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Text Version of Audio Story: Curse 

 
For a boy growing up in a small town, it was the most exciting thing that 

could happen. Of course, in the winter there was Christmas and all, but this 
summertime event was every bit as good. It was August, and the carnival was 
coming to town. That’s where I saw them kiss. If I would’ve just turned my head, 
my life would have forever been different. Yeah, the carnival was something else 
for an 8-year-old country boy. 
 
I saved my money. There was so much to do, so much to buy. I had a hard-and-
fast rule not to spend any money till the sun went down. I collected pop bottles 
for months, beforehand, and would then turn them all in at Bill’s service station 
for the deposit money. It was at the carnival where you would find out which girls 
liked you, if any. And if you liked a girl you’d buy her a piece of carnival jewelry, 
something like a chain with a heart with your name engraved on it. You would 
give it to your best friend to take it over to her. If she accepted it, you would send 
your friend back over to ask if she would ride the Ferris wheel with you. Perhaps 
by the end of the night you would be holding hands and she would be carrying 
the big stuffed animal you spent most of your money to win for her. 
 
The carnival, as I said, was where I saw them kiss, where love would bloom for 
John and Helen. He was a large man in his late 50s. Some folks said he was 
retarded, but I think if the truth be known, John just never had the opportunity to 
go to school. Helen was equally as large in her late 40s. John was a widower, 
and Helen was married to another man who didn’t treat her very well and was 
drunk most of the time. It was on the carnival grounds where I saw them kiss. It 
was big news, and I could hardly wait to tell all my friends who, in turn, told all 
their friends, and soon everyone in our little town of 800 people knew what I had 
seen near the swings on the carnival ground. Before long, Helen knew it was me. 
I was the blabbermouth. 
 
All the proper old ladies of town looked down their noses at her, said that she 
was a trollop. Helen would eventually leave her husband and marry John and 
move into his little cabin with him. John’s old T-shirts went from being dull and 
dingy to snowy white and bright. For the first time in years, John had a smile on 
his face. He was as happy as a man could be, having Helen live with him. Helen 
looked happy, too, like a schoolgirl. John and Helen were soulmates. It was as if 
her love for John had liberated her from a life filled with angst and torment. It was 
as if she had been set free like a butterfly from its cocoon in the spring.  
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I was happy for them. Most people in town were happy for them, but I avoided 
them. After all, I was the blabbermouth. I’m the one who outed them to the whole 
town. I was the reason the old ladies looked down their noses at Helen. 
 
And then one day I was walking on the street, not paying much attention. I was a 
9-year-old boy on my way from the post office to Kips general store. That’s all. I 
never expected to bump into Helen. She was ready for me. She had been waiting 
for this moment for a long time, the moment when she could give me a piece of 
her mind and tell me just what she thought of me. It was the moment that would 
forever change the course of my life, for it was at that moment that Helen placed 
her curse on me. 
 
She shook her finger and said, “I curse you, Nelson Lauver, and any woman you 
ever fall in love with will hate your guts in 6 months.” 
 
Yeah, pretty much. It’s held true. Thanks, Helen. 
 
From somewhere behind the radio with the music of Johnny X, I’m the American 
Storyteller. 


