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INTRODUCTION 
 

 Published online at http://www.factography.com, Factography is a hypertext 

novel that weaves together a series of stories, which can be read either in a linear fashion 

or through a series of links.  The links work in the same way as the mind, giving the 

novel a life all its own by creating a network of threads that connect together ideas, 

characters, place, and plot.  In many ways, it give readers control of the text, allowing 

their minds to wander along the work in a way it might only after reading a linear novel 

for the second time.  In other words, while the structure provides the reader the freedom 

to navigate freely through the text, it also helps as a textual guide, making suggestions of 

what one might take away from what might otherwise seem an unrelated collection. 

 The hypertext form is a subversion of the traditional narrative model.  

Factography attempts to subvert the mythic model, which allows the reader to construct a 

narrative or rather a narrative history from the characters, places, setting, ideas, and 

themes.    Much like the structure imposed on the events occurring in The Odyssey and 

Ulysses, Factography is structured by its links, which work to create a series of narrative 

lines.  So while it seems the hypertext structure gives the reader control, it’s in fact the 

text itself that is controlled by the choices given to the reader.  In turn, the idea of the 

form is also meant to show the shortcomings and futility of the Freitag model, in that an 

imposed history attempts to give form where previously none existed.   

 Much like the form of a hypertext, the narrative itself requires an exploding text.  

“Cadiz” begins with a series of direct references to James Joyces’ Ulysses Molly’s 

chapter.  The infiniti, or the imobious loop, reference the narrative structure, as well as 

Texas Tech University, Sara Bailey, May 2008

iii



 

the story.  Factography works similarly to Joyce’s trilogy (Portrait of an Artist, Ulysses, 

and Finnegan’s Wake).  Similar to Bloom and Stephen, Factography weaves together the 

stories of Lauren and Catherine.  Their stories intertwine, making the characters one, 

interchangeable at times.  Likewise the male characters come together in similar ways, 

crossing into one another’s traits, as well as actions.  While Joyce attempted to examine 

Dublin, most of Factography’s settings examine Texas; much of the cultural language, 

food and sociological commentary help to establish a foundation that creates the 

mythology of the place.  

 Additional influences in terms of character and narrative style come from short 

story realists, Henry James and Anton Chekov.  “Plank’s Constant” stays in the mind of 

Nathan, similar to James’ “Turn of the Screw,” where what exists on the surface doesn’t 

matter; it’s a shift towards the inside.  “Colter Wayne Hobbes” exists parallel to 

Chekov’s, “The Peasents,” where the realistic details paint a bleak portrait of the 

grotesque.  What exists on the outside in these stories mirrors the decay of the characters 

themselves. 

 The expression of the mundane, such as in “Lauren’s Blog,” Catherine’s “Pillow 

Book,” and “Katy’s Craigslist Ad,” play with the strong emotions articulated in the only 

form these characters understand.  This inability to communicate mimics the frustration 

of the individuals as they remain trapped by their place in time and the cultures that 

restrain them.  Similar to the soldier in “The Kiss,” who remains unable to express the 

excitement and love he felt to his fellow soldiers, the words written by Truck in an e-

mail, after his convoy was ambushed, leaving him covered in the blood of his fellow 
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soldiers falls flat on the page.  Nothing he knows to say can express the devastation and 

the power felt in the horrors he witnessed.   

 Truck and Kuga attempt to combine their experience, the beginning of a war and 

what follows after, to explore the effects of the Iraq War on a generation.  Kuga looks at 

the process of loosing himself, while Truck shows the violence and void resulting after 

the loss.  Much like the character of Septimus in Virginia Woolf’s “Mrs. Dalloway,” 

Kuga and Truck represent the voice of the time.   

 The relationships of Catherine and Lauren follow the progression between the 

beginning, middle, and end, of each relationship, as well as additional thoughts and 

insights into what happens along side each.   The narrative form works well to address 

the story of each relationship, because it lifts the importance of the usual structure.  The 

natural telling of a relationship never seems to follow a chronological structure.   Most 

relationships are defined by their twists and turns, as well as returns to the same fights 

and unresolved issues.  Hence, the format of the hypertext attempts to take readers 

through the relationship as it may have happened, to create a better understanding of the 

relationship as a whole.   

 By linking the two story lines of Catherine and Lauren, each allows one to 

comment on the other.  They work reflexively.  Hence, the actions unseen by Catherine 

might be seen and addressed by Lauren, while the actions following might work out 

better for Catherine, and vice versa.  The traditional romance is inverted, particularly in 

Catherine’s story line.  While traditionally the men come after and convince the women 

of their love, in “Factography,” it’s the reverse.  The men in each story think they’re in 

charge, but the dramatic irony created by the links proves that this is a myth.  While 
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Antonio thinks he seduced Catherine, Catherine explains she intentionally wore the 

negligee that caught Antonio’s attention on the night he decided she should be his.   

 In conclusion, the form of the hypertext novel uses its form to heighten the 

dramatic irony, while using technology to help subvert the forms previously used by 

modern and post-modern authors.  The exploding text helps to present a series of 

episodes in two relationships that create a dialogue between them.  The links establish a 

series of twists and turns in the text that physically create a similar quality to Joyce’s 

Ulysses.  Unlike Joyce’s Ulysses, which often requires an extra reference to keep up with 

the inter-textual connections, Factography uses links to create the same effect. 
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PROLOGUE: CADIZ 
 

The first time I heard the Gypsy Kings, I was somewhere down, deep, in 

Andalucía, southern Spain, the land of past conquerors, sultans, conquistadors.   It was 

hot there, always this searing heat, which during the day danced wildly, reflecting itself 

off the sand and water, the light fracturing itself into pieces, falling on all those willing or 

not.   At night, the air cooled considerably, the only light now offered faint by the moon. 

 Still the previous days' warmth and tomorrow's promise of the same remained, felt 

through the soles of feet traipsing the sand, wandering the surf, both warmer then than the 

air above.   

I found myself there, then in Andalucía, somewhere near the Straight of Gibraltar, 

Cadiz, so close to Africa.  Perhaps that's where it originated, this heat now, though I'm 

not sure.  What I remember is being stranded there, now wandering with him outside this 

dusty town the early evening our train had stopped running.   It was the first of many 

times we'd end up somewhere thanks to circumstance, mechanics, fate.  We'd originally 

been on our way to see where Joyce's Molly and Bloom had found themselves rolling, 

falling beneath, entangled in the rhododendrons that held her, her home town – the rock.  

Not there yet, he confirmed, before asking me if I wanted to wait along the 

tracks.  So we could either sit at the station for no known amount of time, to catch our 

train's replacement if it came, or spend the night in Cadiz, taking the same line leaving 

tomorrow, departing this seemingly tired town.  And with that, I breathed in, inhaling the 

smell of salt, thick and heavy; it convinced me to stay.   So I answered him, exhaling 

"yes, yes, and yes."  And that's where I heard them, here in Cadiz, the Gypsy Kings, 
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golden tones reflecting the day's light; and it was here I learned to Salsa, spinning sand 

flying, still hot, even when stripped down by the surf.  

 So, there was a festival that night down on the beach, bands playing, and people 

whirring, grounded only by the bell sounding time.   We happened upon it, really.  We'd 

found a room in a tiny villa, a sign hanging from a small banana tree, in letters spelling 

out "accommodation."   So after a cold shower to erase the dust, no hot water here, the 

sun had begun to set and Dona Maria, of de Casa Maria, "accommodation," told us we 

should wander down, take the board walk out, find the festival below.   There would be 

food down that way too, fish caught and roasted with sea salt over the drift wood washed 

ashore. 

You could see the fire, smell the years of old olive wood burning, becoming one 

now, flickering in time to the faint beat playing below.   Stepping onto the sand, it grew 

stronger, this rhythm you could taste it in the wine, a Chianti, flowing freely from open 

bottles and passed out by the sons of a man, Don Amillo; he owned the vineyards we'd 

passed on our way in.   

So I drank, drank in the salt, the heat radiating up, drank in the intoxicating 

abandon of the other women, wearing little to nothing, gyrating below, shoulders held 

fast, solid, moving together with the fire, amongst the men, before collapsing in the sand, 

between the dunes below.    

It was hot.  The heat too intense, so I motioned him away, wandering now into the 

surf.   "Follow me, darling," I called to him.  Follow me out to the edge of the world, into 

the watery depths, this origin of exploration and empire.   This place, marked by waves 

alone, where Asia, Africa and Europe meet, the heat of the Mediterranean crashing into 
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the icy waters of the Atlantic.  And so it was here I heard them, too.  The Gypsy Kings 

playing ashore, their rhythm pounding out the current, the power of three continents, 

washing me up to my waste, now splashing near my shoulders.     

And it was here awash in these worlds, shoulder deep in the current that I slipped, 

falling backwards into him.   Completely submerged, he pulled me up again, carrying me, 

tight to him, this time moving back towards the shore.  Yes, yes, and yes. And he was 

warm, now warmer than the sea, engulfed in sand and surf, the taste of salt and the 

sounds of Salsa.  
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SLUTS OVER DORKS 
 

“Sluts over dorks, sluts over dorks.”   Catherine listened to the chants of her 

sisters.  The majority overwhelmed the pleas of Katy, the girl sitting to Catherine’s right.   

Katy was the only girl in the sorority from Longview, a tiny town east of Houston.  She’d 

been yelling for this girl from her hometown the past five minutes.  “She’s one of us,” 

Katy said.  “You just need to get to know her better.” Since the pledge up for 

consideration was from Longview, whatever Katy was saying didn’t matter.  “Sluts over 

dorks,” always won out, the perfect excuse.  Katy began to cry now. She had lost the 

battle.  Catherine wasn’t surprised.   

The pledge Katy fought for came from a place too small to be worthwhile to Tri-

Kap.  Longview didn’t have the money associated with Houston or the glamour attached 

to Dallas.  This girl, labeled “a dork,” had no family name to compensate for place, 

whereas Katy’s membership had been secured through her oil legacy and father’s 

political office.  These extras made it possible for Tri-Kap to overlook Katy’s Longview 

roots.  The new pledge’s final mistake that night only confirmed the problems usually 

associated with small town roots, appearing in the form of her poor designer knock-off.   

Most of the girls in Tri-Kap owned the real label and could easily spot a fake.  So while 

the girl’s instincts were right, her bank account was off.  Everyone seemed to understand 

that this final mistake justified her elimination, all except Katy.   

Catherine watched the girl’s small town image fall away, removed from the 

projector and tossed into the trash.  The sorority had kept Katy’s friend around this long 

only because Katy was best friends with the current president.   Everyone understood that 
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keeping this girl from Longview was the only polite thing to do.  Still, Katy was furious 

now, cursing her sisters.  Katy took the rejection personally.  Catherine didn’t really care 

about any of it, nor did she feel bad for Katy.  It’s just the way things happened around 

here, she thought.  Now Catherine tried to ignore Katy and the other girls, leaning back 

against the basement wall, shutting her eyes.   

It was bid night in the top sorority house at Texas University, with three hours 

remaining, before the final list was due at 7 am.  As the slides of each remaining girl 

passed through the projector, the sisters repeated the pledge’s name, origin, and defining 

feature, adding their own additional commentary.  The defining features always were 

something like “head cheerleader,” “Fiji’s girlfriend,” “old family,” or “not Tri-Kap 

material,” “too much daddy,” “fake,” “sluts over dorks.”  Still, rush was almost over, 

Catherine thought, only a couple more hours.   

She’d considered sneaking upstairs to get some sleep like Katie, but decided it 

would be better to just endure until the end.  These girls took things so personally.  

Sometimes she sort of felt sorry for them, in the same way one feels bad when looking at 

women with too much plastic surgery.  Their stretched faces, no longer human, make the 

observer uncomfortable; even though it’s something the women inflicted on themselves, 

the observer can’t help but feel some blame for their condition.   

Still, avoiding these awkward feelings, feelings of discomfort, was something 

Catherine had grown used to.   It was something she’d dealt with a lot.  Between her 

mother, her aunts, her mother’s friends, the country club women, and the Tri-Kaps, she’d 

learned to ignore them, ignoring herself.  It was a disappearing act.  
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Like now, sick of listening to Katy and the other girls, Catherine allowed herself 

to drift off.  Not to sleep, but to someplace else, quiet and blue and green, it was like a 

grassy sea, sky folding into earth.  This floating feeling, it was something she’d learned to 

activate to make the time pass more quickly, easily, numbing out the rest.  She’d learned 

this trick as a child, first following her asthma attacks, and again when her parents fought.  

The first time she remembered actively disappearing, it occurred the night her father 

found his bottles gone.  Catherine’s mom had thrown his remaining bottles of chianti, 

merlot, and a case of shiraz over the balcony into the cliffs below their house.    

Catherine’s dad was a functional alcoholic.  His drinking never interfered with his 

work. If anything, her father’s work and alcoholism seemed intertwined.  Much like his 

fraternity, the guys in his financial firm often went out for drinks, as a way to catch up on 

business, to bond after work.  “It’s the same thing he did as a pledge trainer.  I always 

thought it was something he’d grow out of,” her mom said.  “I don’t know how his new 

wife puts up with it, though I suppose she probably joins him.” 

“Where’s the wine,” he yelled.  “Where’s the fucking wine?  What the hell did 

you do with it,” her father said.  After storming through the kitchen, he began tearing 

through her mother’s closet, throwing out clothes and shoes across the floor.  “Stop.  Stop 

it now.  Go look over the cliffs.”  Her mother said, “You can find it all there.” Without 

another word her father tore out to the balcony, silently returning to the kitchen.      

 That’s when everything turned blue, swirling waves of green.  Catherine 

remembered in the waves, her father grabbing her mother by the arm, making her hold 

the trash can as he threw weeks’ worth of food she’d made, along with cookies, chips, 

and other stuff she’d bought from the pantry into the bag.  His cursing and insults 
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continued this way for awhile.  Catherine didn’t remember exactly how long this lasted, 

just the blur of words floating, surfacing around her.   

“If I have a problem with drinking, you have one with eating,” her father said.  “I 

think the cliffs need some food to go with the wine.” 

Catherine’s mother said nothing.  Nothing but her mother’s quiet, anonymous 

tears marked the response to her being jerked around the kitchen, called fat, disgusting, 

stupid, a complete waste.  Catherine knew it meant more to her.  She’d noticed her 

mother’s weight gain.  Though it was gradual, pounds added each year, the addage 

transformed her mother.  The angles of her face, her cheeks and chin, disappeared into a 

blur of softness.  Catherine noticed her mother also hugged her more gently, carefully 

making sure the weight remained hidden beneath the soft folds of flowing skirts and linen 

blouses.  Piles of her mother’s unopened diet books, stacks of low calorie dinners, bottles 

of appetite suppressants seemed to suggest her mother’s hopeless acknowledgment of 

something lost, outside her control.     

Catherine watched from the upstairs as her dad grabbed her mother, his fingers 

sinking into the soft flesh of her arm.  She watched as he forced her mother to fill the 

trash with cartons of cookies and bags of chips.  Her father threw two bags of food over 

the balcony, down into the canyon.  

Before finally leaving them both, they watched her father crash around the house, 

knocking things off of shelves, throwing anything he could grab.  Her father seemed 

content in displacing the things he’d spent the last twenty years collecting, smashing his 

world into chaos, broken plates, cracked mirrors, a tangle of clothes and shoes.  After 

filling his suitcase, her father was gone.   
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Catherine noticed Katy had disappeared.  She’d probably slipped away upstairs, 

gone on to sleep.  She figured no one probably cared too much about her vote anyway.  

Katy was one of the girls kept in the back, serving up the lemonade trays during parties.  

There were a handful of girls in Tri-Kap that worked with Katy, all large legacies with 

important fathers, all who resembled them a bit too closely.  The girls with “a little too 

much of daddy in ‘em,” was the phrase Tri-Kap used to describe its heavier girls, or those 

with less delicate features.  On parents weekend Catherine was always amazed by how 

much truth there was in that description.  Despite their teacup sized mothers, these girls 

like Katy had broad shoulders, strong noses, and high foreheads like their fathers.  They 

were also louder and pushier, though usually out voted.   

Catherine took the ballot to write in the names of future Tri-Kap pledges, but then 

decided not to bother.  She’d just throw her blank ballot sheet in the trash, since there was 

no way to tell who had or hadn’t voted.  Part of her didn’t care enough to write out fifty 

names, but another part refused to take responsibility for accepting the girls into the fate 

of her sorority.  Tomorrow, following bid day, the new Tri-Kap pledges would receive a 

bottle of champagne to celebrate.  After drinking the bottle, they’d be rounded up and 

dropped off at the Fiji house.  There was no way to get home, except for the girls to walk, 

so most ended up staying there. 

It felt like an offering of sorts, this present of the Tri-Kap pledges to the older 

brothers of Fiji.  She didn’t know why they deserved it, the brothers or the girls.  Still, the 

purpose of that first night had worked.  Despite Tri-Kap’s chanting “sluts over dorks, 

sluts over dorks,” the sorority would never take a girl who’d already made a name for 

herself in high school.  And so Catherine had dated the guy who’d found her slumped 
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across his bathroom at the Fiji house her freshman and sophomore years, primarily 

because she didn’t no what else to do.  Catherine figured that she’d used the relationship 

to justify that first night, though she continued to cheat on David, until he took a job in 

Dallas, which gave her the excuse needed to end it.   

The guy’s name was David, though it might as well have been Bobby, John, or 

Justin, which was why Catherine called him Omelette.  There was a little diner down the 

block from the Fiji house that had pictures of breakfast foods on the cover of the late 

night menu; there was a slice of bacon, an omelette, a piece of toast, some sausage and a 

bagel, all drawn with similar smirking faces. Catherine had noted the similarity one late 

night after the Fiji Jungle Party, when she and Katy were at the diner.  Katy said it looked 

like the foods were smirking, because they knew where they were going – straight to her 

ass.  This comment got equated with the Fiji boys, since they were always trying to ‘get 

some ass.’ That’s when Catherine noticed that the faces on the omelette and the piece of 

bacon looked just like David and his best friend Eli.  From then on, David and Eli forever 

became known as Omelette and Bacon, the stupid pictures of dancing food. 

All were Fijis, all the same to her, all reminded her of her father.  The looked like 

mini-me CEOs, with their parted, combed hair, dockers, deck shoes, and polo shirts.  

They all laughed in the same reserved manner, cocked their head slightly when greeting 

one another, drank too much, and stood about 5’10,” studying finance, accounting, or 

communications.  She wondered if David knew she’d been sleeping with her German 

professor.  Catherine figured David would have cared only if it interfered with his 

attention at parties, or became common knowledge amongst his Fiji brothers.  To save 
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herself the trouble, really to save herself, Catherine always referred to her meetings as 

study sessions.   

She hadn’t started seeing Nathan until the end of her freshman year, after taking 

his accelerated German language course.  Catherine justified her affairs by what she 

learned, while they were together.  Nathan was able to hold her attention, able to keep her 

from disappearing completely.  She’d trained herself to disappear with David, laying 

there silent and still until he’d finished.  With Nathan, however, it was about her.  In the 

same way he’d refused to allow her disappearance in class, Nathan held her attention 

during sex. 

Catherine decided only then what had happened with David was nothing.  Nathan 

had told her so, too.  He said she knew nothing about love, what it meant, or could mean.  

And that, for it, the physical and the mental must come together.  Being passed out, 

unaware of what passed between her and David, like what passed between so many 

couples, was nothing but false obligation, empty and meaningless. She didn’t remember 

it happening the first time, her first time, only the crying after.  It was why she thought 

David had stayed around so long.  She’d tried to explain then, attempted to push him off, 

but she assumed now they were probably both too drunk.  Both of them felt guilty at what 

had been lost, or taken away, though neither was too sure who to blame.  Because David 

had begun calling her his girlfriend, Catherine assumed what passed between them had 

been normal.  She’d assumed it was just another strangely unpleasant part of college life, 

so she never questioned it until later.   

Nathan forced the question, forced her to question herself, her own wants, desires.  

He’d become her mentor, a father figure of sorts.  Because he was older, Nathan made 
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her feel comfortable.  With him, he’d made her feel safe, safer than she could remember 

feeling since her father had gone.  And so for the last year with David, Catherine had 

lived two lives.  With David she remained silent, with Nathan she learned how speak, 

how to be heard.  Both seemed necessary, David more of a social requirement, while 

Nathan reminded her of something more. 
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PLANCK’S CONSTANT  
 

“Come back to take me, quickly, lead me far away.  You are all soul when you want to 

be, when you feel it – now take me away. . . . Catherine”  

 

There seemed to be a refrain in those lines, something that left him awake and 

wondering.  They’d been written, words scribbled out quickly, and slipped into his lap. 

He’d assumed it would be her contact information, so he hadn’t read it until now.  

Though, after the last time, he berated himself for not knowing better.  

