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Moodiness
no matter
to laugh at

I

t was near midnight. With
a work schedule could
vary widely, midnight was
one of the few times I could
get groceries.
Dark as it was outside, it
was darker inside. Not in the
store, but in my mood. The
long day had been exhausting, frustrating.
Yet I reminded myself I
was lucky to have a job.
The day before had been a
day off, but not the fun kind.
After procrastinating for
months, I had come down to
the tax deadline. This year I
had to go online, to clear up
a tax situation lingering from
my years in California. And
my Internet at home was
down, full of bugs. A visit
from the service provider
was followed by a two-hour
call with a tech geek to
unscramble my computer.
Yet I reminded myself that
I HAD a computer AND
Internet service.
Then came breaking news:
I would owe nearly $900,
money I did not have, to the
IRS, a bunch not known for
cutting slack.
Of course, I had skipped a
crucial step, which threw off
my totals. And I reminded
myself that I would instead
be getting a small refund.
All this “reminding” myself
was aggravating. Sure,
things were tough, and I was
better off than many. But I
still struggled. Besides, I was
prone to moodiness. I wanted nothing more than to just
feel down, toss back a beer
and tell off the world.
The cart wasn’t full by any
means, but there was close
to $100 of merchandise.
And a young mother in
front of me looked as if she
were stocking an aircraft carrier. With two small kids in
tow, one plunked down in
the cart seat, she rifled
through her purse, the belt
on the counter rolling on.
My mind tried not to dwell
on the throbbing in my
knees and back as I stood
there, waiting.
Then came the giggle.
The toddler in the cart was
staring at me. Giggling.
Didn’t sit well with me,
especially since mom was
slowing the line. And I was in
no mood for this. Giggling.
I looked back at the kid,
barely 9 months old, sagging
with what looked like a
“gangsta lean.”
Our eyes locked, then his
twinkled, his tongue darted
out, and he blew me the
raspberries as he broke up.
Giggling.
“What’s your deal, huh?” I
asked out loud.
At that, the kid hunkered
down, squinting his eyes and
... giggling.
By now, people behind me
in the line were noticing, and
the laugh had become infectious. A few snickered.
“Somebody’s awful happy,”
a grandmother chuckled.
And again with the kid.
And the giggling.
“You’re starting to get on
my nerves,” I said menacingly, but with a growing smile.
“Who are you laughing at?”
His mother glanced back
with a start, but then
relaxed. My eyes were
locked with her kid’s, and we
were in combat. He was
fighting to make me laugh. I
wasn’t winning.
“You think I’m funny,
huh?” I said, trying for Joe
Pesci.
At this, the kid lost it,
almost rolling over sideways.
His sister, probably 4 years
old, caved as well. Even the
mother glowed, her child
falling apart laughing.
Settling up with the
cashier, the little family
wheeled out of the lane and
into the night, the toddler
still sputtering.
Taxes wouldn’t enter my
mind until the next day.
Contact Rodney Richey,
640-4861, rodney.richey@
heraldbulletin.com. Tell him
“the kid” sent you.
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“Poetry Pants” is among Cagney King’s works on display at the Creative Arts and Event Center in Greenfield.

An eclectic vision
Cagney King flexes her
creative muscles at
Greenfield studio, gallery
By Emma Bowen Meyer
For The Herald Bulletin

GREENFIELD — Most people
don’t view jeans as art — nor would
they consider using powder, sand
or discarded objects in their paintings.
But Cagney King brings that
unique vision to her work and is
achieving success in a highly competitive field. Using a variety of textures in her art brings additional
layers of complexity and interest
into everything she creates.
Renting studio space in the Creative Arts and Event Center in
Greenfield has brought King not
only creative space to concentrate,
but a gallery to display her works
and the support of other artists.
Opening a year ago, the building
accommodates CrazyLake Art
House Gallery on the ground floor
and the Artist Upstairs Studio
Group on the second floor.
“I think (King) is one of top three
most accomplished and mature
artists who stands out in the
crowd,” said Jeanne Zeigler, fellow
artist on the second floor.
“She brings to her work a very
high level of skill as a painter and an
artist. She brings in the technical
skill, the aesthetics, and then she
manages to bring in complex levels
of meaning – which is very difficult
to do for a lot of people,” Ziegler
said.
As the featured artist at the
recent one-year celebration of the
Creative Arts and Event Center,
King won the People’s Choice
award for a painting of a robin’s
nest.
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Artist Cagney King stands next to her painting “Juarez Girls” at her exhibit, called
“E_= Eclectic Emergence,” at the Creative Arts and Event Center in Greenfield.

If you go
Cagney King’s “E_ = Eclectic Emergence”
Where: CrazyLake Art House Gallery, 2 W. Main St., Greenfield, at the corner of Ind. 9
and U.S. 40
When:Through April; the studio is open from 11 a.m. to 5 p.m. Monday through Friday
and 10 a.m. to 5 p.m. Saturday
Web site: www.cagneyking.weebly.com
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