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Text Version of Audio Story: Incident 

 
Root canal — yeah, I’ve had it done, but that wasn’t near as painful as the horrid 
incident back in January 1969 when I was just six years old. Oh, man that hurt. 
 
Once, I had a head-on collision with a car. I was on a motorcycle, but I gotta tell 
you that wasn’t near as painful as the horrid incident back in January 1969. 
 
When I was a little boy, one time I was playing under the chicken house and 
managed to somehow drive a flooring nail into my scalp, lots and lots of blood, 
very dramatic. My mom was looking for the phone number for the doctor. My dad 
was looking for the camera. But, no, that wasn’t near as bad as the horrid 
incident of January 1969. 
 
I’ve stubbed my toe at least thousand times in my life, usually going to the 
refrigerator at night. You know how bad that hurts. You know, where you stand 
on the stubbed toe with your other foot, and your face turns red and scrunches all 
up, and you swear a blue streak. Oh, don’t act like you don’t swear. At least 
you’re thinking it. And the worst part is: Your toe is still sore from the last time 
you stubbed it. But I’ll tell you what, if you took the pain from all one thousand 
times that I stubbed my toe and put it altogether, it still wouldn’t be as bad as the 
horrid incident in January 1969. 
 
What I’m trying to say here is I’m no stranger to pain. I grew up in the country. 
We didn’t have computer games when I was a boy. We had fun the old-fashioned 
way, and the amount of fun was usually gauged by the amount of stitches you 
needed at the end of the day. The more stitches, the better. When you had 
stitches, you had bragging rights. Girls dig guys with stitches. As a matter of fact, 
I’ve got to tell you, all the pain I have ever had in my life I’d take it all over again 
just to avoid even the thought of that horrid incident back in January 1969 when I 
was 6 years old. Oh, man, that hurt. That hurt awful bad. 
 
To this day, even the thought makes me weak in the knees. Thank God for Miss 
Marybeth. She was a teacher there where I went to school in McAlisterville, 
Pennsylvania. She was the teacher in charge of everything. She was the one 
who came to my rescue on that January day in 1969, even though I really didn’t 
want her to, but she knew somebody had to do something. 
 
Miss Marybeth was not only a teacher, she was my dad’s first cousin, a woman 
of about 45, had never married, very, very religious and she wore a prayer 
covering on her head, much like the Amish and Mennonites — a very, very 
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proper woman. She had left for a few years to do mission work, very religious, 
which made the horrid incident of January 1969 even more difficult for me, as 
well as her. It had all started so innocently, by just raising my hand to ask the 
teacher if I could go down the hall to the restroom. Little did I know. I stood there 
where little boys stand and did what little boys do. The entire elementary school 
grew quiet as my screams of pain reverberated through the hallways of Fayette 
Elementary. Teachers came running from all over the building, sure that a small 
child was being attacked by wolves, or something like that. I didn’t want Ms. Mary 
Beth to come near me. 
 
“Go away!” I said. 
 
I didn’t know which was worse — the horrid incident or her helping me. But, 
today, I realize it’s a good thing she did help, or I probably still wouldn’t be 
untangled from the horrid zipper incident of January 1969. God rest your soul, 
Miss Marybeth. 
 
I’m the American Storyteller. 