So he’d agreed to meet her last night after finishing his talk, though he wasn’t 

sure why.  He’d been lecturing on the social implications of global economics in the 

former east, and had currently been presenting a paper at the international summit, 

meeting now in Tangiers, which is where she’d found him, caught him after he’d 

finished, on his way out, catching him in the crowd, a definite surprise.  Smiling, she’d 

asked that he meet her at the bar, down two streets, and to the right of their hotel.  And 

so, he’d gone.  

Both were originally from Texas, he and Catherine; they’d come together before, 

though previously on foreign soil too.  He thought back to that year, an entire year, they’d 

spent living together in his tiny apartment, both studying at the Max Planck Institute in 

Berlin.  She’d been a student of his back then, had come along with him.  They were 

supposed to return home together.  Though on the morning they were to leave, he’d gone 

alone, left only with a few words she’d sent in her place; those he’d found particularly 
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cruel.  Haunting really, nothing but “I love you, Goodbye” on the back of a 3x5 note 

card.  And now, three years later, nothing but another note, and still no way to catch her.  

Women.  He’d learned from her that women played with words, and that’s what 

allowed them to play with men.  Men, much more logical, always took what women said 

at face value, even though many times what they said had nothing to do with what they 

meant.  Meaning, the meaning behind what a woman said could be translated through her 

body.  A woman’s body never lied.  He remembered that the last few weeks before 

returning home, she’d cried.  She’d turned herself around, crying silently after their being 

together.  She’d said it was nothing.  Nothing he could understand anyway, nothing he 

could do.  And that nothing meant something, and that something was her already self 

imposed separation from him.   

Nathan thought back to that many times over the past few years, and figured now 

he should have known.  Catherine was telling him then that she no longer wanted him, all 

through a silence he refused to hear.  Nathan and Catherine didn’t speak the same 

language.  Nathan felt now he’d probably lost his understanding of her as he’d learned to 

speak.  His ability to connect to her existed somewhere outside of language, beyond 

words.  It remained more deeply rooted, grounded in his ability to make her laugh, smile. 

And so she’d smiled at him again, which is why he’d followed her to the bar.  

Nathan took that as a good sign, unwilling to assume much more.  And yet, the 

conversation had gone well.  Neither of them mentioning their previous departure, nor 

did either inquire about their present meeting.  Nathan was afraid that the mention of 

either might fade her smile, and so he kept his thoughts to himself, trying to read her now 

instead.  
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She’d sat with her legs crossed towards him, using the straw that came with her 

drink.  It held something with vodka in it, though he didn’t remember her liking vodka, 

nor did he remember her using straws.  He would have remembered that; it drew attention 

to her mouth.  When they’d lived together in Berlin, then she’d had nothing but beer, that 

drawing attention instead to her lips.  He was curious as to what other changes he might 

find. He himself was married now, though he’d left his wife back in Texas.  The marriage 

was one in which his love had faded, but he believed in fidelity and so he reminded 

himself of Sadie sitting at home.  He reminded himself of her, though only mentioned 

Sadie once during their passing conversation.  He thought Catherine would remember 

Sadie, though, the plump secretary who’d answered phones in the department, and he was 

slightly embarrassed.  She was younger like Catherine, so it wasn’t that he was 

embarrassed by her age.   

Luckily, he reminded himself that Sadie was simple, at least by comparison, as 

she’d had never mastered the art of forcing words that contradicted with her self.  He 

reminded himself again that this was a good thing.  He preferred it.  She was simpler, 

leaving Nathan in charge.  In fact, he’d fallen for Sadie after returning alone, marrying 

her a year almost to the date of his rejection.  Though now, as he’d watched Catherine 

sitting across from him, lean in build, leaning into his gaze, he felt something he hadn’t 

since she’d left.  These feelings for her, they were something he’d hoped time would 

fade.  Isn’t that what people always said?  Feelings fade with time.  He thought bitterly 

that it was another cliché that held true only for the simple and stupid in society, which 

left him in the shock of living its opposite.  He wasn’t above elitism, though like many 

things it was something he’d never voice.  And so here he was, back with Catherine, left 
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with this increase, an avalanche smothering him, exponential in terms of the time he’d 

been left to think, multiplied again by his memories of her, all manifested now in the time 

it took to drink a beer, and listen to her sigh.   

He awoke late the next morning, just in time to make it down for breakfast.  A 

buffet, nothing exciting, not much he recognized, so he ate toast with something that 

resembled jelly.  The conference was over, having ended yesterday.   But yesterday he’d 

planned on leaving immediately to return back to his office in Berlin; today, however, 

he’d changed his mind.  Tangiers held him there, transfixed.  The musty, narrow streets 

that had repulsed him now beckoned him out, drawling him into their winding, circling, 

maze.  He wondered where she was, where she was staying.  Catherine couldn’t have left 

just yet, as she’d told him she’d only just arrived yesterday.   From where she’d come, he 

wasn’t sure, though.  He’d never asked. 

Uncertainty wasn’t something Nathan enjoyed; uncertainty made him nervous.  

So, he threw on a pair of tennis shoes, booked another two nights at his hotel, grabbed a 

guide book, and stepped outside.  He told himself he was staying for the culture.  Even 

though he’d never had any interest in Morocco, he decided it was maybe just that he 

didn’t know enough about it.  He walked halfway down the street, before passing the bar 

he’d been at the night before.  During the day it transformed itself into a café.  He noticed 

a group of men smoking the hookah, playing a game with what looked like dominos.  He 

didn’t really know where he was going, so he took a table beside them, ordering a coffee.   

He fingered the note she’d written him.  For some reason, he’d brought it along.  

He took it out, read it again, folded, unfolded, and refolded it, before placing it back, 

pushing her words down deep into his pocket.  What good were they, these words, to 
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him; Nathan shook his head, now at himself.  He was married.  Shouldn’t that break any 

spell she’d once held over him.  He hated her.  Hated himself.  Hated that he’d booked 

another two nights in Tangiers.  He’d left before though, and he couldn’t bring himself to 

do so again, not just yet.   

Anyway, he reminded himself that she was the one who had left him.  The waiter 

brought him his coffee and Nathan scowled.  Turkish coffee.  He hated Turkish coffee, 

thick and grainy.  He guessed it wasn’t really Turkish coffee.  But then Turkish, 

Moroccan, it was all the same to him.  It was contained in a tiny porcelain cup, the soupy, 

bitter substance, guaranteed only to give him a stomach ache. Still Nathan slogged it 

back, taking it like medicine, a caffeine shot, something he needed to get him going.   

He watched as one of the old men beside him puffed out fruity rings, apricot 

maybe, pure tobacco.  Nathan observed the old man adjusting the coal at the hookah’s 

top, blowing on it to increase the heat.  This irritated him too, he wanted to smoke, but 

preferred his toxic, cancer causing, Marlboros.  But, he was out now.  He’d given 

Catherine his last one.  He remembered he was the one who’d introduced her to them, 

however many years ago.  He’d enjoyed last night watching the red lipstick rings she left 

on the butt, the familiar way she ground it down into the ashtray.  They’d touched briefly, 

a reward for his last cigarette, as she’d allowed him to cup his hands around her own 

holding it steady, helping her with a light.  That was the first time he’d felt her, since the 

night before they’d parted.  Him returning home, her, where she’d gone he never knew.   

Nathan threw a couple coins on the table and decided to make his way, weaving 

through the side streets, following them down into the city’s center, a teeming open air 

market.  He knew Catherine liked to shop, so he thought, maybe, he might catch her 
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there.  Plus, it would be nice of him to find something for Sadie.  He thought of Sadie.  

She’d never been outside of Texas, never wanted to go.  But, she was always so sweet to 

him. She put up with all his complaining, his idiosyncrasies.  He told himself that he 

didn’t deserve her, as he sought out a blonde in a sea of black.   

Because of this difference, Nathan figured Catherine wouldn’t be too hard to spot.  

Plus, she would have been about the same height as most of the little men he watched 

hawking their wares.  After being bumped a couple of times, he decided to keep his hands 

in his pockets, so as to hang onto his wallet, passport, and the note.  He felt the note, a 

constant reminder, and wondered again what she’d meant. “Come back, quickly, lead me 

far away.  You’re all soul, when you want to be, when you feel it – now take me away;” 

he’d memorized her words, singsong, playing, bouncing around his head.  Nathan tried 

not to be so literal, tried to think like a woman.  It wasn’t working.  Where did she want 

him to take her, and away from what?  Nathan reminded himself he couldn’t take her 

anywhere, and continued looking at purses for Sadie.   

For a moment he thought he saw her, far off, a blonde head in the distance.  He 

started towards his vision, but had forgotten he was holding the purse he meant to buy for 

Sadie, and was grabbed by the merchant, who jerking his arm continued muttering 

something in a language Nathan didn’t understand.  ‘Yeah, yeah,’ he said, thrusting his 

money at the man, probably three times the cost of the purse, now trying to wade through 

the crowd, making his way to where he’d seen the head turn, down a street to the left, and 

then, now nothing. 

As late afternoon turned into early evening, Nathan began to make his way home.  

He smelled like Tangiers, musty, a hint of curry, covered in dust.  He looked at his white 
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tennis shoes, now a shade of brown.  This was exactly why he’d planned on returning 

today, he didn’t like dust, or dirt, or poverty, or the smells that now latched themselves 

onto his clothes, shoes, body.  He could feel the grit of the city, in his hair, scratchy 

against his five o’clock shadow, even in his mouth.  Disgusting, he disgusted himself.  As 

he entered the hotel, he heard his name.  Nathan.  He’d heard it twice, before it occurred 

to him to turn around. 

Catherine sat at the hotel bar, clean, wearing a white dress, and drinking 

something with vodka.  He stood still, for a second, looking at her.   He blinked, now 

watching her stand.  A mirage.  As Catherine came towards him, heels clicking, he 

watched her closing the distance between them.  Nathan could smell her now, wearing 

something exotic, jasmine maybe; this made him think, perhaps, she could smell Tangiers 

on him.  Before he could think of anything else, Nathan heard himself telling Catherine 

that he needed to go upstairs, up to take a shower.   Immediately, he imagined losing her 

again.  So he invited her up, insisted upon it.  I’ll only be a minute, and we can talk while 

I get ready.   

Catherine asked him what he planned on getting ready for, and Nathan answered 

he didn’t know, maybe dinner.  Would she be up for dinner?  She had to eat sometime, 

and the two of them could catch up.  He watched her, looking for an answer, and she 

smiled.   

Upon reaching his room, Nathan was glad he’d originally planned on returning to 

Berlin today.  This meant everything would be neat, all his clothes and papers packed 

away, placed just so inside his suitcase.  The green light flashed, and as Nathan opened 

the door, Catherine walked in ahead of him.  Nathan was relieved, watching Catherine 
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sprawl herself across the width of his bed, kicking off her heels.  For a moment he 

watched her, blonde ringlets spreading across his pillow, and it reminded him of home. 

Or at least of a home they’d shared, just a couple of years ago.  This memory, it was 

because Nathan had always woken up earlier than Catherine, especially on days when it 

was cold.  Sometimes he woke up to do work first, but always to make coffee, before 

returning to her.  It was nothing he needed or preferred, so much as it was something for 

Catherine.  It was his way of whispering good morning.  It was also an easy excuse for 

him to return to their bed, hoping to rouse her happily to him, since Nathan knew 

Catherine disliked mornings.  And so it was this, usually upon returning with two cups, 

Nathan would find nothing more than a mass of curls sticking out from beneath the 

sheets, spread across his pillow.   

Nathan shook his head at this memory, reminding himself that it was Sadie who 

brought him pancakes in the morning.  And anyway his home wasn’t here; he’d left his 

house and his wife down in Texas.  And with that he hurried into the bathroom.  Nathan 

was glad to have the span of a shower, time enough to think.  Washing away Tangiers, 

the red dirt fell off him, clinging now to the rim of the tub.  He grabbed the little white 

towel, and dried himself vigorously.   Then Nathan began to dig through his shaving kit.  

He hoped he had a new razor, but more so he prayed for something other than Sadie’s 

deodorant.  Really, he didn’t think anyone would get close enough to notice the Baby 

Fresh scent, but he wasn’t too sure now.   He remembered Catherine hated anything with 

Baby Powder.  But then, this was Baby Fresh; was that the same as Baby Powder?  It was 

probably close enough, so he decided not to chance it.  No new razor, so he shaved 

anyway using his old one, glad he hadn’t already thrown it out.  He considered not 

Texas Tech University, Sara Bailey, May 2008

19



 

shaving at all, but he’d remembered how much Catherine complained before about 

getting ‘beard burn.’  The first weekend they’d spent together back in Berlin, back when 

Catherine was still a student of his, Nathan had realized her sensitivity.  After enduring 

those first few nights in close proximity with his stubble, her left cheek, chin, and the end 

of her nose had been scraped red.  Secretly he’d found the abrasions amusing, but 

Catherine had been mad, especially when her face began to peel.  He normally shaved 

each morning before work.  But for her, he’d changed his schedule, remembering from 

that point on always to shave before going to bed. 

Not that he was planning on going to bed with her now.  Nathan promised 

himself, he was only shaving for dinner.  He wanted to eat some place nice.  Though as 

he cracked open the door, ready to go, he noticed Catherine had fallen asleep.  She’d 

pulled the covers up around her chin, in his bed, and was completely out.  Nathan 

remembered she was a heavy sleeper.  

So he sighed, and shook his head.  He wondered why she was so tired, maybe it 

was the heat.   Nathan thought he’d just order room service.  He sat down at the edge of 

the bed.  Then he decided to lie down beside her.  He told himself that this was only to 

remember what it had been like.  Catherine was so small in comparison to Sadie.  He 

could wrap himself around her completely and sleep comfortably.  He remembered he’d 

had to do this in Germany, sleep like that all through the night, keeping her warm.  

Catherine couldn’t sleep when she was cold.  So, this position, her folding into him, it 

was how they lay now; he thought about how it had been necessary that spring, since he 

never could get the apartments to turn on the heat after February.  It had been a 

particularly cold year, but he felt now it had made them closer.    
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Catherine made Nathan feel strong.  Him wrapped around her, so completely 

now.  He wished Sadie were smaller, wished he had this feeling with her.  Nathan was 

5’8,” and Catherine barely above 5.” Sadie towered above them both, though she was 

really only an inch or two taller than Nathan.  He thought it probably depended on the 

shoes she was wearing, and while he’d found her model like height sexy, he missed this.  

The two of them, Nathan and Sadie wouldn’t have been able to fit in this full size 

comfortably – he just assumed that European beds were smaller; back at his house in 

Texas, they had a king size bed.  Back home in Berlin, he and Catherine had shared one 

just like this.   

 And so it was like this that Nathan closed his eyes.  He thought maybe he should 

get up, put on something other than his boxers, or move away, in case Catherine awoke.  

Instead he felt her breathing, now slipping, falling into sync with his own breath, his own 

body.  Nathan thought he shouldn’t go to sleep like this. It probably wasn’t appropriate, 

him a married man and everything that entailed.  And then he felt himself drifting.  The 

words from Catherine’s note playing in the background, he heard her whisper “Come 

back to take me, lead me far away . . .”  But when Nathan awoke, it was only to find 

himself holding a pillow.   And so he stared now into the darkness, and heard the silence 

in a way he hadn’t before.  It rang loudly in his ears, playing out the sounds and the songs 

of what he’d hoped for, all that came rushing back to him from the moments of the days 

before that now played out in sirens songs, calling madly in his ears tempting him, 

drawing him into their silence.
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COLTER WAYNE HOBBES 
 

“And the Lord vomited people like Colter Wayne Hobbes out of his mouth and 

into Hell.  Amen.”  And so it was, my uncle was laid to rest.  My family, as you might 

assume, wasn’t too pleased with this conclusion.  Cousin Johnny nearly cleared the pulpit 

trying to get a hold of Reverend Sneed.  As rumor had it, my uncle had gotten a hold of 

Mrs. Sneed many times before; he’d always been a bit of a lady’s man.  

My point, however, in beginning with my uncle’s end is to give you an idea of 

just exactly what kind of man Colter Wayne Hobbes had been. Take into account, his 

middle name - Wayne.  Every great criminal in the past hundred years, particularly in the 

south, had been christened thus: Micheal ‘Wayne’ Sears, Dale ‘Wayne’ Eaton, Ricky 

‘Wayne’ Brown, Micheal ‘Wayne’ Fisher, Bobby ‘Wayne’ Swisher, and now Colter 

‘Wayne’ Hobbes.  From the Calvinist perspective, I suppose my uncle was damned from 

the beginning; with his seat in sin confirmed, there wasn’t much more he could do other 

than continue on exactly the way he did. 

Those who knew him personally understood Colter Wayne was a funny man; 

though he’d inherited a slight mean streak, supposedly from his Cherokee grandma - 

Eatsie.  As a boy he used to hold my father Hoarse, younger by three years, in a head 

lock, forcing him down so that the family’s two big German Shepherds could lick his 

face after eating the kitty litter tossed out back.  By high school, though, Colter had 

advanced himself towards more lucrative means.  As I mentioned with regards to Mrs. 

Sneed, Colter Wayne was always a bit of a ladies man; so it surprised no one when he 

took a job working as the bouncer at a strip joint outside of town, nicknamed the Beaver 

Hole.  The owner at the time was an ornery little man referred to by most as Ol’Brown.    
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“Ol’Brown, he nobody’s fool.  No sir.  No, I’m telling you, listen here.  Pay 

attention now.  I may be old, but I still know how know my ass from a hole in the wall.  

Now you sign this line,” Brown said. 

“So this means I’ll own the place?” Colter said. 

“Now don’t you worry about that.  But yes, on paper you’ll own the Beaver Hole.  

You need to understand, you outside the law.  Cherokee Nation, Geronimo, and shit.   

Listen here.  With that tribal license, and this being tribal land, you can run this sort of 

joint.  Gambling, hookers, you just call it native culture. Whereas, Ol’Brown?  Ol’ Brown 

is seen now as a white man, a Cubano imported, pale faced citizen of America’s Great 

Society, laid down and stomped on now by state law.  To me, last state session, the 

senators’ say ‘no thanks’ to my Beaver Hole.  So before the deputies make their way out 

here, I need your signature and a copy of that tribal card.  Damn it, Colter, just sign here 

and keep your job,” Ol’ Brown said. 

“Yes, Sir,” Colter said, signing his name. 

 Something happened to Ol’ Brown around closing time that evening.  County 

Coroner’s report suggested it was either his heart or his lungs.  Colter said the old man 

was in the middle of receiving a lap dance from his favorite girl, Cheryll, when he keeled 

over face first, dead set smiling, into her freckled endowments.  Most suggested Ol’ 

Brown finally let himself go, dying happy knowing he’d found himself a son in Colter – 

someone to take over his girls, his business, and his trouble.  Seems just a few years 

before his doctors had proclaimed Ol’ Brown some kind of medical miracle, as he’d 

continued living at only fifteen percent lung and thirty percent heart capacity.  Ol’Brown 

cited his success to be the result of his Cohiba’s.   An avid cigar smoker, Ol’ Brown 
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insisted his life force came from the noxious fumes of his three-a-day cigar habit, sent to 

him by way of a cousin Johnny, still living under Castro. Hence, at eighteen with two 

years experience under Ol’Brown, now dead and burried, Colter Wayne inherited the 

Beaver Hole, a cigar habit, and a new Cousin Johnny.   

* * * * * * 

Before the Beaver Hole, no one in our family had ever officially owned anything 

except the clothes donated from the Church of Christ Charity.  Even our house was 

rented, though it had been in the family nearly three generations by this point.  I guess the 

church figured no one else would want our place, a little shotgun shack, share croppers’ 

home; it was rented first by my grandfather on my mother’s side, when he and his family 

had come to pick cotton during the Great Depression.  Now the same brown paint he’d 

added still remained, peeling off the back and flaking, gathering in the pot holes where 

the dogs liked to dig to stay cool in the summers.  Supposedly, back when my grandfather 

found it, the place hadn’t been so bad, but after fifty plus years it wasn’t so great either.  

In fact, after the Church of Christ had bought up the land from farmer Bunce, who’d sold 

the it to Reverend Sneed as a means of saving his soul in return for a home and desk job 

in Albequerque, the Reverend had conceded to continue allowing our family to rent the 

house from his parish at a hundred dollars a month, in part because it would have cost 

him more to tear it down. 

Thus, upon Colter’s inheritance of the Beaver Hole, his first month’s profit was 

used to complete Ol’ Brown’s plan to bring Cousin Johnny over.  Since his own father 

had passed away somewhere back in Korea, Colter and his siblings had been left alone 

with their mother, making Colter the man of the house.  Ol’ Brown had been the only 
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older man in his life.  With only a snapshot remaining of his father in uniform, the image 

had hung together in a small wooden frame with the issued American flag sent to his 

family by the army above the hearth, all faded with age.  Directly beneath it, tacked to the 

wall, was a clipped bible verse - David and Goliath - hanging with a pair dog tags.  The 

parable had been Grandfather Hobbes’ favorite; my grandmother had found the remains 

of the yellowed sheet stuffed into an old shirt pocket, when taking up the sleeves for 

Colter’s high school prom.  

