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by Reed 


My name is Preethi von Langendorff. I’m Director of Uninvited Clarifiers, a company that untangles your yarn so you can restitch the holes in your life. In my rare spare time, I like to tell unasked–for stories.  In my very rare spare time, I amuse myself with the frivolous lives of two Hollywood box-office stars, Michelle Silver and Gregory Gold, and their three children, who are not very well known to either of them. Their son, Zach, a seventeen-year-old basketball trophy-winner, with his unkempt hair, and his thick, black square glasses shielding his piercing blue eyes. Lizzie, their fourteen-year-old daughter, with her long, wavy blonde hair, and her oblivion to anyone else’s presence but her own. And Zoe, their freckled–faced nine-year-old daughter with her cheery energetic smile, camouflaged by her wiry neon pink braces. 

*  *  *


It was 8 pm on Sunday evening. Rupert, the white-gloved chauffeur was waiting in front of the perfectly manicured mansion as Gregory Gold was wrapping his wife Michelle in her golden sable shawl, trying not to tangle her elegant polished pearls. The couple was getting ready to leave for an evening at the sought-after French restaurant, Bistro Provence. As they began to pull away in the limo, three lights shining from three picture windows on the third floor of their mansion caught their eye. “What are those lights doing on?” asked Greg, looking puzzled.  “No one lives in those rooms,” added Michelle, with certainty.


“I beg your pardon, but may I remind both of you that those rooms belong to your children,” explained Rupert.


At that moment, a short figure radiating neon pink braces happily skipped across one of the lit rooms.


Rupert caught Michelle and Greg squinting curiously.


“Your youngest daughter,” reminded the chauffeur in his thick British accent.  “That is her room!”


“AH-H, yes,” said Michelle, vaguely.


“And there go your two little lamby teenyboppers. Sound familiar? Do you recognize them? And they are all, indeed, in their proper rooms, Ma’am.”


“Oh, yes, yes of course,” agreed Gregory.

*  *  *


“See you guys later! Don’t forget, we have another big game next Sunday against Amax Central,” hollered Zach. 


“Bye, girls, remember cheerleader practice tomorrow,” Lizzie cried, swinging her long blonde hair. Zoe was already off the bus and adjusting her purple headband with an attractive yellow flower on it.


Opening the front door of their colossal house, they immediately kicked off their shoes.  A tall slender butler took their jackets from them. “Mr. Zach, Miss Lizzie and Miss Zoe, your dinner is ready. Hurry along now…Oh, and by the way you’ll be eating without your parents.”


“Without who?”  


 “Parents?”


“Well that’s nothing new,” sighed an over–tired Zoe.






*  *  *


My good friend Harry Chapin! Oh, that guy cheated at poker, but he sure did deal a straight hand, a real family guy. Now all you family folk, you look up to this great man and get a handle on parenting. Get a grip on things before it’s too late:

My child arrived just the other day

He came to the world in the usual way

But there were planes to catch and bills to pay

And he learned to walk while I was away.

*  *  *


“CUT!” 


“Excuse me,” said a short woman scurrying onto the set. “Ms. Silver and Mr. Gold, I hate to interrupt, but there’s an urgent call for you from Wesley Prune, Head of The Trion School.” The little lady scurried back to her office.


A frustrated director yelled, “TAKE 5!”


“Forget about Take 5, take the darn call!” yelled the little lady from her office.


“Miss Buplerum, how important could it be?! We’re already behind schedule and need to finish by the end of the week.”


“For Pete’s sake, tell the man we’ll call him next week,” cried Ms. Silver, but she headed over to take the call anyway.


*  *  *


Sitting in size order, Zach, Lizzie and Zoe sat silently in the Head’s office, while the other students mingled happily with their parents. It was Visiting Day at The Trion School. And, of course, the only parents who forgot were theirs. 


