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WELCOME TO MY LIFE 

 

I work at home. I live in almost total isolation. I am happy about 

that. There, I said it. My space on earth is quite literally my personal 

space and it is oh so quiet. I am occasionally (OK, most of the time) 

unkempt. My 84-year-old next door neighbor and I like each other. I do 

not have a cat. I do have a husband. I live in Southern California right by 

the beach, and my daughters live very far away – like one halfway across 

the country (Cleveland, Ohio) and the other halfway around the world 

(Cape Town, South Africa)- and they worry that I am becoming feral.  

Well... that’s not entirely unwarranted. 

Welcome to my life. Come in and be cozy and I will tell you true 

stories. And I promise, I will not bite you. 
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JUST CALL ME FATTY PANTS 

 

Fact: 80% of people who give up their outside jobs to work at 

home put on fifteen or more pounds a year. The weight gain goes on 

forever. 

Yeah, I made that up, but it's probably true. I just came from a 

women's networking conference where almost all in attendance were 

solopreneurs working from home. What a bunch of fatties filling the 

room! Dark circles under their eyes, desperate claims of "following their 

passion." And big, big, fat, fat bottoms. 

Especially me – sans talking about how my business is my 

passion. I'm over 50 and I'm done talking that kind of shit to people – 

actually, I never did talk that kind of shit. My passion? To write a 

fabulous screenplay that will make everyone understand, feel, and love 

everything about me – my struggles and achievements, my pain and my 

joy – and that will generate many millions of dollars! That is my passion, 

people. Not "energy infused" jewelry. Not homemade skin creams I 

mixed up in an unlicensed home kitchen and named things like 

"champagne mango sugar creme," spelling "creme" with the backward-

accented "e" in a sad attempt to appear elegant. Not "branding."  Not my 

e-book entitled Make Your Millions or Die Trying! 

Truth is, I just like staying at home. Me lovee me stretchee 

pantsss! And me love the comfy cozy of having a cornucopia of nibbling 

treats in my private kitchen (my kitchen) just steps away from my private 

office (my extra bedroom!). 

I also love indulging my bad moods. When I'm particularly low, I 

do that conference call in bed. "I'm lying in my bed, ha ha!" I think, as 

voices on the line vie for their turn and I snuggle under my covers, 

comfy cozy invisible. I lie expressionless, staring at the ceiling, waiting 

calmly for my time to speak. 
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But things have gotten out of hand. I've gained forty pounds since 

starting to work from home five years ago. (Pat on the back for me! I 

withstood the annual Entrepreneur 15!) I have only two outfits to wear 

outside the house – if you can even call them outfits. They cover my big 

bottom, and they have legs and sleeves, so I guess they qualify. Dresses 

are out – my thighs won't allow each other to pass without a fabric 

interface to reduce the friction. I'm uncomfortable sitting in an armchair, 

as I cannot cross my legs due to my fatty-ness. I only like sitting at a 

chair in front of a table or desk, or lying on a couch or bed, in the privacy 

of my own home, where the discomfort of my ample self is not exposed 

to the world. 

Most of the time, working at home, my garb of choice is my big 

caftan from The Vermont Country Store. I put it on when I get up, and 

on a good day I succeed in changing into yoga pants and t-shirt 

sometime before the late afternoon. But if 3:00 comes and goes and I still 

haven't shed the caftan, that means I'm again playing my game of Just 

One More Thing – just one more thing to finish before I get dressed, 

which I must do before my husband gets home! The game is exciting 

because every time a car door slams, my heart leaps and I jump up and 

run to the window to see if it's him! If so, he'll "find me" here at 4:30, or 

5:00, or 6:00, still in my caftan aka jammies! He is a good man who 

pretends to think it's funny, and he teases me when he finds me caftan-

clad, scraggle-haired, glasses askew on my pale face at 6 in the evening, 

but honestly he must be crying inside.  

Just One More Thing is a bracing, shame-filled game that I play 

often. 

You'd think this solitary life would make me crave human 

interaction, but paradoxically, my aloneness simply creates a greater 

desire to be alone. Like I said, my two grown daughters worry that I've 

become feral... Hey girls, you can stop worrying. I am feral. Case closed. 

http://www.vermontcountrystore.com/products/quality-discount-products/Apparel/Dresses-Jumpers/eastern-cotton-caftan.html?evar3=search
http://workathomefattypants.com/this-is-my-life/the-game-of-getting-dressed/
http://workathomefattypants.com/this-is-my-life/the-game-of-getting-dressed/
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WORKING AT HOME: IDEAL LIFE VERSUS 
REAL LIFE 

 

MY IDEAL LIFE AS A WORK-AT-HOME 
 

Paved with good intentions, my life as a work-at-home consultant 

is a straight road to hell.  I have the very best of intentions, and they are 

crushed daily. Witness my ideal schedule. Today, I shall: 

7:00 – Arise with husband, make bed, get dressed before he's out 

of shower. 

7:15 – Make his lunch, kiss him good-bye, pour myself a 

steaming hot cuppa jo, sit down at desk.  

7:30 – Perform 1.5 hours of solid work for existing clients. 

9:00 – Check email, respond, move items to appropriate folders, 

line up work for the next productive segment. 

9:25 – Make list of what's to do next – Top Priority! 

9:30 – Pee.  Grab keys.  Go to the gym, which I joined just last 

week. Have a good workout, in the am! 

10:30 – Arrive back at "the office." Check emails, respond, adjust 

Top Priority To Do List if needed. 

10:45 – Hop in shower. Fa la la! After shower, do one extra 

grooming item. Perhaps pluck newest stray hairs from upper lip! 

11:30 – Freshly dressed in actual street clothes, perform 1.5 hours 

of solid work for existing clients. 

1:00 – Re-wet and then blow dry hair; more time-efficient than 

doing a blow-dry straight from shower with sopping wet hair. Now I am 

not only dressed in street clothes, I am coiffed! 

1:15 – Fix lunch. Recline in The Household Throne – the rich 

soft brown leather lazy boy reclining mission chair that presides over the 

living room! Read daily newspaper while lunching, and perhaps an 
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article from my beloved New Yorker. Become a better informed, better-

read citizen of the world. 

2:15 – Perform one more hour of solid client work. Make list of 

tomorrow's Top Priorities! Clean up tasks and calendar items in Outlook. 

3:15 – Write work-related blog post or article, perform social 

media and marketing chores. 

4:15 – Dive into my wonderful world of self-creation. Work on 

that novel! Or that screenplay! [Note: once weekly, use this time to sort 

another group of photos from the closet – yes. the double-wide closet – 

that is filled with photos from the last 27 years – painful, grief-filled 

task. Will write about this some other time. Perhaps in a novel all its 

own. But I WILL tackle this every week, and I WILL eventually sort and 

organize every single photo in that collection.] 

5:30 – Shut down all programs, leave computer to run its 

scheduled viral scan. Pop down to Trader Joe's for fresh dinner items! 

6:15 – At home, greet husband, begin to prepare dinner together, 

talk about our day's events. What a team! 

 

 MY REAL LIFE AS A WORK-AT-HOME 
 

7:00 – Arise with husband, make lunch, kiss good-bye, pour 

coffee. 

7:30 – Something wrong with computer. Outlook is near to 

maxed out. Delve into email management, sort files by date and then 

size, delete the space hogs. Every "delete" takes several button pushes 

and stupid waiting. Aarghhh!! 

8:15 – A daughter calls. Problems, despair. Job search still 

impossible! 

