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PART I 

THE SHINY ORANGE DOOR 

 

 Today is our day to eat out.  We go to the diner that we love.  There are two 

other people who almost always eat there at the same day and time that we do.  We 

see them now in the parking lot. 

 “Hi!” we all say to each other. 

 We are I, Betty, my husband, Joe, Anita and Barbara.  We go inside and sit at 

two separate booths next to each other. 

 “How have you been, Doctor?” calls out Anita. 

 “How did you know I’m a doctor?” asks Joe. 

 “By the MD plates on your car,” says Anita. 

 Well, it seems that they know more about us than we know about them. 

 Barbara says to the waitress, “How is your boyfriend?” 

 “Very good,” she says. 

 “Are you living together?” 

 “Not yet,” says the waitress. 

 We soon order a huge dinner being that they give huge portions in this diner.  I 

then excuse myself and go to the ladies’ room.  When I get out of the stall everything 
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looks different.  There is a large shiny orange door leading out.  I never realized the 

door was orange. 

 I open the door and it leads into a hallway, a hallway I had never seen before, 

with doors on both sides. 

 “Bang!”  The orange door closes shut behind me.  I try to open it to go back but it 

won’t budge.   

 “Meow, Meow,” I hear. 

 I walk through the first doorway on the left.  Well, what do you know, I’m in the 

animal shelter where I used to volunteer and take care of the cats. 

 

   I go sit down 

   In my usual seat 

   Among all the cats 

   I meet and greet 

 

   One little cat 

   So lovely and fine 

   Always jumps in my lap 

   Time after time 

   

   Some cats look out 

   Of the large, large window 

   Facing the streets 

   Where they cannot go 
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   They want their freedom 

   But it cannot be 

   Cause here they eat and sleep 

   Without anxiety 

 

   There is a pretty cat 

   In the next room to meet 

   Who has extra digits 

   On all of her feet 

 

   I come here each week 

   To meet and to greet 

   All of the cats 

   So lovely and sweet 

 

 After spending some time with my feline friends I leave and go back into the 

hallway.  I look across the hall and see the doors to my old school where I did grades  

9 through 12.  This was long ago.  I graduated in 1960. 

 I walk through the doors and I’m back in high school.  Everyone says “hello” and 

is very nice to me.  Even the boys who used to bully me are nice.  Now I feel relaxed. 

 My favorite courses are English and Art.  I go into English class.  We are reading 

Charles Dickens’ novel, Great Expectations, so colorful and interesting. 

 However, my very favorite class is art class.  I love to paint. 
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 The main problem in school was doing the homework.  For some reason it took 

me too long.  Except for English homework (we had no art homework) I often had a 

hard time concentrating. 

 Then the last school bell rings, I leave school, and I’m back in the hallway. 

 I hear guns shooting and bombs exploding.  I see a shiny orange door.  Above it 

says WWIII.  The door flings open, with smoke coming out of the doorway and 

something pushes me into the room and the door slams shut.  I can’t open it and go 

back. 

 I see a pile of rocks in the corner.  I run and hide behind it.  I am afraid to leave.  

And where would I go?  All I see is everything tumbling down and hear bombs and 

shooting.  This goes on for hours.  I’m getting hungry.  There is nothing to eat.  I’m 

exhausted.  How can I sleep? 

 Then everything goes black.  When I come to, everything is quiet—no more 

shooting, no more bombs.  I look around.  I don’t see anybody.  I just see caves and 

piles of rocks. 

 I’m thirsty.  I don’t see anything to drink.  I’m hungry.  I don’t see anything to eat.  

I’ll have to investigate and see what I can find.  I try opening the orange door again.  It 

will not budge. 

 I walk among the rubble.  All I see is rubble—rubble, rocks and caves, and not a 

soul, not a person or an animal.  And it’s quiet—so quiet.  All I can hear are my 

footsteps.  This goes on for hours. 
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 Wait!  Look!  I found something!  I see steps. I go down the steps.  They lead to 

something underground, an underground structure.  I go into some kind of tunnel.   And 

there I see what used to be stores, stores that had seen better days.  Now they are 

destroyed, broken up. 

 Look!  Here I find a pizza place with pizza in plain sight and cans of soda.  I’m 

saved!  I drink some diet coke.  I eat some slices of pizza.  They never tasted so good. 

 But now I have to rest.  I find a comfortable bench and lie down.  As I’m lying 

there I see the sunlight peeping through the cracks in the ceiling.  Then the sun starts 

fading away and the place gets darker and darker.   

 But wait.  I see something shiny orange.  I get up and go over to it.  It is a shiny 

orange door.  I open it and enter a hallway.  The door slams shut behind me. 

