


reached such a moment of triumph, she tore off her laboratory 
coat and scientist's cap and declared that she was getting a new 
coffee maker. She had been wanting to do so for a long time 
anyhow. I, on the other hand, was intrigued and got her to agree 
that I would dissemble the coffee maker, and that she would await 
the outcome before making any purchase. 

Epilogue: Opening the coffee maker to inspect the water 
chamber was not difficult. As I removed the cover, I was treated 
to a revolting sight. The chamber was loaded with decomposing 
clots of what appeared to be large, swollen grains. Of course! 
Something like this had happened to me once before. The mice had 
brought in a cache of soybeans. In this instance they had then 
decomposed, producing particles that had been clogging the 
filters. But how could the mice get into the water chamber. Mom 
looked at it and said "It looks like cereal". Suddenly I remem­
bered! One day, weeks earlier, I had been taking 12-grain cereal 
from the shelf behind the coffee maker and had spilled it. A 
good deal fell onto the coffee maker, some of it into the water­
filler grate. I brushed off the part that didn't enter the water 
compartment, and promptly forgot about the rest. As they say, 
the rest is now history, 

We now have a perfectly functioning old coffee maker. Our 
only loss was the mercury-free filters. But it was well worth 
this small loss to discover Mom's great hidden talent as a 
laboratory scientist. We should all be very proud. 

Love, 
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