D point five: Not quite ‘E’

The wedding that I missed, the wedding promised to attend, that was just a side effect of my mother’s habitual, God-scripted, predestined fit. She called, saying that I was to sick with my cold to go, that she had to stay home and take care of me.


Liar, I got over my cold two days ago. Liar, liar, pants on fire (too heavy to hang from a telephone wire, though, my mother is, at 120 pounds) you didn’t take care of me, you cooked yourself a massive, scrumptious pancake and watched the PGA Tour.


One man’s oh-so-tragic past is another’s convenient, lying excuse. 