Colter had always considered the verse.  From what he could tell, Colter figured 

Grandfather Hobbes had never been a large man; the biggest thing on him had been his 

nose.   He’d grown up the son of Irish immigrants.  Escaping the steel slums of Scranton, 

Pennsylvania, he’d driven south to New Mexico, where he’d met and married my mother 

at sixteen, following their two week courtship.  During this time, Grandfather Hobbes had 

slept in his truck, washing up at the filling station, before coming in at lunch to order 

chocolate egg creams from Grandma Eatsie, just a mile from the little brown house.  By 

the time Grandfather Hobbes had been drafted, they’d already had two with another on 

the way.  Thus, he left Colter at three with nothing but a snapshot and the bible verse to 

relay to him what it meant to be a man.  

 While Ol’ Brown had been Colter’s boss, he’d filled in where the picture above 

the hearth had remained silent. 

“Women in the family always need help, as for the men – they should be fine.  

Always look out for your own,” had been one of Ol’Brown’s many sayings.  The wisdom 

Ol’Brown provided for Colter extended further into the idiosyncrasies the two came to 
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share.  Ol’Brown had shown Colter how to roll his own cigarettes, licking the brown 

paper slick, before mashing it smartly between your thumb and forefinger.  

“A real man roll his own.  You get quality that way.  No one ever cheats 

themself,” Ol’ Brown would say. 

On Colter’s seventeenth birthday, Ol’ Brown lent him Cheryll. 

“Since here you have no uncles.  I be your uncle.  There are things men should 

know.” he said. 

Colter’s decision to make sure Johnny made it over to the states was the one thing 

he felt he could do to repay the old man.  This event was something Ol’Brown had been 

working on the past two years, following his disgust over Che Guevara’s assasination; 

Ol’Brown believed the spirit and prospects of the revolution died back in Bolivia, 1967.  

With most of the paper work involved complete, it was just a matter of Colter sending off 

the final forms and the money to Johnny for the ticket first to Miami, then on to 

Albequerque, where he’d meet him in the pick-up.  To guarantee Johnny a green card, 

Colter had promised the authorities his new cousin would own a share of the business, 

providing him with a steady daily income.  The two figured this would have to do until 

something better, more permanent, might be worked out.   

When Cousin Johnny arrived thee months later, only two years older then Colter 

and five years ahead of my father, he immediately took the position as their older brother, 

an indistinguishable member of the family; a year later, when he married my Aunt 

Winnie, he officially became a Hobbes and an American citizen.  The three men, 

brothers, all wore their jet black hair waxed slickly behind their ears; hawk eyed and 
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olive skinned, each had a lean, raw-boned build, a quick wit and an easy temper, though 

Colter Wayne remained the thickest of the three.   

* * * * * * 

Colter had begun lifting his father’s old iron weights at thirteen, with the intention 

of eventually rivaling the Sneed twins who lived up the street; these two were big boys, 

with piggish features like their reverend father.  Always squinting through watery pale 

eyes across the bridge of each runny pug nose, the two Sneeds had pink splotchy skin that 

turned various shades of purple upon excitement or exertion.  Although, the Sneed 

brothers were a touch asthmatic, always wheezing before doubling over when forced to 

run in gym, none of the kids ever laughed at their spectacle for fear of condemnation to 

hell, or if you were smaller, you ran the risk of being sat on and smashed beneath the seat 

of a Sneed.   

As their family lived just up the road from our own, my father and his siblings 

had become particularly familiar with the Sneed brothers; they often hid on the side of 

the road, snickering and playing card games amongst the weeds, waiting for passing kids 

to torment.  The Sneeds’ favorite trick was to push their victims into muddy ditch along 

side the road, telling them they now looked as filthy as the lives they lived.  After this 

exclamation, the two brothers would bump bellies, then chase their victims off into the 

opposite field, filled with cat’s claw and sticker burrs.  Despite the extent of their 

grievances, because of their father’s position as the town’s Church of Christ minister and 

our family’s unofficial landlord, even when his fat sons tore my aunt’s dress and made 

my father roll in the mud, forcing him to squeal and call himself ‘a hog’s hoof,’ my 

Texas Tech University, Sara Bailey, May 2008

27



 

grandmother said nothing, leaving the Sneeds’ infallible, saved by God and their father’s 

position.     

As Colter however, continued increasing in size, he developed a plan.  So by the 

time he ran out of plates, adding bags of red sand for extra weight gathered from a bare 

patch out back where the dogs liked to dig, Colter knew what to do.  Though his was 

more of a fast, sinewy strength, it could easily overcome the slow rolls of a Sneed boy.  

The problem was that Colter had to contend with two of them.   After months of 

observation, Colter noticed a pattern emerging.  Every afternoon, on their daily jaunts to 

the local pool, Mathew Sneed would trot just ahead of his brother; at the park the two 

would sun themselves pink, snapping passing victims with their towels, before returning 

home for lunch, and later to their weedy lair.   Since our house was the midpoint between 

the pool and the Sneed’s home, the gap between the two provided Mathew just enough 

space and time to race ahead, to allow Colter the opportunity to pin him down before his 

brother Ryan could intervene. 

“Hey Sneed, just sit here for a moment.  I’ve got something for you,” Colter said. 

Mathew lay in the weeds, face down, with Colter perched on his back.  His 

assailant pulled one chubby arm tightly behind him, while dangling a jar containing a 

large striped, hairy, spider near his watering eyes.  Mathew squinted at the jar, trying to 

move away, as Ryan came chugging up towards them yelling, in between wheezes. 

“Get the hell off him Colter,” Ryan wheezed.  “What the hell do you think you’re 

doing?” 
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“I’m showing your brother something,” Colter said.  “ The closer you come, the 

closer I’ll let him look.”  Colter began unscrewing the jar.  Mathew squealed at his 

brother to get back. 

“Man, what do you want,” Mathew asked. “I’ve got a candy bar in my back 

pocket, and some snack cakes wrapped in my towel.  You can have them if you like?” 

“No, I don’t want anything of yours,” Colter said.  “I just want you to say 

something for me.” 

“What do you want us to say?  ‘I’m a hog’s hoof.’” Mathew said.  “There you go.  

Now let me up.” 

“Let him up, he said what you wanted,” Ryan huffed. 

“No,” Colter said. “I want you both to say something else for me.” 

“Fine.” Mathew wheezed.  “What do you want us to say.” 

Both Sneeds’ peered at Colter, a bit annoyed, and slightly confused. 

“Say, ‘My head hurts, my feet stink, and I swear on my own chunks, I don’t love 

Jesus,’” Colter said. 

Mathew squealed, “We can’t say that.  You know who our father is.  C’mon, let 

me just say ‘I’m hog’s hoof.’” 

Colter shook up the jar and Mathew squealed again, watching the spider dart 

against the glass. Colter began unscrewing the lid.   

Ryan started, “If we say that, you can’t ever tell anyone.” 

  “Yeah,” Mathew said.  “If we say that, you can’t tell anyone what happened 

here.” 
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“Alright,” Colter said.  “First, say it.  Then if I’m satisfied with your enthusiasm, I 

might let you go without saying hello to my friend.” Colter tilted the jar towards Mathew, 

who squealed. 

Ryan scowled down at Mathew.  

“We have to say it together,” Mathew said, rolling one eye upwards. 

“I don’t know,” Ryan said. “What if dad hears about this. You know all those 

stories he’s always telling us about His tests.” 

“This isn’t His test, it’s just Colter.  Say it so I can get up.  I think I’m starting to 

get a rash from the grass,” Mathew said. 

“You boys better begin before I count to five, or Mathew’s going to get to— ”  

“Fine.  ‘My head hurts . . . My feet stink . . . And I swear on my own chunks . . . I 

don’t love Jesus,” Mathew and Ryan said together. 

Both were quiet as Colter climbed off of Mathew, still holding the trapped spider.   

“You’re not going to say anything about this, are you?” Mathew said. 

“No, probably not,” Colter said.  

“ I mean it, Colter.  You’d better not breathe a word of this,” Ryan said. 

“Sneeds, you boys need to remember your manners,” Colter said.  “So long as 

you do, your secret remains with me.” 

* * * * * * 

In a plaque hanging above the men’s urinal at the Beaver’s Hole, there’s a picture 

of a red-nosed bum, sitting with a beer in each hand, belly hanging over his pants waist, 

with the words, “My head hurts.  My feet stink.  And I don’t love Jesus,” printed beneath.  

It was clear the bum’s state was what arrived him to the point where he sat.  Though 
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clearly meant to be comical, this little decal seems to have caused a bit of a stir.  

Following the trial, someone had scrawled ‘Sneed,’ across the bum’s ass. 
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ANTONIO: SEDUCING CATHERINE 
 

I knew I wanted Catherine from the moment I saw her blonde curly hair, and big 

blue eyes blinking up at me.  She seemed to know so little about the world and I wanted 

to teach her everything.  Nathan was a fool.  Sure, he’s a brilliant economist, but he 

couldn’t see what he had, the best thing sitting right in front of him.  Cliché after cliché, 

but then my English is not so good. 

Still, men like Nathan should realize they’re capable of writing many papers, and 

publishing multiple books. But finding a woman like Catherine, she remains something a 

man like him could loose easily and never hope to find again.  Better for me, Catherine 

was with him.   

American men are so stupid.  They’ve been trained by a militaristic culture to 

separate from the feminine part of their being.  The part of a man that speaks without 

saying a word, it’s an understanding that comes from within, or can be extended with a 

touch.  A touch that conveys sexuality, without being sexual.  It’s the sensual, then, that 

these American men have lost, or perhaps never had in to begin with.  To explain further, 

it’s why we Latin men find mothers so attractive, beautiful, sexual, sensual.  American 

culture likes little girls, skinny, asexual.  They’re afraid of life.  But we Latins, Spainards, 

we love life and the signs that show it: big hips, a soft belly, the flesh that feeds the 

future.    

I saw Catherine in a negligee one night.  She opened the door expecting Nathan, 

but the fool was still at the office working on some statistics.  While she changed into her 

robe, I went upstairs to bring down a Riesling, and some pate.  Her beauty needed to be 

celebrated.   
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The fact that Nathan allowed another man to fill his woman’s need of 

companionship led me straight to the weakness in their relationship.  Catherine was in 

need of a friend.  Someone to listen to her stories, to know the name of her childhood pet, 

of her desire to climb Angkor Wat, to understand that her fear of spiders could be seen in 

the scar left on her arm.  All these details combined together, like a unique fragrance, one 

that drew me closer to her, and her to me.  It was the unique combining of each one’s 

sense of self.  I told her about my right ankle.  How the problem originated from a fall off 

a horse, and my need to sustain my “manhood,” no doctors, no crying.  I was a man.  It 

had been a test by my father, which I won at the cost of a forever limp.   

I promised to show her the world, and if we loved it together, we’d stay that way.  I 

would make her my wife.  Catherine grew up in Texas, close enough to Latin America to 

appreciate the heat.  I’ve always believed those who grow up in hot climates remain more 

passionate by nature.  Perhaps it’s what they call pheremones in the sweat, though I think 

it’s a product of the land.  You can see it in the dancing, the twirls in a salsa, the thrust of 

a tango.  Flamenco lights the flame of desire that permeates the night, which is why latins 

stay up so late and sleep through the morning.  Our siesta is a rest from the heat that 

burns within us.  

 And so this is what I told Catherine, that she must come with me, leave this cold 

place behind.  No hurtful words.  Just an “I love you, Goodbye.”
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CATHERINE: LEAVING NATHAN 
 

I decided to leave Nathan in Berlin, after meeting Antonio.  I don’t think Nathan 

knew, but I believe it’s because he chose not to notice.  Antonio was Nathan’s colleague, 

before he was my lover.  He was born in Madrid, but lived primarily in Argentina.  His 

academic specialty examined how the communist economies in Latin America had 

suffered following the fall of the iron curtain.  That’s how he ended up there with us in 

Berlin, but not how I fell so easily from Nathan to Antonio.  I think initially it was the 

feel of him.  What I mean is that Antonio brought the heat with him, the pulsating rhythm 

of the south.  At that point, feeling the chill of the eastern front, Antonio reminded me of 

home.  And now, I remembered, I was homesick.     

I loved the sounds of Spanish, particularly the way the words rolled from 

Antonio’s tongue.  Sometimes I imagined his words were like kisses, chocolates, or 

grapes that he fed me, one after another.  I also loved his long hair, a pony tail that went 

half way down his back.  I used to call him Guido the Killer Pimp, which he found 

hysterical.  When we made love, I held onto his hair like a mane, pulled free from the 

piece of leather he normally used to tie it secure. 

When I slept with him, Antonio remained in bed with me until the sun was high 

enough to justify our waking.  He would tangle his limbs in mine, and my fingers would 

knot his hair, and after enough of this, we’d slowly make our way to the shower.  I don’t 

know that I blame Nathan for my departure, but he is the one who would send Antonio to 

meet me first.  Nathan would be stuck at the office, and I’d be out at the bar, or 

restaurant, or at our apartment waiting alone for him to return.  Instead of coming 

himself, he sent Antonio in his place.   
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Antonio and Nathan shared an office, and because they were both International 

Fellows at the Max Planck Institute, his apartment sat right above ours.  After nights of 

talking and dining together, waiting on Nathan to return, Antonio said, “I don’t know 

how Nathan can find such pleasure working so many hours on the former East, when 

what he should desire waits here with me.  If you were mine, Catherine, I would never 

leave you alone like this.  And I certainly wouldn’t offer your presence to someone who 

desires you as much as me.” 

After Antonio said this, I blinked, and he kissed me.  I could have stopped him, 

but I realized he was right.  The cold I’d been feeling had nothing to do with the snow 

outside, but with Nathan’s lack of interest.  I’d become nothing to him, a trial wife, a 

barely legal fling he could ignore in bed, avoid during the day.  Yet a comfort of sorts, 

I’m sure.  Still feeling Antonio’s pull, the way he bit my lower lip, I knew I was already 

gone.   

It wasn’t that I didn’t love Nathan anymore.  It was just that I understood then that 

he didn’t love me, at least not the way I wanted to be loved.  Perhaps he loved me as 

much as he was capable of loving anyone, but because he’d been alone for too long, 

Nathan’s ability stopped short of reaching the depth I needed.   

I think Nathan and I were too similar.  Too cautious, both of us avoided reaching 

out further than the other.  Neither of us wanted to love or care any more than the other.  

The result is that we both stood paralyzed after a point, waiting on the edge, neither of us 

willing to take the plunge into love, or even lust.  It was sad really, the possibility of what 

we might have had if we, or at least one of us, had been brave enough to take the lead.  

After the first six months something happened, and I took his fear, and combined it with 
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my own, and interpreted it then as indifference.  It made me cold, and bitter, and I began 

the process of cutting Nathan off. 

I was always a girl who went from one guy to the next.  Filling the void of the 

first with the desire of the second.  My best friend Dorothy and I used to joke that we 

kept a line-up, much like they use in baseball.  I don’t know much about sports, but 

baseball was the analogy we always used.  That being, you have your heavy hitter first.  

If he hits a home run, then great, game over.  But, just in case, you keep your second, and 

third, and fourth in line, ready to go in.  This keeping strings of men, it’s was what we’d 

noticed the most successful southern women did.  They kept around a series of male 

“friends.”   

“Friends” are the guys you’d consider being with if you were to get rid of 

whomever you were seeing or married to at the time.  Usually when the current one starts 

to strike out, you’d begin cultivating the next on deck, which is what I guess I did with 

Antonio.  I’m sure he thinks our affair was his idea.  But, I knew that instead of Nathan 

coming home, it would probably be Antonio.  Once I wore my little nightgown, with the 

lace bust, and see through skirt, and opened the door, pretending, to assume it must be 

Nathan.  When of course I noticed Antonio there instead, I feigned both embarrassment 

and seeming disappointment, pausing to apologize, before sauntering back to the 

bedroom.  Of course I went back to put on a robe, but made sure to allow the slit to show 

off my legs, and an occasional peek of what existed beneath, during our conversation on 

the couch.  I think that was the night Antonio began to look at me as something that 

should be his. 
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During the world cup, Antonio came over every night, supposedly to watch the 

game with Nathan.  Not that Nathan seemed to notice, but much of the game Antonio 

spent with me in the kitchen, complimenting my culinary skills.  Having grown up in 

Texas, the cuisine was similar to stuff he loved.  I had shipped over tortillas, packages of 

taco seasoning, and ranch, so that I could make enchiladas the way I’d always had them.  

Nathan thought I was making them for him, because they were his favorites, but really 

they were for Antonio. 

The night I was in the kitchen sautéing the meat, it was Germany playing against 

Brazil.  Antonio came in the kitchen and ran his finger down the small of my back.  He 

told me I reminded him of his mother, but in an attractive, Freudian sort of way.  That’s 

when he whispered to me, “Come, Bonita.  Come with me to Spain.  You will be mine, 

and I will take care of you.  Come with me.  We’ll leave together.”  I said nothing, but 

allowed my eyes to answer, “yes.”
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THE WALK OF SHAME 
 

Katy decided she was going to find herself an older man.  A rich one, someone 

who would take care of her, that’s what she wanted.  She was tired of sleeping with the 

same stupid fraternity boys anyway.  They didn’t care about her.  She’d known this for a 

long time, but had refused to let it bother her until now.  

The fraternity guys called her names, called her over in the middle of the night, 

sometimes they didn’t even try to mask the fact that she was their last choice.  They 

referred to her as “Last Call.”  She thought maybe her reliability might grow on one of 

them, maybe endear her more than the other girls who were never consistent.  She 

thought it might at least elevate her in one guy’s mind to girlfriend status.  “It only takes 

one,” that’s what her mom always said.  Unfortunately, she’d been in the sorority for over 

two years now and had been with more guys more times than she cared to remember, 

getting nothing out of it except for a couple fraternity guys’ oversized T-shirts.  Those 

came from the nice ones, the few guys who took pity on her when she had to her walk 

back in the same outfit she’d clearly worn the night before.   

Somehow the pink mini skirt and tight black top with a pair of stilettos didn’t look 

so good in the daylight, especially while walking back through fraternity row to her 

sorority house on the other side of campus.  It made her a target.  The worst part about 

the walk home was the other fraternity brothers, those who might have hit on her the 

night before, or slept with her the night before that.  It was those who hadn’t passed out 

yet, the guys who’d partied all night that would sit up on the roof, waiting sometimes into 

the early morning, just to have the opportunity to insult and throw smashed beer cans at 

Katy and other girls.  The same ones who’d spent the night, or at least part of it with their 
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fraternity brothers; sometimes even the guys who’d just been with a girl would join in 

with their buddies on the roof. They just loved catching girls like Katy, those not good 

enough to really stay over, those not good enough to have earned the title of ‘girlfriend.’ 

Despite this taking place every morning, each night it went back to same thing again, 

girls like Katy presumably forgetting about the insults, ignoring the bruise on their back 

from the last beer can.  It was just easier to pretend these things had never happened. 

Katy didn’t understand why the two stood so far apart, the sorority houses and 

fraternity row.  In some ways, the term “fraternity row” always reminded her of “death 

row.” It was a death row for the girls, she thought, that damned walk in the morning.  She 

figured the sorority houses were probably built back before girls did that – “hooked up,” 

drunk-ass – on a regular basis.  In some ways, she believed girls like herself, those not 

quite cute enough, or sweet enough, or smart enough, had always played the same role in 

history.  Her ability to find favor with the boys through the one way she could catch their 

attention, through sex, easy sex, was something she provided that the others did not.  She 

made less demands, but she also genuinely felt something, no matter how brief the 

encounter.  Katy enjoyed catching each boy in his moment of weakness, these fraternity 

boys, who thought they owned the world.  Even if they called her names the next day, 

and cursed her from the rooftop, she took joy in knowing that she’d been in charge 

sometimes only minutes before.  

Katy tried not to be too self-reflective. It was easier not to think most of the time 

in her sorority, since nothing very good ever came of it. Walking back at 5am, dodging 

beer cans, all after her sisters had cut her best friend from home, made it hard not to 

wonder what it was she was doing.  Most of the time she spent her nights with these 
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stupid boys, partially because it was what was expected of her.  As her pledge trainer had 

told her class, “it’s important to keep the right boys in the right fraternity on good terms 

with our sisters, if you understand what I’m saying.”   

 Still after last night and especially this morning, it was hard to avoid the elephant 

in the room, which is what Katy had become.  She liked to joke that she was as big as 

both her roommates combined, in the same way she often said she’d slept with as many 

SigEp’s as she had freckles splattered across her forehead.  She was a red headed Irish 

Girl, so oftentimes the freckles ran into each other, forming constellations.  When Katy 

was young she used to look for constellations on her forehead.  She was a Sagitarious, 

one day short of Scorpio, which is what she wished she was.  A Scorpio would have 

helped to explain what she considered a healthy sex drive, as well as a hard exterior.  