 I am back in the diner! 

 I go over to my booth and sit down. 

 “You came back just in time,” says Joe.  “Here comes dinner.” 

 After dinner we go to the movies.  We see a movie about a prostitute, Cindy, who 

has a boyfriend who wants to marry her. 

 Cindy is pretty with red hair.  She walks down the street and meets two clients, 

one for her and one for her girlfriend at home.  She brings them into her apartment and 

the four of them sit down on the couch. 

 Then Cindy’s girlfriend takes client A into the bedroom with her.  Cindy is on the 

couch with client B.  The sitting position soon becomes a relining position.  She makes 
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wonderful love with client B.  Then he pays her.  She uses the money to buy popcorn for 

the movies. 

 Joe shares popcorn with me at the movies saying, “Your hair looks red, not your 

usual blond.” 

 Later, Cindy’s boyfriend asks Cindy, “Will you marry me.?” 

 Cindy says, “I will on the condition that you will love me forever.” 

 Joe says to me, “That’s just what you said to me.” 

 The movie ends with Cindy marrying her boyfriend. 

 Then we leave and go to the supermarket to pick up a few items.  But this time all 

that Joe wants is beer.  So that’s all we buy, beer. 

 Then we go home.  We go inside and are greeted by our dog, Brandy.  I put on 

her leash and take her for a walk.  While we are walking I run into Client B and say, 

“hello.” 

 I go back home, make Joe some decaf coffee and get ready for bed. 

 The two of us soon get into bead. 

 “Good night, Joe,” I say. 

 “Sweet dreams,” says Joe. 

 We fall asleep.  I soon wake up thirsty.  I get out of bed to get a drink of water.  

The door to the bedroom is closed and it looks different.  It is shiny orange.  I open it, 
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walk through and it slams shut behind me.  I am back in the hallway, the hallway with 

the doors on both sides. 

 On the right there is beautiful music coming out of one of the rooms.  And there is 

a sign on the door:  “Welcome to the Future.”  The door is shiny orange.  I open it and 

go inside.  The door slams shut behind me and I’m back in the land with the caves and 

piles of rocks.  In the distance I see a few nude people walking among the rocks and 

caves. 

 I wonder if I can find that pizza place that I went to last time.  As usual I’m feeling 

hungry and thirsty.  I wander around looking and looking and there they are, the steps 

going down to the tunnel.  I walk down the steps and into the tunnel and everything 

looks the same.  There is pizza and soda just like before. 

 Am I thirsty!  I grab a diet coke and drink it.  Is that good!  And there’s some 

pizza.  Hmmm. This pie looks interesting.  I don’t remember seeing it here before.  I 

think I’ll have some. 

 Mmmm.  What an interesting and different taste.  It’s really good.  I eat the whole 

pie.  I didn’t realize I was so hungry.  Hmmm…I’m feeling a little strange.  And what are 

these bumps all over me, bumps, bumps, bumps all over me.  And there is that shiny 

orange door again. I think I’ll go out.  I open the door and it slams shut behind me.  I’m 

back with the caves and the rocks. 

 The ground is shaking.  I see naked cavepeople running into their caves.  The 

ground shakes harder and I see some kind of giant sphinxes running in my direction.  I 

hide fast behind a pile of rocks.  I look through some small openings in the pile. 
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 I can’t believe what I see.  I see huge sphinxes, half man, half lion with wings.  

They run and fly, run and fly and roar like lions.  The ground shakes like an earthquake.  

And as they are running they trample on the caves destroying them and whomever is 

inside. 

 Next, chasing the sphinxes are huge, scaley green dragons with wings running 

and flying after them.  They have fire shooting out of their mouths burning up whatever 

people they can find. 

 After the sphinxes and dragons are gone the cavepeople who are left come out 

of their caves.  I come out from behind the rocks.  I look at them.  They look at me. 

 Then they start throwing rocks at me.  I run from them.  They run after me 

throwing rocks.  I keep running, but then I cannot run anymore.  I’m now at the edge of 

a cliff.  And I see rocks way below me.  What do I do?  Where do I go? 

 What’s happening to me?  I’m sprouting wings!  And here come the cavepeople 

after me. And I just fly away.  Yes, I’m flying away.  But where am I going.  I see the 

ocean below me.  And I just fly away. 

 I’m flying, flying for a long time.  I’m getting tired.  And my wings are getting tired.  

I don’t know how much longer I can go.  But underneath me is ocean.  What do I do?   

