back. Ms Lizzy does push-ups while she waits for an ant or a fly to land within scooping distance.”

Helen spoke in broken English while she stuffed her used napkin in her housedress pocket. “You do not live in the city? No close neighbors?”

Sally shook her head. “No, ma’am! I’m 20 miles out of town on 5-acres. My house is a dome that looks like an igloo. I haul my water and get my power from solar panels. And I wouldn’t trade it.”

The ladies smiled at each other. Mazy spoke. “Your lifestyle intrigues me. How did you manage to stay alone? My parents would not allow me to leave their home without a man to take care of me.”

Sally laughed. “Oh, I wasn’t always alone. I’m a widow. And I vowed to never let myself be under another’s thumb again. I worked very hard to get where I am today. I’m not giving it up.”

Kat nodded. “I like your style, Sally. I’d like to get further acquainted. May we call you?”

Sally gulped. “I suppose. Although I don’t know what we can find in common to chinwag about.”

Mazy smiled knowingly. “We are planning our future. We could use your experience and insights... if you don’t mind sharing your wisdom.”

Helen smiled and nodded. “Yes, please. I have only known my father’s house and my husband’s house. I wish to fly alone with quickness.”

Sally wadded her serviette and held it in her hand. She prepared to escape the city... and these ladies. “Well, I have chores to do when I get home. I need to go.” She stood to leave. “It was nice meeting you houseketeers.” She took a step.

“Wait! Your phone number!” Kat had her phone in her hand. “I’ll call you to give you mine.”

“Well. Okay then.” She spouted her phone number off to Kat and continued to the van. Her phone rang. She let it ring and waved at the women when she drove away. The three old geezers having the bragging contest had brought their contest outside. One jabbed his finger toward the ladies she’d just left. She caught, “Kat can tell you. Ask her!”

Sally shivered relief at her finely timed escape. She pondered the ladies’ situation and quest for her teachings on the way home. She kicked herself for not getting their last names. So much for tasking Rodney with a background search on them. “Ach. Such is life. I probably won’t hear from them again, anyway.” But she did label the missed call as ‘Kat’, just in case.

She plugged Rodney in when she got home, just to be sure he wouldn’t screech at her in the middle of the night for a ‘plug me in’ order. He charged and mumbled computer sounds while she unloaded the groceries and laundry. With the town run chores done, she turned her attention to the outdoor chores.

Ms Lizzy flicked her tail and did push-ups on her usual rock. The bunnies sat under surrounding creosote bushes, watching and waiting for the evening scoop of corn and bird food to be scattered. 

The young bunnies played spring while they waited. (Spring is a game played by Sally’s wild rabbits. It’s much like the human game of leapfrog, but opposite. A bunny springs up into the air; the other bunny runs under the springer. Then they trade sides and do it again. It’s mesmerizing to watch. She’s never seen them miss. They must practice a lot!)

With the water buckets filled, the feeding done, and supper the only chore left to tend to, she perked a pot of coffee and plunked in her repurposed office chair under the ironwood tree. “Finish!” She said to no one in particular.

She picked up her phone to see if she missed any important calls from her peeps. 

Niece Joany, the rebel life-coach, had been having issues with an old client. Sally kept herself at the ready to help if called upon. But stayed tiny like a watch-frog on the sidelines until she’s needed.

Young Bobby, who’s really 14-years-old, not the 12-years-old as believed, and his mother Natalie were busy handling the ramifications of the discovery. She stayed out of their way, too. Unless called upon.

But there was a text already from Kat, the fast-talking dumpling.

It read, ‘Planning a scooter off-road challenge. Come with us?’
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Chapter 3 – A Git-Buggy Off-Road?
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Sally shook her head in disbelief. She’d met the three houseketeers less than 6-hours ago. She didn’t mention her own git-buggy. Why is she being invited to their off-road challenge?

She let the red-flag-raising text simmer. Tomorrow will be plenty soon enough to respond... if she does at all.

While she unwound from her town-run day she took a side-trip down memory lane to her own need for a scooter.

It all started while she was working at the lodge. 

She was camped in her van up the mountain and under the tall pines from lodge-center. Her quiet, primitive camp was less than ¼ mile hike cross-country from the lodge. It would have been silly to pack up the van, drive down the hill to employee parking in the full sun, and then back after work. She walked.

