by John Kasun

I Do it for the Danger
T

he only light in the room came
from the flashing neon sign
hanging just outside my second floor office window. It was a miserable, cold and rainy night and I had
been hovering over my typewriter for
what seemed like days. Many people
talk about writer’s block but few have
actually experienced the cold, gnawing feeling that eats away at your gut
when it strikes.
With each flash of the sign’s light,
the huge grandfather clock in the corner cast a twisted shadow that looked
like something out of a second rate
horror movie across the floor. Its ticktock, tick-tock grew louder with each
jerky movement of its hands, with
each “tick” bringing me closer to the looming deadline that
hung over my head like a huge, gleaming blade, ready to end
my writing career in a heartbeat.
Suddenly, the door swung open and there she stood,
silhouetted against the dim light of the hallway. Her tall,
willowy figure was wrapped in a short, tight fitting dress that
clung to her every curve. Her long, flowing blond hair fell
seductively over one eye as she stepped into the room and
her stiletto heels clicked on the hardwood floor as she slowly
moved towards me. It was my assistant, Carol Love. She drew
closer and closer and then, with one fluid motion, she was
perched on the corner of my desk, her legs crossed with one
shoe dangling suggestively from her toe.
For just a moment, it all came back to me. The reasons
I had become a writer: the fame, the adventure, the money,
the women and, of course, the danger. It was a job that
wasn’t suited for everyone and many lesser men could only
dream of the life I led. I could smell the cup of hot, strong
black coffee she held in her hand as it mixed with the exotic
smell of her perfume, appropriately named “Danger in the
Night.” Slowly, she leaned forward, parting her bright red
pouting lips as she whispered, “John…John…JOHN!”
I jerked awake, spilling my hot chocolate all over my
shirt and shorts and almost going over backwards in my
chair. “John, Tim Dehn called from ArrowTrade and he said
your feature for this issue is late,” my wife Sandra said. As I
struggled to get fully awake, I saw her standing in the doorway of my office with her dog Misty by her side. “I told him
you just about had it wrapped up and I come in here to find

you dozing off in your shorts with a
smile on your face,” she said. “What in
the world were you dreaming about?
Never mind that now; you better get
busy because if Tim calls again, I am
handing you the phone and you can
think of something witty to say. You are
the brilliant writer, so you should be
able to come up with a great story as to
why you are late.”
She had no sooner disappeared
than her head popped back through
the doorway. “By the way, your Lighter
Side column better not be about me or
Misty,” she continued. “You are always
picking on us. What will people think?
And get out of those wet shorts and put
some pants on. Maybe I am the one
that should be the writer. If I just told the truth about what
goes on around here, I would have some great stories. The
only problem is no one would believe me.” With a flip of her
apron, she was gone. Misty hung around just long enough to
give me a doggy grin topped off with a slight growl. It seemed
as if she too were dissatisfied with some of my past writings.
I felt like Rodney Dangerfield; “I get no respect.”
Suddenly, I was alone again with my looming deadline,
blank mind and wet shorts. From past experience, I knew
the best thing to do was grasp the first idea that came into my
mind and write the column around it. I turned towards the
computer but my fingers froze inches above the keyboard,
awaiting a signal from my brain. As the seconds turned into
minutes, it was obvious that no ideas were flowing and panic
started to set in. For an instant, the image of a woman giving
birth flashed through my mind, as the doctor sternly said,
“Push!” But as hard as I mentally “pushed,” there were no
signs of the birth of an idea.
In a blur, Misty flashed by my office door with her head
held high, her ears flying backwards and her mouth full
of what was clean lingerie, followed by my wife, who was
shouting, “Misty, come here! You drop that; I’m not kidding.”
I could feel a smile creep across my face while my fingers
blurred as they raced over the keyboard. I knew writing
another column about my wife and her dog could put me
in grave physical danger but I had to risk it. After all, I had
become a writer for the fame, the adventure, the money and
the women but most of all, for the danger.
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