Warning Label

I don’t know if all human’s should come with warning labels, just, I’m sure now that I should.  I have tried for years to figure what is wrong with me.  Why can’t I just let success happen, in love, friendships, work or whatever?  Just at the moment that all is right and complete, at the moment of ultimate vulnerability, I seem to blow it up.  I need to blow it up. That strange perversion I could not name when I look at the destruction in the review mirror.  And why I have to look too, look back.

I found through an Angel’s (or a twin more rightly) voice, an epiphany.  She told me her story.

Little Mona Lee had been sent to her uncle at the time her brother was born.  Uncle was a strange man who with his wife lived in a ramshackle house in the wilds of Iowa.  They had no electricity or running water.  Uncle was a wise straggly old coot who taught the little six year old many things. But one blessing, one word, given by Uncle remained with Mona Lee all her life.

Uncle shared a drive way with the neighbors that “Y’d”  together blindly.  The neighbors would pass occasionally on the drive and there had never been a problem.  Tiny Mona asked Uncle what would happen if they met the neighbors at the “Y”, at just that instant. “Would they crash?”, she asked, “Would they wreck?”  Uncle thought of the loss of his only truck, people hurt so far from town and helpless.  “No” he said, “it would be a catastrophe, everything would be different”.  Little Mona Lee’s eyes beamed at this new word she had never heard, her soul tingled with understanding. “Yes”, she said a light, “a ca-tas-trophe.”

