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KING MY DREAMS

rotto Falls

by Barbie Perkins Cooper

n June 2005, | kissed the
corporate world of America
goodbye. Tired of planning
and coordinating events,
answering to corporate rules
and schedules, | decided it was
time to follow my dreams
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“l think someone lied to us,” Phil says cynically.
There’s nothing ahead.”

“'m not stopping. If there’s a
waterfall here, | intend to find
it

Phil grows more irritated
with me every moment. Perhaps
he doesn’t like this determined
woman | am now. Corporate
America has changed me for
the better in many ways.

“Look over here,’ | said,
leaning over a bit. “If someone
wanted to get rid of somebody,
this would be the perfect place.
| bet it goes all the way down
to Hell. Who’d know?”
“Eventually it would smell. You
trying to tell me something?” He ask
lifting his eyebrows suspiciously at me.
“No, just thinking out loud. Suppose it’s
the writer inside me, asking those what if
questions.”

“Whatever. Let’s go.Time’s wasting.”
Reluctantly | stretch my aching legs.
“You wanna go back to the car?” He smirks.
Phil and | continue the pursuit. Now, he’s
gasping for breath too as we climb steeper,
placing our feet carefully along the slippery
mud puddles. The rain is torrential now, as if
someone turned a water faucet on high.
What seems to take forever, a stroll all
the way to the Heavens feels like it was
hours away. My arthritic knees ache, but | am
determined. | will not be defeated, even if it is
the last adventure | complete in my lifetime.
I inhale, exhale, stretch my legs, and plunge
higher. | hear the sound of water.“It’s just the
rain running down the mountain,” | say to Phil.
We hear the sounds of falling water and move
closer. The falls are just ahead. | feel a sense
of accomplishment! Glancing at my sneakers,
I discover my legs, socks, and sneakers are
covered with mud.

Startled at my determination, Phil sees the
new and improved me standing before him.
Excited to see the world as a new adventure,
I’'m energized, like the non-stop Energizer
bunny. | grab my camera, zooming in to
capture the pure, flowing, sparkling falls. This
is heaven. | wipe the splashing water from my

eyes, unaware if it is rain, or my tears.®