8:45 – Too depressed. Lie on couch, turn on TV, find next in list 

of DVR’d episodes of “Law & Order Criminal Intent.” 
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9:15 – Enough! Press Stop & Save, turn off TV. Sit back down at 

desk. Check email "just for a minute." 

10:30 – On a website 12 steps removed from the email that got 

me to click on a link. Skype starts blinging. Call from a potential client. 

11:30 – Call over. Send follow-up email. 

11:45 – Must fix a problem with GoDaddy that's been bugging 

me for a week and affects three of my websites – I can't stand it 

anymore. Call, talk, get put on hold while the tech researches my 

problem. On hold. In hell. Still on hold. Listening once again to their 

ragtime jazz wait music which, over the course of my work-at-home 

career, I've listened to for approximately 7 months by now. 

Find myself magically transported to kitchen where I stand eating 

macaroni salad, listening to GoDaddy ragtime via cordless phone lying 

on counter set to speakerphone. I've also gotten out a big hamburger bun 

and my all-natural crunchy peanut butter. I want it. Going to fix a fat 

round white-bread sandwich as soon as I can make myself stop eating the 

macaroni salad. 

12:15 – Back at desk. GoDaddy problem is apparently unique 

and they've put an "escalation" on it which means that some nerd has 

been assigned my task and will email me in a day, or two, or whatever, 

maybe with a fix. Start working. Make client call I've been putting off 

for hours 'cause this one particular client, who I actually like very much, 

always takes SEWWW long on the phone. 

1:00 – Done with call. Put a pot of water on to boil. I want piece-

y pasta, let’s say farfalle, boiled, tossed with shredded parmesan. Look in 

pantry. All our pasta is long – fettuccini, linguine, angel hair. Was 

hoping for the farfalle. We have jumbo shells. Decide I'll cook those, 

then chop them coarsely and toss with the parmesan. Fire under the 

pot. Package of jumbo shells open on the counter. I'm staring at the pot. I 

cannot stand to stare and wait. Turn heat down to medium and go back 

into "office" to work until water comes to a boil. 
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1:15 – Starting a blog post for client. First of batch for the 

month! Keep at it – only seven to go! 

1:30 – Remember water. Go back in kitchen, see the pot's 

pouring steam, turn off flame. Glad I didn't let it boil dry this time. How 

many times have I done that in my life? Do I have ADD?  Two inches of 

water remaining in pot, which sit below several rings of white residue 

left on inside of pot as water evaporated over the past 30 minutes. Decide 

I don't want to cook the jumbo shells anymore. Back to computer. 

3:10 – Actually get dressed. 

3:25 – Dressed in workout clothes, but still barefoot. Many files 

and programs open on the computer. Owe one more client a call-

back. Plus other daughter called while I was on phone a couple of hours 

ago. Must call her back. Oh crap! I had promised her I would deposit a 

check into her bank account this morning, but haven't done it yet! Make 

calls, now working on project while I talk, still believing after 50+ years 

of life that I have an amazing ability to do two, maybe three, maybe four 

things at once. It is a lie. I am sucking at the call and sucking at the work 

on the screen. So many files and programs open! The tray across the 

bottom of my screen looks like a sprinkled line of confetti! I remember I 

have thin mint girl scout cookies in freezer. 

3:30 – As I emerge from freezer, I notice dryer door hanging 

open. Damn! I started to dry a load yesterday evening and then stopped it 

because my husband and I were going out. Those slightly moist clothes 

have been lying in there for 14 hours. I have to dry them now, before 

they start to get musty, and fold them before they wrinkle! 

5:25 – The dryer stopped over an hour ago, but I did not "hear" it 

because my brain has become conditioned to ignore it. The beep does not 

invade my dura mater, ever. Clothes most certainly contorted now into 

dry, crispy mass of wrinkles and mashings. Crap. Will have to put 

through rinse cycle and re-dry. Possibly tonight. I actually do leave for 

bank. Breath is still slightly minty. Feeling sloshy from entire row of 
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cookies I ate. Hair quite stringy and unattractive. Deposit check into 

daughter's account with 7 minutes to go before closing time. 

5:58 – Moment of uncertainty as I exit bank. Gym is closing in 

62 minutes. Workout takes 30. Drive there takes 12 to 15. What if there 

is a traffic back-up, and I don't make it in time?  Plus today my free trial 

is up and I have to pay. Might be treated like crap 'cause what the hell 

am I doing rushing in to try to squeeze in my last free 30-minute workout 

with not a minute to spare, plus oh by the way I need to fill out all your 

forms and give you my credit card to process. What? You're annoyed 

'cause I'm now making you late leaving at the end of the day? But gosh, I 

have my reasons for coming in so late! 

5:59 – Check email on phone. Just for a second.  

6:12 – Oh crap, now I have to get to the gym in record time or 

else. 

6:25 – Arrive at the gym just 35 minutes before close. Take 

wallet in so I can pay. One lone workout-er on the machines. Mood is 

desultory. Bernice, on duty today, is pushing carpet sweeper back and 

forth, head down, in front of the workout-er. Decide to start working out 

right away and then I'll tell Bernice it's my day to pay when she's done 

carpet-sweeping. Feeling sluggish and slightly nauseous from cookie 

overload. 

6:40 – Almost at halfway mark! I have worked my way around 

my circuit and am close to the little office. Bernice has returned to the 

desk. Panting, I poke my face in and tell her I have to pay today and 

inwardly cringe in preparation for the inevitable sour face that this news 

is going to produce. But Bernice perks up with new energy, smiles, says 

"Oh!  I'll get your little key tag ready!" As she busies herself at her desk 

and I keep working from machine to machine, we discuss, almost 

shouting across the space, the deal on the join rate, the monthly fee, how 

the key card works. The only point of concern she seems to evidence is 

that my key card won't likely work for quite a while, because "she" (the 



Ann Voorhees Baker Let Me Explain P a g e  | 12 

owner?) is very slow at inputting new members' data – so I should expect 

to keep needing to sign in on the clipboard. There is no apparent 

annoyance at my end-of-day shenanigans. I love Bernice. 

7:18 – Pull into driveway. Come into house, the absolute anti-

diva with sweat-matted hair, unfashionable big t-shirt and floppy yoga 

pants. Husband home and has been for over an hour. He's stopped at the 

store on the way from work and has cooked and is keeping the food 

warm. He's glad to see me.   

At least I got out and moved my big bottom. Plus the playoffs in 

something or other are on TV and now he will get an extra 20 minutes of 

watch time, uninterrupted, as I take my shower. He doesn't say this but I 

can read his mind.  We are a perfect match, he and I. 

A little less than ideal, but another day done. 
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FACEBOOK AND GOOGLE ARE BULLIES. WE 
SHOULD SUE. 

 

I was reading about the furor over Facebook taking down Roger 

Ebert's page, then quickly restoring it after he Twained.  (Tweet-

complained – I coined it – watch this new Tword take off!) (Tweet-word 

– another stroke of genius – and notice the avian sounding theme – Bird 

Tword!)  

Would that it were so easy for the rest of us schmoes to get 

justice from Facebook. 

I'm waiting for the class action suits that I fervently hope will 

take place within my lifetime – one against Facebook, one against 

Google – for failure to adhere to commonly accepted standards of 

customer service in the conduct of their business. Their ability to 

unilaterally terminate services and their failure to provide an easily 

accessed means of communicating with real, human representatives in 

real time for assistance, inquiries, and objections is a violation of 

contract law, plain and simple. 

