                                                         "Get A Life!"    Blog   #7
I wrote this story nearly 14 years ago when my late husband was dying of cancer. He and I spent the last 9 months of his life "living life" very close together. During that time, I scrapbooked his life in order to tell "his story" from birth to death, with photos and journaling. The pages of that scrapbook, plus this story, were shared at his funeral. 
As I've rather been telling you, one blog at a time, it's not the everyday, expected things that make life interesting ;it's the UNEXPECTED THINGS...the things that JUMP OUT AND SURPRISE YOU that are truly worthy of storytelling. The story you're about to read tells of something that happened to us early in our marriage. I wrote this story, and, when I needed "just the right word", which I couldn't think of at the moment, I'd ask Bruce and he'd come up with it. This story: We groomed it and we tweaked it until we loved it.                                                                                                         I hope you do, too!      
                       ***************************************
   One of my favorite "Bruce stories" takes place on a cold, clear October night in the late 1900's, probably 1998. 
   Overhead, stars twinkle like diamonds strewn by a giant hand across the dark blue velvet sky. It's 3 A.M., the crescent moon has reached its highest point in the night sky and is predictably on its descent toward the horizon.
   Far below, on the earth, nestled in amongst the many homes in a Rochester Hills subdivision, sits the cozy home of Bruce and Anita. The house is dark, except for the faint light that enters a few of the windows from nearby street lamps. And the house is silent. Well, almost silent. The grandfather clock and the grandmother clock are having their usual conversation. Him, in the front hallway, with his heavy, deliberate "TICK TOCK"resonating from deep within his antique seven-foot chamber...and her, a newer model much smaller in stature, in the dining room, answering with the refined and delicate voice of a lady..."tick tock".
   In the kitchen, faint light from the window over the sink reveals the breakfast table, already set with dishes, napkins and silverware awaiting a hurried breakfast of hot coffee, a fresh fruit compote and warm scones spread with melting butter. 
   Upstairs, tonight's dreams play across the giant silver screens of Bruce's and Anita's imaginations. Their breathing is a whisper as they are deep in slumber and snuggle warmly beneath the loftiness of a down-filled comforter. (Sh-h-h!) If it were Christmas, you'd find yourself reciting those all-too-familiar words, "not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse!" 
   Then all of a sudden, downstairs...SMASH! CRASH! JANGLE! BUMP! THUD! THUMP! The dreamy silence in the household is rudely broken by an angry intruder who is invading, and for some unknown reason, is determined to wreak havoc and destruction in this peaceful, clean and orderly surrounding. Upstairs, Bruce and Anita jump, startled, from their sleep in the midst of the noisy chaos. This invader has one snarky attitude and the Andes are going to pay the price of his pent-up discontent! 
   Instantly, Bruce's bare feet land on the fluffy bedroom carpet, and in one motion he has donned his thick white terry bathrobe and is headed down the stairs, hardly touching their surfaces, to scope out the damage and the reason for all of this ugly commotion. His urgent, to-the-point words are, "Anita, come down here, and come down here NOW! We've got an animal in the house." I arrive on the heels of Bruce's words. 
   Stopping cold in the doorway, I absorb the black, soot-covered ruins of the kitchen, breakfast area and atrium. In awe, with saucer-sized eyes, I utter a breathless, "Wow!" as I pan the extensive disaster area. The stovepipe from our English wood-burning potbelly stove is laying on the floor with a pile of black soot trailing from it. The metal armetale dishes from the wall-mounted wooden plate rack by the stove are vigorously strewn around on the sooty brick hearth and wooden floor. Tiny handprints...or are they "footprints"?... lead all around the kitchen floor, across the table, and across the island, counters and windowsill. They lead from the breakfast area to the atruim, where the white carpeting, sofa and chairs are dusted with soot. The mini- blinds at all eleven atrium windows thoroughly demonstrate a long and agonizing struggle. They are bent, twisted, torn and filthy with hundreds of tiny black handprints. Both of us just stand in one spot and revolve, as we are taken aback and stare speechlessly at the rubble that is set before our eyes. 
