                                                            SONNY AND CHER
Across the street in a huge mansion live Dave and Donna.  Dave is a dentist and aims high.  Over the years he has established a very successful high-end dental practice.  They are well to do and in their 50’s or so and have decided to slow down.  The house is one of the older houses in the area and they have extensively remodeled it in anticipation of selling it. Along with that, Dentist Dave is cutting back on his practice which will allow him to have more time for his sport of hunting and gun collecting.  He plans to spend more time on his private hunting preserve located somewhere Upstate. Like black and white, he is big shooter, loves guns and to shoot, hunt and kill things.  

Last week there was commotion at their house.  A neighbor spotted an ambulance and a police squad car parked in front and called the neighbor directly across the street who is a close friend of theirs.  After the ambulance departed, the neighbor called Donna’s cell phone to find out what the situation was.  Donna answered from the back of the police car.  They were off to the hospital.  Dave had been shot!  

It seems Dentist Dave had bought a new handgun.  It was his new “baby.”  He had been carrying it around in his rear pocket, keeping it handy in order to whip it out once in the while to admire it.  He had forgotten about it and gone to the couple’s bed chamber to change his clothes and in the process the gun discharged itself shooting him in the rear. There had been a bullet in the chamber and the piece had not been locked on safety.  He should not have pulled it out of his pants but just sat on it.  He had been shot by his “newest baby.”  
It was horrible for Donna, that awful sound, to hear the bang of the firearm in the bedroom.  Just think about it.  How was it for Dentist Dave?  How does it feel when your pistol discharges in your rear?  Embarrassing?  Does the noise scare you?  Then what do you wonder?  Do you question if you are dead?  Consider then to feel, like a shot animal, and the fact that something is not quite right in your back area--the warm liquid running down the back of your legs:  blood.  Think of the horror of daring to look in the mirror to inspect your injury and see if your back is still there.  What might be blown off and gone.  And at that point sweeps into your mind Sonny, long being dead; but the lyrics and instrumental accompaniment of Cher singing her number one hit, “Bang bang, my Baby shot me down!”   If the gun had had a silencer, the Roberta Flack song of “Killing me Softly” instead would have been the flash back.
So what kind of people are these? These are rich Southerners.  But still just like you and me, they don’t want people to know about this.  You won’t see it in the newspapers or hear it on the radio.  The officials will keep it quiet.  At Dentist Dave’s dental practice his limping around will be attributed to a pulled ham (string), not pulled pork.   
So our little secret over there: “Remember when we use to play?” I was five and he was six we rode on horses made of sticks; He wore black and I wore white; He would always win the fight.   Bang, bang he shot me down; Bang, bang I hit the ground; Bang bang that awful sound; Bang bang my baby shot me down. 
Hey, Hey!  I be, Charge d’ Affairs, Bubba the Great Creeker
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