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					E-E-W, Billy!
   My Uncle Bruce, Aunt Verna, and their kids, Billy and Myrna were visiting us. Since they would be staying 
with us at least overnight, Mom deemed our meager supply of eggs insufficient. This called for a trip to farm 
friends,, Betty and Lorry, who lived about a mile and a half outside of town. 
    Along with Lorry being a dairy farmer and raising draft horses, Betty also kept laying hens. We always knew 
where we could buy farm fresh eggs.
    My older sister, Sharon had a driver’s license, so, while the adults were visiting, we kids would pay Betty 
and Lorry a visit. We always loved to visit this couple The minute Billy and Myrna heard we were going to a 
farm, they made sure they were in the car with the rest of us.
   Betty welcomed us when we arrived at the farm. I think Lorrie was working in the barn. 
   Ever the snoopy city kid, Billy had to check the place out. Something furry, black, and white was in a rabbit 
hutch the north side of the house. 
    Just that morning, while cutting hay or otherwise working in the field, Lorrie had found these fur babies 
there. Avid conservationist that he was, of course he made sure they would be out of harm’s way. He had 
tucked them safely into the rabbit hutch, to be dealt with later.
    Billy just couldn’t avoid the temptation. These little critters looked so fluffy and cute, he just had to hold
them. The latch to the hutch was right there. With one flick of the thumb, he had the hutch open. Just as he
put his hands on the first one, he saw it raise its tail. Before he knew what was happening, he felt a warm
spray that stung his eyes. And that smell! What was that horrible smell? It smelled like burning rubber. No, 
maybe rotten eggs. Or maybe burnt peanut butter. Or all three.  The odor got stronger He began to gag and 
wretch. 
    At the sound and smell of this, Betty flew out the door to see what the commotion was. When she saw 
what was happening, she quickly grabbed some soap, and headed Billy to the outdoor spigot, to no avail. The 
odor blossomed.
     It was time for us to leave, but we didn’t want to ride with Billy in the car. What to do? What to do?
   I think we opened the trunk, where Billy rode back to town. The rest of us rode with the windows wide 
open, and, once home, gave Billy a wide berth.
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