It matters not that Google and Facebook provide their services at 

no charge to the consumers who use them. They are doing this for a 

business purpose and for financial gain. I mean jesus, they make gobs of 

revenue through advertising, and this revenue stream would not be 

possible without the participation of all of us, the users of the "free" 

service. And we pay dearly for use of the service, maybe not by handing 

money over directly to these big giant bullies, but by providing valuable 

consideration in the form of our time creating and placing our content on 

their sites. Many of us do so for our own business purposes, and we have 

reasonable expectations that the services of Facebook and Google will be 

provided to us in turn. This is a business relationship – a contract with 

valuable consideration given and received by both sides.  There are 

express terms as laid out by the autocratic giants, and also implied terms 

http://www.timeoutchicago.com/things-to-do/out-about-blog/14821251/facebook-summarily-pulls-roger-eberts-page
http://www.timeoutchicago.com/things-to-do/out-about-blog/14821251/facebook-summarily-pulls-roger-eberts-page
http://www.facebook.com/
http://www.google.com/
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based on the tenets of contract law as developed over hundreds of years 

of American jurisprudence.  One party to this contractual agreement 

should not be allowed to unilaterally terminate the contract without 

notice, or opportunity for a response, or fair procedures for appealing the 

action. When unilateral termination takes place without recourse, 

the powerless user has suffered from detrimental reliance due to an 

actionable breach of contract, and he has standing to sue for 

compensation! 

Google and Facebook both hide behind big wide impenetrable e-

drapes – like the Wizard of Oz – never showing their faces to the world, 

never able to be contacted by any easily ascertained means. Check the 

FAQ section? Post a question in a forum? Consult the so-called "Help" 

menus? Give me a break, people! Would any other huge business 

making bazillions of dollars from its users be allowed to do business 

without providing a mode of communication for inquiries, problems, 

suggestions, complaints, help, and – most of all – a mode to settle 

disputes when something goes wrong? 

No! 

It is wrong, wrong, wrong that Google and Facebook are allowed 

to conduct their businesses without providing users a way to contact their 

representatives in real time – particularly when they can withdraw their 

services from any user whom they (who are "they" anyway?) decide has 

committed some malfeasance – instantly, unilaterally, and without 

notice. The only alternatives available to the consumer in such a situation 

are 1) the age-old legal mechanism of "self-help," which can work only 

if you're powerful in your own right, case in point being Roger Ebert, or 

2) a lawsuit, and frankly who has the wherewithal to sue Google? 

A class action is what I long for. Make them set up an 800 

number and pay a support staff of humans and make them give notice 

and a process for appealing before services are terminated. I mean come 

on! 
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Hey, before cable, television service was "free" to anyone who 

wanted to purchase a TV set and install an antenna. What if, back in the 

day, the local broadcasting stations could block signals to any antenna-

owner who they deemed was a bad viewer for some reason – say, 

someone who had the gall to loudly proclaim his hatred of the "I Love 

Lucy" show? I know, there’s probably only a 5% chance that you’ll even 

know what I'm talking about, so the analogy may not mean anything to 

you. Quick summary; “I Love Lucy” was a dumbass sitcom starring 

Lucille Ball, and it sucked. It was terrible. Now granted, no one my age 

will agree with me; Lucille Ball was beloved. But I HATED her show 

and I said so often – and if things operated like they do now, all 

broadcasting to my home would have been cut off!  

But really, there's a legal theory here. Let's find someone with the 

huevos to use it!  I'll gladly donate to the Big Bullies Digital Access 

Legal Action Fund. Call me. 
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I’M SICK OF YOUR “7-FIGURE-INCOME” 
 

I am so sick of hearing a consultant / guru / speaker / desperate 

networker mouth the time-worn and totally unverifiable claim that "I've 

represented / advised / handled / whatever the fuck multimillion-dollar 

clients / corporations / projects / startups / deals."  Or, "I've earned 

hundreds of millions of dollars for brand new entrepreneurs."  Or, "I’ve 

been earning a seven-figure income ever since I left my job to start my 

own consultancy."   

Yeah?  Really?  Then what the hell are you doing talking me, 

whom you are working so hard to make feel small and inadequate and in 

need of your wonderful-ness and your $597 course? Why are you 

drinking cheap wine and trying to get my business? 

If you're so bitchin’, why are you hawking your solopreneur 

product here? Why aren't you out consulting for the big boys? Hm? 

Oh, because you care? For us little people? 

Please. Just tell us the information you have to share. It's OK if 

you speak from the heart and your smarts. It’s OK if you’ve never made 

one single million dollars in any single year of your whole sorry life. I'd 

feel much more confident in your credibility if you'd stop with the 

grandiose bullshit. 

And I’d hate you just a little less. 
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WOMEN ARE NOT GUARANTEED EQUAL 
RIGHTS UNDER THE CONSTITUTION. NO. 
THEY ARE NOT. REALLY. NOT. 

 

The Equal Rights Amendment was never ratified. It never 

happened. It is not law.  

Lots of women think that it is; that it’s actually in the 

Constitution. I have arguments with them. I tell them it was never 

passed, don’t you know that? I tell them that the legislation made it 

through Congress, but it needed ratification by at least 38 states in order 

to become law. And it never happened. Several states refused to ratify it.  

Lots of states. And some states who did ratify, later turned around and 

unratified their ratification.  

The Equal Rights Amendment came so close – this close – to 

becoming the next thing in our Constitution, the Great Healing for the 

massive underclass, we women who constitute more than 50% of the 

adult population but who were not even allowed to vote for the first 150 

years of this country’s existence. But then that fucking Phyllis Schlafly 

came along – a woman, for christ’s sake – and mobilized conservative 

women against it. Against what? Against an amendment to the 

constitution to guarantee equal legal rights for all American citizens 

regardless of sex. 

What the fuck? What. The. FUCK. This is something to argue 

about? This is something to refuse to do? This is controversy? This is 

even a question for anyone? 

Goddammit! 

So herein I will explain, once and for all – the final word (and 

this is my book, so I get the final word): 

Why I Still Want the Equal Rights Amendment. No – Why I 

DESERVE It. 
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I'd bet you dollars to donuts that if you're a woman over 50 and 

you were a high-performing student growing up, you had a hard time 

getting through those junior high and teen years. And that if you're under 

40, you have no idea what the phrase "dollars to donuts" means. But 

whatever, on with my argument. 

I'm not saying that I'm a genius. But I was smart. I got straight 

A's in school. (OK, full disclosure: I got straight A's after that 

devastating C on my third-grade geography report. But who cares about 

stupid Brazil, anyway?)  I was chosen for extracurricular advanced 

placement classes in elementary school, and in junior high I was bused to 

the high school in the early hours of the day to take algebra and 

chemistry classes. In my freshman year, I won a high school journalism 

competition for "best feature story," beating out reporters and editors 

from all four grades in all the schools across the district. Over my high 

school career, I became editor of the school newspaper, class president, a 

flag twirler.  I wrote a guest student column for the local newspaper, The 

Daily Breeze. I got special privileges from teachers and administrators. 

In my senior year, I came and went at will from our "closed campus" 

simply by flashing an innocent high-achiever's smile to the lady guard at 

the gate. 

