








I have just endured my second to last kids cheer camp.  I don't know if it was tracking down my poms the entire time, worrying about how badly they were being smashed or if it was Angela telling me what to do and where to go, expecting me to ask how high when she told me to jump.  I hate bossy people.  Oh but this was just the icing on the cake.





My poor little Geo Metro, the sweet little tin can, with a spacious back seat I might add, that takes me from point A to point B.  I'm driving down Williams Hwy., I've got my mind on Shawn and the DMX cd in my player.  I look up and there's a 240sx slamming on its brakes. so I slam on mine and good ol' Tony Polk who is cruising along behind me slams on his.  Everything is good and dandy right?  Wrong.  Lil' miss Jamie Darney hits Tony and Tony hits me.  I check my rearview mirror and the front of Tony's truck is fine, so I just dread what the back of my little roller skate looks like.  The car in front of me turns and I pull over.  I'm fine, Tony's fine and Jamie's knee is banged up and so are her nerves.  I was kind of shaken up, but all I wanted was to get to Shawn, so without thinking, I just left.  Afterwards, I kind of felt like I should have stayed, but what was done was done.  My neck and back kind of hurt, but my car's not hurt and I'm not too messed up so don't really care.