Criton, or something, she couldn’t remember exactly what the scorpions shell was made 

of.  She remembered only that it was tough enough that it was almost impossible to crush.  

Her grandfather always warned her to grind her heel into the ground when smashing a 

scorpion, because the force of one’s weight alone wasn’t enough to kill it.  You really had 

to grind.   

That’s what she felt like this morning, a smashed scorpion.  After the elimination 

of a friend, a real friend from home, someone who really knew her and was willing to 

join her in this game. They could have run the ‘walk of shame,’ together.  So this 

morning, it felt as if the Greek system had stomped her and ground her flat, hard shell 

broken, bleeding, gushing into the dirt.   She thought at the very least her sorority sisters 

should have allowed her out to meet and greet, since they always expected her around at 

night.  But instead they’d stuck Katy in the kitchen out of their prospective girls’ view, in 
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the back with the Alumnae pouring punch.  That bitch, the rush chair, hadn’t even let her 

out when her best fried from Longview was coming through the house.  That was the 

straw that broke the camel’s back. Instead of laying back and taking it for England, she 

had spent the last two years bent over taking it for Tri-Kap.  

So Katy had decided that afternoon to find herself someone a bit more senior.  

Her grandmother always said marry someone ten years older, because then you’ll always 

be the younger woman.  She wasn’t exactly sure how to go about it, but she figured it 

must be even easier in Austin than in Longview, and a girlfriend of hers had found a 

doctor twenty years older than her there.  Granted, Katy wasn’t too sure she wanted to 

find someone twenty years older, but a nice round thirty was sounding pretty good to her 

right now.   
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KATY’S CRAIGSLIST AD 
 
Romeo . . . Where the fuck r u? 

 

Just kidding!  So a little about me. . . . I’m a student in nursing, which means I care about 

people for a living.  I will have a great job soon, and can move where ever life takes me 

for work.  I’m in a sorority.  I have a two Pomeranians (I call them the Pom-tourage!)  

My family loves me and I have a lot of friends, I am popular, I go out on the weekends.  I 

am cute, not gorgeous, not really even ‘hot,’ but if you describe women as hot, I am 

probably not interested in you anyway.  The one thing I am not is thin, not gross fat 

either, proportionate and curvy.  In other words, Richard Simmons isn’t visiting me and 

Jerry Springer isn’t taking the wall down on my bedroom, but I could stand to loose a 

few, like most people these days.  I go to church on Sundays (sometimes).  I love bad TV 

and silly movies.  I am just a normal girl looking for a future long term 

relationship/marriage.  I know I’m not supposed to say the ‘m’ word, but I’m looking for 

a new ‘m’ word, so no one under thirty need respond – I want someone ‘mature.’ 

 

Okay, NO PENIS PICTURES, if you’re for me, I promise you I’ll see it soon enough! ;) 

OMG, thank goodness this is anonymous.
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FLIGHT 
 
 So I found this note stuffed in the side pocket of my suitcase.  It was written on a 

Lufthansa napkin, the kind that comes with the free drink.  It was red wine, probably 

mine, because Antonio always drinks white. 

 

Catherine: Will you teach me Spanish before I go? 

Antonio: Where do I start? 

Catherine: You tell me. 

Antonio: Me llamo Catherine.  Donde hace empiezo? 

Catherine:  Yes.  My name is Catherine.  Where do I begin?
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CATHERINE AND NATHAN: AT NINE MONTHS 
 

Catherine followed him to Berlin.  She went because it was far away from Texas 

and far away with him.  She’d been seeing Nathan for the past six months, when she 

decided to go.  He’d asked her to come along as his assistant, to help Nathan collect data 

on which frozen food companies had soared in the former GDR.  And so they’d left, 

together, some three months later.  Their relationship was long enough to have birthed a 

baby.  Sometimes she wondered what it might look like. 

She saw it as a European present, their love child, something set aside from 

Texas, apart from the culture she’d left behind.  It could never have big hair, instead 

opting for a slick androgynous look.  It would grow up speaking multiple languages, able 

to shift from tongue to tongue, sentence by sentence.  Words would contain multiple 

definitions depending on each one’s sound and placement within the sentence inside the 

language it was spoken. 

Nathan always told her, “Dein liebe für mich ist verboten.” In English it meant, 

“Your love for me is forbidden.”  Sometimes Catherine said the same to Nathan, only in 

English, and they would both laugh.  Although this statement seemed funnier when 

Nathan said it to Catherine, than when she said it to him.  When she said it, the laughter 

seemed a bit more forced from them both.  She wondered if there was something lost in 

statement’s translation, “Your love for me is forbidden;” Catherine refused to believe 

there was anything lost in making his words hers, so she wasn’t sure why the joke lost its 

humor in reverse.  The relationship belonged to both of them.  Catherine believed it was 

equal, a meeting of the minds, a crossing of the hearts into one.  She thought maybe it 

was because the joke had originated as Nathan, since he was still seeing another grad 
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student during the time when they first came together, but that possibility seemed to 

remain equally flawed. 

Collette was her name, Nathan’s ex-girlfriend, and she and Nathan had lived 

together the past year, before he met Catherine.  Nathan had recently found his own place 

in the wake of their separation, which seemed to be more his idea than hers.  Sometimes 

he referred to Collette as the ‘woman with weapons,’ because she’d chased him around 

their apartment the night of their break-up, when he’d returned home late smelling like 

alcohol.  Nathan told Catherine he’d been out with his buddies earlier that evening, guys 

that Collette didn’t like, fellow grad students in his program.  Nathan explained that he 

believed Collette was jealous that night, though it remained the foundation of so many of 

their problems.  Collette blamed Nathan’s drinking on his inability to completely connect 

with her.  She believed that so much of his energy went to work, and the rest of it to 

thinking, that his drinking left her with nothing but his shell, an empty Nathan.    

He explained that when he got that way, drunk and tired, he felt nothing, not even 

pain. This is why when Nathan returned home to Collette that night he’d told her to ‘hit 

him.’  “Hit me. Hit me.  Come on.”  Supposedly Nathan had recently read Fight Club, 

which is why the idea had struck him as funny that night.  He said they were always 

fighting with words, so why not try fists.  If Collette really wanted to hurt him, why not 

just throw a punch?  Collette didn’t see the humor in Nathan’s laughing as she punched 

him once, and punched him again, as he continued to laugh unphased, no feeling at all.  

Catherine thought that Collette must have been determined to make him feel pain at that 

point, because that’s when she grabbed the knives, chasing Nathan around the apartment, 
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out the door, and down the street, which ended the year they’d spent together.  This 

happened on a Friday, and he was moved into a new place Monday.   

Still. Collette and Nathan had broken up so many times that she wasn’t content to 

let Nathan go without a fight.  More times than Catherine could count, Collette showed 

up between 10 at night and 10 the next morning, banging on Nathan’s door.  Catherine 

had to hide still beneath his comforter a couple of times, when Nathan had forgotten to 

close the blinds.  Collette continued to pound out the anger she felt through her fists, 

sometimes with the heel of her shoe.  Catherine found the red heel of Collette’s stiletto 

sitting outside the front door on her way to class.  She wondered if Collette knew about 

their relationship, or about her specifically.  Nathan said Collette knew that something 

was going on, but would probably never suspect him taking up with an undergraduate.  

She was convinced he’d gone with another grad student.  So for that reason and for many 

more left silent, when Nathan whispered to Catherine under the covers, “Dein liebe für 

mich ist verboten;” they both held back their laughter, until Collette had disappeared 

completely. 

Now that they were in Berlin together, this phrase no longer seemed funny.  In 

some ways, Catherine felt Berlin was the first place, the beginning of their time together, 

which was no longer forbidden.  In fact, their love was perfectly legal, and assumed 

normal in Germany.  The taboos that held true in Texas were eliminated there.  It seemed 

as if the Germans had more serious things to worry about than the age difference between 

a young couple.  It wasn’t as if Catherine were so young, and it wasn’t like Nathan were 

so old.  She was in her early twenties, and he his early thirties.  In another fifty years that 
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age difference would feel minute compared to the experiences they’d accumulate 

together.   

 So in some ways the nine months they’d spent together hiding in his apartment 

gave birth to the possibility of something real for them in Berlin.  They’d planned to stay 

there together for a year, living in his tiny apartment, and sharing his European twin.  

Catherine enjoyed falling asleep tangled up in Nathan.  She enjoyed the sense of her 

becoming a part of him through sleep.  His body her bedframe, his chest her pillow, 

together like this for a year.  Compared to nine months, a year seems to be an arbitrary 

length of tome.  She’d rather see what another nine months might produce.
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BUSH BABIES 
 

             Once when I was eight and visiting my grandparents in Santo, Texas, a Brown 

Recluse spider bit me on the arm.  The adults insisted it was just a mosquito bite.  They 

told me I knew nothing.  I’d been asleep, so I actually hadn’t seen it bite me, but I 

understood enough to realize what it was, or at least what it wasn’t.  I explained that the 

bite itched and hurt, and that mosquito bites didn’t hurt, but my parents promised me it 

was just a mosquito.  I complained more, until they finally took me to the doctor a month 

later, just to get me to stop complaining.   

             “If I take you to the doctor and he tells you it’s nothing,” my dad said, “will you 

let it alone?”   

              “Yeah, sure,” I said.   

              My parents’ continued to argue that the bite had just been a mosquito, until after 

a doctor examined it, and stated otherwise.  Dr. Jeter explained that the so-called 

mosquito bite was instead the bite of a spider.  And so the possibility of the bite coming 

from something more than a mosquito finally became true.  The doctor’s professional 

opinion now justified the fang marks I’d been staring at the last month.     

            We went to see my grandparents that weekend, and they called Uncle Johnny 

after hearing bite had come from a spider.  He’s the bug expert in my family.  I was 

excited to see him.  He was always my favorite uncle.  Plus, I figured he’d be happy to 

point out more about the problems with spider bites to my parents.  Being young, I knew 

my parents don’t have to listen to me, but because Uncle Johnny is old, and because he’s 

Uncle Johnny, I figured he’d do plenty of talking on the subject for me.   

Texas Tech University, Sara Bailey, May 2008

49



 

             “You know, Brown Recluses, they seek you out,” Uncle Johnny said.  Johnny 

runs an extermination business outside of Santo, Texas.  He sprays a lot of the Houston 

metroplex, taking care of some of the nastiest places – the Greyhound bus depots and the 

airline hangars at the airport.  Johnny came over from Cuba back in the seventies. 

 However, because Johnny has lived the longest, it justifies his knowing more than the 

rest of us.  When I told him the doctor said my mosquito bite was actually the work of a 

spider, Johnny said it wasn’t news to him.  Ol’ Johnny just didn’t want to contradict my 

dad in front of his little girl. 

              Johnny explained that the bite clearly came from a Brown Recluse.  Those 

spiders are the only ones in Texas with fangs large enough to break off into a wound.  

“I’ve even heard of them causing sepsis,” Johnny said. Much like their curved teeth 

Brown Recluses are one of the few spiders that shed their skins like snakes, leaving little 

brown husks in corners that crunch when smashed.  Supposedly, “Brown Recluses like to 

hide under the covers, or beneath beds, hanging onto sheets and dust ruffles, before 

creeping out and up into the bed to strike in the dead of night, always while their victims 

lie asleep;” that’s how Uncle Johnny explained the occurrence of my spider bite to me.  

“Those things always choose tight places to bite,” he said, “anything with an elastic line, 

like the tubes of socks, or along the waist or groin area.”   By comparison, Uncle Johnny 

runs one of the larger extermination businesses in the state, so I figured he should know 

about these things.  They’re always having him speak at Texas A&M, where Johnny 

explains things like the Bush Baby and the Brown Recluse.  Sometimes, though, I think 

Uncle Johnny likes to tell lies.   
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Still I always ask him for new stories about bugs, and spiders, and things with 

stingers.  I have a morbid fascination with information of this sort, which he always 

indulges.  I remember Uncle Johnny explaining that it was important that after being bit 

by a Brown Recluse to make sure you found both spiders.  In case you didn’t know, 

Johnny explained, “The problem with Brown Recluses is that they travel in pairs.  So 

even if you smash one, the other will take over the same process the following night. 

 These spiders, they treat their victims like any other insect caught in their web, only their 

web is your bed, so they assume that with enough bites, you’ll eventually liquefy enough 

to eat.” 

After my first encounter with a Brown Recluse, I was always convinced there was 

another spider lurking somewhere in my room at my grandparents.  The first I figured 

was probably dead, because the doctor said he’d left its fang in my arm.  The thought of a 

spider loosing its fang in my arm seems a bit strange to me now, but when I was eight, I 

was happy to hear the spider had suffered, too.  Still, even if one spider was gone, thanks 

to my Uncle Johnny, I was always afraid there might be another.  So I made my dad 

check between the sheets and underneath the bed every night for any possible spiders, 

before I’d even consider going to sleep.   

I also learned while staying in Santo that it was always necessary to check the 

light fixtures.  The wood scorpions that lived in the brush along the acres of my 

grandparents’ acreage sometimes came in the house when it rained.  They’d crawl down 

into the attic, eventually making their way into the dome part of the light fixtures, where 

their scorpion silhouettes could be seen illuminated from above.  The problem with the 

scorpions was that if they didn’t die from the heat of the bulb, they’d occasionally escape, 
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dropping down angrily onto the floor, stinging whomever and whatever they came into 

contact with first.  Sometimes if we found the scorpions still alive, they’d get shaken out 

of the light fixture and into a glass jar by my dad, so my sister and I could examine them 

more closely.   I remember when my dad wasn’t paying attention, my sister and I would 

shake the jar violently, watching in horror as the scorpion tried to strike our fingers 

through the glass. 

The scary thing about scorpions is that their bodies are hard, making them 

difficult to smash.  Unlike other bugs, Uncle Johnny explained, scorpions wear shells that 

are similar to bullet proof vests, in that it tends to make them stomp proof.  To guarantee 

you kill it, a scorpion can’t just be stomped, but rather must be ground beneath your shoe.  

If the scorpions fall on you, or manage to escape your shoe, they’ll sting their victim with 

their tail multiple times as they run down your arm, or up your leg.  While I wasn’t sure 

how much I always believed his stories, I know that some version of this had actually 

happened to my mom when she lived in Santo as a girl.  My mother explained that 

scorpion stings hurt worse than anything else, including fire ants, and wasps; she said 

they were so bad that once, the scorpion’s venom actually caused her to develop a fever.   

So after checking all the sheets and all of the light fixtures, my sister and I would 

usually go to sleep.   Even after twenty years, I still have the two inch scar running down 

my right arm.  If my Uncle Johnny was right, I think the spider chose to bite me there, 

because I’d been forced to wear an arm brace to bed.  I didn’t actually have anything 

wrong with my arm at the time.  It’s just that I’d lied about having some sort of nerve 

pain in my right elbow to get out of having to play the cello.  I hated carrying the stupid 

thing around, and had learned over time that my parents weren’t ones to let me quit 
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anything they’d already spent money on, unless I could come up with a medical excuse to 

justify it.  While my mother let me skip practice at first, eventually she insisted on taking 

me into an orthopedist for an expert opinion.  All I remember is agreeing with whatever 

the doctor said, something about nerve pain and numbness, which resulted in my 

constantly having to wear a thick plastic brace.  I nodded along, got prescribed the brace, 

but at least I never had to place the cello again.   

I remember after I had my surgery to remove the tumor formed by the Brown 

Recluse bite, my Uncle Johnny explained to me that I could have had it worse.  Johnny 

said, “There are spiders that exist in the Amazon that are as big as a fat baby’s head, 

which is why the natives call them ‘Bush Babies.’  They’re one of the most poisonous 

spiders in the world, except for the Daddy Longlegs.  Those would be the most poisonous 

spiders, if they could bite, but luckily their mouths are too small to bite anything but 

gnats.”  Continuing on, though, my uncle explained that there’s an entire tribe living 

down in the Amazon, all with missing arms and legs.  “The Bush Babies,” he said, “when 

they get hungry, they hunt the natives, leaping out of trees, chasing them on foot.  If one 

bites, before the native can kill it, this forces the amputation of the limb, to keep the 

poison from getting to the heart, which would otherwise stop it in a matter of minutes.”  

Uncle Johnny explained that before he came over from Cuba, he’d helped Castro 

come up with a plan to help his buddy, Pinochet.  Apparently, the Bush Babies had begun 

to cause problems in the smaller villages outlying the forests along Chile’s southern 

interior.  They were biting villagers, not just Amazonian tribes.  There was an increasing 

panic at the The Bush Babies had begun to migrate, “it was the result of too much 

logging,” Johnny said.  It’s similar to what’s been happening in South Texas, the bugs, 
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and creepy crawlies, coming into to houses, making our homes theirs.   My plan, it’s what 

allowed me a safe passage over.  My dad sent me the money, after I handed Castro my 

plan, and I never looked back.   

 I always loved Uncle Johnny.  I was closer to him than I was to my dad.  Johnny 

assured me that his plan was the reason there no longer remained any documented 

encounters with the Bush Baby.  His method of attack had sent their numbers scuttling 

back, deep into the Amazon, away from civilization.  I told Uncle Johnny he needed to do 

the same with the Brown Recluse, and he always told me it was next on his list.  This 

always made me smile. 
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SOMETHING BEAUTIFUL 
 

Nathan asked Catherine what she wanted for her birthday, and she smiled.  It 

was this toothy Chessire smile, one he'd watched spread across her face as she crawled on 

top of him, placing both hands now flat across his chest, legs wrapped around him tight, 

tossing her head back, all prior to responding with 'tell me something beautiful, that's 

what I want, or better yet, show me.'   And before Nathan could say another word, she 

kissed him, asking if he'd steal her away to somewhere gone, far away from here, but first 

if he'd just bring her another glass of cognac, that last alone, for now, would be enough.   

As he uncoiled her, lifting Catherine up and off himself, Nathan asked her with 

one eyebrow raised, now to be serious.   This of course was his professor's face, the same 

he'd perfected for students who evaded his questions, and so now he used it since this was 

an answer he wanted to be sure he got right.  While retrieving another glass, she 

explained from the bedroom that in fact she was serious, completely so, and that she 

wanted something beautiful, something of his choosing.  He figured she'd missed the 

meaning of his first glance, so he tried again from the kitchen with words. Nathan asked 

her to give him an example, really now, something concrete for him to work with.     

Nathan, always so logical, she thought as she continued by telling him she 

wanted something similar, something like the mix of himself and Cognac, as she always 

loved the smell of it on his breath.  Really though she was curious now to see what he'd 

come up with, as this was part of the test. She wondered whether he'd listened enough not 

only tonight, but over the past few months, enough anyway to not only hear what she 

said, but to understand what she meant.  While there was a jump to be made between the 

two, she figured if Nathan knew her well enough, there wouldn't be much of a distance 

for him to cross.    
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Catherine thought about it, and had decided she'd made it clear to him what she 

wanted just then, as well as through stories of friends, and by other comments that passed 

between the two over the last few weeks.  Just yesterday she'd stated how great she 

thought it was that Brian had flown Carol to Hong Kong for her birthday, and wasn't that 

a wonderful idea?  She'd followed it by mentioning how much vacation time she'd 

accrued, having used none from the previous year either.  So then, like most big things 

Catherine desired, she'd been prepping him ahead of time; she'd been dropping hints like 

these through affirmations of others' actions, as well as by presenting interesting ideas 

picked out of books or articles, as well as through a series of references. It just wouldn't 

be the same if she had to demand it.  Plus, it was more fun to let him think he'd come up 

with the idea on his own.  

If Nathan hadn't figured it out yet, all of these were tricks many girls used to 

convey what they wanted.  Aside from stating whatever it might be directly, they instead 

used stories and references, as well as pointed comments and critiques of others, all to 

push the envelope; all of these remaining various techniques, or rather different ways of 

her telling Nathan without having to state what she wanted explicitly.  And so this was 

how women communicated.  It took work, forethought, and time, which together added a 

new weight to the outcome of his response to her answer.   

This much Nathan seemed to understand; while he wasn't sure exactly what 

was behind her request now, he'd learned quickly to discern these vague statements, those 

Catherine made that were really proclamations disguised in passing by her seeming 

indifference.  Usually what she cared most about, you never knew, because of course 

she'd never tell you.  But this, these statements, an occasional flash of a wish or desire for 

something, probably not to be mentioned again, these were what he'd learned from past 

mistakes to pay attention too.  He'd never quite figured out why the things she wanted the 

most, she only asked for once.  Once he'd guessed was enough, but he always feared the 
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request might be so vague, or himself so dense, there'd be the possibility that he'd miss it, 

Catherine vanishing along with the loss of her desire.  

