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D2 Tuesday, Nov. 24, 1981 THE FRESNO BEE e

Shopping

Continued from Poge D1

finer points of arbitration, began squalling too. Mother
was now on center stage, the object of other shoppers’
scorn. I wanted to blurt out an explanation, but that
seemed even more ridiculous. Besides, my mouth,
already parched with cookie starch, had dried up
further from my embarrassment.

“Look,” I consoled them. “Why don’t you two go over
to the cookie aisle and bring back another box.”” I lifted
- Karen out of my basket. “Here, hold your brother’s

hand and come right back.”

I pushed my cart next to the vegetable bin, breathed
a sigh of relief, and was contentedly contemplating a
tomato when Keith said, *“Ball?’"’ and snatched one from
the bottom layer. All at once, the tomatoes avalanched.
Some bounced into my cart, some thudded onto the
floor, and the firmer omes rolled across the aisle,
stopping traffic. Keith squealed with glee, “Balls, balls,
balls?”’

A young clerk threw down his vegetable hose and
hopped over to help me retrieve the tomatoes. Whether
from frustration or from the effort of picking up 40
tomatoes, my face ripened with fury. “You shouldn’t
stack tomatoes like that,” I snipped, “It bruises the
bottom ones.” His immediate response was a loud snap
of a papér bag, which he opened.with the flick of his
wrist. He dumped all the split tomatoes in the bag,
plunked it into my cart, and hissed, “Not if they don’t
fall on the flgor.” 3

Keith must have been forewarned by my outburst; he
sat meekly in the cart, gumming a tomato, drooling
juice and seeds. I had just cleaned him up with a spare
diaper when my neighber strolled by.

““Good morning,”’ she said.

“It’s not really.”

“Pardon me?” She looked perplexed and continued.
*And where are your other two children?”

“Lost,” I said, hoping it was true. N i

”Oh?”

“Well, actually they’re in the cookie aisle. Nice
seeing you. Gotta go.".

“Wait!” she said. “I want to tell you something. I
was just talking to Walt, my husband, last night about
you and the three children.”

“And?” I gulped breathless with anxiety.

“Yes, I told him how wonderful it was that you
moved in next door. We miss our grandchildren so
much. We never get to see them except once a year
when we fly back to Maine to visit. Here,” she said,
opening her wallet. “These are the very latest
pictures.” As T feigned interest, another picture nagged
me — that of a 3-year-old and a 5-year-old investigating
the cookie aisle. ‘““You know, you really are lucky.”

“Lucky?”

“Yes, to have three wonderful children. They're such
dolls.”

“Well, thank you,” I said, wondering if she’d like to
babysit.

“You Er;éxw," she continued. “You probably don’t
apprecite it now, but they’ll grow up too fast.” ;

“Yes,” 1 agreed, but only to the first part of her
sagacious statement. ' ;

“It’s so nice,” she sighed wistfully, “to have your
three children so close together. They’ll grow up being
" Suddenly T heard a =
aisles away, and I said, “Gotta go. Nice talking with
yout* . 2 i ;

I whizzed around the corner of the cookie section, but
the children had already fled. Actually, I was relieved
that there was no obvious mess. Unless I looked very
closely, I could scarcely tell that the Oreos and Hydrox
were mixed together, as were the graham and soda
crackers. The section of Ritz had not withstood the blitz
either, they now had a facade of Vanilla “wipers,” as

the kids called them. : .

I found the children in the soft drink section, playing
quietly on the floor. Each time Karen shook another
bottle of Seven-Up, Kevin giggled. z

“All right,” I said, “that’s enough. Get back in my
cart, Karen.” I turned to Kevin. ““How could you let her
do this?”’

“Gee, Mom, T told her not to.*

“Why didn’t you step her?*”

He only shrugged.

“Well, I've had it for today. We’re going home.” I
snatched a loaf of bread and headed for the check-out
counter,’ uncertain I could withstand the usual kid-
candy-gum wrestling® which always occurred there.
Finally, I paid my bill and hustled the kids out the door.

- “Wait!” A familiar voice called. “I'll walk out with
you.”” My neighber scurried up and gushed, “Oh, look

how well-behaved your children are!

They’re so.sweet.”

After I loaded my car with groceries, T glanced at her
basket. “Well,” I said, bubbling with vengeance, unable
to resist one parting shot. ““See you later. Enjoy your
Seven-Up.” :

She Jaughed uncertainly as I sped away.




