JANUARY 14, 2023 - PROMPT 2 – OUCH IT HURTS
	The prompt, ‘Ouch it hurts’ opened a whole wide world of hurt categories. At first, I was focusing on the different times I was physically hurt, like maybe when the safety pins used in the cloth diapers when I was a baby punctured my skin instead of the diaper. Then the times my furry little puppy’s sharp little puppy teeth would hurt and draw red blood as would sink into my face, foot, hand skin That really hurt. Both physically and mentally because he was only supposed to lick and kiss me. 
Except for having the pain accompanying the birth of my five children, I have been blessed not to have had other major physical traumas to my body. 
	Then other types of hurts flashed in my mind, like the time my father had to spank me, his hand on my buttock. That hurt both physically my butt and mentally my pride. I felt that I had betrayed my parents by my thoughtless actions and that left a longer hurt than the sting on my butt.
There was the inward hurt when the teacher had to yell and discipline me for ‘goofing’ off in the classroom when I was supposed to quietly studying or she, the teacher, was teaching the class something I wasn’t understanding.  Little did I know these act-out actions would befall me many years later when I was the 
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teacher. It did, however, aid me being a better teacher for I had been in their boots and understood their inner self.
Life moved on with many more ‘Ouch it hurts’ incidents. There was the first time one of my best friends betrayed me by sharing a “I promise I won’t tell your secret to anyone” secret, which was my first boyfriend, with the boy who laughed and told all the other boys. That hurt stayed with me for many years. Foolish, but 
devasting to me at the time.  It seems timing is terribly important. I can laugh now but was brutally crushed and deeply injured as a fifteen-year-old.
	In my junior year in high school, my parents and I moved from Cincinnati, Ohio, to Miami, Florida.  I had had boyfriends, that accompanied me to school dances but nothing serious until my senior year at Miami Jackson High School. Dick Silvis, the one I would marry after graduating from college. School ended and we were unfortunately (or fortunately for future reasons) parting to attend different universities, me to Florida State University in Tallahassee, five hundred miles northwest of Miami and he with a basketball scholarship to the University of Miami. We have a saying in our family that applies well here, ‘We plan, God laughs’ and two years later when I transferred to the UofM, he joined the air force, 
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found other loves, and our relationship ended. He was happy, I devastated. ‘Ouch That Really Hurt my badly beat up Heart.’  But that, too, healed and life moved on.
             A year later, lonesome and looking for my heart to throb again, I did meet another potential mate, Norman, ten times better looking than Dick. After a year and a half courtship, we married and life, ouch erased from my heart, happily moved on.
	Sixty-eight years have elapsed since that blissful day.  I have endured many excruciatingly painful “Ouches” in those years, but God
	
	
	