Nathan resented modern media.  It created nothing but a series of images, these 

ideas of romance, which remained empty, impossible to execute.  Because when acted 

out in real life, they always remained empty, too constructed, rigid and fake; however, 

rather than finding fault with the re-enactment, instead people just seemed to find fault 

with each other, something wrong with him or something wrong with her, something 

wrong with them together, all of this only to justify their performance's failing.  And yet, 

that's what these things were, these constructed ideals, the picnic in the park, or the trip to 

Paris, the first intimate encounter.  All always so built up and conceived within one's 

mind beforehand, that poor reality could never help but disappoint, reality of course 

being only human.  And so then, this is what Nathan feared, the possibility that perhaps 

Catherine had formulated an idea, a script rather, one he'd never be privy to before the 

opening act.    

 Catherine was annoyed now that Nathan seemed to be working himself up, and 

over something she'd thought might be fun.  So rather than continue the discussion, as it 

seemed to be turning into an argument, she decided to change the subject.  She took the 

tiny cup, finished its remains, and smiled.  Catherine noticed Nathan was slipping away, 

only half there now, mind someplace else; she'd found that Nathan could maintain entire 

conversations without really ever hearing what was said.  When this happened she'd 

found the only way to pull him back to her was to jolt him into real time, some sort of 

physical shock, before he disappeared completely into thought.  So before she could 

loose him completely, in response to his ramblings and his barrage of questions Catherine 
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took off her shirt and shot it across the room at Nathan.  He caught it, seemingly 

confused, though not at all upset.  After that, there was really nothing left to say.
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PILLOW BOOK 
 

 I decided to keep a pillow book based off my thoughts before bed.  I’d been 

reading The Pillow Book of Sei Shônagon, and wanted to keep one of my own. 

 

1.Things that Smother 

 The occultation.  It’s what happens to me when I’m with David.  It’s an event that 

occurs when one object is hidden by the passage of another between it and the observer, 

in the way the moon eclipses the sun.  It’s an astronomical eclipse, the covering of one’s 

light.  The occultation is also the name given to the Twelfth Imam, whose edicts justified 

the religiously mandated hijab. 

 

2. The Existent Moment 

 The “existent moment.”  That’s what Kafka wrote about, his characters search and 

their ability to obtain it, an escape from the monotonous void of their already dead life. I 

always thought it was supposed to be something sublime, this “existent moment,” though 

Gregor makes me think otherwise.  I read about Gregor twice.  Once in high school and 

again in college.  The German version added more gruesome details, like the filth and the 

fleas.  I figured the Victorians probably cleaned up the English version in the same way 

they sterilized the Grimms’ Fairy Tales and sex.   Anyway, maybe for Bacon and 

Omelette, their transformation into beetles might offer them a chance of finally reaching 

an “existent moment.”  Instead of Gregor’s dad throwing rotten apples him, the frat 

brothers could throw smashed beer cans at then.  Those idiots do it to girls all the time.  
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3.  Annoying Things tomorrow  

 Fat, lazy, orange hamsters, like the two my sister owns.  She calls them the 

Brunos and they bite whoever or whatever reaches in their cage, before even opening 

their eyes, and neither release their grip until they’ve drawn blood. 

 Nathan’s secretary, who writes, “your welcome” instead of “you’re welcome.” 

 People who yell, “Where you at?!?” into cellphones. 

 People at home who drive giant pickup trucks and cross over three lanes of traffic, 

almost sideswiping others in the process, so as not to miss the closest “Nothin’ But 

Smokes.” 

 Paying money to look at nature and the people who try to sell it.  I mean, really, 

why should I pay five dollars to go look down a hole?  E.g. The Royal Gorge, Grand 

Canyon 

 Mimes, Clowns and a capella singers.  All are too happy, and overly excited.  

That’s why Steven King writes stories like “It.” 

 Men who lie about their age, job, past, desires. 

 Warm white wine. 

 

4. Theaeterus Theorem 

 Descartes believed that unlike perceptions, dreams are associated with beliefs, and 

these beliefs in our dreams exist without a reality check. I don’t think he’s right.  I had a 

dream after meeting Antonio.  In the dream, he swept me away from the cold of the East, 

and I flew with him across the continent, over oceans, back to Argentina. Much like 
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Daedulus, he fashioned wings made of wax from the candle that sits near his bed.  I could 

smell vanilla as we flew together.  While I could feel the temperature changing from the 

icy cold into a pressing heat, unlike the wings of Icarus, mine never melted.  I think it 

was because Antonio escaped with me, each of us flying, together, side by side.  Perhaps 

it was the wind chill caused by the other’s wings that kept the wax from melting.  

Anyway, while our wax-made wings might lay conceptually unchecked, I’ve planned to 

run away with Antonio now at the end of this semester.  The decision came months after 

my dream.  It’s not so much that I want to leave Nathan behind, it’s just that I’d rather 

stay with Antonio.  We’re going to Madrid in January, then to his family’s ranch outside 

of Buenos Aieres, flying all the way on Iberia.  The plane has large white wings, and 

we’re traveling through the clouds, escaping the cold, and the emptiness that’s developed 

in this place.  Descartes maybe felt different about these things when he was my age.  He 

was an old guy, probably just disappointed by life, when he thought up the Theaeterus 

Theorem.  I mean, Descartes died of pneumonia shortly after writing it, because he’d 

been spending his nights thinking up new ideas and his days tutoring a Sweedish heiress.  

I’d probably be a pessimist too if I was Descartes, an old man, making my living tutoring 

some rich guy’s daughter.  By that point, I’m sure most of his dreams seemed 

unattainable, too. 

 

5.  Things that Confuse Me 

 People who are nice to people they don’t like.  Why bother?  I’m not saying you 

have to be rude or mean, it’s just that chances are they don’t like you either. 

 People who worship the sun. 
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 The importance of an old pot shard.  

 Why German has more exceptions than rules.   

 

6. Squalid Things 

 The floor of a Krispy Kreme at the end of the day. 

 Squid that have been cooked, but not cleaned – the way they serve them along the 

Andalusian Coast. 

 The dark corners of subway stations, where the rats run to disappear. 

 What a brain must look like at the end of Alzehiemers Disease, or a lung after 

years of smoking. 

 

7. Breast Feeding 

 With all the naked breasts being flashed gratuitously around television, I find it 

hard to understand why their image is suddenly considered perverse when they’re no 

longer serving a male aesthetic.  Shouldn’t using the breast for its intended biological 

purpose, feeding babies, be equally allowable, if not more accepted in society than all the 

décolletage we see bouncing around day to day, and flashed on Jerry Springer?  It seems 

to me a mother should cover her son’s face not when a woman is breast feeding her child 

in public, but rather when a woman performs strip tease on television, where you have a 

man instead of a baby sucking from her chest.
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CUGA 
 

Yesterday, I spoke with him.  He was somewhere in Iraq, I guess. He called me 

from an unlisted number, military, special forces – Him. I’ll save the name for later, 

because for the longest time I didn’t know it either. No, really. Somehow I’d learned the 

names of his three brothers, previous girlfriends, educational history, past employers, 

along with the silhouette of his bare body wandering from room to room, the same found 

later beneath a scratchy blanket, all of this before I knew him.  But then, maybe that’s not 

completely true.  I already understood the feel of my head against his chest, his graying 

hair, hands, neck, back, all of this before I uncovered his name.  But I want you to 

understand, it wasn’t because he hadn’t told it to me. In fact he’d stated it, his name, upon 

our first evening’s introduction; I’d just been distracted. You see, I was trying to find the 

wine. It had already been a long night, and at that moment when we met, locating a glass 

of Sangria was what had held my attention. 

So, Him.  He’s my age, a nice change from these older men I seem to collect.  

Now that we’re both five years from thirty, to some our grey might appear premature, 

though to me it seems reasonable; I’d have grey hair too, if I didn’t color it blonde. Mine 

came from law school in Lubbock, his from two years of investment banking in NYC; we 

left both behind around the same time for the idea of something, anything more, alive. 

He’s always seemed a bit of an ‘old soul’ to me, familiar and warm; I picked this 

idea up along with some German grammar a couple years back while traveling through 

the former East.  Before I found him, this sort of connection remained only a bit of gypsy 
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lore, a fairy tale I bought for an American dollar and a vodka shot from a Romanian 

immigrant selling stories alongside the colorful robes he wove outside of the St. 

Petersburg market place.  

“It’s shadow recognition,” the gypsy said, “that meeting of ‘old souls.’”  It 

explains the feeling you get, that same shock I got, when at first glance you immediately 

know someone you’ve never met. It was like that with him, you know, an immediate 

understanding.  “Though it’s not always so positive, this meeting of old souls,” the gypsy 

said, “some you like, others will repel you.”  It’s like smacking into yourself, or watching 

another cast your shadow, reflecting your past into the present.   

I think if it really were true, this gypsy theory, we had to have been brother and 

sister, or husband and wife, maybe best friends, or two soldiers killed together in battle.  I 

think we must have been something, something established long before now, now long 

since forgotten, left behind in the times and lives of centuries past, yet remembered in a 

flash – that moment of recognition.  I swear to you, I felt it.  But then, maybe it was just 

the wine.   To be honest with you, I’m not sure how much of this concept I truly believe; 

I think I just kinda like the possibility of its existence. Really, though, it’s the best way I 

can think of to describe this, something that makes no logical sense. And so that’s how it 

was with him. 

On average, I confess, I have a terrible time sleeping next to anyone, even my 

sister. Ironically, I can’t seem to fall asleep without my dog, even though she sometimes 

insists on sleeping atop my head. I think it’s because she gets cold; her name is Beast, 

and she doesn’t have much hair. Usually, if either of these two conditions take place, the 

Texas Tech University, Sara Bailey, May 2008

65



 

first present, and the second absent, I just pretend to rest, keeping still out of courtesy, 

waiting until it’s late enough in the morning for me to leave or move somewhere else to 

take a nap, unless of course I can come up with a better excuse before. I’m not sure why, 

but this insight seems significant to me now. Significant in the sense that I’d known him 

for only a few hours, but sharing my sleeping space then didn’t seem so offensive. 

Offensive at least in the way other people strike me. I have a problem, you might say, 

with smells – other people’s smells – anything organic. I realize it’s probably nothing 

they can help, probably just genetic, so I take full credit for my own personal oddities. 

This aversion I’m sure sounds terrible, though I’ve come to the conclusion that a lot of 

the rest of this probably will too. My point here is that he didn’t offend me on any level, 

though normally this degree of intimacy – sleeping, actually sleeping in the same space – 

would take me months to welcome. Hence, sharing a twin sized bed with a man twice my 

size, in any other scenario sounds absolutely horrid. Though, at that moment, at this point 

in time, it didn’t seem as though there any other options.  

I’d been dating a math professor when I met him; Jason was his name, the math 

professor that is, and I left him, too. In comparison, the relationship didn’t seem worth 

the necessary effort. To think I got along better with someone I’d known for a few hours 

than I did with someone I’d known now for years, I honestly didn’t really give it much 

more thought than that. I’m not saying it makes sense, and I don’t expect anyone else to 

understand it, that’s just the way it was. I’m sure one could speculate as to the real 

reasons behind this comfort level.  One might suggest it stemmed from similar 

backgrounds; he grew up at a school back East with the Gore boys, me at home in the 

South with the Bush girls. Really, though, that doesn’t say much more than we were 
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raised in political, fairly well to do areas. Maybe, then, his intelligence, perhaps his body?  

I doubt that, since I’ve known plenty of smart, pretty people that wholly disinterest me. 

With that said, you can understand now why the Romanian’s theory might seem equally 

valid by comparison. 

That same weekend Jason had been up interviewing for a job at Cal Tech, 

pitching his new theorem to the Applied Mathematics Department. Something about four 

points and Russian Czars, the shortest distance between them, etc.  This was the main 

reason I’d gone out that night with my friend Tiffany, her boyfriend Bob, and his buddies 

from college.  I didn’t have anything better to do and no real reason to stay home.  

We’d known each other for years, the math professor and I, grew up a couple 

streets apart, both graduated from the University of Texas Honors Program, same friends, 

same goals, both like sushi, our coffee black, etc. I actually spoke with him briefly on my 

way out that night; I was supposed to pick him up the following afternoon.  “Make sure 

and write it down,” Jason insisted. Sometimes I tend to forget things. However, this I still 

remember. Upon his return, he handed me a picture, a painting, my portrait, a hobby of 

his - art that is; Jason had published a similar piece on the cover of a Danish version of 

Joyce’s Ulysses a couple years back. He’d labeled mine “Persephone,” though, I never 

figured out why. After I dropped him off, I was gone.  

By the time we reached the bar, I’d gotten Jason off the phone, and shifted my 

attention over to Him.  Moving from wine to whiskey, continuing to follow Tiffany’s 

lead, she had me discussing something about my past feminist research and various 

internet oddities, probably to watch the men respond. They sat wide-eyed, amused.  I 
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guess I know more than I appear to sometimes, at least in terms of subjects you might not 

expect. He, however, seemed genuinely interested. 

You know, I always hated math, found it perpetually boring.  I never even took 

calculus. My trigonometry teacher, junior year in high school, made me promise on the 

condition that she pass me, the following semester I must replace math with philosophy.  

Really that night I have to say I’d expected nothing. I hadn’t even wanted to go. 

Nothing was tiring; it’s what I’d grown accustomed to while living back in Lubbock.  

Now when I say nothing, in this context I mean nothing in the sense that I’d learned not 

to expect anything - anything in the form of an engaging conversation, interesting people, 

anyone worth taking the time to get to know within the general populous. Not that they 

weren’t there, those in Lubbock, I just hadn’t met any. For the most part, the people I’d 

met during this period remained as empty as the landscape – dusty, barren, dead most of 

the year.  So, I’d reverted back to the familiar. Lubbock became a place I stayed only so 

long as my job held me there, driving or sometimes flying to Austin, to Dallas, New 

York, Boston, Los Angeles, often for five days at a time. I’d lived in enough various 

locations to recognize now, I just didn’t fit there; nothing wrong with Lubbock, nothing 

wrong with me, nothing personal, just a bad match. The next time we met, He came to 

visit me there, in Lubbock, Texas. I think it was the only time I ever felt at home in my 

house. 

He said he wanted to go native, see some ‘real’ Texans. I told him I’d take him to 

a mullet bar. There were enough of those in town. That meant cheap beer, no suit shirts, 

no shiny shoes, nothing that might suggest Wall Street.  He’d been working for an 
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investment banking firm for way too long, the Ivy Leagues before that.  Here, what you 

need is simple, just a t-shirt, jeans, and boots. "But I don’t have boots," he said. "That’s 

right – well, we’ll get you some if we have time, something to remember your first true 

Texas experience," I said. He explained he’d been to Austin a couple times. I told him 

Austin didn’t count. "Most of the people there are from New York, California, or DC." 

"Where’s the downtown?" he asked. It was late, but you could still see. "This is it, 

we’re driving through it," I said. Gas station, Mc Donalds, Mc Donalds, gas station, 

Lubbock – all the same. He pulled a pair of tennis shoes out of his bag, "how about 

these?" He smiled. They were new, bright white, "those will do," I said. He had an 

equally clean white t-shirt, he was now pulling on over his head. "So, you think we’ll 

really see mullets," he asked. I said, "Yes," and thought, I love you. 

At the Robin’s Nest they had a locals’ pool tournament taking place in the back 

corner. He noticed that two out of three playing sported mullets. Charlie arrived shortly 

after. Charlie had a white mullet, and a crazy eye, always twitching off to one side. "So 

what’s your name" Charlie said, spitting the words in his face. "William," he answered. 

"—well Henry, Henry’s a good name, that’s a man’s name. Mine, mine’s Charlie," 

Charlie said squatting down now, popping up like a clown, before ordering a beer for the 

hefty woman across the bar. "Now that’s a fine looking one," Charlie’s eye traced her 

gold pants, "hot damn!" Charlie paused, " — now wait so, Henry, what do you do — no, 

don’t tell me, let me guess," he said. Charlie was clearly high on methamphetamines; it 

was his overconfidence and forward gait that gave him away. He put his hands to his 

head, squeezing his forehead, as if that might force the information out, "Henry, now 
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Henry, you look like a fire fighter. A fire fighter, now that’s a man’s job. Henry, you 

know there aren’t many men left out there these days. You and me, both know it. And 

you," Charlie said, finally glancing at me, "you must do retail."  I nodded. I had done it a 

couple years back. 

We left Charlie that evening after convincing him he should pursue the hefty 

woman he’d been eyeing, the one clad in gold stretch pants. We all waited until she went 

to the bathroom, which gave Charlie the opportunity to take the seat next to hers, which 

he did, ordering them both two new beers. Days old cigarette smoke, ACDC, and the 

smell of spilt beer followed us out of the bar and into the lot, filling the car, all the way 

back to my house. At least that part of Lubbock you can wash off in the shower. Just a 

bar of soap. 

That week the air conditioner went out, the garbage disposal didn’t work, the 

windows wouldn’t open (rusted shut), and there was a strange smell, something old and 

rotten, leaking out of the pipes outside. It was the first week I’d spent in the house, 

though still it remains probably the most pleasant. A heavy fan, followed by the changes 

brought on by a Blue Norther, made the July heat less intense. On our way back from 

walking the dog, we all watched the sky change, a deep blue rolling heavily across the 

plains. In a matter of minutes it swept us up into its torrent, leaving us soaked, stripping 

together in the back, next to my washer.  

We slept a lot of that time. It just seemed like the thing to do. Resting for 

something maybe, though I’m not sure what. Launched somewhere between yesterday’s 

forgetting and tomorrow’s possibility, I think that’s why we slept. He left for the army 
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that next week, something he felt he should do. His dad was a general there, his brother 

too. After watching the towers go down outside his dorm window, taking along some of 

the people he knew with them, how could he not join. My own parents actually watched 

the third plane crash into the Pentagon on their way there to visit my Cousin Freddy. 

Rather than stop, however, they kept driving, drove the local rental car all the way to 

Georgia. 

The military seems to change people. I’m not sure exactly how it’s changed him, 

whether it has, or if it will. He wrote on a manuscript I sent him home with him after 

visiting Lubbock, "I don’t think I’ve ever heard you call me by my name . . . what do you 

think of when you refer to me?" In e-mails I’d start mid sentence, on the phone I knew 

who he was. His first name is William, his last Cugajoevsky. I figured this out only after 

he wrote it down with his number after that first meeting. I’d been confused, initially, 

because I’d heard his friends call him "Cuga." Apparently, this nickname spun out of his 

younger years playing soccer, manifested itself in college, and later at Goldman Sachs. 

There’s something about men and nicknames that women seem to avoid. 

Hence, my friend Tiffany calls him William, so with her that’s who he becomes in 

our conversations. Always, “how is William doing,” a series of pictures all labeled 

“William and Bob.” In my phone, though, he’s Cugajoevsky - a Czech name pronounced 

kinda like Dostoevsky. Lately, though, when he’s called, it’s shown up as ‘no name.’ 

That’s when he dials me from the military base.  

The first couple of weeks this happened, I missed him. I didn’t answer, because I 

hadn’t expected him to call. Initially, he explained the main form of communication that 
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can take place overseas occurs in the form of letters, the written word - no e-mail. So, 

since I hadn’t expected him to call and don’t normally pick up numbers I don’t recognize, 

I ignored it. Only by the messages he left, "hey, it’s Cuga . . . it’s Sunday and I got a free 

pass to call . . . if I get another one next week, I’ll try you again . . . " did I figure it out.  

Cuga, the name itself sounds like something fuzzy, maybe something with teeth, a stuffed 

animal or a real one. The name Cuga brings to mind something entirely different than 

William, that being far too conventional for anything real. So, Cuga. It’s good, fitting 

really. Despite my distaste for most human nicknames, Cuga doesn’t bother me. Maybe 

it’s the animal thing, I, by far prefer creatures to humans. They’re usually sweeter in 

nature, more basic, yet far more complex than most people. So, Cuga, Sgt. William, 

Cugajoevsky. I spoke with him yesterday.
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PARIS 
 

So I sent this to a friend of mine once. An invitation of sorts, you might say. 

 Since he was in London and I was in Berlin, I thought it might be nice to meet 

somewhere in the middle.  

  

 Dear John, 

Meet me in Paris. 

Make it an Indian Summer, 

The smell of red wine on your breath 

Just like it was yesterday.  

Hold you tight to me, 

Me holding you, 

It will never rain again. 

 - L 

 

 It sounds silly now, I guess. It's just I'd always wanted to meet someone in Paris, 

for a romantic rendezvous, something like that.     The first time I went, it was 1999, and I 

was stuck riding the trains and seeing tourist attractions with a frat boy named Cliff and 

my Goth roommate Sabrina; we were all students that summer studying at the University 

of Wuerzburg.  