But I was not a song queen, and that was my true aspiration. The 

existence of song queens created an extra level of you're-not-it hell for 

Southern California teen girls. I mean, it was one thing to want to be a 

cheerleader and not make it. OK it hurts, but it is a little goody-goody, 

isn't it? But song queens? Song queens were cheerleaders on steroids; 

their skirts were shorter and flippier, their tennies slimmer and worn with 

pedis so those dorky ankle socks didn't shorten the line of their legs, they 

danced with the latest sexy moves rather than jumping and cheering for 

the team. They were the goddesses of the student body, the Dean Martin 

dancers (again, under 40? Don't ask – you don't want to know) and they 

lived on an elevated sex-charged spotlight-aglow plane high above 
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cheerleaders, flag twirlers, and without question, all those non-entities, 

the girls without "cheer" uniforms of any kind. Song queens were to the 

rest of the girls as the football quarterback was to the guys. And 

apparently eggheads weren't allowed to become song queens. David 

Rockhead (OK I made that name up, but it's apt and believe it or not it's 

really close to his real name) actually said pretty much that very thing to 

me – that he didn't vote for me when I tried out to be a song queen 

because, "You’re a really great dancer, but you’re an egghead. I just can't 

see you as a song queen." 

Voted for me, you ask? Oh yes, the song queen selection process 

involved a special hell of its very own. For me, it went like this: 

1. Have the guts to actually deem yourself worthy of being song 

queen material and be presumptuous enough to come to the after-school 

clinics conducted by the existing team of song queen goddesses during 

the couple of weeks before the first try-outs. 

2. Buy big rolls of crepe paper in the school colors, cut them 

into strips, divide the pile of strips into two bunches, and tape them 

around the middle with white medical adhesive tape to form big fat pom-

poms with sticky white handles. 

3. Choose your music for your try-out and choreograph your 

own 3-minute dance – and practice, practice, practice. 

4. Bring your 33 or your 45 (If you don't know what I'm talking 

about, ask your mom.) to school on the day of phase I of the try-outs – 

the first-level audition. 

5. After school on that day, put on your heavy cotton twill gym 

outfit, gather your pom-poms and your courage, and convene in the 

corner of the cavernous gym with all the other wannabees. 

6. When it's time to take your turn, walk out in front of a lineup 

of teacher-judges (including the to-die-for Mr. Michaels, our advanced-

placement English teacher – tall, tan, blond, always wearing a turtleneck 
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and jacket – our own Illya Kuryakin on campus. ("The Man From 

U.N.C.L.E." Again, if you're under 40, ask your mother.)  

7. Wait for music, standing naked (well, it felt like naked) with 

your pom-poms on your hips and a shaky smile on your face. 

8. On cue, dance!  Dance your heart out, with your homemade 

crepe paper props, in your unforgiving gym suit! 

9. The next day, check the list posted on the wall to see who the 

teachers voted into the "top 12" out of the three or four dozen girls who 

were brazen or deluded enough to consider themselves song queen 

material. 

10. Learn that – miracle of miracles – you made it to the top 12. 

Huzzah! 

11. Face the final circle of hell – Assembly Day, when the top 12 

hopefuls are given the last chance of their high school lifetimes – to 

dance their hearts out and their asses off, one by one, alone, in front of 

the entire school. Actually, it was in front of half the school, twice. Our 

school of 3,000 students was too big to pack into one gathering space, so 

we always had two assemblies of 1,500 students each – kids stacked 

from floor to ceiling in the bleachers covering both sides of the gym. 

12. Dance all alone – more naked than ever (or so it seemed) in 

front of Every. Single. Person. You. Know. And then wait for your entire 

world to vote about you and your worthiness; thumbs up or thumbs 

down. The top 8 will be admitted into the society of luminaries: those 

who have attained almighty song queen-ness! Numbers 9 through 12, of 

course, will sink ignominiously to a level even lower than the nobodies 

they were before they entered into this terrible competition; from that 

day forward they will be Nobody Losers, perpetually and miserably 

excluded from the spotlight that now everyone knows they wanted. 

13. Spend all night on the phone with your friend Eileen, who is 

on the vote-counting committee and calls repeatedly, surreptitiously, to 

update you on the news. "You're ahead," she whispers excitedly into the 

http://www.imdb.com/character/ch0028796/?ref_=ttfc_fc_cl_t2
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phone. Then, "You're 4th!" Then, "You're beating out Valerie!" Then a 

big gap in the calls. And finally, "Ann, we're done. It was really close. 

But you came in 9th." 

NOOOoooooooooo! 

So what the hell does this have to do with the Equal Rights 

Amendment? How do I make the leap from this sad little story to today, 

right now, when I stand here angry, appalled – oh, let's stop pussyfooting 

around – when I stand here fucking outraged that the Equal Rights 

Amendment was never ratified and passed into law by my countrymen? 

That it lies squashed and forgotten, jeered at, even, when the topic 

comes up?  

I mean, heck, why do we need an Equal Rights Amendment, 

anyway? Why do we need ironclad protection against sliding back into a 

world – a world all women my age grew up in –where girls believed that 

their greatest hope was to become a song queen, and where they were not 

allowed to play on sports teams, where they could not apply to, much 

less gain admission to Ivy League schools, where they could not seek to 

enter high-level careers, nor hope for advancement beyond certain levels 

in the low-level jobs they did have, where they received government-

issued little booklets in third grade meant to inspire us all about This 

Great Country and the tagline on the cover said “America… Where 

Every Young Boy Can Dream of Becoming President One Day,” and it 

actually said “Boys” because We Just Girls could not dream of running 

for President. And we girls all had grandmothers – living, breathing 

women we knew and loved, who had themselves grown up in a world 

where they were not even allowed to vote?  

Nah, pay all this bizniz no nevermind: Heck, we have Title IX, 

and stuff. I mean, it isn't actually in the Constitution; it can be overturned 

far more easily than an amendment, but whatever... Look, ladies, don't 

ask for too much, OK? 
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Don’t misunderstand me – getting back to my sidetrack into the 

Song Queen Story. I don't want to be song queen anymore. But I also 

don't want any daughter or granddaughter or long-down-the-line heir of 

mine to believe that such a thing is the be-all and end-all of her 

existence. I don't want a world in which our own country has failed to 

stand up and say "never again" the way it did to slavery. I mean, the 16th 

Amendment was as much Apology as it was Law, and the apology factor 

had. at that time – and still has today – a great, glorious, healing power. I 

want the healing power of an apology from the Whole Country; a 

forever-and-ever ban on, and proclamation of, the wrongness of the 

bullshit world I grew up in – and the wrongness of today, a day in which 

our fellow citizens have failed, oh, again, let's stop pussyfooting around 

– have refused, to pass into law the needed legislation at the very highest 

level of our governmental system that would once and for all prohibit 

exactly that form of appalling discrimination against women. 

I want, I NEED the Equal Rights Amendment made a part of our 

Constitution.   

Is this a bizarre leap, from my song queen saga to the Equal 

Rights Amendment? I don't think so. I don't think it's any more bizarre 

than the desperate dance of that egghead who tried to define herself by 

her looks and her sex appeal – her waist-length blonde hair and her blue 

eyes and her tan – who leaped and twirled alone in front of her whole 

world, imagining that she could be anything she wanted to be, and what 

she wanted to be was so much less than what she already was. 
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POTATO CHIPS SHOULD COME IN A BOX 
 

I mean, duh. 

They do in Canada. Can we not learn from our neighbors? 

Animal crackers are sold in boxes. And they are much more 

sturdy and durable than a finely crisped, delicate chip-‘o-the-potato, thin 

and translucent like fine porcelain. The perfectly fried, perfectly formed 

potato chip is a goddam work of art. Does it not merit the same respect 

and consideration as the coarse and juvenile animal cracker? 

When I purchase a bag of potato chips, I watch the grocery store 

bagger like a hawk. DO NOT crush my chips. Do not even treat my 

chips harshly. Handle them with care! Treat them like you would a 

broken bone that has not yet been set and casted; gently, oh gently! 

If my bag of chips gets bashed, my day is ruined. My eyes smart. 

