
Being eight years younger
than my nearest sister, the
youngest of four children and
the only boy in the family, I
used to hear those six words
more often than not.

"Some day, we'll get you
back."

My sisters - especially my
oldest sister Sheryl - used to
bellow those words at me on an almost daily basis
during my childhood.

Did I deserve this kind of treatment as a kid?
Should I have had to live in fear? Was it right for
them to literally hold my life in their hands?

Thinking back on it - yeah, I probably did
deserve everything I got…and more.

After spoiling numerous dates, selling certain
"unmentionables" belonging to my sisters to my
friends and spilling the beans about curfew viola-
tions and teenage loves to our parents, I'm not only
sure I deserved less-than-delicate treatment from my
sisters - I'm lucky I lived past my 12th birthday.

I can recall one such occasion when my eldest
sister came to me threatening my life if I told our
folks about the fact that she burned her leg while rid-
ing on the back of her boyfriend's Harley Davidson
- something she had been forbidden to do.

Being the caring and loving 9-year-old little
brother that I was, I decided that for her own health
and well-being, I should rat her out.

That's when I heard those words again, "some
day, we'll get you back."

It's taken almost four decades, but my sister has
finally found a way to exact her revenge upon me.

A method of revenge so heinous that even Himlar
refused to use it during the second World War.

An act of revenge so grave the United Nations
Security Council considers it a crime against
humanity.

Revenge so nasty that Buddhist monks are cur-
rently setting themselves alight in protest.

That unspeakable act, that deleterious action, that
epitome of vengeance can be summed up in two
words - feng shui.

It's actually such a nasty treatment that I don't
even completely understand it - don't want to under-
stand it.

Actually, feng shui (pronounced fung shway) is
this oriental art that deals with architecture, decorat-
ing and living so one can be harmonious with the
universe.

Mainly, it's a communist plot to keep all of the
men in the United States busy moving furniture so
we'll ignore their plans for world domination.

Anyway, this feng shui stuff has to deal with the
elements of nature - fire, earth, wind and water - and
their relationship to us in our daily lives.

If you have a wind chime at your front door,
that's good. But, if you have one at your garage door,
that's not so good.

If you leave your drains open during the day,
that's not good.

(Apparently, having a
flooded bathroom is a sign of
prosperity to the feng shui
people.)

If your bed faces a certain
direction, that's good and if it
faces another, that's not good.

They even have this stuff
called qi (pronounced chee)
which is both good and bad.

If you leave the toilet seat up, that's bad for the
qi. If you put the toilet seat down, that's good for the
qi.

If you paint your entire house in pastel colors
with Laura Ashley paint, that's good qi.

But if you want to hang a dead buffalo skull on
the wall of your home office, that's definitely bad qi.

Get the point?
So, as an unadulterated act of revenge for child-

hood slights, my oldest sister decided to introduce
my lovely bride to feng shui.

I'm a guy. I like sharp corners, brightly lighted
rooms and toilets with the lids up - at all times.

I like open drains, overstuffed recliners, loud
music, documentaries on the Mafia and satellite tel-
evision.

I also like having a dead buffalo skull hanging on
the wall - right next to the boxing glove, auto-
graphed as a gift to me from Muhammad Ali’s fight
doctor.

I'm not a fan of wind chimes, lots of flowers or
pastel colors of Laura Ashley paint. (Besides that,
has anyone priced the stuff? Jeff Gordon doesn't
even spend that much painting his Rainbow Warrior
car with the most expensive car paint DuPont
makes.)

But I disgress. Back to my situation.
There are pay-per-view television programs you

can order to show how feng shui works. There are
entire libraries full of books on feng shui.

(I’ve met some of those authors - two words: rub-
ber room.)

And, of course, there are the people who special-
ize in coming to your house to teach you feng shui
so you can live a happy and prosperous life.

With all due respect to my wife - whom I love
dearly - horsefeathers.

My feng is just fine, thank you
And as for my shui, let me sit in my recliner -

with the aforementioned dead buffalo head hanging
over me and all the lights in the house on at once -
and it'll be just fine.

This is where I put my foot down.
This is where I show her who wears the pants in

this family.
This is where I smoke a Cohiba cigar in the liv-

ing room, should I so choose.
This is where I assert my manlihoodness - once

and for all time.
At least until she gets home.
R. Michael Johnson is Editor and Publisher of

the Bloomfield Free Press and writes Off the Record
as a weekly Opinion Page feature.
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You can take this feng and shui it!
off the

RECORD
r. michael johnson

editor/publisher

Roses and Thorns
ROSES to the Bloomfield Fire Department leadership and

Bloomfield Town Council for sitting down like adults and
working out the details on the new fire truck.

THORNS to bad check writers who cost local business peo-
ple time and money. If you don’t have the money, you can’t
afford it. Besides that, why are you writing a check for lottery
tickets, anyway?

ROSES to Skyler Pittman on becoming Greene County’s
newest Sheriff’s Deputy.

ROSES to Dave Rollison who this week took over the lead-
ership of the Bloomfield Masonic Lodge #84 F. & A.M.

THORNS to whomever is stealing their neighbor’s paper at
the Meadowlark Apartments. You know who you are - very
soon, we will, also.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

What does sanctity
really mean to you?
Dear Editor,

January is Sanctity of Life
Month. First of all, just what does
this mean? Sanctity can mean
holiness, which is good usage in
this phrase. Life means existence.
Therefore, "Sanctity of Life," can
mean "Holiness of existence."

The Right to Life organiza-
tions are mourning 44 million
babies who have been aborted
since the Roe vs. Wade decision
made by The Supreme Court on
January 22, 1973. We now have
abortion on demand and have had
it for 34 years.

If anyone who reads this letter

is disturbed by abortion and
wants to do something to help,
first of all pray about it. I hesitate
to give any telephone numbers for
publication because of the possi-
bility of crank calls. You can
write to Greene County Right to
Life, P.O. Box 133, Bloomfield,
IN 47424, to offer your assistance
in any way that you wish.

"Many hands make light
work." We look forward to you
joining us in this battle.

Thomas A. Vlaskamp
Secretary

Greene County Right to Life

Readiness Group is
thankful for help
Dear Editor,

The soldiers and the Family
Readiness Group of Company A,
1st Battalion, 152nd Infantry
Regiment (Linton and Vincennes
National Guard) would like to
thank the community for its sup-
port of our recent Christmas
party.

We received financial assis-
tance and many nice donations
that enabled us to have a top-
notch event.

Thank you to: Mr. LeRoy
Liston, and the members and staff
at the Linton Elks Lodge, Mr.
Heath Stanton, Linton Subway,
Cinco de Mayo, Bloomfield
Dairy Queen, Wendy's, Arby's,
Wal-Mart, McDonald's, Joe's
Pizza, Linton Pizza Hut, Family

Video, Arizona Nail Salon,
Francis Jewel Box, Becky's
Beauty Salon, Godfather's Pizza,
Ken's Barber Shop, Patty's
Flowers, Hair Scripts, Mocha
Tanning, Gary's Barber Shop, The
Shae Lynn, Flooring America,
Bloomfield Dollar General, Heart
& Home Boutique, The
Strawberry Patch, Linton
Hallmark, Markle Music, and The
Old Bank.

We feel fortunate to live in and
serve communities that have sup-
ported and continue to support
our unit.

Thank you!
Kristie Bladen

President
Company A Soldiers &

Family Readiness Group




