

				 Spazz-Out!

       In our second year of marriage, I got the opportunity to meet the rest of 
Gordon’s huge family. Not the least of these was Belean, his oldest sister. Like him, 
she was short, stocky, and dark-haired.
      She, her husband, grey-haired, bespectacled Ronald, and sixteen-year-old twins, 
David and Debbie rolled off the gravel road into the driveway at Arnold’s farm. They 
parked directly across the gravel driveway from the front door of the farmhouse.
    Of course, Arnold let us know we should come over to greet them.
     Ronald was an alcoholic retired Navy NCO. He wanted everything around him shipshape while he sat in their trailer, nursing his brandy into oblivion. By the time we arrived at Arnold’s, Ronald had unhitched the trailer from the car, levelled it, and had driven the car close to the nearest water hydrant. With a hose, he had sprayed off every Inch of the vehicle, including what was under the hood.
     I’m sure he gave me the expected proper greeting when we were introduced,
but I don’t remember much of anything else about him except how Belean danced
around him, catering to his every whim, trying to keep him from popping a cork. This did not sit well with my mother-in-law, who told Belean, “Let him wait on his damn self!”
       Another memory from that visit comes to mind. David and my sister, Denise
didn’t waste any time connecting with each other. One day, with everyone gathered here, they decided to take a walk to the nearby creek. When his parents found both of them missing, they went into full spazz out mode, hollering the young couple’s names, thinking the worst.
Before long, either due to hearing all the commotion or of their own volition, the young couple returned, safe and sound.	