I feel cheated. Yet I’m too ashamed to express my displeasure; certainly 

I do not demand an exchange for a fresh bag. I can’t be seen acting like a 

child.  

Sometimes I surreptitiously slide the bag of chips my way the 

moment it goes through the scanner.  

Mine! I lift it like a beloved child and place it in the baby seat of 

my cart, and I hover protectively lest the grocery bagger make a move to 

cram a fat heavy bag or a watermelon beside it.  

I hate myself when I do this. But deep down inside, I am happy. I 

have asserted my potato chip rights. I have gotten what I want. In this 

moment, I own my happiness.  
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IS HELL EXOTHERMIC OR ENDODERMIC? 
 

With thanks to – well, the world. This story was first shared with 

me by my father sometime during my college years. Now it’s anywhere 

you’d like to search for it on the internet. Any copyright that might have 

existed for this story is long gone. So get in line if you’d like to sue me 

for infringement. It is a very long line. With luck, you’ll collect about a 

billionth of a penny. 

 

The following is an actual question given on a University of 

Washington chemistry mid-term: 

"Is Hell exothermic (gives off heat) or endothermic (absorbs 

heat)? Support your answer with a proof." 

Most of the students wrote proofs of their beliefs using Boyle’s 

Law (gas cools off when it expands and heats up when it is compressed) 

or some variant.  One student, however, wrote the following: 

First, we need to know how the mass of Hell is changing in 

time. So, we need to know the rate that souls are moving into Hell and 

the rate they are leaving. I think that we can safely assume that once a 

soul gets to Hell, it will not leave. Therefore, no souls are leaving. As for 

how many souls are entering Hell, let’s look at the different religions 

that exist in the world today. Some of these religions state that if you are 

not a member of their religion, you will go to Hell. Since there are more 

than one of these religions and since people do not belong to more than 

one religion, we can project that all people and all souls go to Hell. With 

birth and death rates as they are, we can expect the number of souls in 

Hell to increase exponentially. Now, we look at the rate of change of the 

volume in Hell because Boyle’s Law states that in order for the 

temperature and pressure in Hell to stay the same, the volume of Hell 

has to expand as souls are added.  This gives two possibilities. 
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1)  If Hell is expanding at a slower rate than the rate at which 

souls enter Hell, then the temperature and pressure in Hell will increase 

until all Hell breaks loose. 

2)  Of course, if Hell is expanding at a rate faster than the 

increase of souls in Hell, then the temperature and pressure will drop 

until Hell freezes over. 

So which is it? If we accept the postulate given to me by Ms. 

Therese Banyan during my Freshman year that "It will be a cold night in 

Hell before I sleep with you,"  and take into account the fact that I still 

have not succeeded in having sexual relations with her, then (2) cannot 

be true, and thus I am sure that Hell is exothermic. 

The student got the only A. 

 

This, my friends, is why you should not always take life so 

seriously. This is why you should allow yourself to be yourself: 

Sometimes you are rewarded for being you. 

And if not? Eh, you don’t have to worry about it, because you’re 

not defined by grades or money or whatever is deemed by everybody 

else to be success, right? I mean, you’re a free spirit, am I right? 

So maybe this story is actually about being happy by maintaining 

stasis.* 

(*Stasis: a state of equilibrium.) 
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CHEESE 
 

I am making a resolution. 

I am going to buy, and eat, a lovely slice or package of a totally 

new or deeply beloved cheese every week. You laugh? What kind of a 

resolution is that? Listen, I love cheese. It's my Danish heritage, coded 

into my very genes. Or some other rationalization. But I adore cheese, 

but because of my attitude toward life, the presence of a fragrant cheese 

selection always brings me down.  I stare at the lovely array of beautiful 

packaging, papers, wraps – the creamy whites, gorgeous marblings, the 

twists and holes and waxes – and I sink into a trance of hopelessness, 

fear, and guilt. So many beautiful cheeses...  and such high pricing! Bad, 

despicable me for wanting! 

So I mostly deny myself my cheese desires, and we’re talking 

decades here of sadness in the presence of beautiful fromage. Except for 

special occasions, I turn away from the lovelies of my heart's longing – 

the blue stilton, the Cheshire, the Dubliner from County Cork, the saga 

bleu, the Emmentaler... ahhhh....  cheese!  Oh… Sadness, loss, longing, 

guilt. Such pain! 

But no more! Once a week, I shall venture forth to one of the 

shops that carries the most lovely cheeses – the import shop in the 

Village, or Trader Joe's, and I shall select a lovely, mysterious, fragrant 

and aged cheese, of high fat content and high pricing – and I shall 

consume it! With pleasure, all the while beating away at the guilt and 

shame with a big stick! And I will feel happy, knowing that I am going 

to do it again next week, and the next, and the next, as if I have the right 

to enjoy my life...  
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COSMETICS HAVE RUINED MY LIFE 
 

Think of this as a thinking person's examination of the who, 

what, and why of our fear, our desperation, our expenditures. We 

women, I mean. I'm so utterly sick of the upbeat and utterly false-ringing 

articles on "I'm old and feeling more beautiful than ever!” Or “I'm 70 and 

sexy! More vital and better in bed than I was at 20!"  

Bullshit. Statements such as these accept, assimilate, and treat as 

true the value of youthful looks, then attempt to put forth an utterly false 

– ludicrous, even – assertion that the speaker's looks are better than ever, 

more beautiful than when the speaker was young. Trust me, they’re not. 

And to assert same is a tragic acquiescence to the core belief that how we 

older women look, versus our younger cohort, is how we have value.  

Listen, my sister-friends in over-50-ness, we're old and we're not 

sexy like we used to be. Sure, we can be attractive to certain men – but 

as for our youthful state? It's over. Stop saying it ain't so. Try to be 

honest with yourself and with the world.  And – try to stop obsessing 

over it. Concentrate on other things. Ya know? 

I'm old – there I said it, without the tagline “and better than 

ever!” (wide smiling mouth with large whitened teeth) and yes, 

goddammit, I mourn my physical youth. I look at my stomach which 

used to be flat and tanned and which I used to display in a hot pink bikini 

in the summer – not without some discomfort, but knowing that it would 

attract, not repel. Jesus, these days I would be literally traumatized to 

have that thing uncovered in public.  

And today I wear my "fuck it" hair and I honestly do appreciate 

that I have curls and waves where it used to be straight, and I really don’t 

grieve over the smooth naturally blonde hair that used to fall to my waist, 

perfect SoCal style.  

And that's the shaky balance of my laments versus my gratitudes 

over my physical state. I'm sad about almost all of the physical changes. 
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I am. And fuck you, I’m saying it out loud. There is tremendous loss. I 

can no more pose with arms in the air and head thrown back, as if I'm 

Marilyn Monroe, front knee coquettishly bent and foot up on its toes, and 

actually feel anything other than an ugly old idiot, than I can do a decent 

grand jeté in a ballet class.  

But here’s the thing: I do take ballet classes, and I do do grand 

jetés – two, three classes a week – and I try to appreciate my growing 

strength and improving form while at the same time acknowledging – 

OK, grieving – the fact that I will never gain any appreciable height in 

my jump nor even an approximation of the splits in midair. Probably I 

will never even accomplish a pirouette again. I can't and I won't pretend 

that it's otherwise. But I’m doing my damnedest to rectify the loss from 

age with the gain from effort, the limitations with the new abilities. It’s a 

schizophrenic, brain-splitting psychological exercise, but I often reach 

bursts of great joy. Not because aging isn’t happening, but despite the 

fact that it is.  

I'm trying, trying, trying to develop a more spiritual and 

intellectual and philosophical view of life. Trying to keep the grief at bay 

without lying to myself or trying to lie to others.  