 Oh my, I’m falling.  I’m falling, falling and… 

 Bump!  Where am I?  I look around.  I’m in bed, my bed.  And my wings are 

gone.  And there lies Joe beside me fast asleep. 
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 What day is it today?  Oh, it’s Saturday.  And we are going to a birthday party.  

My brother’s little girl is one-year-old and I haven’t gotten her a present yet.  I’ll get up 

now so I can go the toy store and buy her a present.  I get up and I let Joe sleep.  He 

likes to sleep late on weekends. 

 I have breakfast and coffee and get dressed.  I’m off to the toy store.  There is 

one not far from us, a short bus ride away.  I take the bus and arrive at the store. 

 I go into the store and see all these great colorful toys.  What attracts me most is 

the Jack-in-the-box.  It plays a cheerful tune and a Parrot jumps up out of the box.  

That’s what I’m getting, I’m thinking.  I won’t get it wrapped because I have wrapping 

paper, ribbon and bows at home.  I’ll wrap it myself. 

 I buy the Jack-in-the-box and go home.  I show the present to Joe but he is more 

interested in the television show he is watching.   

 I sit at the table ready to wrap the Jack-in-the-box.  First, I wind it up.  It plays its 

cheerful tune and the Parrot jumps up out of the box. 

 “Hello,” says the Parrot.  “Come home with me to the forest.” 

 “OK, Parrot, how do I get there?” 

 “Through the shiny orange door in the box.” 

 So I go through the shiny orange door in the box and I’m in the forest. 

 “How do you like my home?”  says Parrot. 
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 “I love it,” I say.  “I love all the beautiful plants and trees.  The flowers are lovely, 

all different colors, and the trees give us shade.” 

 “Just beware of the big, bad world,” says Parrot.  “He wants to eat you up.” 

 “Where does he come from?”  I ask. 

 “He comes from the clouds in the sky,” says Parrot.  “He comes down with the 

rain.  When it’s sunny he goes back up.  So when it’s raining be careful and keep out of 

sight.” 

 “OK, Parrot,” I say. 

 So, I dance around the flowers and trees with the deer and the elves and have a 

wonderful time.  

 But then the sun goes behind the clouds and it gets darker and it starts to rain.  

And I hear the forest creatures whispering, 

 “Here comes the big bad wolf.” 

 Quickly I hide behind a bush and I hear the big bad wolf: 

 

   “Fi, Fi, FO, Fum 

   Here I come. 

   Here I come.” 

 

 The big bad wolf does not see me behind the bush. 
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 Then the rain stops and the sun comes out and I hear: 

 

   “Fe, Fi, FUM, Fo 

   Here I go. 

   Here I go.” 

 

 “It’s time we go,” says Parrot.” 

 “OK,” I say.  And I leave through the shiny orange door inside the box. 

 And here I am back at the table with the wrapping paper and almost done 

wrapping the present. 

 I finish up and say to Joe, “I think we’d better leave for my brother’s house.  The 

party will start soon.” 

 And off we go. 

 We arrive at the house and the little one-year-old birthday girl has no idea what is 

going on, but her five-year-old sister does and she helps to open the presents. 

 She opens the Jack-in-the-box and says, “What a pretty Parrot.” 

 And she looks inside the box and says, “I see a shiny orange door.  I think I’ll go 

inside the box and see what’s on the other side of the door.” 

 “Kids have such an imagination,” says my brother. 

 “They certainly do,” I say  
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RAINY DAY, SUNNY DAY 

 

 I’m walking, walking in the rain.  Don’t know where I am going, just going. 

 I thought Harry loved me.  He would draw hearts all the time writing inside, “Harry 

and June.” 

 I just walked over to his apartment.  Was about to ring the bell when I heard 

voices inside.  It was Harry and Lilly, Lilly his old girlfriend. 

 Lilly said, “I am always true to you, Harry.” 

 “And,” said Harry, “I’m always true to you.” 

 “What about June?” said Lilly. 

 “Oh,” said Harry.  “She’s just a piece of ass.” 

 Is that who I am, just a piece of ass? 

 I ran away. 

 And the rain keeps coming down.  It’s so slippery and muddy.  And all these 

puddles.  I’m sinking, yes, sinking, sinking.  And I’m falling—all goes black.  And I hear a 

voice, “You’re just a piece of ass.  You’re just a piece of ass.” 

 When I come to I’m in a bed in a strange room.  There is a window next to me on 

the right with buildings outside and sunlight coming through. 

 “How are you feeling, June?” 
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 I look to my left.  It’s Melvin. 

 “Oh, hi Mel.  What happened?” 

 “I found you in front of my house lying stuck in the mud.  I couldn’t move you.  I 

didn’t know if you were dead or alive.  I called the police.” 

