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Cynthia had a blank expression on her face.  Her mind was elsewhere until her son hollered about a drink.  She brought herself back to the present, wiped her wet hands on a  dish towel and went to get her son a drink.  It had taken her almost an hour to do the dishes, mostly because she was so distracted.  


“What a life,” she thought, “dishes, laundry, mopping, cleaning, then is starts all over again.  I feel like Cinderella.  I wish I could have the 'happily ever after' that she had.  Just think, people to wait on your every step, people to give you your every desire.”


In the battle between housewife and princess, the princess always won.  She had lovely dresses, servants to do menial tasks, and beauty.  Princesses were always beautiful.  Princesses didn't have calloused hands, broken fingernails, or worry lines creeping into their faces.


But her life, the life of a housewife, was so boring - the same thing over and over again every day. She thought about all the things she could do, all the things she could learn if she didn't have to do chores.  She found herself daydreaming again when suddenly everything went gray.  With a sigh, she let the water out of the sink and went to find the flashlights and candles just in case the power stayed out for a long time.  It would be dark soon and she didn't want to be caught unprepared.  That's another thing she wouldn't have to worry about if she were a princess.


By the time her husband and kids got home, the power was still out.  They ate cereal for dinner by candlelight and went to bed early, hoping the power would come on during the night.


The next morning their world had changed.  The electricity had not come on and after listening to their emergency radio, they knew why.  The electricity was not on because there was no electricity – period.  There would probably never be electricity again.  The world had ended, at least the world as they knew it.  The nuclear holocaust was upon them.  Most of the major cities were believed to have been destroyed.  There were small areas that seemed to have survived though, after all, they weren't dead.  


Thoughts of the future were daunting.  They were glad to be somewhat prepared, but they knew it was going to take a lot more than they had to survive very long.  Cynthia took stock of their predicament.  They had some food and water stored.  They also had a garden spot and a variety of seeds to work with.  She imagined how hard life would now be and she began to be grateful for all she had learned about hard work.  It didn't matter any more if she had polished nails, smooth hands or a young face.  She was going to use those hands and fingers to survive.  She would keep her family alive or she would die trying.  It meant doing more than dishes, laundry, mopping and cleaning.  It would involve surviving by the strength of her arms, the strength of her mind and the strength of her spirit.  She was now grateful for all that she'd learned.  Being a pampered princess was not what was needed now.  A strong, brave, seasoned woman would be the one to survive.  She was that woman and she, the housewife, would win!