 
We'd decided to escape the cold of Germany for the warmth of France that 

weekend in May, though I remember it being cold there, too.   Sabrina and Cliff fought 

the entire way there and back about the energy level of a red dragon in their continuing 

game of dungeons and dragons.  I'd been allowed to play with them once, but my 
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character died.  His name was Fang, and he was a dwarf with two battle axes.  Apparently 

I didn't take these things seriously enough to continue 

The one night we spent in a hotel, not riding trains, remains a blur of getting 

cheap Merlot and McDonalds McBeers.    At some point, though, when the sun was 

setting, I do remember doing a striptease for an old French man peering with his 

telescope; he sat across from us on another balcony peeping from across the street. 

Sabrina noticed him first, when she was taking a shower.   At some point, we figured if 

he really wanted to look, than why not give him something to watch.   We were on the 

eighteenth floor, so I doubt anyone else saw me kick off my underwear. I didn't mean for 

them to fall, but then I kicked a little too hard that night, and they were gone. I wasn't 

very happy about loosing them.   Really, the entire thing was done on a dare.  At least I 

won the twenty francs that night, and bought miniature Eiffel Towers the next day before 

returning to home.   

 So I thought this next time, perhaps, Paris might be different.
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WHAT I WISH FOR 
 
German Version  

I wish for Chocolate. 
 
I wish for Beer. 
 
I wish for sleep. 
 
I wish for money. 
 
I wish for peace. 
 
I wish for vacation. 
 
 
English Version 

I wish for Chocolate, that doesn't make me fat. 

I wish for Beer that gets me drunk, but doesn't make me fat. 

I wish to not have to get up to go to work. 

I wish for no debt, and limitless credit. 

I wish for Sgt. Cuga to come home, no more sand stories. 

I wish for never having to worry about any and all of the above, ever.
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SILHOUETTE 
 

When we were ten, my best friend Tiffany told me that the son of a family who 

lived across the street was a murderer.  His name was Lucas.  She never told me who it 

was he’d murdered, just that Lucas was one, a murderer.  She used to dare me and our 

other friend Missy to run across the street, up the hill into his yard, to touch the porch’s 

welcome mat.  The welcome mat was old, weathered, so much so you could barely make 

out the letters, the corners long gone.  I don’t really think anyone lived there then even.  

Of course Tiffany told us his ghost did, forever forced to linger somewhere between the 

dead oak and his parents’ porch, but that was Tiffany.  “You can feel him here 

sometimes,” she said, “carried along the wind.”  Whenever it got cold, Tiffany would 

say, “you can feel him, can’t you?”  Lucas had an icy touch.   

It was late in the fall, probably early November I think, when Missy finally gained 

the courage – or had tired of our chastising – enough to touch the mat for herself.  The 

first frost had set in the previous night, so all day we’d pretended to breathe out smoke, 

sometimes using small sticks as cigarettes.   We tried to puff out rings, though it seems 

all we could make were whisps that trailed slowly from our mouths.  At Tiffany’s house, 

acorns covered the ground, enough to crunch beneath each step, the type good for sling 

shots.  It was the year’s twilight, the time right before winter, before the trees have fully 

shed their leaves, revealing small areas of bare ground – naked patches that resonate that 

mixed scent of cold and warmth.  All around us hung a slight dampness, the decay of the 

surrounding woods past year’s foliage hanging somewhere in between the shades of grey, 

white, and brown – brown and weathered like Lucas’ welcome mat.   
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Tiffany and I had already touched it ourselves a number of times.  But this would 

be Missy’s first real chance.  She’d always made excuses before.  Sometimes she’d blame 

it on a knee or an ankle, explaining the problem in terms we didn’t understand.  Her 

father was the field doctor for the Texas A&M football team, so she knew plenty about 

the different diseases and conditions, the names of ligaments, stuff like that.  But that 

afternoon, something changed.   

She was always jealous of our friendship, of me and Tiffany, I think.  Looking 

back, it seems she might have thought this would make her our equal – touching Lucas.  

It was her idea.   

“Hey guys, you think I can’t do it” Missy said. 

“What are you talking about” I asked. 

“Lucas, you don’t think I can touch him,” Missy said.  “You don’t think I can do 

it.” 

 Then, she turned, ran up the hill into his yard.  Tiffany and I sat there and 

watched.  Missy had on her white Reebok pump-ups, scuffed and a bit worn; they were 

her favorites.  Upon tagging the mat, she turned to run back, her left sole slipping on a 

patch of black ice.  She fell forward, face hitting first.  Split her chin wide open, an inch 

long gash.  Blood began flowing immediately onto the limestone steps.  Quiet, then 

Missy crying, partially at the sight of her own blood, partially at being stranded for too 

long on Lucas’ porch, it was as if he’d reached out and tripped her himself.  She 

screamed.  We just stared on in awe.   
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  We didn’t mention Lucas again after that, much.   Tiffany explained that now he 

only came with the rain.  If you looked closely during a storm, particularly in a lightning 

flash, you might catch sight of his silhouette lingering, dancing about the shadows: 

Lucas, floating along, sometimes dark, occasionally on his bicycle.  Really, I guess you 

could say the game wasn’t too much fun after Missy’s three stitches.  I always wondered 

if she held that against us - the fact that we’d made it, a number of times, and she 

couldn’t get it right once.   

There’s still a bit of animosity between her and me, Missy and myself.  I’m not 

sure, really, whether she still talks to Tiffany though.  It’s probably for the best, the 

silence we’ve established – Missy isn’t really Missy anymore anyway.  Missy, now 

known as Martie, changed her name back in high school, a way of creating for herself a 

new identity.  The problem was it never really fit.  Sorta like the person who insists on 

wearing clothes a size too small, this new identity appears forced, squeezed into, Missy 

jamming herself into an ill-fitting Martie. And yet, at the same time, Missy never could 

separate herself from the mask, Martie exacted society’s prescription; in other words, 

despite the mismatch, Missy still took on the roles she created too completely – nothing 

left of her.  

Neurotic might be one way to describe Missy; in junior high she started pulling 

out her eyelashes, followed by her eyebrows.  Now she wears black eyeliner, so from a 

distance, it’s not too noticeable.  We lived together a couple years back now, when she 

was in medical school and I was in law school, and I noticed she’d still pick at them 

when we studied.  It was really sad.  I never wanted to mention it though, since I’m sure 

Texas Tech University, Sara Bailey, May 2008

78



 

she’d heard enough about it.  She’d been picking at them for almost ten years at that 

point.   

When the eyebrow picking first started, her parents had transferred Missy to a 

private school.   After that, she didn’t hang out with us much.  Her parents, it seems, 

bought into that expensive notion that Missy-now-Martie might do better in a place 

where she’d receive more ‘specialized attention,’ to aid in her development, 

academically, socially, and stuff like that.  I think it helped promote problems, causing 

more than it solved, if for no other reason than it’s when the eyelash yanking began.  But 

parents do tend to lead isolated lives, somewhere in a separate existence from their kids; 

they don’t hear, see or understand what really goes on behind the adolescent veil.  I’m 

sure if I ever have kids, it’ll be the same. 

  About fifteen years ago – when we were ten – it was just me and Tiffany.  It was 

mid-October, so again the acorns were plentiful, and aimed at her next-door neighbor, 

Bob.  Bob was a large man, barrel chested, hulking.  Unlike Lucas, he was real.  

Sometimes we’d watch him, Bob, from her parents second story; he usually spent his 

days lumbering about, cursing, and pacing like a large dog in the yard beneath us, or 

doing the same above on his mother’s rooftop.  He liked to wear ribbed Gecko t-shirts, 

always with one of two pairs of Parachute pants – oversized and baggy, with elastic ankle 

cuffs, patterned in either neon lightning bolts, or bright red chilli peppers.  Most of the 

time, you could hear the guy before you could see him.  This was probably because of a 

favorite past time of his.  It involved a chainsaw. He used it to accompany his songs, and 

to hack up the dead bushes behind his mother’s house.   
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Before what I assume must have been a diagnosed case of schizophrenia, Bob had 

sung opera.  Tiffany’s mom told us that: he used to work as a classical performer.  She 

told us this after yelling for us to ‘come inside, now,’ when Bob had begun chopping at 

his mother’s antique roses.  We’d been watching him from underneath the porch, and 

quickly relocated to her parents’ bedroom window, thus providing us with an even better, 

bird’s-eye view of the flying petals.   

“Bless my soul, what’s wrong with me?  I’m itching like a man on a fuzzy tree—

Shit no, shit, no, I says, I don’t have to take this, no sir, no more, no way, I want to ride 

today, Punk. Yeah, yeah, I’m all shook up.” 

That afternoon he serenaded the neighborhood with sounds of Elvis and his 

chainsaw, words falling beneath a flurry of pink flowers.   

We caught him later that same month pacing along his mother’s roof.  He was 

attempting to spy on the neighbors with a red pair of child’s binoculars; they matched his 

chili pepper pants.  From beneath the porch we watched him pacing back and forth, 

holding the binoculars in one hand, squeezing a Hostess Snowball in the other.   

I’m not really sure if what happened next was our fault or part of Bob’s own 

distraction; we had been firing acorns at him, though.  It wasn’t that we really meant for 

him to fall, it was just that we’d grown tired of shooting at the cactus leaves across the 

street.   A live target seemed like more fun anyway, and, from beneath the wooden steps, 

even with his binoculars, he couldn’t have seen us.   
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So we shot him, I think.  At least he seemed startled by something whizzing past.  

Glancing quickly to the side, then arms flailing, he fell.  Tumbling down, into the 

chopped up brambles, Bob landed safely enough in his mother’s bushes.  With a series of 

curses, we watched on as he sat up startled, shook his head, and cursed some more.   

Then, we heard his mother; “Bob? My god, what the hell are you doing now? Get 

in this house, and quit that dirty, filthy mouth of yours.” 

In a stumble, he was gone. 

Sometimes when our parents went out to dinner, Tiffany and I would arm 

ourselves with weapons.  One could never be too careful, you know.  So, we took the 

metal rods down from the roof of her canopy bed, to be used in the karate-style chopping 

and stabbing of intruders; we also had her older sister’s aerosol hairspray, good for 

blinding the same.  Bob had broken into her house once and had been caught by her 

father.  He’d been rummaging though the kitchen pantry; it seemed Bob was always 

eating something.  After that, her family installed an alarm system.   

When Tiffany and I were in the house alone, we avoided the kitchen, instead 

hiding downstairs, usually in the basement, along with her father’s workout equipment, 

some couches, a television, and an escape route.  Sliding glass doors opened from the 

house, back onto her deck, which snaked its way into the woods, emptying either into the 

canyon on the right or the main street on the left.   It was especially useful in high school, 

good for sneaking the boys in and out, little noise and no notice.    
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Before the boys in the basement, though, it was our island.  It remains shrouded in 

imagination and today’s apparent reality.  In other words, it still exists, secluded, with 

palm trees waving, the sea breeze misting, it’s the type of beach setting we watched on 

Return to the Blue Lagoon, only better; it belongs to me and Tiffany.  Others, rotating 

men, are allowed to visit for as long as they behave, then banishment.  It’s not hard to get 

kicked off the island.  

The same year Tiffany and I went away to college, Bob left too.  It seems he’d 

finally done it; Bob killed his mother.  Sirens blared late that October afternoon then the 

authorities retrieved his mother’s remains, now enshrouded beneath a sheet.  Bob 

followed behind, handcuffed and cursing.  Tiffany’s mom told us all of this when we 

came home for Thanksgiving.  Not that the news really surprised anyone.  Stranger things 

had happened. 

Back in sixth grade Tiffany and I did our annual English project on the subject of 

the criminally insane.  For the cover we took a series of photographs of strange men we 

met at movie theatres, malls, in parking lots, each being told to make an ‘interesting’ 

expression.  Some smiled, others scowled, grimaced, or blinked, and all were cut out and 

pasted in a grid.  It was our version of a police line up, anyway.   Since part of the project 

was to follow the past thirty years of research in the chosen area, this eliminated older 

applicable psychologists like Freud and Jung, leaving us instead with the criminally 

insane – Bundy and Berkowitz; they were the only two with their own biographies in the 

high school library. 
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Tiffany wrote a poem called, “Bundy, he’s no Bunny,” and I located a series of 

writings from each serial killer on their fan sites, which were compiled into our “letters to 

the editor” section; part of the grade was based upon ‘creative interpretation.’  So, we 

called it our magazine project, and both of us earned an ‘A.’  We figured part of the grade 

came from our teacher’s lack of knowledge and interest regarding the subject; this of 

course was partially why we’d chosen it.  Her name was Mrs. Lewis and she preferred 

projects that dealt with kinder, prettier issues like fashion trends and first ladies.  

However, Mrs. Lewis was one of those who fancied her self to be an expert on all things 

she liked, meaning those approved of projects received lots of notes from her in the 

paper’s margins and at the end; inevitably, these always earned a lesser point count, a 

lower grade.  ‘Bundy, he’s no Bunny’ received a single check mark; Mrs. Lewis had 

nothing to say on that subject. 

 I remember Tiffany told me her cousin had been murdered by a serial killer back when 

we were kids.  I’d forgotten about it until she mentioned it again last week.  Tiffany 

explained it was the reason she didn’t want to drive late at night.  Sometimes there are 

those that will run you off the highway, push you off the road, to get whatever it is they 

want, need.  She told me I’d heard of him before, and I said, no, I didn’t think I had.  And 

she said, yes, I should remember.  He was a murderer.  His name, Lucas.
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MISSY 
 

I moved in with Missy about halfway through my first year of law school.  Since 

my original roommate had baled on me just weeks before the spring semester started, I 

was desperate for a place to live.  Desperate enough to move into a house with someone I 

hadn’t spoken too much since third grade.  However, because her mom still talked to 

another lady that knew my mom, it was a neighborhood set up of sorts.  As it turned out, 

Missy had recently decided to move to Lubbock for medical school, and her parents felt 

she needed a roommate.  To be honest, it’s the doctor myth that did it.  It had me 

completely fooled.  I was stuck under the false assumption that if Missy had made it past 

the screening process to become a physician, she must not be that bad.   

Rather than focusing on her academic resume, what I should have noticed was 

right in front of me, staring back, and blinking, bald.  Back when she’d switched schools 

from grade school to junior high, something about the change had caused Missy to 

systematically pick out all of her eyelashes.  Another similar change must have taken 

place sometime between high school and college, because now her eyebrows were 

missing too.   

Sometimes when we’d study together, I’d notice her picking at the few stray hairs 

attempting to grow back.  I never said anything about it.  Really, what could you say?  

Missy isn’t Beast who I can command with, “No chews.”  Though, in many ways, I can 

see similarities.  

My dog, Beast, developed a nervous habit of chewing her paws, while awaiting 

adoption at the pound.  At first I thought she might have something strange, like mites, 

Texas Tech University, Sara Bailey, May 2008

84



 

allergies, or fleas, something that needed treatment; but, the animal behaviorist at the 

shelter explained that her paw chewing was only a psychological response to her previous 

confinement.  Harmless, much like nail biting, or eyelash picking, my dog’s paw chewing 

was just a nervous habit.  Now that I’ve had her a couple years, time has passed and so 

has her paw chewing.  Occasionally if it begins, she now understands the command, “No 

Chews.”  While she tends to huff after each reprimand, at least Beast is better.  Missy, 

however, is not.  I always wondered if it had something to do with where we grew up.  

Amidst the suburbs of Northwest Austin, the majority of nature is represented by the 

potted plant.   

During the depression when farmers’ kids moved to the cities, forced to trade in 

their plows for factory jobs, many developed similar neuroses.  Quite a few were 

recorded as breaking down in the center of an assembly line; they were simply unable to 

adjust to their new, artificial surroundings.  Doing the same task, over and over, these 

farmers kids were forced to transform themselves, away from natural time, into the 

ticking of their mechanized environment.  As it turns out, Missy’s relatives on her 

mother’s side are still farmers; they live in Oklahoma, knee deep in red dirt, and wading 

through cotton.  Down in Austin there’s no cotton, except in the clothing stores, already 

processed. 

 So if some neurotic behaviors can be triggered by an artificial environment, it’s 

worth nothing that both Missy and Beast grew up amongst concrete and happy meals.  

I’m not too sure there’s much natural in a happy meal, but at least it comes with a toy.   

They always provide zoo animals with brightly colored ones, large toys to make 

up for what’s really missing.  Tigers, for instance, pace back and forth, circling the 
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perimeter of their cage in the San Antonio Zoo, wholly disinterested in the red balls 

meant for them to bat around the pen; however, they seemed quite pleased to bat around 

some drunken guy that fell over the fence a couple years back.   

Once, when I was at the Berlin Zoo, the chimps began spitting and throwing feces 

at the passing tourists.  Hurling it through their cages, the bars served as little resistance 

against their form of attack.  Rather than running away and ending their picture taking 

like the others, there still remained a small group of Japanese tourists; they were trapped 

between the souvenirs and the hot dog stand, stooped down, trying to avoiding the flying 

shit, while snapping shots of the action.   

On our refrigerator there were a series of photographs.  There was one of me and 

Missy from grade school, one she insisted on keeping up; we were dressed in our white 

frocked button downs, adorned with the Catholic insignia of St. Mary’s on the starched 

white pocket.  Another was from that first fall semester after exams, you could see the 

tequila near empty on the table, its contents now displayed in our eyes. Beneath these 

pictures, there was a chart; it contained the recorded length and width of all Missy’s past 

and present men.  She labeled each with an initial.  For instance, Micheal would be 

represented by the letter “M.”  She was what my friend Jason referred to as, a “size 

queen.”  I’d never really heard of the term before, but apparently that’s what she was, a 

size queen.  Perhaps there’s really no nice way to explain what a size queen is, because 

the very nature of a size queen isn’t very nice.  A size queen then, is a woman who 

discriminates against men, or rather against men who don’t quite measure up. 
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Sometimes though what seems good on paper, really is just that alone – only good 

on paper.  My guess is that Missy might disagree.  You know, after living with Missy, 

she should have dispelled any of my prior notions idealizing the American doctor.  But 

then, this wasn’t just any old doctor, he was also a pediatrician, saving dying kids, stuff 

like that.  So, I guess I’m a sucker for kids and animals, which makes me a bit more 

stereotypically feminine than I’d like to admit, but it’s still true nonetheless.  

Unfortunately though, this stereotype of doctors remained false, Missy seeming to be the 

rule, rather than the exception. 

So then there was another doctor I used to know, Dr. John; he seemed nice 

enough and probably remains just that – nice enough .  Older and established, set in his 

ways, though he seemed a little too set maybe.  I think it’s something that happens to 

older men, those who live alone for too long – this length of time, manifesting in them a 

loneliness that seems to impress a certain level of selfish need.  I think maybe this need 

grows exponentially within the time it takes for him to loose his mom and find another, 

which if done in short only manages to create a longing, and longing in small doses can 

be useful.  However, when the same men are left alone for too long, this time instead of 

creating longing spins itself into an abyss, an empty pit of desperation which occurs 

inevitably from having been away from home too long.   

Home.  Home then is a feeling that comes from being able to swim up into a 

warm pair of arms of the one who promises to hold you forever.  And then to awake 

again to the embrace of pancakes in the morning, the smell of Blue Mountain coffee, 

distinct and familiar, because isn’t that what you’ve had since you began sharing this 

roof.   
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I lived with a man once for six months.  His name was Brian.  The place we lived 

in was definitely an apartment, certainly not a home.  What I learned from this experience 

was that no matter how many pictures you hang, or pillows you buy, or dinners you set 

out on a freshly made table, nothing ever makes the place a home if it’s still lacking a 

family.  Not that a family consists of any particular element, only an essence that remains 

grounded in forever. 

Missy always took forever to get ready, but only if we were going to the local 

dive to shoot pool.  That’s where she liked to find herself, as well as her men.  Missy 

owned special low cut shirts, v-necks to the extreme, bought, saved, and worn on Two 

Dogs nights.  Two Dogs was the name of the fruity wine coolers she drank, holding one 

in each hand, she’d take a drink from each, keeping it equal, one for her and one for the 

girls.  That’s how she referred to her double DD’s anyway. 

My mom asked me once if I wanted some of those, a pair of boobs for Christmas.  

By that point though they’d sort of lost their appeal, so I said no thanks, but I would like 

new toaster.  The one I had was the sort that burned one side, while leaving the other 

cold. 

I used to be frigid with him; Brian always left me cold.   I think it was because he 

didn’t care.  Or it wasn’t that he didn’t care, but rather I don’t think he considered anyone 

other than himself.  I’d come to that early on, recognizing his general indifference.  It was 

embarrassing, so to save myself I’d reverted back to an old high school trick to avoid 

hitting home, no reason to even undress.  Not that what we did, really did anything for me 

anyway, but then that was the point.  He didn’t do anything for me, and therefore wasn’t 

allowed to try, as the subject of me to conveniently faded away, disappearing sometimes 
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altogether.  But so long as Brian was getting what he wanted in some at least one form, 

the method really didn’t seem to matter– still stuck in high school, I guess.  

So, I’ve learned then that if you have to guess or aren’t really sure, that 

uncertainty is just your instinct telling you there’s something more you haven’t found.  