And here is what I believe is at the root of the problem, this 

obsession with either trying to cover or trying to deny the signs of aging: 

cosmetics. If we never wore make-up, we'd look similar to men when we 

got older. And that’d be OK because we'd not be expected to be "pretty" 

and decorated every time we showed up in public. Aging faces wouldn't 

seem so wrong and so false as they do when they’re being painted, 

outlined, and colored, as if cosmetics could make it “not” that our skin is 

sagging and wrinkling.  

The Amish have it right. I wonder how powerfully erotic is the 

sex life of an Amish couple for whom there is no lying about appearance, 

comparison to other women who "dress and act sexier," or 

disappointment as the props, supports, and paints come off.  
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By the way, I don’t think this is a cross that only women bear; I 

think that men also grieve their loss of youthful looks; more than many 

of us give them credit for; but the lesser emphasis all through their lives 

gives the whole process less tragic weight. And the non-body-hugging or 

body-revealing clothing too helps the transition from young to old 

happen with so much less pain. A heavyset man in a suit can still look 

damn good because we never saw, nor expected to see, nor do we have 

other younger men to look at who are showing themselves, in some 

body-hugging spandex or arm-or-leg revealing outfit with low necklines 

or cutouts, anyway. The old guy doesn't look shockingly different from 

his youthful self. He's wearing the same costume. 

Meanwhile a heavyset woman in a skirt and low heels just looks 

godawful next to a woman in a short skirt that reveals 3/4 of her legs, 

which are hiked up and extended even further by her spiked heels and 

pointed feet.  

Meanwhile hypocritical me talks about getting a neck lift one 

day, and I may well actually do that down the road. So you could rightly 

say that I'm no better than anyone else at standing up for a more 

enlightened way of living or holding true to my espoused beliefs. But 

when I see a woman who's obviously had Botox, limp-plumping, and/or 

an extreme facelift to the point of beginning to look like a cat-woman, 

I'm appalled. Even sometimes I'm talking to a woman at a social 

gathering who hasn’t done these extreme things but has done some more 

common cosmetic “fixes,” like waxing her upper lip, and I become 

intensely aware of all the open pores on her shiny upper lip, recently 

denuded of all of its natural hair by a rip-of-the-wax-hardened-on-the-

mustache. It looks like death to me, that effort to smooth and make 

naked the skin—like smearing clay on dead rubbery flesh. Really. It 

actually makes me think about dying. But how is what they've chosen to 

do qualitatively different than what I intend to do? I can't answer that.  
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The whole bizarre aging and dealing with it thing goes on and on. 

And this absurd way of dressing and painting women versus men, and 

emphasizing women's looks and bodies, makes me understand some of 

why extremists in other parts of the world hate us in the USA so very 

deeply. Sometimes I wish I could live on a commune with true hippies 

who honestly believe in natural living, who can love and be sexually 

attracted to one another based on true-to-life physical attributes mixed up 

with aspects of their personality and intelligence and character without 

false enhancement, who when presented with a woman done up as 

"sexy" according to our culture, would regard her with a mixture of 

curiosity and revulsion; why is that woman so contorted, painted, 

uncovered, and hobbled? And why does she seem to be so obsessed with 

her face, her hair, her legs, her fingernails? What is wrong with her? Can 

we get her some psychological treatment? 

Well I've let loose a rant here and I do apologize. I have long 

discussions with my older daughter, often, about these very things. And 

to dispel skepticism, I'll tell you that she went through an extended and 

very enjoyable Gothy Pinup Girl phase, so it's not that she's homely and 

grasping for a philosophy that makes her feel better about herself. She's 

just disgusted by our culture's values, as am I, yet, yes, we both adhere to 

convention still, because deviance is so severely punished socially. But 

my daughter is now experimenting with somewhat androgynous dressing 

as she works through her Ph.D. program in counseling education, which 

is an experiment I’m following with interest. (Her emphasis is on the 

counseling profession's inherent bias against men, as she sees it. She 

holds that the counseling profession is infused with female values and 

judgments and is largely insensitive to men. Like, think of the female 

counselor sitting in a room with her male client, she outfitted in a silky 

blouse, bare legs, heavy makeup, heels. Not too out of the ordinary, is it? 

But is she on a comfortable par with this man? Is sex and sexiness not 

automatically injected into their interaction? Is this helpful to him? Or 
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does it cause a shifted focuse – on her appearance – and a discomfort 

and/or distraction for him? Interesting stuff.) 

Well, on a positive note, my husband and I just last night enjoyed 

a really nice Japanese barbecue with a couple we're pretty close to, and 

the other woman and I were wearing comfortable clothes and minimal 

makeup and at no time was either one of us on “woman-display” in any 

way (tight ass-crack-hugging leggings, for example, or low-cut flimsy 

tops – you get the drift). Charming and human and nonsexual without 

being, you know, uggy. It was the perfect social encounter. 

And I lifted my mood today by loading it with household chores 

which I hated but which made me feel better about our home when all 

was done and got me off this whole topic of how makeup has ruined my 

life. So good and bad and good again.  
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CHEESE RESOLUTION REPORT 
 

Here’s all of what I’ve done so far: Two days ago I bought a 

marvelous looking wedge of heretofore unknown-to-me cheese – French 

Tomme de Savoie – a lovely caramel color, creamy but firm, with the 

tiniest bubble holes and a wonderfully evil looking blackened, mottled, 

thick rind with a blush of green under it! But I haven’t tasted it yet.  And 

that’s it, folks!   

So, true American that I am, I am famous for failing to carry out 

unpleasant resolutions in my life, and paradoxically, I am equally 

incapable of adhering to pleasant ones. What the hell is that mess? 
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WHY YOU SHOULD BREAK YOUR BAD HABITS 
RIGHT NOW. SOONER IF POSSIBLE. FOR 
GOD’S SAKE, DON’T WAIT UNTIL 55 YEARS 
INTO YOUR FUCKED-UP LIFE.  

 

Hello. I’d like to tell you who I really am. I’m one of those 

infuriating people who is always, always, always late—except actually I 

am not that person. Not anymore. But I used to be. I was the worst. I was 

president of the goddam club.  

I was late to school, all the time. Late to doctor’s appointments. Late 

to work. Late to meetings. Late to dinners with friends. Late to take my 

daughters to school. Late to pick them up. Late to run errands and then 

late getting home. Late starting dinner. Late getting the laundry going. 

Late to birthday parties, weddings, funerals, job interviews! 

And I don’t mean just a little late, like 10 minutes, or even annoying-

but-not-so-bad late like 20 minutes or even an occasional half hour. 

I mean late like 30 minutes minimum, and usually 40, or 60, or even 

an hour and a half! 

I was ridiculously, maddeningly, incurably, inexplicably, insanely 

late.  

All. The. Time. 

I’ve pissed off friends, teachers, doctors, coworkers, boyfriends, 

lovers, bosses, airline attendants, restaurant hostesses. I’ve angered and, 

even worse, hurt my daughters’ feelings terribly, and worried them, 

making them feel that I didn’t care, that I couldn’t be bothered to make 

sure to be on time. And yet I did it over and over again, each time 

berating myself, hating myself, feeling horribly guilty and being really, 

really sorry as I sped toward their little selves standing on the sidewalk 

or in the entryway somewhere, waiting, waiting, waiting. And the next 

day? Same goddamn cycle all over again. What the fuck was wrong with 

me? 
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But let’s come to today. Today I have changed. Really. I am a 

different person – after a long and painful journey of soul searching, 

insight seeking, regret suffering, truth facing, and finally habit 

changing. Yes, unbelievable as it may seem to those who’ve known 

me my whole life, I am no longer late to anything. Except on the rare 

occasion (a long train passing through the intersection for 10 solid 

minutes blocking my route to ballet class; a panicked website client 

calling with a “white screen of death” outage). Honestly, I am 

reformed, really and truly; I am a born-again time-and-punctuality-

christian. And this has been true for the past five years now. Maybe 

seven. Are you hearing me? I’m telling you that I have changed, and 

I have proven this fact, time and time again; that I am always and 

reliably be on time. And consistently and across the board – at social 

gatherings, at meetings, at ballet classes, at family gatherings, on 

long car trips, for plane travel – you name it.  

