
Of all the lemons deductible from the life of Mary, perhaps 
is none more encouraging than this-that the commonplace 
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ON GETTING UP 

There she stands, in front of me. She’s beautiful. She has a 
perfect figure. She smiles. She comes toward me . . . Then my ribs 
practically shatters beneath a sharp fish. 

“C‘mon. Get up! It’s five after seven.” 
Oh God, Oh God, someday I’m going to kill him. 
“C‘mon! C‘mon, you big squid. Get up.” 
I roll over. I open one eye. 
“What time is it?” I ask. 
“Five after seven; I just told you that.” 
“Wednesday,” he says. 
“Oh yeah,” I mutter, my head under the clothes. “What day 

“Rolls. C‘mon, get up!” 
“What we got for breakfast this morning?” 
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“Why not?” 
“No overshoes.” 
T h e r e  are they?” 
“Mike got ’em.“ 
“I’ll go get them”, he says. 
“No.” 
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are dead sailors. 
I see a speed boat. A big, beautiful speed boat. It draws near . . . 4 
I strain my eyes to see the lone figure in it. It’s a girl. ! 
package in her a m .  Oh joy, oh joy, it’s a half case of beer! Inhi 
the boat I jump I raise the open bottle to my lips . . . . 

.--..-. 
Dried up, dead sailors. Then off in the distan 

‘ ‘Will you get the devil out of that bed!’’ 
My roommate. 
“What time is it?” I groan. 
“Quarter after seven.” 
He keeps on washing. I summon enough energy to raise‘mys 

on one elbow and look out the window. It’s snowing. 
“You were going into some awful contortions before you 

woke up. What was wrong? 
“I was drinking beer.” 
“WHAT??” 
By this time I have the blankets pulled over my head again. 

That d d  bed feels great. Warm, comfortable. . . 

“Why not?” 
“What’s he gonna wear?” 
“Look,” he says. “Let’s look at this in a rational manner. You 

haven’t been up four mornings in a row. If this keep on you’ll .” 
“God, she was beautiful.” I’m practically awake now. 
‘ W h O ? ”  
“The girl I was dreaming about.” 
“Oh.” 
He finally finishes washing. 
“Don’t think I’ll get up,” I say. 

“Rotten breakfast.” Down beneath the blankets I go. 
My roommate g q  to the door. Down the corridor he shouts. 
“Hey, fellows! The squid’s not getting up!” 
I push back the clothes. Out of bed I jump. By the time the 

Torture Crew arriv& I’m washing industrially at the sink. A few 
minutes later I’m trudging slowly to Mass. 

It’s awful, I’m telling you, this getting up in the morning. 
When I die I won’t go to Purgatory. 

“why nat?” 

J‘ 
I’ll go straight to Heaven. 
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