That’s how it was sometimes with Brian, I kept looking for something more.  Sometimes 

during brunch, I’d pause between the orange juice, waiting, expecting a better joke, a 

kinder smile, a broader laugh, pausing too long.  These silences, intentional, should have 

relayed my disappointment, but I think I’m the only one who really knew what they 

meant.  I think they were injected to create discomfort, the same discomfort I felt while 

trying to scoot to the distant end of the bed, unable to get far enough away to sleep 

soundly. 

One day I awoke to a note that said “Today is Naked Day, that means no clothes . 

. .”  It was scratched out on the back of an envelope and propped up beside my pillow.  I 

could smell the coffee brewing, but rather than grabbing the robe from the chair beside 

my bed, I paused.  Crawling down towards the foot of the bed, then peering out the 

bedroom door, I looked to see where he’d gone.  Jason returned, a bare butt, carrying the 

breakfast tray and smiling.   

We’d had the flu earlier that week, first Jason and then me.  So we’d taken turns 

feeling sorry for ourselves and then for each other.  I’d read the day before in a 

Cosmopolitan that a cure for the flu is sex, something about endorphins, or whatever 

those healing hormones are.  So we figured that even if the antibiotics we downed 

couldn’t help us, this was something we could do for one another.  And you know, I think 

it worked.  Laying around lazy and nude helped to lower the fever, while the heat killed 
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our virus, and all of this together, it gave us a strong sense of accomplishment.  We had 

enough food stockpiled in the freezer, we figured we could hold out like this forever, 

never needing doctors again.  

Once on my way back from Mexico, I needed one then, a doctor, a pill, 

something.  I’d even made it home, but couldn’t make it through the door.  Montezuma’s 

Revenge, powerful enough to drop me down, falling to my knees in the mud, and making 

a mess of my front porch.  Brian carried me inside to the bathroom, retching.  I managed 

to get out of my clothes that he stored in a plastic bag, which I later threw in the trash.  

And then crawling into the tub, Brian turned the shower on, and brought me a trashcan, a 

bar of soap and a towel, then went out to buy Gatorade and Campbell’s Soup.  My father 

stopped by after he’d gone, brought some Pepto and shook his head, “this is exactly why 

your mother will never get me to go.”   

Leaving, escaping, going down to Mexico can be slightly hazardous, dangerous 

really, but then that’s what makes it wonderful.  There’s that element of risk ever present, 

even when you brush your teeth.  It’s got a rejuvenating energy, something white about it, 

shining ready to burst into flames around you and inside.  So Mexico, it’s the best place I 

think to take a lover. 

I used to love it when he kissed my neck, lingering there, laughter between 

whispers, I think Jason knew my secret. And then it became a game.  Now, laughter 

between screams and sighs, and then I’d be pinned, stuck below and arching against him, 

and then he’d do it again, always asking if he’d won yet, and I’d say never.   

I never told him that though, never said, “I love you, Brian,” mainly because I 

didn’t.  While I love chocolate, love the heat, love strong arms, and love my dog Beast, I 

Texas Tech University, Sara Bailey, May 2008

90



 

love all of them, but I never loved him.  Because I didn’t love him, it was easy not to say 

it, so I never understood why lying came so easily for him.  Always saying to me, “I love 

you,” Brian liked to tell lies.   

Missy was afraid that the rumors she’d heard about her newest man, Mike, would 

be false.  This worried her. But after a couple Two Dog Nights playing pool, she had 

confirmed the truth.  The truth made her smile, because Mike measured up.  In fact he 

measured quite high, topping off her size chart, a new red dot near the top of the fridge.  

So after that first night, Missy happily promised him another.  Though, the second time 

he made a mistake.  Because he’d taken her out after arguing a case, Mike hadn’t stopped 

to change out of his suit.  Not that there was anything wrong with the jacket and tie, but 

rather with what lay beneath.  Missy, it seems, had an unnatural aversion to what she 

called “tightey-whities.”  So it turns out his Hanes your Way, didn’t happen to be hers, 

because once he’d dropped his pants, she grabbed hers and stormed out the door.  Not 

even a goodbye. 

I said good-bye to Brian.  We’d been living together a couple months when he 

decided to leave, not that I was sorry to see him go.  We’d been arguing a lot, over 

clothes on the floor, dirty dishes in the sink.  Those things were easy to fight over.  The 

real issues didn’t come out until after he’d gone   Brian liked to tell lies.  Turns out that 

when Brian said he was going to the opera with his father, he was really performing on 

stage, doing some Chippendales show.   I always wondered why he had some many ones.   

 So yeah, Brian left before the spring of my first year of law school, supposedly to go to 

medical school up in Chicago.  Though I never really checked after he was gone.  He’d 

asked me to come too, saying we could get married.  After a while, though, he just quit 
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asking and started assuming, calling me his fiancée to whomever would listen.  I figured 

if he could propose without asking, then I could say no without an answer. So that’s how 

I’d ended up with Missy.  I should have known better about the whole doctor thing.  At 

least I said “no thanks” to him, content to wave my reply from the driveway, refusing 

Chicago, becoming doctor’s wife, and him, as they all disappeared into the dust.
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TAMMY’S TALE 
 
 

“Tammy has a wooden leg,” dad said.   “It’s her right one, and she likes to knock 

on it for emphasis sometimes, while telling her stories.”   We weren’t really on our way 

to Dallas to see Tammy that morning, we were instead going to visit my aunt.  Tammy 

was just my aunt’s nurse, which meant we got to see her too.  

 “No laughing at Tammy,” dad said.  “I’m serious.”   

Still, no matter how many times I promised to be good, my father continued to 

warn me about how to deal with Tammy’s behavior. 

“You shouldn’t laugh at her, especially around death,” dad said.  “It makes me 

uncomfortable, and will only upset your mother.  Sandy is her only sister.” 

So I met Tammy for the first time that morning, New Year’s Day, 2006.  She’d 

been hired two weeks before as Sandy’s hospice care nurse, and was living with my aunt 

now in her home.  Tammy’s job was to keep Sandy comfortable, to help her live with 

stage four lung cancer.  By the time we’d arrived that morning, though, Sandy had 

already begun to slip.  Tammy said she’d fallen into a coma the previous night, just a 

couple of hours before our arrival.   

“I was tired, you know?  It was that dead time of night, the witching hour, right 

before the sun hits the horizon.  I fell asleep for a moment,” Tammy said. “And, when I 

woke again, Sandy was gone.  Now, don’t get me wrong.  She’s still here, the old girl.  

We’ve been talking a lot this morning.  People like Sandy, they can still hear you when 

they get like this.  Sometimes too, they’ll come right out of it.  There’ll be these lucid 
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moments, complete clarity, right before the end.  So it’s best to talk plenty.  Go on as 

normal.  It makes them feel better, I think, to hear familiar voices.” 

 Although Tammy had stayed up most of the night, she was still wide awake and 

in seemingly high spirits.  

 “You’re just in time,” Tammy told me, “I was just telling your aunt about a call I 

made earlier to my Son-of-a-Bitch Ex-Husband Herb. Even the good Lord himself would 

vomit Herb straight out of his mouth and into hell. Amen, he would.”  

Tammy explained that Herb had left her five years before, after she'd lost her leg 

in a traffic accident.   

“Now you know that crash was Herb’s fault, a drunken mistake.  ‘A drunken 

mistake,’ that’s what he told the jury,” Tammy said.  “I waited for that asshole a year, an 

entire year, before his parole.  And then, that son-of-a-bitch gets out only to tell me can’t 

live with no half-a-woman anymore. So Herb, he left, walked out the door on New Year’s 

Day.  He threw his bowl of black eyed peas at me, cursed that he don’t want no half 

woman, and walked right out, right on down the street to Wanda’s place.  Wanda was this 

woman who lived two blocks down.  Herb told me he needed himself a whole woman, 

and was going to get one.”   At this point, Tammy grew increasingly excited, knocking 

on her leg with one hand, and waving her other arm in the air, excited about what was 

coming next.  

  “Herb,” she said, “Now, Herb is a racist, member of the KKK.  All this only got 

worse in prison.  There he got a swastika tattooed on his right ankle.  Herb eventually got 

what he deserved, though, when Wanda's grandkids arrived over Spring Break.   Since 

he'd married Wanda a month before on Valentine's Day, a shotgun wedding in Vegas, 
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Herb never did have the chance to meet her kids, or grandbabies.  So by the time Herb 

had learned what he'd married into, there was nothing he could do but stomp his foot and 

grit his teeth,” Tammy said. 

Tammy looked at me, then over at my aunt and continued, “They were black.  

Can you believe it?  Herb got himself a whole house full of little pickaninny grandbabies. 

So the first day of every New Year, I love to call Herb.  I love my voice be the first thing 

he hears, an annual reminder of what he's done to himself.  So I called him this morning, 

told your aunt I’d do it there in the room so she could hear me, and I called Herb and said 

‘Here’s to another Happy New Year, darling.  Praised be to the good Lord, and may he 

bless each and every one of your little Pickaninny grandbabies.’   Well, old Herb, he 

slammed the phone down, but not before he heard me,” Tammy said.  “Now isn’t that the 

way to start out the New Year.” 

 I didn’t laugh then, though I wanted to.  Instead, I told Tammy that she had a way 

with words.  I later learned she also had a way with people.  She loved her work as a  

hospice nurse, and often left the Indian reservation where she lived with her husband and 

his kids in Oklahoma to come to work for weeks in one of the richest neighborhoods of  

Dallas.  There, Tammy took care of the wealthy dying in Highland Park.  It was her job 

to help these people pass from this world into the next.  She was brilliant at what she did. 

And in a place so foreign to her, Tammy was Highland Park's opposite.  At least I’m sure 

that’s how Tammy appeared to those she helped, these aged oil tycoons, ranchers, old 

money, steeped together in anger, sadness, and longing.     

I'd bet Tammy was the first chain smoking, foul mouthed woman these Highland 

Park elite ever grew to love.  In their last moments, Tammy was able to show these 
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Highland Park coots that the differences they’d spent their lives fearing were sometimes 

better than the comforts they’d spent years hiding behind.  All the money, the lipstick, the 

street names, and the misery dulled by strong martinis and late evening aperitifs only kept 

them closeted away from their true needs and desires.  So Tammy became the first person 

they'd ever been completely honest with, as she allowed them to finally be honest with 

themselves, speaking freely about all the lost opportunities, unrequited loves, sacrificed 

to maintain the expensive ideal of Highland Park living.  

“There was another woman I looked after, down off Mockingbird, pretty close to 

here.  She’d been by herself for awhile.  Her last husband had died awhile back, the usual 

absentee kids” Tammy said.  “Anyway, this lady – she had over a hundred different 

shades of red lipstick, many still in the box.  Turns out she’d spent each afternoon for I 

don’t know how many years shopping the Neiman Marcus make-up counters, always 

looking for the perfect shade of red.  We spent hours every morning together going 

through her collections, trying to match her lips to her pajamas.  While we searched, 

she’d tell me beautiful stories, all about what life had been like for her growing up in east 

Texas, before Dallas.  A couple of times some of the girls from Neimans came to visit 

her.  Said they’d wondered where Mable had disappeared to.  Said they’d missed her 

stories.  They brought me some polish for her as a present one time, something to match 

her lips.  So I painted her finger nails and her toe nails red too.  You can see your aunt’s 

there, though she prefers orange.    I painted her nails last night while we were talking 

about the next vacation she wanted to take.  She swore when she felt better, we’d take a 

cruise down to Mexico, where we could find us some good tequila, top shelf.  I told her 

that was some crazy talk.  Me in Mexico.  I’ve never even left the South.”   
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It was the foreign mixed with the familiar that I think allowed Tammy to elicit her 

clients' confessions.  Talking to her was easy for these Highland Park people.  She’d 

already seen them at their worst, and hadn’t left them yet.  Plus she was getting paid to 

stay, though they’d be the first to go.  By becoming this familiar stranger, Tammy 

provided these Highland Park people with a rare freedom, granting her clients the 

opportunity to confess their lives, dreams, past wishes, regrets, hopes for the future.  And 

all of this they seemed to tell Tammy freely, confessed in confidence to what they saw as 

an Okie half-breed – half Cherokee, half Texan – holding their hand, coaxing them back 

home again.    

Sometimes I think animals know more about the human condition, or rather the 

spirit, about this returning home, and what happens in the vestibule of time between 

where one passes from this life into the next.   My aunt's cat Whiskers wouldn't leave her 

side.  Refused to move from the foot of the bed, even when her feet began to curl.   And 

then for about a day, the cat refused to be anywhere near the bed, arching her back, 

hissing, bristling as if aware of something we'd missed.  It was as if perhaps she knew 

about the trial of the heart being weighed, all the decisions being made before the end, 

those occurring on the other side in the same manner that we scrambled here to find her 

last will and testament.   I assumed all went well, though, because after that day, 

Whiskers spent the last night sleeping beside her owner, again refusing to be moved.  

“You know Sandy loved those cats.  They’re her babies.    She was always asking 

me to check their water, give them some food” Tammy said.  “You can see Whiskers 

here.  I’ve grown pretty fond of him.  Unless one of you wants him, I’ll take him when I 

go.” 
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After Sandy died, Whiskers went home with Tammy; she said she liked cats and 

couldn't bear to leave Whiskers alone with the others.   My aunt's other two cats 

continued to prowl the apartment, though I'm not quite sure what finally happened to 

them.   They remained feral, having been tamed only by my aunt, who they understood 

was no longer their keeper.  The Highland Park ladies, Celeste and Libby, tried in vain to 

lure the creatures out, managing only to snag their hose, catching a claw or two extra in 

the process.   Her cats were smart.   They recognized creatures like themselves, the 

predatory Highland Park women, and were scared, defensive.  

“I don’t know about those two,” Tammy said.   

She was referring to Sandy’s two friends, Celeste and Libby.  They’d gone with 

Sandy weeks before to have their names added on as executors to her will.  The two of 

them had instructed Tammy not to call my mother, my aunt’s closest living relative.  

 “I called your mom, anyway.” Tammy said, “Now don’t you go telling them I did 

it, cause they told me not to.  I just didn’t think it was right.  Something’s wrong with 

that, with the way those two act, the way they slink around this place.  I don’t like those 

women.  So I just told them your mom called the house, and was concerned when I 

answered instead of your aunt.  Just said, she’d decided to come on up to Sandy’s place 

on her own.”   

The house where my aunt lived wasn't really a house.  In fact, it was a duplex, 

though it was what my aunt had called her home since graduate school at SMU, about 

four decades before.  The place always reminded me of a 1970s museum, especially as a 

child.  Macramé still hung from the downstairs walls, and the bathroom attached to the 

kitchen had a light switch that transformed the knob into the male anatomy, encased by 
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the image of a male flasher.   Every time you turned on the light, you turned him on as 

well.   

“I love that little light in there.” Tammy said.  “Your aunt sure has got a sense of 

humor, though I know you know it.  I never had too many dark moments with her.  You 

can tell when the pain gets worse, if people have a lot of darkness inside.  That’s when it 

all comes out.”  

Illuminated from the bathroom, across the hall, and up the stairs hung hundreds of 

pictures, images, reminders of the moments measuring out the time of my aunt’s life 

travels.   There were so many of them, countless unlabeled beaches, waves crashing 

shores, mountains, and flowers, and natives from far away.  They meant nothing to me 

nor to most that saw them, as it remained impossible to tell where each image originated. 

  It was clear they weren't meant for us, or for anyone else for that matter; they served as 

her life's work, these moments captured, retained, memories to keep her warm at night, to 

serve as a confirmation of what she'd created, better than a marriage, more exciting than 

children.  

“I never had no children of my own.  Though I got me a couple little indians at 

home,” Tammy said.  “After Herb, I married an old friend of my brothers, full blood 

Cherokee, so his kids look enough like me to pass.  You know, the government gave us a 

home?  Real nice one too.  Anyway, all of us with the blood look enough alike to pass as 

family.  It’s like I can see Sandy in you .” 

Spread along the table beside her bed, covering her desk, and on her dresser, were 

more photographs, all beaming, pictures of my aunt and her friends.  They spanned 

across the last forty years, all showing faces following the contemporary Neiman Marcus 
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trends.  Even while the ladies’ makeup changed according to the decade, their hair did 

not; always either big and blonde, or big and brown, it stood solid, teased up and out.   

 Much like their hair, these women’s faces also managed to defy gravity; indeed, 

rather than falling gracefully with age, they instead began to rise, eyebrows creeping 

eerily towards hairlines, mouths reaching for ears.  And yet, in all the photos, all the 

women, only women, smiled happily together; this was something that remained 

timeless.  

 My Great Uncle Bob pointed out Libby’s eyes to me later that afternoon.  As she 

was ushering guests, in and out, running going back and forth, and yammering to Celeste 

about nothing important, I watched her eyes.  Her forehead had been stretched up, 

making her appear as though she were in a constant state of surprise.  But even stranger 

was the way the stretching had caused the whites of her eyes to stand out above her 

pupils.   

 “In kabuki theatre,” Bob said, “they make the ghosts of the dead appear with eyes 

like that, where the whites stand out.” 

 Sometimes I think people, like ghosts, can get stuck in time.   My aunt existed in 

some ways like that.  Much like her seventies apartment, Sandy seemed to belong 

elsewhere, some place out of Dallas, outside of time.  Now while I’m not sure what 

experience, relationships, or events caused her to stagnate in the seventies, locked in 

between her wall hangings, paintings, and decorations, the strongest images retained were 

from her sorority days.  Images of owls gathered from her years as a pledge in Tri-Kappa 

remained happily hung, solid reminders of the few years she’d spent in Lubbock, 

entrenched in Southern sisterhood.  Old framed composites of the girls in her pledge class 
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labeled many of the women who continued to stop by that afternoon.  Libby and Celeste 

told us that Sandy’s friends were her family.  They repeated this many times.  Sandy’s 

family are her friends.  

 “Sometimes I wondered if there wasn’t something more going on there with that,” 

Tammy said.  “You know what I mean.  Something more going on between Sandy and 

those two women, but especially between those two.  Libby and Celeste seem pretty 

close.  Pretty close, if you know what I mean.  Now, nothing wrong with that, of course” 

 It seems that many of my aunt’s old friends did cycle in and out that day, a 

strong representative of her martini women.  I use the term ‘martini women,’ because 

that’s the image that comes to mind when I think of Sandy and all her friends, all of them 

toasting glasses together.  The majority of these were your Highland Park type, in the 

classic sense, your Texas version of a Southern Belle.  Most of these women never 

worked outside of doing something with charities or benefits, living primarily off their 

trust funds, moving from father to husband, man to man.  Many of these women married 

either their high school, though usually it seemed to be their college boyfriends, men 

from Tri-Kappa’s brother fraternities, SAE, KA, and Beta.  In many ways the Greek 

system seemed to be an informal way of designating a self proclaimed Texas Aristocracy, 

a pattern that still exists today.  All big families in Texas, anyone linked to oil or 

ranching, know one another.  They marry in and out, over the course of  time, since many 

marry multiple times now.   

“I think I understood why your aunt never married.” Tammy said.  “Too much 

trouble these days.” 
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Following the disintegration of these women’s first marriages, many of these 

Highland Park women seemed to develop a family all their own.  My aunt and her friends 

developed a close circle that welcomed its members back into the company of women, 

while second, third and fourth marriages for many transformed into a matter of business 

when the trust ran out.  By marrying a man, a minimum of ten years their senior, this 

group of women learned to ensure they’d always be the younger woman.  And by 

maintaining a level of intimacy with their female friends, this closeness was no longer a 

prerequisite required for romance.  Hence, the men became more like their pets, large 

creatures to be led around at church, taken to parties, and kept to provide them with a 

nice house and the funds for shopping.  All these Highland Park women seemed to have 

to do in return was to keep up their appearance, a look, a lifestyle, and a new level of 

indifference towards love.  Not that love didn’t exist for them, it’s just these women 

seemed to instead love one another, becoming each other’s version of man and wife. 

 My aunt never believed in this sort of thing, though, the institution of marriage.   

Marrying for money, if one were to marry at all, remained the best of all possible reasons 

to do so.  Sandy liked to repeat the axiom, “it’s just as easy to love a rich man, as it is a 

poor one.”    After a close friend of my aunt’s insisted on getting married to a man she 

truly loved, my aunt refused to speak to her for a year.  My aunt’s sentiments were well 

known, so much so that Libby, who had intentionally kept her new marriage a secret; she 

was afraid my aunt would never speak to her again if she found out.  I figured she was 

probably more concerned about  being cut out of my aunt’s will.  I saw her new husband 

at my aunt’s funeral the following week.  The man was at least twenty years Libby’s 
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senior, hunched and a foot shorter than herself.  But her new husband afforded Libby the 

opportunity of opening her own business, and this she snatched up immediately.  

