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“Far be it
Srom me io tell
you you're

doing it wrong —

which is just
what you're
doing.”

Evervthing is out to get you—and sooner or later it will.
By WILL STANTON
It's generally conceded that nobody else has the kind of bad luck 1 have.
g Repairmen, doctors, firemen, insurance adjusters—they all agree.

"1f vour luggage carrier had been a couple of inches Jower,” they all

" tell me, “the skis wouldn’t have caught the overhead door.”

-‘ k. “If vou'd driven that spike anyplace else in the wall,” they say,

g "vou'd have missed the electric cable completely.”

*If you'd stacked the storm windows the other way,’ they abserve,

. "the ladder prohabl) wouldn’t have gone through all of them.” And so on.

& 1 think it's high time we took some of our attention from auter space

and did some research on the hazards of modern suburban living. I offer

‘  this report as a sort of steppingstone.

The time I hurt my arm was a stormy Saturday night. I phoned the

tdoctor and then [ drove over to his house, He happened to be quite a

f edose friend of mine at the time.

" didn’t get it straight over the phone.”” he said, leading me back to

i office. "Is this a bruise or burn or a cut?”’

"1 guess vou'd call it sort of a comhination,” 1 said. “Fran put a

ndage on it.”

"How did it happen?”

"It doesn’t really amount to much,” I said, "but Fran thought vou

i:ould take a look. A hot wheelharrow fell o it.’

"1 sce.” He sat down at the table and turned on the light. “You know,

Ethere’s nothing wrong with relaxation; in fact, a littie skylarking may be
lfﬂllll_\' thing—at least for a younger person. But a man with responsi-

ties ——

% "Listen,” 1 said, “all I had to drink was a couple of beers. We were

Jost having a little family cockout.”

"l know—sometimes these things start out very innocently.”

‘"H vou'd Jet me finish telling you,” I said, “I had just got a good fire

going When the rain started, so | propped the wheelbarrow over it upside

down. Then allittle later I was reaching under to turn the hamhurgers ”

“Well,” the doctor said, “we'd better have a ook at it.’

As 1 had expected, it wasn’t serious—my accidents never are. Some-

"lnes 1 think the worst thing about them is the ahsurd explanations they

Ways seem to involve me in. Like the spaghetti sauce,

! This happened on a Saturday too. We were having & big crowd in for

er and Fran was going to serve spaghetti, The tomatoes and peppers

? Were Tipe ko she made a lot of sauce. She teft the kettle on the counter by

kl.tc])en door while che cleaned the dining room. Jeannie had been

¥atching hier nather clean the Venetian blinds and when Fran went in to

AMWer Lhe phone | guess There was something abont the vacuum-cleaner

5‘

i and the hettus o1 ~auee that was just too much for the eliild, Any.
e A
Wy when 1 came nome - sounin o erpody i tears and the honsehold
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100K ! YoU'RE aN ARTiST!
NEW SGTCH CRISPES

A SWEET AND CRUNCHY COMBO OF NESTLE'S® BUTTERSCOTCH FLAVORED
MORSELS AND KELLOGG'S RICE KRISPIES.® EASY TO FIX 'N' FANCY!

Copyright 1961

SCOTCH CRISPIES L

Combine and place over hot {not boiling) water: one 6-0z. prz ™ ".
Butterscotch Morsels and 12 c. peanut butter. When butterscer
R T mmie deame hant Led T o~ Kelionz'z Rine Krizme o -



