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Sadie sits with nervous hands on her lap.  
She is nervous for no particular reason.  
This has come to be her constant state.  

At one time, long ago, Sadie was not so 
nervous all the time.  There was a time 
when she threw her head back and laughed 
easily.  That time has long since past.  
Maybe it is part of her maturity.  Maybe it 
is how she came to define herself and how 
she believed she should be.  

Maybe, just maybe, she secretly suspects, 
άL ƴƻǘ at all what I should be. Deep down 
inside I am not what I was taught and led to 
believe all the things that make a proper 
lady.  Maybe I am not a lady at all. ά

She fears this, but also secretly rejoices in 
it.  She always feels as though she has to try 
harder than others to be what every 
normal person is supposed to be. 

Maybe she is not normal at all.  

Maybe she is a rebel, like one of the bikers 
she has seen on television.  She briefly 
imagines herself, now at 70, donning a 
leather jacket and becoming an easy rider, 
wind whipping through her white hair as 
she leaves all of this behind and heads for 
California.  This idea wisps through her 
mind and passes quickly.  


