Suddenly Burrell freezes. He always ignores the morons. Not this time. This time he stares slackjawed, his face reddening. What if? What if his wife was cheating with a pigeon toed hippie? It would explain those hemp sandals he found on the deck. Toes pointed in. She insisted they were his. But he'd never buy hemp rope sandals. Plus, he was size 13 and the sandals were 9.5s. 

The patchouli he smelled on her back one night while spooning. When did you start wearing patchouli oil he asked her and she just made a snuffling sound in the sheets like she was asleep. The damn patchouli! Her emotional distance. Tie dyed sundresses. OMG. How did he miss this? Raking his zen garden that time - the strange footprints. OH GOD NOW I REMEMBER - they were pigeon toed! 

But the bed wetting sign made no sense. He'd never wet the bed nor had his wife. The hippie? Who knew. His kids, well sure. The boys were bedwetters and it had been such a struggle. He never quite got why. Why would they wet their beds when he never had nor his six brothers and the wife was an only child. Weird. 

The sign had to be random. What would his three boys - Skylark Meadow Peace Burrell, Waterfall Synergy Love Burrell and Gracious Cloud Euphoria Burrell - have to do with some random awareness of his wife messing with a pigeon-toed hippie?

