
Lorrie Tom’s Random Autobiography 

 

I remember saying, “I do.” 

I flew in a helicopter, hiked with grizzly bears, fell out of a raft,  

and crawled over rat nests in a Canadian cave.   

That was some honeymoon adventure! 

I look for the moon every night. 

I believe seeing a dolphin is good luck. 

I used to think seeing 11:11 on the clock was good luck. 

I remember my Great Grandma’s stories 

about growing up on a Claremont orange ranch.  

I can still feel her gentle fingers rubbing my neck 

as I sat at her feet and listened. 

I used to carry a red, patent leather purse everywhere. 

I used to dance in front of the sliding glass door after dinner. 

I remember fighting with my brother about TV shows.   

He wanted Speed Racer.  I wanted Get Smart. 

I remember reading Gone With Wind on a family trip to Yellowstone.   

I couldn’t put the book down for three days.   

Missed most of the beautiful scenery. 

I love the space between my two front teeth  

even though dentists always want to fix it. 

I used to wear high heels, but I’ve never had long fingernails. 

I’m thankful for modern medicine  

and the doctors who kept my little daughter alive. 

I’ve learned that being a teacher means being a student, too. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Mary Ann Larson’s Random Autobiography 

 

I was the expected Valentine that arrived before I learned early that red socks are warmest.  

I’ve held a tarantula in my hand and felt the chill, the tiny hairs.  

Panned for gold at Garnet, Montana, a ghost town. No luck.  

I’ve heard thunder in the depths of a snowstorm.  

I lost my first love and my pet canary, Pierre, all in one day.  

I’ve held a stunned finch in my hand, regaining his senses after flying into the front window.  

I once kissed an anarchist.  

I once suffered pneumonia.  

And only once ate a whole raw onion on a dare.  

Twice, I lost my baby bracelet, dainty gold chain, miniature pearls and little heart of gold.  

And twice I’ve driven through Gilroy, California, the garlic capital of the world.  

We hopscotched until chalk lines scuffed and faded.  

I have landed more big fish that most men can say got away.  

Just a toddler, I toddled toward a cliff but was saved by ruffled panties that Dad grabbed.  

Aurora Borealis has played for me more often than I deserve.  

I have shopped at K Mart.  

My silver baby cup is all banged up.  

I am licensed to practice. 

 

 