 Melvin was always around, but such a nerd.  I feel dizzy.  I can’t move.  The 

room is moving around me. 

 “Mel, I feel dizzy.  What do I do?” 

 “They said you should not stay alone when you leave here.” 

 “Where am I?” 

 “You are in Sunnyside hospital.” 

 “Where do I go from here?” 

 “Well,” says Mel.  “You can stay with me.  I’ll make sure you are OK.” 

 Everything goes black again.  I’m back lying stuck in the mud.  Here comes Harry 

and Lilly. 

 “Oh, Harry,” says Lilly.  “It’s so muddy here.  How can we get across this muddy 

patch?” 

 “Here, Lilly, there is some dry patch in the middle.  Step on that.” 

 Only the dry patch is me! 

 I come to again.  Mel is holding my hand. 
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 “What about my cat, Mel?  Who will feed her?” 

 “Don’t worry, June.  Your cat is with me now.  Remember you gave me your key.  

Don’t worry.  Everything will work out.” 

 Do I deserve someone like Mel?  He is so sweet and kind to me. 

 I remember Jr. High.  I was a wild kid.  The kids in school were not very nice to 

me.  They would call me names.  Then there was a gang of girls after me.  Don’t even 

know why.  I was not liked so I was an easy target. 

 I used to make out with some of the boys in my school.  But they didn’t like me.  

They would all call me names and make fun of me. 

 When I asked a therapist later on why the kids treated me the way they did she 

said, “They did because they thought you should have known better.  And they were 

right.  You should have known better.” 

 Years later I asked another therapist why the kids treated me so badly.  He said, 

“They were no gems.” 

 Now I have Mel.  He is so sweet and kind to me.  He tells me, “Everything will 

work out.” 

 “Yes, Mel,” I say.  “I think everything will work out.  I think everything will work 

out.” 
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PART II 

 

VERSES 

 

Here are some verses 

Written for you 

Hope you enjoy 

Reading them through. 
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HERE I SIT 

 

Here I sit 

Pen in hand 

Wanting to write 

Something grand 

 

Something grand 

Something true 

Something important to 

Me and you 

 

Something important 

A jewel and a treat— 

Be kind and respectful 

To all whom you meet 

 

Being kind and respectful 

Goes a long way 

You can change someone’s life 

In only a day 

 

And if we all 

Can remember this 

Our lives we’ll be living 

In peace and in bliss. 
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LOVING KINDNESS 

 

Let’s dance and let’s sing 

Let’s love and be kind 

And the life of your dreams 

You surely will find 

 

The life of your dreams 

Will always be 

Loving kindness 

For you and for me 

 

But the life of your dreams 

Need not stop there 

There’s a lot to be done 

To give and to share 

 

In the life of your dreams 

You can do many things 

Yes, all of the things 

That loving kindness brings. 
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DO-DO-DO 

 

Why do we have to do-do-do 

Just to get through-through-through 

Is that what life is for? 

 

Why can’t we just be-be-be 

Enjoying-enjoying-enjoying 

All that we hear and we see 

 

You’ll be you.  I’ll be me 

Enjoying-enjoying-enjoying 

All that we hear and we see. 
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RELAX 

 

Sometimes we need to lie down and rest 

In the quiet night or day 

Lie down and rest, relax and relax 

Feeling peaceful all the way. 

  



THE SHINY ORANGE DOOR, By Anne                                                               

 

20 
 

TEN 

 

One-two-three 

True love for you and me 

 

Four-five-six 

Never a better mix 

 

Seven-eight-nine 

Our love is so sublime 

 

Now we reach a ten 

We’ll start all over again. 
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THANK YOU 

 

Thank you for 

A new day, my love 

With you lying next 

To me 

 

Thank you for 

A new day, my love 

You and I will 

Always be 

 

Thank you for 

A new day, my love 

You are my 

Destiny. 
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2023 

 

It’s 2023 

I’m back to being me 

The trauma I had to endure 

Is no more.  Is no more. 

 

No more punches 

By a man 

Who doesn’t care 

Who I am 

 

No more having 

Nowhere to be 

Now I enjoy 

My own company 

 

Now I’m living alone 

Loving to be on my own 

And loving to be with my friends 

The happiness never ends 

 

Yes, it’s 2023 

I’m back to being me 

The trauma I had to endure 

Is no more.  Is no more.  
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LIVING-LIVING-LIVING 

 

My parents had no idea 

Of the life I want to lead 

It doesn’t matter anymore 

They’re not here to intercede 

 

My husband made my life 

A living hell for me 

But since he is no longer here 

I’m free!  I’m free!  I’m free! 

