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	 HI!  My name is Casey and this story is about my uncle Mark 
and how I helped him to mend his ways and learn to treat women 
with more respect - especially younger women like myself.
	 You see, Mark’s only 10 years older than me.  He’s my mom’s 
little brother.  He use to treat me like his kid sister and 
bullied me around when ever he could get away with it.  Which 
really wasn’t all that often because
he was afraid of my Mom.  Seems she bullied HIM when they were 
younger, but she wasn’t going to let him get away with it on me.  
My Mom’s alright.
	 Anyway, when I started growing like a weed after my 12th 
birthday, uncle Mark started to have his hands full when he 
tried to tussle me to the ground.  By 13 I was his equal at 
wrestling.  I remember wrestling with uncle when he had just 
started college at my granny’s house.  He still lived at home 
then, and Mom and granny got a good laugh at our struggles.  For 
even then, I usually won.  So, Mom no longer had to come to my 
rescue.  She told me she was real proud of me for being able to 
hold my own with uncle Mark, but later told me wrestling was un-
ladylike with boys my own age.  She knew I was the terror of my 
school’s co-ed gym period.  But I think she was secretly proud 
of the fact that I could beat nearly every boy at my school.
	 In our family, the women were always stronger than the men.  
It frustrated uncle to no end that I, a teenage girl could best 
him and pin him flat to the ground like a common school boy.
	 And then to have his big sister rub it in about all the 
times she’d done the same thing to him when they were younger.  
Boy, would he howl!
	 Uncle Mark was kinda a bookish type of guy, I guess, but 
back then he was a good head taller than me and out-weighed me 
by about 25 pounds.  Still I could take him.  He even seemed to 
enjoy the close contact with me, even though he usually wound up 
on his back with me on top of him pinning him helpless beneath 
me.  It was a great feeling to pin a boy down beneath you, and 
know he can’t even get up unless you let him.  I kinda wondered 
what uncle was getting out of it.
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