I heard a loud clanking and grinding noise followed by shouting coming from my mother in the kitchen.  Angry mumbling and muttering by my father followed. I peeked around the corner of the kitchen wall. Mom and Dad were standing at the sink.  When they saw me out of the corner of their eye, my dad said, “Kit, come over here right now!”  Previously, I had obediently listened to serious instructions about the dangers of the garbage disposal. My dad described how it could grab my fingers and then my hand and then it would twist me around and yank my whole arm off.  “Never go near it” was what I remembered most. I was never to touch the garbage disposal switch or have my hand anywhere near that hole in the bottom center of the sink.  
The fear of being maimed was placed in me good. Yet now he was asking me to set that very well-instilled direction aside and stick my fingers down the dark, mysterious hole. I was to fetch out whatever was stuck down there beyond the reach of my dad’s much larger hand and fingers.  My stomach about popped up out of my body as I obeyed.  With my eyes closed, I felt around the bottom of the disposal. I told my dad that I felt a wire that seemed stuck between the blades. He told me to try to pull it out. When I did, he praised me, but I had to sit down and catch my breath.  After that, I was always the one called upon for that chore. It became less and less scary as I got older, but I still hate doing it, even today. 

