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The Year of the Monkey 

This is the year to say “Yes!” and expect miracles. Mimic 

the agile Monkey who won’t stop till he swings from every 

branch and tests every angle. You’ll land on your feet with 

a happy surprise in your hands and a smile on your face. 

 Enjoy this year as one big poker game. The one who gets 

the best deal will be the one who outsmarts the other. If 

you lose a hand, laugh. Monkeys shrug off their mistakes and 

find amusement everywhere. 

 Don’t even try to keep track of who’s ahead: the 

Monkey’s left hand rarely knows what the right hand is up 

to. Not to worry–it’s a year of huge rewards. 

 Help comes from the oddest places. Astonishing gifts 

arrive by coincidence, even from your enemies. Go ahead, say 

“Yes, Yes, Yes!” Be unpredictable, stretch and swing far. 

Have fun and you can leave the low-hanging fruit for the 

groundlings. Seriously, it’s playtime. 

From The Year of the Monkey  
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Chapter One 

Becky MacDaniel 

MY “BIG 3 – 0” 

 

I jumped into his car as excited and happy as I’d ever been. He 

kissed me quick and bit my lip. He smelled like he’d put away as 

many Margaritas as I had.  

It’s sad or crazy or love, but every time I see him, I can’t 

resist touching him. I shouldn’t, but …. Like I can’t control 

myself. He’s not good for me, I know. But what else can I do? 

 We drove out of town, down a gravel road that followed the 

river, bumping along under a forest canopy drizzling with 

moonlight, my fingers caressing his bare hairy arm. Warm breeze 

from the river seeped into the car as we crept lights out toward 

wherever we were going. 

 What a birthday today. First, a surprise breakfast made with 

all the love my kids could give their mom. Lumpy pancakes and 

soggy bacon all drowned in maple syrup, just the way I like it. 

And perfect coffee–half milk, half sugar. 

 Then, tonight, thirty rowdy friends at my house ringing in 

my big 3-0. Nobody will ever forget that party, even if I did 

send everybody home early. They all believed my excuse that I had 

to be at work by four. 

 Now, celebrating in the full moon night with him. We might 

stay up all night. Before we climbed out of the truck, I touched 

his cheek and asked, “Don’t you feel like a fish tonight?” 
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 Wrinkling his nose, he said, “Not really.” He raised his 

thick eyebrows and poked his fingers at my ribs. “More like a 

stallion.” 

 I caught his fingers in my fists and held them in mid-air. 

“No, seriously. See those shadows? How they wiggle between the 

moonbeams? Like we’re sitting in a three-dimensional fish net 

made of light and dark.” 

 He grunted, “Yeah,” and that’s all, like he had something 

else on his mind. I knew what that was. 

 I uncapped my thermos of frozen margaritas and we sat 

drinking and toasting each other. Before long, we started 

laughing and shrieking like idiots. We’d both had plenty to drink 

before we came out to the river. 

 We hopped down the root-stairs on the riverbank and stood in 

the pale shade of an enormous oak. 

 “Let’s cross the river,” he said. “I want to give you a 

present in style.” 

 “I have a present for you, too,” I whispered, kissing his 

ear. 

 He ogled my breasts like he always did and said, “I bet you 

do.” 

 I slapped his cheek, maybe a little too hard. He smiled. 

“Not that, “ I said. 

 A jumble of rocks and boulders lay exposed above the shallow 

August stream. “It looks slippery,” I said. 

 “That’s shadows, not water. I can cross with my eyes 

closed.” 
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 My feet stayed planted so he pointed across the water. “See 

that patch of moonlight? I want to see my princess dressed in 

just her new present.” 

 He dug into his pants pocket and brought out a velvety 

little box. Flipping the lid back, he showed me two tiny green 

jewels glowing like stars in his moonlit hand. I reached for 

them, but he shut the lid and stuffed the box back into his 

pocket. 

 “That’s all you want me to wear?” I couldn’t believe he’d 

buy me something so expensive. 

 “You don’t need anything else.” He held out his arms. “Jump 

on. I’ll carry you over.” 

 “Like a groom?” 

 “Like a stallion.” 

 We laughed until we bent over, bouncing off each other. I 

leapt up and swung my legs around his waist. Embracing his neck 

with both arms, I threw my head back and howled. 

 “Mmmm. You’re heavy,” he said, adjusting his grip. “Too much 

cake?” 

 “You’re weak.” I teased him back. I love those extra-strong 

stringy muscles in his arm and back. 

 He threw me up into a moonbeam slanting through the trees 

and flipped me around and settled me across his arms where I lay 

like a bride. 

 “Nobody ever called me weak before.” He tossed me up and 

down as he stretched his leg across the gap between the shore and 

a flat boulder in the river. Near the middle of the river, he 
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slipped a little and hugged me tight to his chest while he 

stopped, regaining his balance. 

I kissed him on the nose. “These rocks. Watch out. They’re 

slippery.” He didn’t move for a moment. “Are you awake?” I said. 

 In answer, he nibbled my neck and mumbled, “Gotta be careful 

of moss. It bites.” 

 Placid water trickled around luminous round rocks that lay 

scattered randomly between the banks the way my daughter drops 

biscuits onto a baking sheet. 

“Let me down. I can walk.” I arched my back, trying to twist 

out of his arms. 

 “Hey, stop that. I got you.” 

 “I want down.” 

 “Keep wiggling like that, I’ll drop you.” 

 I straightened my legs and pushed against his chest with the 

heels of my palms. 

 “Take it easy,” he said, swaying back and forth. 

 “Let go. You’re too soused to carry me.” 

 He ignored me and took another step. As his foot touched 

down, he wobbled, stretched between two rocks. 

 “You want down?” He pitched me straight up and grabbed for 

my shoulder. He lost his balance and his leg skidded out and shot 

across the rock. His hands flew apart, flailing, he tipped 

backwards, and my body dropped off his arms. 

 He shouted, “Becky!“ 

 He tried to catch me, but when his fingers clutched at my 

shoulder, I fell, face-first, through a moonbeam, into dark ….  
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