 

And so I will continue 

To read, to paint, to write 

All is well where I dwell 

Every day and every night 

 

There are bumps along the road 

I stumble on each one 

Each one is a problem 

I’ve learned to overcome 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I feel now I am ready 

To take on the game of life 

To do what I can according to plan 

Without the struggles and strife 

 

And if there is a problem 

For which I did not plan 

I will get right through it 

Because I know I can 

 

So let’s live 

And so let’s love 

With all of our blessings 

From the One above.
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CHATTER 

 

All the chatter 

All the clatter 

I need some space 

To think 

 

Who am I? 

I am me 

Where am I going? 

We shall see 

 

Well, at least I 

Know who I am 

As for where I am going 

I’ll make a plan. 

  



THE SHINY ORANGE DOOR, By Anne                                                               

 

25 
 

MY TROUBLES 

 

My troubles all are over now 

I smile at all I meet 

I sing and I dance.  I laugh and I prance 

The world is at my feet 

 

It wasn’t always like this 

But now it is today 

I cherish all my new-found blessings 

And hope it stays this way 

 

I hope to help all others 

Who have lost their way 

And praise to God for all his gifts 

He’s given me today. 
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FOR WOMEN 

 

Lead the life 

You want to lead 

In order to be happy 

In order to succeed 

 

Your children will be 

Proud of you 

To have a mother 

So tried and true 

 

And if you don’t want 

Children, you know 

You still can love 

You still can grow 

 

And if life 

Gets a little rough 

You still can manage 

You still can be tough 

Learn to relax 

Learn to have fun 

Love yourself 

And all will get done 

 

Just remember 

To be complete 

You need good nutrition 

Exercise and sleep 

 

That’s all I can think of 

In order to win 

If there is more 

Just fill it in 

 

Lead the life 

You want to lead 

In order to be happy 

In order to succeed. 
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RIGHT TO WRITE 

 

I’m right to write 

It’s pure delight 

The written word 

Is heard 

 

And what is heard 

Can be written 

Whether true or false 

Or fittin’ 

 

There are people 

You can find 

Who actually can 

Read your mind 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And if this 

You try to avoid 

The shrinks will call you 

Paranoid 

 

So, let’s live and let’s have fun 

You need not be so clever 

Cause in the end your dead my friend 

No one lives forever. 
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MY FIANCE 

 

My life in the past 

Bothers me and how 

However, however 

I have a fiancé now 

 

My fiancé, Bruce 

Is very sweet to me 

He is my life 

And always will be. 
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PEACE 

 

Sometimes I feel 

All is done 

I ran a race 

That I’ve not won 

 

 

And who am I racing 

Let me see 

I am racing 

Against me 

 

 

If I did not win 

Then it must be me 

This seems as confusing 

As it can be 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Let’s now it 

And rest a while 

Life is not a race 

It’s peace and a smile 

 

 

Peace and a smile 

Is my goal 

And to help make 

This broken world whole.
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HARMONY 

 

I feel as if 

I want to write 

The troubled story 

Of my life 

 

Yet all my troubles 

Of the past 

I’d like to leave them 

There at last 

 

And what should 

My future be 

Love and peace 

And harmony 

 

And all of us 

Should live and see 

Love and peace 

And harmony. 
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CHILDHOOD 

 

Children are not 

Little adults 

They need time 

To play and just be 

 

To enjoy sweet childhood 

In open air 

With little scheduled 

And without a care 

 

They need hugs and kisses 

From mom and dad 

And that just their being 

Makes mom and dad glad 

 

They must be taught 

Right from wrong 

And think of life 

As a dance and a song. 
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ANXIETY 

 

Where am I now? 

Where am I going? 

Pardon me.  Pardon me 

My anxiety is showing 

 

I just have to be 

Who I am 

And for those who don’t like it 

I don’t give a damn 

 

I’ll be me 

You’ll be you 

And if we work at it 

We’ll both get through. 
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MY O MY 

 

When your car won’t work 

And computer is down 

That’s one way to turn 

A smile to a frown 

 

My O My 

I say with a sigh 

How much we depend 

On what others supply 

 

I’ve often thought 

And I’m thinking again 

What I need to be happy— 

Are a pad and a pen 

 

Creating pictures 

To my heart’s delight 

Then pictures with words 

With what I write 

 

Loving, yes loving 

Being this way 

Creating, creating 

By night and by day. 
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THE END 

 

My story and poems 

 

I’ve finished, my friend 

 

The Shiny Orange Door 

 

Has come to an end. 


