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BEANFIT

DAYS OF OUR (CELIAC) LIVES

Sunday, March 14th

“Can I have some of that beer in my glass, please?” Betty inquires.


“Sure,” a friend replies, as he pours.


Before Betty tastes, she asks, “This is non-alcoholic beer, right?”


“Yes.”


“Oh, this is pretty good.  What’s in it?”


As she reads the label, her eyes jump to it then back into her head.


“This is made with barley?!”


Betty immediately runs into the bathroom and rinses out her mouth, tempted to use soap, but can’t because it could contain gluten.  Finished, she solemnly returns to her friends, questioning how she could have made that mistake.


Then, fortunately, she wakes up.
Saturday, April 20th

“O. K.  Let’s get our meeting started,” Lois pleads.


The Paso Robles chapter is fun, talkative, and almost rowdy—John’s type of crowd.


“Let’s start off with questions and comments,” Lois announces.


“Has anyone seen good deals on gums, like guar and xanthan, for baking?” Anne asks.

“Henry’s Market often has good prices, but it’s better to order it straight from a manufacturer,” Bill offers.


“Thank you.”


“In-N-Out can cook our hamburgers for us away from the buns, and their French fries are gluten-free—they don’t sell onion rings,” Rhonda says.


“Alright!” most exclaim.


Joanne and John chuckle.


“I found gluten-free hotdogs,” Mary excitedly reports.

Joanne and John give each other a look of  “yuck, hotdogs.”


“I found gluten-free marshmallows,” Henry says.


“Joanne, I know where we can get gluten-free lard,” John sarcastically whispers.

Friday, June 1st

“Hi.  Are you allergic to anything?” the emergency room nurse asks Alouise.


“Why don’t you look on my chart or ask one of the other three people who have already asked me?”  Alouise wants to tell the nurse, but keeps it to herself.


“I can’t have gluten,” Alouise reluctantly answers.


“What?”


“I can’t have gluten.”


“What?”


“Gluten.”


“Gluten?”


“Yes.  I have celiac sprue.”


“Hmm.”  The nurse shrugs her shoulders, then lifts Alouise’s gown—shot in hand—and aims for the patient’s rear.


“Wait a minute!  What is that?” Alouise questions.


“This is the painkiller you asked for.”


“I didn’t ask for it.”


The nurse shrugs her shoulders and walks out of the room.  Not only did Alouise not ask for the drug, although she needed it earlier, but also the nurse was going to give it to her without knowing what gluten or celiac sprue was.

Tuesday, July 17th

“Jeff, I know of this great Italian restaurant.  Do you want me to call first to see if you can eat there?” Wilma suggests.


“No, thanks.  I am sure they’ll have something.”


“Wilma, you order first.”


“I’ll have the oriental chicken salad, please.”


Jeff asks, “Can I please have some broiled chicken—plain?”


“No.  All of our meats are marinated,” the waiter responds.


Since Jeff doesn’t know Italian, he doesn’t make an effort to speak with the cook about the ingredients the cook uses.


“Can I get a salad, then, please, with vinegar on the side?”


“No.  All of our salads are pre-made with dressing.”


“I’ll just have some steamed vegetables, then, please.”


“I’m sorry.  All of our vegetables have already been put in sauces after being cooked.”


“Alright.  Just give me water and a side order of parsley.”


As Jeff’s stomach rumbles, he asks Wilma, “Do I see a Henry’s Market across the street?”

Monday, August 1st
Jenny, a celiac, exclaims, “Hi, Honey.  I’m home!”


As she approaches her non-celiac husband to hug and kiss, he pauses and asks, “Wait.  Have you recently eaten anything gluten-free?”

Thursday, November 25th

Mr. Les Gluten is home for Thanksgiving and armed with his gluten-free-food shopping guide.  He scans the refrigerator, cupboards, and tables for food that he can eat.


“Oh!  Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups.  I used to love those.  I haven’t had those in years.  Let’s see if they’re gluten-free.  Yes!  They are!  Yes!  Chomp.  Chomp.  Mmmm.  Oh, I forgot how good these are.”


“No.  Not Ben & Jerry’s Deep Dark Chocolate Ice Cream.  Mmmm.  Heeaaaaaaveeennn!”


“Look.  Frito’s Scoops.  I’d like to Scoop some of those M & Ms.”


“I’m so excited that I can eat all of these goodies.”


“Uh oh.  Dinner is ready?  Uh oh.”


“Actually, I don’t feel very well.  After reading the ingredients of every thing that I ate, I realize why I had stayed away from those foods for so many years before I was diagnosed.  I need to remember, now that I have celiac sprue, that I need to stay away from foods with gluten and foods with too much fat, sugar, sodium, and cholesterol.”

_________________

. . . so these are the Days of Our (Celiac) Lives . . .

