                                                            SAFE, BUT SORRY
Miss R, the daughter of the family, had an appointment at the Capitol of South Carolina, Columbia, at the Governor’s mansion to meet with the First Lady about an internship.  I thought it to be such an important destination that I offered to drive and wait for her--just like a hired chauffer.

The Mansion is on beautiful old grounds, on top of a hill amongst some newer surrounding government buildings. It all overlooks a once-nice park with a waterfall and pigeons.  Our instructions were to park out front on the street along with some police cars and road signs that say, “No Parking, do not park, police parking only.”   Security was big. We parked there and since I had not been invited into the Mansion, I waited in the car. 

After awhile I needed to use a restroom.  I perused the neighborhood and discovered that the park with the shabby waterfall and bird droppings had numerous destitute people lounging about so I decided to look elsewhere.  I tried to enter a couple of the government buildings, but they either required a key or when I could get in there were receptionists that must be talked to.  I kept looking and even checked out the parking garage hoping for a rest room, but to no avail.  Then I saw a court house.

The District Court House of Columbia is a beautiful, new multi-floored brick structure with massive solid wooden doors.  As I stood and gazed at it, I thought how this baby would have exclusive restrooms and after all, it is public space for South Carolina residents, thus I would have rights for use.  I swung open the heavy sculptured door and walked in.

I immediately found myself inside a caged, cell-like room facing three security guards, directly in front of me, inches from my face.  Big men, dressed up real nice in slacks and sport jackets.   I frantically thought to myself, “Oh no, what will I say if they ask me why I am here and what my business is.”  Here to take a leak?  My business is a number one?  It was then too late to turn and retreat.  I rapidly became sorry that I was here.   The burliest of the officers, very unfriendly, demanded to see my identification.  I fumbled and found a credit card and handed that to him.  He acted very unhappy.  I then  found my South Carolina driver’s license and he studied it awhile and finally gave them back.  I waited for the dreaded question.  Next he commanded me to empty the contents of all my pockets into a small basket.  He slowly pawed through all the items and picked out my little pocket knife saying, “We’ll just keep this”.  He then released me through the cell. 
I entered a mammoth open bottom hall, rather like a grand ballroom.  Both the floor and walls are marble or granite.  There are statues here and there, but the centerpiece of the hall is a flowing fountain in the center trickling down water.  Oh, what a magnificent place to sit and wait for your trial of shop lifting or murder!  The walls are covered with huge oil paintings of lawyers, judges, and some prominent, dead Southern what-nots all dressed up in their finest suits.  I looked for a picture of Dick Whittington before his face was shot by Chaney, but I couldn’t recall his features.  The awesomeness and splendor nearly made me forget my original business in the building.  

I took the grand stairways to the upper floors and on each floor there were several court rooms conducting legal proceedings.  There were no guards on these floors.  I had no trouble finding magnificent restrooms.  Actually, I found more than I could even use and I felt safe. I was not disappointed with the appointments and fine qualities of the restrooms, absolutely lavish in every way.  I had never before even seen a marble urinal let alone had the privileged to indulge in one.  Awesome!  After my business was finished, I washed up in the marble sink and dried my hands on quality paper towels.  I felt sorry to leave.

 I wandered the floors and hallways and discovered many courtrooms some with glass paneled doors that I could see into.  I searched for Judge Judy or Judge Joe Brown from the TV shows, but saw no one that I recognized.  After some time I meandered back down the elegant stairway to the security detention vestibule asking to be released through the iron-barred caged exit.  I had to remind them about my knife.   I had it returned finally.

Several hours later I again needed to use a restroom.  So I got out of the car and went directly to the derelict park and asked a homeless person by the water fountain about restrooms and was pointed to a public park toilet.  While standing in that toilet booth, not feeling safe, but sure not sorry, I became a convert to George W. Bush’s trickle down economics.     
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