The Adventures of Don & Tom
Plaster Paris Door
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Brother Don & I would sometimes get a little carried away, or at least Don would.  I told him it would be better if he could just learn to control his temper. Take the time, for instance, when Don tried to hit me while I was standing on the other side of the door.  Our bedroom door was hollow core, I’m sure Mom and Dad wished it was solid oak.  Anyway, I said to Don “Hey fat boy lets see you try to get me now”.  He said, “Leave me alone or I’ll put my fist through this door and hit you”.  All of a sudden Don became a little agitated and put his fist through the first panel, denting the panel on my side.  He said, “Look what you have done now we are going to get in trouble for putting a hole in our door”.  I told Don if he could learn to control his temper none of this would have happened.  Anyway when Mom and Dad found out we were in big trouble.  We had already been banned from playing baseball in our room, for breaking the light fixture.  Mom found a case of Plaster Paris bandages, and by soaking them she filled the hole in our door.  She said; “This will fix you, now try putting your fist through the door”.  I tried to explain to Mom that it was not my fault.  I said, “If Don could learn to control his temper none of this would ever happen”. Mom gave me one of those looks like I had seen many times before.
