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They Told Me So 
 

 I talk too much. I know this because my mom tells me so. 

 I run around too much. I know this because my dad tells me so. 

 I laugh too much. I know this because my teacher tells me so. 

 I love to tell stories, though singing songs is my favorite! Apparently, I’m off-key and it 

sounds more like caterwauling. I don’t know what that means, so I keep on going because it is fun! 

 

I walked into the kitchen one morning and heard my parents on the phone. 

 “…completely unruly, Doctor. Yes, thank you so much. Yes. See you next week, Doctor 

Freeman.” 

My father hung up. “He can do a house call next week.” 

 “Thank goodness. Maybe the manners will stick now,” Mom said. 

 “Hi, Mama! Who was on the phone?” I skipped towards her and wrapped my arms around 

her legs. Or tried to. Her skirt was so wide, I don’t even think I got her legs! 

 “Sweetheart, young ladies are to be seen, not heard.” She pried my arms off her skirt and 

walked to the other room. 

I made eye contact with my father, shrugged my arms, and skipped away. 

 

 Over the next week, things seemed to be tense. My mother, especially, was impatient. I tried 

my best to be quiet, but her hand always seemed to be rubbing her forehead.  

The appointment my parents made finally came. Doctor Freeman entered and introduced 

himself to them. They cleared off the dining room table and laid down a cloth. My mother called me 

into the room and told me to climb onto the table and lay on my side. 

 “What is going to happen, Mama? Hello, Doctor. What school did you go to? I go to school. 

I never thought about being a doctor. I want to be a writer, or a horse trainer. I love to ride horses. 

We have three of them!” 

 “Sweetheart, hush. Just lie down.” 

 “OK, Mama.” I laid on my left side and placed my head on a firm pillow. The doctor 

covered me with another cloth up to my neck.  
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 “I’m going to administer an anesthetic. Your daughter will be conscious, but won’t feel a 

thing,” Doctor Freeman explained. His hands moved quickly. He told me to tell stories or sing 

songs while he worked. 

My father pulled up a chair next to me and he took my hand. His eyes were a little glassy; 

Mama seemed relaxed.  

 “One day at school, Ollie said he is the fastest runner in our grade! Over and over he kept 

saying it, and I was getting annoyed. How does he know if he’s the fastest runner? I challenged him 

to a race. Two other kids joined us! So us four ran from the school to a faraway tree! And Ollie 

came in third! Fastest runner, my patootie!” I laughed at my story. My father smiled.  

 I felt some pressure at the side of my head. It was an interesting sensation; it almost tickled. 

There was no pain, though.  

 “Keep talking, Honey. Tell me about the horses,” my father said, still holding my hand, 

though a bit tighter now. I felt that more than the pressure at my head.  

 “Well, as you know, Penny isn’t quite broken in yet. I haven’t ridden her yet. My favorite to 

ride is Monarch. She is a smoooffff… *cough* a smooth riiiiiii…” My mouth didn’t seem to be 

working. I kept trying to talk. “Monnnnnn…k… Mooo… mmmm….” 

 “What is happening? Her hand is limp. Is she OK, Doctor?” My father sounded panicked.  

My arms and left side felt heavy. My mouth wouldn’t make shapes anymore, and I couldn’t 

get the words out. Monarch is my favorite horse, I thought. Maybe if I think it loud enough, they will 

hear me. MONARCH IS MY FAVORITE HORSE!  They still couldn’t hear me. 

 “I did have to go deep. Everyone has a different reaction to this procedure. She will mind 

her manners much better now,” said Doctor Freeman. 

My father sat me in an arm chair. My body leaned against the wings. The doctor took his 

pillow and cloths and left.  

 

 My words never came back. My body is still heavy. I can look around and stay seated 

upright.  

I haven’t seen my father smile in months. My mother dresses me in pretty, clean dresses. She 

is happy my shoes can’t get scuffed anymore, and when she styles my hair, it stays just the way she 

likes it.  

 I talked to much. I know this because my mom used to tell me so. 

 I ran around too much. I know this because my dad used to tell me so. 

 I laughed too much. I know this because my teacher used to tell me so. 
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IABDPresents.com 

 

An entertainment network of podcasts, written work, video series, 

and more, based in Columbus, Ohio! 

 

Check out some of our other programs! 

                                                                          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Love’s Lust Lost is the first novel from 

It’s All Been Done Radio Hour! 

 

This spin-off of the live stage show and 

podcast is completely stand-alone, 

telling the story of the rise of Richard 

Kahkay and his relationship with Grace 

Thomas. It also covers his first missions 

as captain and gets into the heads of the 

other characters. 

 

Get paperbacks or ebooks on Amazon, 

and check out iabdpresents.com 

If you like all things horror, check out 

Marianne’s Macabre Review! 

 

This bi-weekly podcast finds Marianne 

and friends discussing everything from 

the genre, mostly movies, but TV, 

books, games, and more, too! They 

know their stuff, and cover relevant 

comparisons and histories. 

 

Subscribe to the podcast or get episode 

links at iabdpresents.com 