So you get it, right? I am a New Person. I have earned the right to 

count myself among the punctual. You can trust me now. You really 

can. I have TURNED MY LIFE AROUND. 

Except. 

Last week I drove to Phoenix to help out my sister and my 

mother, both of whom had developed rather serious and simultaneous 

health problems. I planned to spend a week helping out – driving 

them to their various and many doctor’s appointments. Picking up 

prescriptions. Going grocery shopping. Doing dishes. Doing laundry. 

Whatever. 

The reformed me started packing two days early.  

The reformed me finished packing the day before, by dinnertime. 

The reformed me went to bed early. 

The reformed me got up at 4:30, as I had planned, not at 5:25, the 

approximate time at which I would have arisen in my past life even 

though I was planning to leave at 5:30. 
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I got on the road by 5:30, not at 6:30 or 7:30 or even 9:00, which is 

when I might have departed back in that pre-new-me time.  

I stopped at a Starbucks midway – as I had planned to do – and I got 

out my laptop and worked for less than two hours – again, according to 

plan. I even texted my mom and sister to remind them that that was what 

I was doing, as I had said earlier, and I confirmed that I was on schedule 

for my expected arrival time – which was not altered, not moved later 

and explained away lamely because of some excuse; no, it was the exact 

and very time I had planned, and told them I would arrive, from the 

beginning. 

I arrived at my expected arrival time. Well, almost. An accident had 

stalled traffic on the freeway coming into town. But even then, I had 

texted my mom and sister again to update them. And if they cared to, 

they could have confirmed the veracity of my claimed excuse. 

So I arrived 25 minutes past my expected arrival time. On an 8-hour 

trip. When there was no pressing plan to be executed upon my arrival. 

Just arrive. Hello, Talk for a while. Go to dinner. 

It was all good. I was still the new me. 

Or so I thought.  

I would now embark upon a week of being responsible, taking the 

pressure off for them, driving to appointments, doing chores. And I had 

no anxiety about the days to follow, because I had solved my always-late 

problem, and I was a reliable sort of person! My sister and mother had 

seen this new me for years now. They now knew they could count on 

me. Bad acts, bad history, bad reputation healed, changed, banished!  

Right? 

Well – on the second morning, here’s what happened: I was at my 

sister’s, finishing up breakfast and clearing dishes. It was 9 am. My 

mother had a 10:45 am doctor’s appointment, the doctor’s office was 

very close. We were to leave for the doctor at 10:30.  
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My sister, by the way, lives literally across the street from my 

mother.  

I was rushing a bit. My sister said, “Why are you hurrying?” 

I said, “I want to get over to mom’s house soon.” 

She said, “Why? We have plenty of time.”  

She was right. I had over an hour in which to finish a half dozen 

dishes, collect my things, exit the house, and walk approximately 150 

feet to my mother’s front door.  

Background fill here: All my life, my sister was the one to always 

worry about time. She was always nervous about being tardy, 

preparing everything so she could leave not only when she should, 

but several minutes before she needed to. And by several minutes, I 

mean like 15, or 20, or even 30. She has never, ever been late in her 

life. Ever. She is so attentive to the time of day and so concerned 

with being ready when she needs to be ready, and so terrified of ever 

being late that she is clinically insane.  

That’s my view, anyway. 

And she, the bellwether of timeliness versus tardiness, was 

saying to slow down. 

So I finished the dishes at a normal pace. Then I sat down to 

catch up on some work.  

Now this was dangerous, and I was acutely aware of the potential 

peril my act of sitting down in front of my laptop was placing in my 

path. Sitting down at my computer to “just do a little work” was one 

of my most powerful and frequent acts of my self-sabotage, and I 

have committed this act a hundred thousand times in my long history 

of lateness. I admit, I almost always instantly get lost in my work. I 

leave the present. I forget about time, entirely. Which almost always 

leads to the following scene: suddenly, at an ungodly late hour, I jerk 

my head up with a gasp, my eyes wide, and I go, “What?! 10:40! Oh 

fuck!” 



Ann Voorhees Baker Let Me Explain P a g e  | 37 

 So I was diligent; I actually set a timer on my phone to go off at the 

time when I would need to stand up from my desk, go pee, brush my 

teeth, gather my things, and get going. Even then, I checked my watch 

frequently as I worked. The new me, folks! Ta da! 

And – success! Even before the alarm chimed, I closed my laptop, 

got up, turned off the timer, got ready, gathered my stuff, and went to the 

front door. It was 9:45. Three quarters of an hour before we had to get in 

the car and leave for my mother’s medical appointment. 

Surely my sister would be at my heels. But she was not. I stood and 

waited. 

Again, my sister, miss diligent, miss always early, miss crazy-assed 

worry-and-fret queen of the punctuality universe, asked, “What are you 

doing?” 

“Going over to Mom’s.”  

Why was she asking? Was she developing dementia? 

“We don’t have to leave yet. We’ll go in 15 minutes,” she said. 

“But won’t she worry if we don’t show up before we said we 

would?” 

“No, it’s fine.” Let’s go over at 10.” 

“O-KA-ayy,” I said.  

I felt like I was in the twilight zone. 

We didn’t actually leave at 10:00. By 9:55 I couldn’t stand it 

anymore. I got up, gathered my stuff, and went to the door. This time, 

my sister did follow. Sixty seconds later – probably less – we knocked 

on my mom’s door. Let’s do the math together just to make sure. Yep, it 

was four minutes before 10:00. We came in, sat down, and talked for a 

few minutes, while my mom sat fidgeting in her chair.  

At five after ten, she grabbed the handles of her walker and, with a 

huff, pulled herself up. 

“What are you doing, Mom?” asked my sister. 
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“We have to go. We have to go!” said my mom, her voice rising 

toward strident. 

“We’re fine, we have plenty of time,” said my sister. 

Again, there she sat, my sister in the flesh. Who was this woman 

I’d grown up with? 

“I don’t want to be late!” My mom sounded truly angry now. 

“We’ll be on time,” said my sister.  

My mother shuff-huffed along toward the den to get her purse, 

giving her walker agitated shoves. My sister said at her back, “Mom, 

you don’t have to worry! When have I ever made you late? Ever?” 

“Yeah,” said my mom, not bothering to turn around, “but look at 

who you’re with.” 

We were not late, and we were not going to be late. But because I 

was a part of these proceedings, I was making us late. Simple as that. 

That’s family for you. When you’ve had a problem for over 50 

years, they stamp UNTRUSTWORTHY, or LAZY, or GREEDY, or 

ALWAYS LATE on your forehead in indelible ink. It can never, 

ever be erased. 
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I’VE BEEN TEXTING WITH A DEAD WOMAN  
 

I’ve been texting back and forth with a dead woman. But let me 

explain… 

Someone from my writers’ group recommended a book to me. 

She said it was quirky and out there, kind of like some of my writing.  

So I got the book, and it’s unlike anything I’ve ever read before. 

