Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

Help! My head hwvts! I feel like this howusehold is back to-
high school: I wont survive: No-one will be able to-revive me
thes teme:

Its 6.00 um: Thails nothing new and different for mey
thal's the time my audomalic wakener goes off- Its genetically
budt one I inherited thes early morning time clock from my
faiher and I've passed it on to-our youngest son: e hates i. I
understand: I've lived wilh this mechandsm all my life; but ity
readly arvilaling when yowre in your early tweniies and finally
yow have no-parenial curfew being enforced: Yowfeelas i ity
almost obligatory to-stay oul late - 1.00, even an occasional
2.:00 o mu Ifyow slept uniil 11.00 or 12.00 the next day, thait
Wworks oul just fine; thai is for night dwellers; but awful for
morning people:

Ouwr inderior sivenw can't be shut off; so-were up and at ‘em
at the usual 6.00 a:mu, no-matter whai time we relive: We then
have an exhausted day to-look forward to:

Such & the shape I find myself in this morning:
Everything was going along fine last night. We had a gowwrmet
meal prepared by our daughier. Afler dinner, everyone
scaitered to-his or her own inderesty: My husband went to-an
office meeting: My daughier wailched a mini-series: One of my
sons went to-see his brother. I read: Everything was pretty calmy
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uniil about 9.00 p.m: when I was steting to-seltle down for a
long ssmmer’s nighit - then the phone storted ringing:

My husband arrived home and I went to-watch 7V - and
the phone started ringing: One son came home and the phone
kept ringing: The second line was already occupied by our
Adaughiter who-has always been the best answerer, because the
cally ave usually for her: Thephone rang; and it rang; and it
rang: No-one would pick it up. I refused to; for I would have
had to-get up. My husband and son were in two-different
rooms sitting by phones: Apparently they were suffering from 7V
deafness: Does anyone in your family have this dreaded
disease?

It contenued to-ring unilid finally our daughier put her
caller on hold and arswered the other line: Ifthak line waswt
also-for her;, as it uswally was; then she'd yell out to-the
appropriaie person and then miraculously he could hear
again and wold pick up the phone:

Last nighit the process weni on for hours: After 10.00, I'mv
tired and like to-go-to-sleep. Some of our group world say afier
800. Arpwaey, I was in bed; the lights weve ofF The 7V was
blaring in the next room: Thefamily and dogs continued to-
use owr bedroom as the central corvidor. Evew in this goo-of an
erwironment, I was able to-drift off to-steep - and then the
phone woudd ring again: My heart wordd jump. Id be wide
awake: I couddnwthelp . Its an old hangover from my
children’s adolescent days: When I am awakened by o vinging
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phone; my heart jumps inpanic: Ity like getting a shot of
straight advenaline with each ring:

Ty everything and everyone OK? Are my babies alive;
well; and kicking?” Agacry I can't help it. I wish I could: It &5
a budlt-cn Paviovian tpe reflex; and yow can't teach this old
dog (me) new tricks: Sleep-ring-panic: Sleep-ring-panic:
Sleep-ring-pandic:

By the time my husband came to-bed; I was menially
bouncing off the bed; whereas he instanitly fell asteep. 7
wanied to-take my pillow and hit him as he genddy purved next
lo-me: Fow dare yow steep? FHow insensitivel Didn't he realige
that I felt like I had been waging a “home-phone’” battie all
adone? I was wide awake: He was sleeping: Our 26- and 24-
year-old chidrven had retived to-thecr rooms upstairs: Al was
well in thecr world - “Good night, john-Boy.” “Good night,
Dadady, ” as the Walton family would have said ait the end of
each TV episode: That would have worked for everyone in this
household except this Mamay who-was wide awake and wired
Jfor action:

I lay back down and stored ai the cecling: The doorbell
rang. It was now 11.30. A cousin who-has been staying wilhv us
7or a monith was locked out. I stormed to-the back door invmy
husband’y shirt over my nighigown: By this time; I could have
ealenw naily: I yanked that door open: He sheepishly said he
was sorvy. I said i was OK and did he have a good weekend?
He'd been playing soccer in Flovida: He said they've been
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beatern repeatedly. I said that his mother and faiher had
called and wanied him to-phone them: #He was sincere inhis
communicalions; wherveas I was barely civil: He went upstacrs:
I went; seething; back to-bed; only to-remove myself to-the den
sofa: My husband’s cat sounds had now gone info-a chainsaw
mediley.

A metamorphosis had been taking place: I was getting
meaner and madder as each moment ticked away. AT 130
a:m: the phone rang - wrong number. My respornse was move
like agrowiling ‘grvv.” The den was becoming more like the
awelling of a she-wolfs I was bugged:

‘Good night, Dadady.”

“Good night, John-Boy.”

‘Good night; Mama.”

“Grr.”

Moama? Mama?”

‘Ol she must alyeady be asleep.”
Grrr”
Grouchily I'mv yours;
Llucy
Lucy, dear;

Thes s your Aunt Fannée writing to-yotu
I'mv sorvy to-hear aboul your little insomnia episode:
Might some; or actually all, of the responsibility be yours? Asl
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recall, you were the last one who-used the back door key and
Aid not pul it back in iy place: That s why thak young man
was locked out.

Was not that 1.30 wrong newmnber afriend of-yours and
exceedingly sorvy for her mis-dial? Also; might yow not need to-
have avfamily conference and explain your sleep needs to-
them? That might be more productive than your growling
dear.

Have yow thoughit about exercising more or eating less so-
that you might sleep more deeply? Does not your phone have a
culofF budtory so-it will not ring in your bedyroom?

Might yow get a noise machine to-camouflage some of the
sounds?

Mighit yow want to-tackle prodlems as an adult or would

yow radher continue wilh those ancmal sounds; dear, which I
do-not see as av very productive mode of comwmunicalion?

Goodness; youwr Howing Chvistian counilenance seems to-
be onatimer, and s an exceedingly shallow one; dear.

Need I say more? It iy not teenage-like children who-have
returned home: Those young adulty of yours would make any
poavent proud: Theproblemy dear; is your makuridy level, not
theirs:

Respectiully writing; I am
Your Aunt Fannée
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