“Ms. Silver,” said the principal talking into the phone. “ First of all, thank you for taking my call. I understand that you’re busy but it is your obligation as a good parent to take part in Parents’ Visiting Day!”… “Yes, yes I do understand that as a parent we all need to earn a few coins to fill our way-too-empty pockets, or in your case, deep pockets! But that's no excuse for you and your flashy husband not to be here today. Oh, and tell him I didn’t even like his last movie!” 


Zoe shifted uncomfortably. Zach’s eyes looked around the room. Lizzie fidgeted with her silver charm bracelet.

*  *  *


Have you ever noticed that movie close-ups reveal more than you want to see and also somehow cover up what you’re not supposed to see? Frankly, I like to keep things in focus and reveal the truth. I personally think it becomes a much better story if you stay on point… in other words, a piece of advice to Ms. Silver and Mr. Gold: Keep track of your children!
*  *  *

Later that evening…


Lying on their satin sheets, adding up their box office earnings, Michelle Silver and Gregory Gold were oblivious to everything else around them, not even aware of the ruckus coming from the third floor bedrooms: the ear-splitting video games, the blasting music, and the obtrusive phone calls. 


“You know, ‘Flashy’,” whispered Michelle, mimicking the principal. “Maybe that dried, wrinkled fruit, Wesley Prune, was right.”


“Right about what, my silver jewel?”


With a slight twist of her shoulder and adjusting her long white silk negligee, the silver sparkle of Michelle’s eyes and her long diamond earrings seemed to answer Gregory.


“Well, you know how much I’d love a French Riviera vacation for two on the yacht,” Michelle said, batting her long black eyelashes, “but it looks like it’ll have to be a vacation for thousands…Disney Dream Cruise here we come!”

*  *  *


Rapidly clapping the fleshy bottom of his palms together, the tall slender butler hurried the children down the grand marble staircase of the Silver–Gold mansion. “Hurry along now, cupcakes!” 


Zachary cringed at the butler’s choice of words, as the butler carried their luggage down the stairs, balancing each piece carefully.

*  *  *


 Normally a vacation on a Disney cruise would not include ballgowns, tuxedos and diamonds. But for the Silver-Golds, it was otherwise. And, for most, a Disney cruise would leave little room for error. After all, it’s a package deal, everything included. But with all the hustle and bustle of so much going on, you still have to keep an eye on things…

*  *  *


“Wasn’t this supposed to be a kind of bonding trip? You know, one of those ‘get to know you’ kind-of trips, my precious jewel?”


“So where the heck are those pesky little things anyway?” said a bored Michelle, covering her mouth as she let out a yawn.


“Do you remember where we saw them last?” asked Gregory.


“I think it was when Lizzie took Zoe to the bathroom.” Michelle looked at her watch. “Oh wait! That was an hour ago. I have no idea and don’t know where to look,” she said cluelessly, “but we’d better start somewhere. Oh nuts, I can feel the sun baking my make-up. I have to freshen up before we do anything.” And off they went to their suite.

*  *  *


With the wind in their faces, and the laughter of all, the Silver-Gold kids ventured down the slide as the water splashed everywhere. They had lost track of the time.


“Oh my god, we have to do that again!” Lizzie shrieked. “C’mon guys, just one more time down the slide!”


Zoe’s hair was dripping wet. Zach was squinting through his goggles.



“Wait! I-I can’t remember where I left my glasses!” Zach stammered frantically. “I need to find them!”

*  *  *


Have you ever had that strange sensation where you were trapped in a box, wondering which way out? You try the door you came in from and suddenly on your way out it’s not an option.

*  *  *


The marble bathroom seemed to glow as Michelle carefully outlined her lips in blood–red lipstick. She stepped back to admire herself in the oversized mirror. She tilted her head and smiled, dabbing on a few more splotches of color. 


When Michelle reached for her eyeliner sitting in her make-up bag, she spotted a purple headband, with an attached yellow flower, just next to it. “What’s this doing here?” she asked herself, picking it up tentatively.  “It must belong to one of the maids,” she thought. “Darling, we’ll have to drop this off in housekeeping.”

