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The Snare of Distraction

It was a warm summer day and the wind was slightly blowing.  Jimmie was in the house watching an action show on television.  Our three-year-old baby girl and I were on the outside in the back yard.  She was happily playing around her red and white-stripped swing set and I was hanging clothes on the line near the swing set. 

As I was hanging clothes on the line, I heard the squealing brakes of the mailman’s vehicle pull up.  He placed the mail in the box and drove away.  Jimmie came out of the house to retrieve the mail from the box examining each piece as he walked in the back   He opened one of the letters and showed it to me; what was printed on the letter capture my attention.

While we were pondering on the letter, I heard what sounded like people  talking loudly, but they weren’t talking they were shouting from across the street. Their shouts sounded distance because my focusing on the information printed on the letter was suffocating their words; not only that, they were shouting at the same time. Then a louder voice, a voice of warning from a female alerted me.  She was shouting, “Get the baby!  Get that baby!”  Jimmie and I looked toward the swing set and didn’t see our baby.  We then realized they were shouting about our baby.  

While we were occupied with the letter, she had walked pass us without our noticing her.  She left out of the yard through a slightly opened gate that leads onto the main highway.  My husband and I both raced anxiously toward the slightly opened wooden gate.   As I raced toward the gate, my legs felt heavy like lead and my awareness seems to be in temporary suspension as if crossing over into another dimension.

Jimmie reached the gate first; taking hold of it he gave it a firm violently jerk causing it to loose from it hinges.  When we reached the grassy sidewalk, I stood still.   I looked to my left mentally measuring the distance of the on-coming traffic.  Fear gripped me as I saw the cars and a large truck approaching nearer to her.  She was more than half way across the street and unaware of what was happening.  The sounds of the cars and truck horns vibrated in me not as a warning to move from their path, but that death was near.   I stood paralyzed with fear on the sidewalk as Jimmie hurried to snatch her up and return back to the sidewalk.  I received her nervously from his arms and held her securely.

After that, we all went into the house and stayed there for the remainder of that day. 

 Once in the house, Jimmie turned off the television and we three just sat in the living room in the quietness for a while.  We cuddled up to comfort each other as if death had visited our home.  We began to talk about what had just happened.  Jimmie said, “Our baby could have been killed.”  I said, “ Yeah, both of you could have been killed. Why did you come back on the sidewalk? You were closer to the other side than to the sidewalk.”  He replied, “ I wasn’t thinking. I was just trying to save our baby.”   

  The thought of what happened and could have happened haunted me, as I occupied myself with the chores inside the house.  My baby and husband could have been killed. There were another thought also that haunted me and that was the thought of what distracted our attention from our child that could have caused their life: a bill.  Yes! A bill: an important notice from the electric company.  It was the notice before the final notice, and we didn’t have the money to pay it.  We knew it was coming, we just wasn’t expecting it to affect us so strongly.  With rent and the other bills that was due or coming due, this bill overwhelmed us. It added to the distress of our already worried minds.  We allowed it to take our attention from what was really important: our baby.   I got mad at the bill, I blamed the bill, and I angrily said, “I’ll never let another bill worry me like that again.”