   Momentarily being "frozen in time" in our situation, Bruce "breaks the ice" by saying, "A squirrel, a chippie or a raccoon has come down the chimney, and we need to find him and get him out of here." Quickly flicking on the dining room light, I happen to find our dirty little demon roosting on the end of the mantle, irritably blinking and squinting his tiny blinded eyes. This bitty, bedraggled burglar is a medium-sized raccoon, wearing his mask. I suggest that Bruce come with a "gentle persuader" of some kind to oust the unwelcome creature. 
[Being the "Gentle Giant" that he is, I am NOT surprised at what happens next!]
   Bruce opens the basement door, finds the brooms and mops suspended from the wall on hooks. He hastily selects...not a broom, not a sponge mop, but               A FLUFFY WHITE DUST MOP! He shows up on the battlefield! At this moment, he is "The White Knight" in his thick white terry bathrobe and sporting his "fluffy white-tipped lance"...of sorts. (YAY!) The surly raccoon is "The Black Knight" with his black mask on and his coat heavily blackened with soot. (BOO! HISS!) In preparation for the intruder"s exit, I run and get the key and open the door that leads out onto the deck.
                           NOW...LET THE GAMES BEGIN!
   Bruce leads into battle with a swish of the mop toward the raccoon. The raccoon begins to walk across the mantle , which contains my collection of 1800's-vintage antique pewter teapots. I gasp! One flick of his tail could knock them off, denting them, therefore greatly lessening their value. I hold my breath while the raccoon delicately chooses his steps, skirting around them and then hesitates, resting at the other end of the mantle. Again, "The White Knight", with cushioned lance extended toward the enemy, jousts at "The Black Knight". "The (now angry) Black Knight" retaliates by baring his teeth and hissing. I shout a warning to "The White Knight" to "Keep (his) distance because raccoons are known carriers of rabies!" Undaunted, "The White Knight" lunges toward the raccoon once more. "The Black Knight" shoves off of the mantle edge and hops up on top of the grandmother clock. Another "swab" of the puffy lance then prompts him to leap even higher onto the formal satin window valance. But his being on top of the grandmother clock causes her to be top-heavy, and his shoving off from her causes her to fall face down. Seeing her mid-air and helplessly falling, we both gasp! As she falls, her weights fall forward, pulling her down even harder, and her glass door breaks into thousands of sharp glass shards. There is an agonizing sound of steel cables thrashing across the rods which are her chimes. She lays face down and mute on the battlefield. She is another casualty to be dealt with later. With no time to hesitate, "The White Knight" directs his attention back to the battle. However, the glass shards on the floor and his bare feet create a new dimension to this confrontation. (In my mind, I now imagine ballet music as I watch...) On his tiptoes and lunging forward with slightly bent knees, "The White Knight" bobs in and out, and side to side, swabbing and swatting at the angry, hissing (and now clawing) enemy. His graceful movements, (avoiding both the glass shards at his feet and the hissing raccoon above his head simultaneously) are like a finely choreographed ballet...all the while, his robe bouncing and swaying, also, in the dance. We see that the rod which supports the valance is beginning to bend and twist and give way. Just as the valance is on its way to the floor, "The Black Knight" hops down onto the nearby china cupboard, still hissing and with body English that says, "If you get too near me, I'm gonna hurt you!". On his tiptoes yet and and fearlessly fluffing at the intruder's tail end, "The White Knight" hastens "The Black Knight's" route toward the open door. One big swish of the mop boosts him off of the top of the china cupboard, and he lands on the floor with a thud! Like perfect timing, a small breeze blows in through the open door, the raccoon catches the scent of the fresh, cool air, and quickly exits. "The White Knight" promptly steps to the door, loudly declares out into the black of night while pulling it shut,                                                                                                          "And don't come back!"    
        