*  *  *


“My instincts tell me that this headband might belong to one of your maids,” scoffed Michelle, dangling it from her polished fingers.


“It would be my honor to check,” said the director of the housekeeping staff.


Just then, they were interrupted by an announcement booming over the loudspeaker.


“Attention! Attention! A silver charm bracelet has been reported found near the Aqua Duck Slide. If anyone cares to claim it, please report to the security desk on the midship deck.”


“Who would possibly wear a charm bracelet to the Aqua Duck Slide?”


Greg paused and stared at Michelle for a moment. “YOU, dear!”


“Oh, c’mon, Greg, let’s go for a stroll. After all, this cruise is about us… and our kids!”

*  *  *


Passing the Aqua Duck, Michelle and Greg glanced over at the drenched kids running around. Greg suddenly stopped.  


“What was that crunch under your heel, dear?”


They looked down. Michelle’s high stiletto heel had cracked the plastic lens of a pair of black square glasses. “Oh, I almost ruined my shoe! What are glasses doing there?” she said, absentmindedly, maneuvering her heel out from under the plastic lens.


At that moment, a boy, squinting all around, not noticing where he was going, bumped into Michelle, who stumbled, and was knocked off balance. Greg caught her.


“Watch it, kid!” he said to the boy, and took off with Michelle.


The boy recognized the broken glasses lying on the floor, picked them up, and shoved them into his wet pocket.

*  *  *


“Zach, Zach! We’re over here, I just remembered that we have to meet Michelle and Gregory for dinner!” cried Lizzy from the wet pool steps. 

“Oh, do you mean Mom and Dad?” questioned Zoe.


“Yeah, those are the ones.  Well, I guess we should get going,” sighed Lizzy. “Oh, by the way, Zach, did you find your glasses?”

*  *  *

After dinner, later that night…


“Ugh, I can’t fall asleep!” cried Zach.



“Try counting sheep and leave me out of it,” groaned Lizzy, rolling over and wrapping the cover around her, with a last minute hair adjustment.


“But you don’t understand. This is harder than finding a prom date!”


“I’ll go tell Mom and Dad,” offered Zoe.


Zoe slid on her furry bunny slippers, walked through the shared bathroom and knocked on their parents’ door. But there was no reply. 


“Hel–loo! Anybody home?” called Zoe. She let herself into the luxurious suite, but no one was there. She ran back to her own room worrying about Zach’s aching stomach.


“Lizzy, Zach, no one’s there.” 


“My stomach’s killing me. Where are those two?”

*  *  *


“These martinis really hit the spot. How about another one?” said Greg, adjusting the bar stool and putting his arm around Michelle. 


“Oh, that sounds good,” replied Michelle. “Good thing those kids are asleep so we can party all night.” 


Greg kissed Michelle’s hand. “Darling, maybe the pianist will play our song.”


“Slip him a few!”


Without thinking and slightly drunk, Greg took out a wad of bills from his monogrammed leather wallet and stuffed it in the pianist’s front pocket. The pianist acknowledged the gratuity with a nod.


Michelle and Greg were the few adults left in the lounge, as the pianist continued playing. All the others had tucked their kids in and were ready to hit the sack themselves.
*  *  *


Zach lay on his bed, clenching his stomach, while Lizzy prepared a cup of tea.


“I wish Mom and Dad were here to help!” cried Zoe.

*  *  *


Like I said, “Get a grip on things before it’s too late!”
I've long since retired, my son's moved away

I called him up just the other day

I said, "I'd like to see you if you don't mind"

He said, "I'd love to, Dad, if I can find the time

You see my new job's a hassle and kids have the flu

But it's sure nice talking to you, Dad

It's been sure nice talking to you"

And as I hung up the phone it occurred to me

He'd grown up just like me

My  boy was just like me

� “Cat’s Cradle” by Sandy and Harry Chapin
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