Growing Up with Sam

She was born Sandra Renee but while
still in diapers she gained the nickname of
“Samra-rain-in-the-pants” which was even-
tually shortened to Sam. She's been “Sam”
ever since.

Sam is my littlest sister, not just in age
but also height. Many years ago after a
spanking she angrily told our mother,
“When I grow up and you grow down I am
going to spank you!” Unfortunately she
never did get to fulfill her desire for
revenge because she never exceeded the 5'-
17 height of our mom.

She was an adorable little girl, petite
with long, auburn hair that fell in big beau-
tiful curls down her shoulders. I've always
been jealous of her natural curls because
my hair is as straight as a ruler.

One Saturday when she was about 6
years old I talked her into letting me set her
hair in rollers. After it was dry and we
combed it out she had this huge bouffant of
curls all over her head. When she saw her-
self in the mirror she burst into tears and
ran over to the bathtub sticking her head
under the running faucet. I know she
thought people would laugh at her but at
the time all I could think was, “What a
brat!”

Out of the 5 children in our family,
myself being the oldest, I was the least like-
ly to get into trouble with our parents. Well,
there was that time with my brother Ron
when we were supposed to be getting ready
for school...but, that's another story.
Actually my two brothers have the most
stories to tell about the many times they
had to answer for their crimes but this is a
story about Sam.

It was a summer day in our little
kitchen on Osage Street. My sister Susie
and I were washing dinner dishes. I have no
memory of what Sam had done but sudden-
ly we heard our mom shouting and as we
turned toward the door that led into the
kitchen Sam burst through with huge eyes
filled with fear running as fast as her legs

would go. Right behind her came my mom
her eyes flashing fire and yelling, “You bet-
ter stop right now little lady!” I'm pretty
sure Sam did not think it was a good idea
to stop because we watched them both as
they circled the little 60's gray Formica
kitchen table, out the kitchen door, into the
living room, around the coffee table and
back into the kitchen, repeating the figure-8
journey 3 more times. Sam never stopped
and mom never caught her. Picturing that
episode still makes me laugh out loud
although I don't think my mom or Sam ever
found it funny.

Feisty is a good word to describe my
sister, but she had her sweet, innocent
moments too. I have a scrapbook with a
few special things from growing up pasted
in it. On one page is glued a little tiny piece
of folded paper with a picture of a bunny
on the front drawn in pencil. When you
open it up it is an invitation to “please
come to a Bunny Party” given by Sandra
and her friend, Connie. The bunny party
promised dancing and a bunny play. I'm not
sure the “Bunny Party” ever came to pass
but I think the whole idea of a bunny party
is precious.

Of course it wasn't long before pen-
ning cute invitations to bunny parties no
longer interested her. Bunnies were 'out’
and boys were 'in."; this is when I discov-
ered my little sister was an invariable flirt!
I'd just finished clipping a pink barrette in
my long, blonde hair that Saturday evening
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when a knock sounded at our side door. 1

heard voices and the sound of the old
screen door creaking as the visitor entered.
“Joe's here,” I remember someone shouting.
My husband and I were dating at the time.
He had driven in from Lawrence, Kansas,
where he was attending the university, to
see me. As I turned to descend the stairs to
meet him my little sister came running out
of the bedroom we girls shared and excited-
ly pushed a tiny folded piece of paper into
my hand. I looked at it in surprise. “Give
this to Joe,” she giggled, eyes sparkling.
Yes, you guessed it. It was a love note to
Joe which read, Dear Joe, You are cute. I
like you. Terri's sister, Sam. Since she was
only 11 I didn't scratch her eyes out even
after Joe responded by telling her he liked
her too. Somehow we survived the love tri-
angle.

I love her very much.
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