That is, she walked until she found herself gasping for air at 7,000 feet elevation under a daily load. A load of gallons of ice, water, and survival supplies to tote back up the hill with her – after 8-10 hours of working on her feet. 

For a while she imposed on others to haul herself and her ‘stuff’ back up the mountain. But that wore out faster than ice melting in the desert.

She reminded herself that she is working for her own benefit. She no longer has a husband or children to support. 

Sally gave herself permission to save herself with a golfcart or a scooter. But she wanted simplicity. “I got rid of the trailer to simplify traveling. If I can’t load it up and get on down the road, it’s not a help; it’s a hindrance.”

Her first days off after she gave herself permission, she measured her space, weighed what she had to haul, and made a decision. “An electric scooter it is!”

It worked great! And she learned all about off-roading with a scooter that she named ‘Git-Buggy’. The name stuck. People no longer ride scooters. They git on down the road on their Git-Buggy.

She also learned the hard way of their limitations. The snail’s pace top speed of about 7 MPH was doable. Especially when you’re juggling jugs of water and ice, parcels of food, or bags of trash between your feet. So is the maximum load of 265 pounds. As long as you don’t want to offer a ride to another adult.

The kicker is how fast you can get yourself dug into a sandpit or high-centered on a branch. The real gut-puncher is the rain. Git -buggies do not live if water gets into the electronics. 

Splashing through puddles and sudden deluges spell death to a git-buggy. And the machine couldn’t care less where you are or what that means to a gutsy little old lady.

She spent the night watching both drag races and cross-country races on scooters. All in her head, of course. She woke in the morning with a smile still on her face. And curiosity growing about Kat, Mazy, and Helen. Why did they latch onto her?

By daylight, curiosity won. She replied to Kat’s text.

‘Scooter races? Tell me more.’

Kat called instead of texting. With the greetings out of the way, Kat got down to the business of bossy old geezers and their scooters. Sally had to listen hard to keep up with Kat’s fast-talk.

“It’s silly. But these old coots will have their way. And force we three houseketeers to bring the picnic.” She sighed. “It’s the price we pay for being well-kept all these years.

At any rate, they’ve talked themselves into an off-road scooter race. They’re still deciding where to hold it. But you being an anti-crowd person, we thought you might enjoy the outing with three wanna-be loners. We hope to learn so much from you.”

“So, you don’t want me to join the race? You want me to be the pit-crew with you? Is that correct?”

“Yes, ma’am. And you can help us pick up the pieces if they overdo. None of these guys are spring chickens, you know.

What do you say?”

“Hmm. I say I’m curious. And maybe interested. Keep me updated of the details.”

“Oh, excellent! The girls will be so pleased! I’ll get back to you.”

The call disconnected. Sally smiled and shook her head. ‘Good old boys and their toys.’ And... learn so much from her? What’s that about?

As the day wore on, her curiosity grew. What could she possibly have to offer three city girls who’ve lived the life of Riley forever? They can’t possibly want to learn how to plant themselves in a patch of desert and reconfigure their daily lives to off-grid, primitive perfection. Who would do that?

She pictured Mazy with her obvious finer breeding hauling buckets of water to keep a swamp cooler going. She laughed, seeing the aghast look on her face from a chipped, grungy fingernail.

Sally couldn’t imagine tiny Helen, escaping from the communal jungles of Vietnam, willingly choosing a life of quiet solitude with nature. A dry and crunchy nature where everything sticks ya, stabs ya, or pokes ya unless you personally smooth it out or lop it off.

And then there’s fast-talking Kat. She might make a go of it. In their brief visit, Sally picked up on her versatility and need to be busy. Busy talking if nothing else. A response didn’t seem a requirement to a visit with Kat. She pretty much carried the conversation all by herself.

Sally was curious about the old geezers in these houseketeer’s lives, but not enough to ensconce herself onto their social calendar. 

Still, she’d like to know more.

She texted Kat. ‘I forgot to get your last names. May I have a last name to go with your first names?’

Kat responded with: ‘Katlyn Bushing. Mazy Picassa. Helen Weist.

Next Sunday near Old 324 Road

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THEG‘IT-'BUGGV:

I"WRDERS?

, ASally the Loner -

7"5-'~Mysterlous Mlsadventure:
- - Booka

Alexie Linn





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