The author, a middle-aged woman, shares thoughts that are completely 

unfiltered, observations that are so very honest, and a kindness and 

humor and wit that constantly surprise me. The topics, the typography, 

the section titles; it’s all, like, random: Odd assortments of stories that 

fall under one category in totally different ways. Pages that consist of 

mostly white space, with little blocks of text on the sides or corners of 

the pages. Sometimes silly illustrations. It looks like a combo journal and 

doodle book, really. But somehow all the bits and pieces fit together, and 

I keep turning the pages with delight. 

This author also plants little friendship treasures throughout; her 

actual phone number, for one. (I know it wasn’t really her personal 

phone number but rather some number established for the purposes of 

this book. But still, how cool was that?) Then an invitation to send her a 

text with “Hello.” Followed later by an invitation to send her a special 

wish, which she will make sure is put in a bottle and thrown out to sea 

next January, along with the wishes of everyone else who texted her. She 

even offers to get her first tattoo with someone else who wants to 

get her first tattoo; she says she’ll meet up with said person and together, 

they’ll get matching images permanently inked onto their skin. 

This last thing was really the kicker for me: I literally hissed, 

“Whaaaat?!” See, last June, I blogged about how I decided to get 

my very first tattoo for my birthday. Well, so, yeah, I haven’t done it yet. 

I’m still searching for the perfect design, and I’m still deciding on the 

perfect location on my body on which to place it. 
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But then and there I wanted to do it with her! 

This moved me to take this author up on her friendship offers. 

From under my cozy covers late at night, I paged back through the book 

and found the first text-message directive. I sent: “Hello.”  

Yeah, I knew that the response I would get would be automated; I 

mean, it would be insane to give your phone number out to all your 

readers and promise that you’ll literally, personally, text them a 

response. But how clever that she set this up, right? I couldn’t wait to see 

what she’d written for her automated reply. I mean, it was like a little 

finger of her book pulling out of the page and reaching across the ether 

to tap me on the shoulder for a minuscule, personal conversation. 

And sure enough, within 5 minutes of my text, I got a response. 

She said, “Hi, it’s Amy. Well, it’s virtual Amy. I’m elated to share this 

part of the book with you. A few years ago it was a dream & now it’s a 

for real thing between us.” 

Cool. Oh man, I thought, this Amy has got to come to my next 

retreat! Every October, I host a bunch of post-50, hippie-ish, smart, 

quirky women from all over the country in a secluded lodge in the 

Hudson Valley for a weekend that’s hard to describe. I call it Women At 

Woodstock. The women will love Amy! I love her! 

The next text invitation came after a piece that she wrote about 

the sound that a wine glass makes when you run your finger around the 

rim. She said to text ‘cheers’ to her and she’d send the sounds of three 

different people making their wine glasses sing. 

I texted “cheers” while sitting in my car outside Starbucks before 

going inside to claim a table and outlet and a Grande Soy Chai Latte to 

nurse while I wrote for the afternoon. I got a reply with a link to an audio 

file. First, Master Sommelier Alpana Singh made her wine glass hum; 

then Amy, my new author-friend, made music with her wine glass, and 

finally, Amy’s cousin Terry Gross (really, that’s his name, and he’s male 

and he’s not with NPR) shared his humming wine glass rendition. Ha.  

https://womenatwoodstock.annvbaker.com/
https://womenatwoodstock.annvbaker.com/
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A couple nights later I got to the place in the book where Amy 

invited me, er, invited her reader, to send my, um, his or her, personal 

wish. She said to start by texting “bottle.” This I did from, again, my 

cozy place under the covers. In a few minutes I received this response: 

“please share your message of good luck now.” I burrowed in and spent 

more than a little time composing. I allowed myself to be as sappy as I 

liked. I mean, Amy, if she actually read it, would understand, right? Or 

anyone working for her would surely be of the same mind and forgive 

my unguarded thoughts? Or the computer program that spit it out—oh 

hell, what do I care what a computer program that processes my words 

would think, artificial intelligence or not? 

Finally, I wrote, “I wish for the best and most spirit-guided and 

loving luck to my dear daughters Hannah and Sarah. Their early life was 

so hard. May that transform into a well of compassion and understanding 

from which they will forever drink love for others; and may that love 

evolve into love for self, and eventually gratitude, and finally 

happiness.” I clicked send, a little teary-eyed. (OK, I actually had soaked 

a few tears into the pillow.) And I felt instantly a kind of magical 

goodness, knowing that Amy (or her assistant or some computer 

program) would print out my wish, and someone would tuck it into a 

bottle along with other readers’ personal wishes, and she (or her assistant 

or whatever) would literally throw that little collective of good-luck 

hopes, mine pressed among them, out into the sea this coming January. 

(Please, don’t criticize me for this. Yes, I’m an environmentalist 

and yes, this is adding debris to the ocean, but come on… this little bit? 

And besides, it’s so poetic; poetic trumps environmental protection once 

in a while. Maybe the wishing and the writing and the printing and the 

collecting together and the literal launching of it out into the waters of 

mother earth would cast a spell… I mean, it could, who knows?) 

OK…  I know what you’re thinking. Seriously, don’t worry about 

me. It was late at night—the witching hour—and also, I tend to think this 
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way a lot anyway, but I assure you, I am a fully functional, if often 

dreamy and/or depressed and/or maudlin person. Seriously, I’m fine! 

Then came the invitation to text about getting matching tattoos. 

Amy wrote in her book that if one was interested, one should text 

“tattoo.”  

Holy shit. My dream of the past year – my plan – my intended 

celebration of turning – well, here, 60. I’ve been talking about it for 

months upon months, googling images, researching the best tattoo artists 

in LA. What the hell? How did she know? How could we be so 

completely attuned? 

I texted “tattoo.”  

The response was, “The experiment has ended. In September 

2016 a librarian from Wisconsin drove to Chicago & we got matching 

‘more’ tattoos. See them here:” and then there was a link. 

Dammit! Stinging with jealousy and feeling a bitter regret for 

missing my chance, I clicked the link and read about how that whole 

event transpired. I watched Amy laugh at the camera in a teeny tiny 

video as the tattoo guy began working on her arm. 

Then I couldn’t take it anymore, wondering about this crazy, 

inventive, believer-in-spells and thrower-down-of-strange-gauntlets and 

wisher-of-good-for-the-world woman; I looked her up. 

This is the first thing that I read: “Amy Krouse Rosenthal was an 

American author of both adult and children’s books, a short filmmaker, 

and radio show host. She is best known for her memoir Encyclopedia of 

an Ordinary Life, her children’s picture books, and the film project ‘The 

Beckoning of Lovely.'” 

Amy. Krouse. Rosenthal. My dear new virtual author friend, 

was!?!?! 

Amy Krouse Rosenthal is dead?! 
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I learned that this beautiful woman with what I saw was a 

beautiful family, died, tragically, of cancer at age 51, 21 months before I 

started texting back and forth with her. 

At first I gaped at the news, feeling struck by tragedy. Then I was 

amazed and amused at my idiot self; I’ve been texting with a dead 

woman? And then I felt sad again. 

I still feel sad. I mean, goddamit, I know this woman. I get her. 

I like her. I admire her out-of-the-box creativity and her savvy use of 

technology to connect. I’ve shared some of my thoughts with her, and 

she’s reciprocated with kindness and good thoughts and understanding. I 

am her friend and she is mine! 

I comfort myself with this: Amy Krouse Rosenthal is dead, but 

through her printed words, she will be my friend forever.  

I hope, dear reader, that you and I will be too. 

 

 

 

 

 