 Tammy was the first one to point out Libby’s secret.  “Notice the old man that 

comes with her sometimes.  Libby says he’s a friend of hers.  I told her he’s a friend just 

like Sandy.”  

 Tammy seemed to understand all this, having a good sense of the intimate 

relations that went on behind closed doors in Highland Park.  I think she may have 

understood it better, the ins and outs, than those who lived and died there.  She told me a 

story about another client of hers. 

“That old coot,” Tammy said, “Mr. Vickers was one of those oil men, real old, 

way up in his nineties.   Like the rest of them, he had a thing for women half his age.  The 

younger the better.  He thought he could get them, too, even though he was confined to a 

wheel chair.  I used to have to open the windows to keep cool in his place.  He’d keep his 

house heated, even in the Texas summers.  He said it was because of his poor circulation.  

He was a smooth fellow.  Really a nice man.  He used to always tell me my wooden leg 

mattered nothing to him, said if anything that it gave me more character.  More than 

once, Mr. Vickers tried to convince me to leave the reservation permanently, take up with 

him, go to Florida or some other place, my choice, so long as it was tropical.  He offered 

to pay for everything, provided I’d be his girl.” 

Tammy said she thought this was the biggest bunch of nonsense she’d ever heard, 

and told Mr. Vickers that he could keep his Viagra to himself.   

“My refusals,” Tammy said, “only encouraged him. Mr. Vickers said he liked his 

women feisty.”   
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   So while my aunt became a Highland Park woman, she avoided all Highland Park 

men, those like Mr. Vickers.  She also avoided her parents’ home, where she was raised, 

in a tiny town called Ennis.  Ennis now exists as a suburb of Dallas, only thirty minutes 

south of the city.  Still, Sandy refused to visit her parents’ home following her high 

school graduation.  In the forty years following her departure from Ennis, Sandy made 

the half hour drive back only a handful of times.  Once, Sandy returned when there were 

diamonds from my great aunt’s estate to be divided, and only occasionally otherwise for 

Thanksgiving dinner, sometimes Christmas Eve.  Until my family’s holidays moved  

from Ennis to Bob’s condo in Highland Park, the bulk of Sandy’s holidays were spent 

away with her martini women.   

 “She hated that place,” Tammy said.  “Never found out why.  Said it was ‘a God 

forsaken, tiny little hell hole, not worth the cost in gas it would take to get there.’  I 

figured that was enough of an answer for me.” 

I’m not sure anyone understood why my aunt refused to come home to Ennis, 

though maybe her martini women knew.  She’d often remark that Ennis had ruined her, 

not worth the ink on a map.  I never thought there was anything particularly wrong with 

the place myself.  So while her intense emotion regarding Ennis seemed unfounded to 

me, I guess most overreactions are responses fueled by the past.  Haunted by something, 

memories all her own, my Aunt’s intense hatred of the place makes me wonder if there 

wasn’t something there she’d originally loved. 

My own memories of the town remain those of a child.  Ennis reminds me of the 

farmers market, T-Kals, and the one grocery store, the Piggley Wiggley – it was 

emblazoned with a giant pink dancing pig.  Things like black-eyed peas, fat farm house 
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tomatoes, my grandfather’s peach trees, full with orange butterflies, and the fear of 

scorpions dropping from the lamps, snakes striking in the fields, make up my memories 

of Ennis.  I remember my grandparents’ German Shepherds; they were great because 

they’d catch the snakes out near the fence, before they got near the house.  Snapping their 

bodies in half, the broken snakes would be carried and dropped off by the dogs as 

presents, Water Moccasins and Rattlesnakes, trophies left near their water bowls by the 

back screen door.  Ennis really seems much like any other small Texas town, still 

retaining various elements of the West, still very much alive, retaining a guaranteed 

possibility that there were still things that could get you.      

Still, I think for my aunt, there was nothing left back home for her.  I sometimes 

wondered if she feared loosing herself there, as she seemed to have found her place, a 

sense of belonging in Highland Park.  Her home in Dallas remained her refuge, a nest my 

aunt wove out of things that represented the happy memories of the people and places 

that set her at ease, peace.  According to her horoscope, my aunt’s chart displayed all four 

fire signs, which best encapsulates who she was, her personality, her way of life.  With so 

much energy, she took to barreling though life, though I think she may have burned 

herself out.   

“Your aunt sure loved bright colors.  All yellows, and oranges.  When I’d ask her 

what she wanted to wear today, it was always one of those.  Especially that orange,” 

Tammy said. 

 Martinis and liquor were some of her other favorite things, though I can’t say my 

Aunt was an alcoholic.  She was just queen of the martini women, as her friends gave her 

the official title, “The Goddess of Fun.”  This same message scrolled across her screen 
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saver, red letters on a yellow background.  When it came to a night on the town, my Aunt 

could outlast everyone.  All spoke of her ‘dreaded second wind.’  My understanding of 

this term meant that when everyone else was too drunk, too tired, or too worn from the 

stresses of partying, while my aunt was ready for a second round.  Indeed, she would 

often drop off one group of women, taking them home, only to meet up with a second 

group, starting her night over again. 

 My mom explained it was my aunt’s job as social chair, back in undergrad, to 

take the new pledges out in Lubbock, show them a good time. She told me stories of the 

girls from her pledge class when they were freshmen, how my aunt would take them out; 

she said, she always knew when a group had been out with Sandy  because you’d catch 

them slowly crawling, hands and knees, up the long flights of stairs, back to their dorm 

rooms in Stangle.   Many of the women that came by to visit Sandy had been these girls. 

“It’s like a sorority reunion in here,” my mom said. 

 All these women she hadn’t seen since graduation, some who drove across 

Texas, other flew in from other states, all came to pay their respects to Sandy.   

“I suppose I’ll be home for a couple weeks after this,” Tammy said.  “My girls need me.  

I think it’s hard on them, though, my being gone like this.  I tell them it’s my job to help 

people get to heaven.  I like to think of my job like that, anyway.  It makes it less sad, 

after you spend so much time getting to know them.”
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LAUREN’S BLOG 
 

Blog Entry: THE BIG FOUR OOOOOOOOOOOO 

January 5th, 2007 

Mood: Tired 

 John has grown feral.  Missy found his profile on an online dating site she joined.  

A picture of John, as well as his profile came to her attached in her e-mail. John was one 

of five potential matches for Missy in October.  He was listed as one of the best in Texas.  

What the e-mail didn’t mention was that John paid the site something like two hundred 

dollars to have his profile spotlighted.  So then it wasn’t that he was voted the best in 

Texas, but rather that he paid for his label.  

 It was Missy’s October match list that showed us how John still lies about his 

being 35, in addition to his waving a series of other warning signs compressed into 

phrases like “done playing games,” “No Drama Queens.”  Funny thing is that John told 

me he was thirty-five when we met five years ago, and he wasn’t thirty-five then either.  

John turned turned thirty-six a couple months before I knew him.  At first I just assumed 

I’d heard him wrong, or that maybe I’d rounded down, since I never pay close attention 

to things like birth dates, or other things with numbers.  I just remember thinking that 

John was younger when we met than his driver’s license indicated.  If he’d been a teen 

parent, I would have been old enough to be his daughter.  Seeing that he lies now makes 

me thing he probably lied then too.  In many ways it makes me glad that it wasn’t just me 

that John suckered.   
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 According to our calculations, John must be forty now.  While age is just a 

number, there is something creepy about a guy who lies about it.  Just because John 

doesn’t look his age, doesn’t mean he should leave it open to his own interpretation.  

While women do it all the time too, they tend to get dumped when the truth comes out.    

I think I understand why John feels compelled to lie, though.  The New York Times 

wrote an article on feral men like John.  Its what happens to men who base their faith in a 

forever playboy image.   Fortunately for women, but unfortunately for these men, they 

now have a shelf life too. The journalist referred to these self-proclaimed playboys 

turning forty in the dating world, as their hitting the big “Four Ohhhhh.”  The “ohhhh” 

refers to what younger women say – or think – when they learn a guy that’s been talking 

them up at the local twenty-somethings bar, wearing the latest trends, is really acting half 

his age.  In other words, women realize these feral men are no longer interested in 

changing, or it’s clear they have grown desperate, realizing their current predicament. 

Their lost sense of home, of what it means to share.  The very fact that they lie about age 

is more telling about them, since I’m sure guys like John would be the first to blow off a 

woman because of her age.   

 

Blog Entry:  Online Dating 

January 12th, 2007 

Mood:  Excited 

 So Missy was asking me for help writing her online dating profile.  She recently 

moved from Lubbock back to Austin for her surgical residency, and has found it 

impossible to meet guys outside of the hospital.  I asked her if she’d tried going to 
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church, or to some of the Texas Tech alumni events, and she said yes of course, but that 

most of the guys she’d met there were already married.   

 Knowing how much Missy loves ‘the girls,’ I suggested she title her profile, 

“Everything’s Bigger in Texas.”   The thing about profiles on dating sites, and even 

networking sites like facebook and myspace, is nobody really tells the truth about 

themselves, even the pictures tend to be off, thanks to photoshop.  In some ways, we 

become a closer version of how we see ourselves.  Unfortunately, it’s others we’re trying 

to impress.  Anyway, I figured maybe if Missy wrote something that didn’t seem like an 

advertisement, something more authentic, and a little bitchy, she might get more 

responses.  Here’s a bit of what we came up with:   

 

 A little bit about me:  I fall in love at stoplights.  And no, I don’t want to know 

 what you’re really like, for the simple fact that I’m interested in being interested 

 right now.  There should be a twelvestep program for that.  I also believe people 

 should come with warning labels; if I had one, I think the preceding statements 

 would be mine.  

 

 Trying to sum up Missy in five hundred words got me to thinking about myself.  

If I had a paragraph’s space, what would I say?  It seems like you could almost go 

completely cliché, with a twist, something like:  I like walks on the beach, but only 

during low tide.  I prefer my coffee black, especially Illy.  And while I like sushi, 

anything is good except Unagai .  I think the last line would need a footnote:  I’ve never 

been able to eat Unagi, because it reminds me of an eel I knew when I was a kid.  The 
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eel’s name was Hilda, and she was an albino that lived in an aquarium at the allergist 

center in Austin.  I’d watch her during the thirty minutes I had to wait each week after 

receiving my allergy shot; thirty minutes was the supposed amount of time it would take 

you to choke on your tongue, if you were going to.  I used to think Hilda looked a lot like 

the nurse that gave me my shots; both had similarly pale features, a long line of a mouth, 

with beady, punched in eyes.  The nurse hid behind her white curtain, while Hilda stayed 

beneath her piece of coral, always flicking her tail.   

 I saw Hilda come all the way out once, only it was to chomp a yellow fish that 

swam too close to her rock.  She could move pretty fast when she wanted to.  I figured 

Hilda must have gotten hungry for something besides her usual diet of raw hamburger 

meat.  Not that I’d blame her, wanting something different, but after that incident, Hilda 

was gone.  The nurse explained the following week that the allergist had tired of buying 

Hilda her yellow fish, lunch at fifty bucks a pop.   Besides, Hilda had recently 

traumatized a little boy during one of her attacks, so she’d been returned to the pet store.  

 

Blog Entry: Fat Cat 

February 7th, 2007 

Mood:  Hungover 

 Many of you know my fat tomcat, Mr. Tinkles.   He joined me and Beast last 

year.  Now we’re one big happy family of three.  So Mr. Tinkles likes to sit on my pillow 

and sun himself in the mornings.  Sometimes, if I’m not awake, or haven’t moved over 

enough to make room for him, Mr. Tinkles bites me on the ear, always the right one.  He 

did this today, which is why I’m up writing this now.  Since I moved to the Dominion, 
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it’s been both good and bad in that we live together in an apartment high up on the fifth 

floor of a five-story building.  It’s luckily high enough that Mr. Tinkles’ light isn’t 

blocked by the trees, which makes us both happy, because I like the sun over artificial 

light during the day.   

 You know, the first time I saw Tinkles, he was sunning himself on the hood of my 

father’s car.  I was working as a dental assistant for the summer, and pulled up right 

beside him.  When I opened the car door, though, he ran away.  That afternoon, I saw him 

again.  Tinkles was hiding beside the dumpster outside my father’s dental office.  He’d 

been in a fight with some other creature and was bleeding now, so I took him to the vet’s 

and had him cleaned up.  After spending the money, I figured I’d invested enough to 

warrant taking him home.   

 The first night Tinkles remained sedated, calm from the anesthetic; the following 

morning, though, he grew frantic within his new confinement.  Tinkles bit and clawed at 

my ankles, chased me into my bathroom.  We had a standoff of sorts, until I got the gun; 

it was a pink little water pistol, one I’d received as a party favor from my eight year old 

cousin’s pool party earlier that week.  Anyway, after Tinkles met the gun, it caused an 

immediate retreat.  The gun rarely comes out anymore.  He’s finally learned to be a nice 

kitty.   

 
Blog Entry: Eat Me 

April 1st, 2007 

Mood: Sick 

 I went to the doctor this morning and he told me I had the flu.  I hate being sick.  

I’ve been coughing up these yellow chunks the past few days.  Okay, I know that last part 
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was gross, but this is my blog.  Nobody is forcing you to read this.  So if you don’t like it, 

I suggest you click on to somewhere else now.  I really just wish my fever would break, 

that’s the worst part about it.  Ever since I went to Russia, whenever I get sick, I have this 

dream about the mob there selling human flesh.  A gypsy told me that after the Iron 

Curtain fell, people there were starving.  To appease the need for food, the Russian mob 

sold human flesh on the black market.   

 Anyway, in the dream I’m at the Cathedral of Spilt Blood and starving.  A guy in 

a black car pulls up and offers me something that looks like beef jerky.  Somehow I know 

it’s human, but I take it anyway, paying him over a hundred dollars for these three small 

strips.  The scary thing is that I like it, the human meat, and spend the rest of the time 

searching for the black car to get more. 

  I never really wondered what actual people taste like, until I started having this 

dream over and over again this past week.  I thought it was weird that in my dream 

humans tasted like steak, since I assumed they probably tasted more like chicken, since 

everything seems to taste like chicken.  I figured my steak assumption came from 

growing up in Texas, where everything good here tastes similar to steak.  I wonder if it 

wasn’t some sort of ancestral intuition, because when I looked up cannibalism earlier, I 

learned that people do indeed taste like beef, only sweeter.  There’s actually a product out 

called Hufu (http://web.archive.org/web/20060131190330/www.eathufu.com/home.asp).  

It’s a tofu flavored to taste like human meat.  On the site there are a series of recipes, two 

of which I found particularly disturbing.  There’s a Russian recipe on there for 

Leningradski Pirozhki’s Hufu (potato dumplings stuffed with hufu), and another for Hufu 

Stroganoff (http://web.archive.org/web/20060110213448/www.eathufu.com/recipes.asp).  
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The fact that two out of the five recipes listed on the page are for Russians makes me 

wonder if many during this time developed a taste for human flesh. 

 So I decided to do a little more research into modern cannibalism, and my earlier 

assumptions appear to be true.  I doubt it’s a coincidence that pelmeny, a Russian Ravioli, 

was a Yeltsin family favorite; it was also a dish often made in 1996 using a human filling.  

A number of men were prosecuted in Siberia, after a series of human heads were found 

then in the coal-mining town of Kemerovo and linked to the meat discounted at the 

markets.   

 The cannibals of the modern world then are the Russians and the Congolese.  

Funny how it’s the coldest livable environment, as well as the hottest one that contains 

today’s cannibals.  While Russians eat each other 

(http://www.mayhem.net/Crime/ukraine.html), the Congo Rebels eat their neighbors, the 

forest dwelling pygmies.  Apparently some idiot official decided that by eating the sexual 

organs of the pygmies, this would give them strength to topple their political opposition.  

So far that hasn’t worked.   

 Most of the pygmies being eaten belong to a tribe called the Mayi-Mayi in 

Eastern Congo.  Under the colonial influence, they’d moved away from cannibalism.  But 

thanks to the government’s inability to control the Congo’s Rebels, and their modern 

taste for pygmy flesh, many of the Mayi-Mayi have reverted back to their old ways.   

There have been reports of their feasting on the remains of colleagues, in addition to the 

stray soldiers they capture 

(http://www.guardian.co.uk/international/story/0,3604,871044,00.html). 

 Okay, I’m sure I’ve bored you enough with my stupid dream, but I thought the 
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cannibal stuff was pretty interesting.  It provides yet another reason to be wary of the 

Russians, and to show more respect for the little people in this world.  I hope the pygmies 

catch and eat lots of those Congolese rebels.  The government should pay them a bounty.  

Ten dollars a head to be their hired soldiers.  Anyway, I guess I should go try to rest a 

little.  I’m sure I’ll probably fall back into my same dream about Russia, and eating 

people.  At least they taste good.  
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JOHN 
 

I'm watching his chest rise and fall.  John always sleeps so easily.  Sometimes, 

sometimes like tonight, I think it's a good thing.  He never notices when I'm upset. 

 Sometimes I think I might kick him, wake the guy just to see what he'd do.  But, I'm too 

embarrassed. The one time I tried it, poor John thought I was in the mood, or something 

like that, and proceeded with his half sleep ridden version of lovemaking.  When I 

complained the next day, he apologized, saying only that he thought it was erotic, my 

waking him up like that.  Of course after his response, I felt stupid.  He had no idea I was 

upset.  I suppose really that might not have been such a bad reaction, though, the whole 

love making thing, perhaps if it were done with some sort of feeling, or the right person. 

 The problem is it never occurred to John that I might wake him up for any other reason, 

which makes his reaction to me purely physical, which isn't really so bad either given the 

right situation.  Anyway, it's the only reason why John ever wakes me up, sex that is, 

which makes his assumption about me both human and understandable. 

Last week, though, I had a nightmare, something about bugs or spiders, maybe a 

wasp; yeah, I think that's what it was.  For some reason I always have bad dreams about 

things with stingers, trying to get around them, flick them off gracefully, only to get stung 

in the end. It's at that part, the stinging point, that I wake myself up thrashing beneath the 

covers.  I think I must of smacked John in the face the other night, because I woke up to 

him holding me, saying everything was going to be all right, nothing was going to get 

me.  I didn't have the heart to tell him it was only a wasp. 

 When I was a kid, I used to climb trees.  I'd take a book up with me, or a pair of 

binoculars; I told them they were good for watching birds, but really they were better for 
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watching the neighbors' affairs.  Sometimes in the spring, when there were bees, wasps, 

caterpillars and asps, I would get trapped, stuck in the tree. Staring at whatever stinger lay 

below, I would watch it and wait until I could yell loud enough for my father to hear and 

come out to catch me when I jumped out and over the insect, or until the damned thing 

retreated on its own.  Sometimes I waited for what seemed like hours.
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FIRST THE RIGHT, THEN THE LEFT 
 
 

 Lauren took off her shirt as she walked into his apartment.  Jason 

immediately closed the door.  By the time he’d swung it shut, she’d slipped out of her 

skirt.  It lay in a lavender pile near his feet. 

“Are you hot?”  Jason said, smiling, “You know, because I can turn on the air 

conditioner if you are.” 

Lauren answered him with a grin.  Dropping a bottle of Chianti on the counter, 

she then climbed onto one of three bar stools.   Sitting now, naked on the cool black 

leather, straddling it, she said nothing.   

There’s a seduction in silence.  She’d read it once in a Gabriel Garcia Marquez 

story.   The scene he’d created appealed to her.  A woman laid bare.  A bit dramatic 

perhaps, but still – the idea had captured her interest.  Before, again, and now she’d tried 

it, this same scenario, one that had run itself about her mind many times.  Unfortunately, 

though, the reality of it always left her cold.   

She hoped. Tonight, she thought Jason might be different.  

“All you have to do is let me know,” Jason said. 

He cut across to the kitchen, grabbing the wine, taking out a cork screw and two 

glasses.  She watched him as he opened it, offering her the first glass, handing it carefully 

across the counter.   She drank it, watching him pour his own. 

“You know,” Lauren said, “red wine is the only edible substance that contains the 

same Ph as a woman.” 

“Hmmm,” Jason said.  “That I never knew.” 
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Lauren thought to herself how there were a lot of things Jason didn’t know.  She 

was aware of his intelligence.  He’d been offered a starting position in the physics 

department at CalTech.  He knew he was smart and so did she.  But still, sometimes he 

could be so dense.  She watched him now, as he sipped his wine; this annoyed her.  She 

flipped her blonde hair and trailed off down the hall, back towards his bedroom.  Jason 

followed. 

He watched her body sway, tilted forward on three inch heels; they were black 

satin, now clicking in front of him.  She laid down on her side across his bed, heels still 

on.   

“So, did you have anything planned for the evening?”  Lauren said. 

“Not really.” Jason glanced across the bed at his book, Elementary Particles. “It 

can wait,” he said.   

She noticed the book lying in anticipation on his night stand.  Again, she was 

irritated. 

“Good,” Lauren said.  Then glancing up at him she stated, “You realize, you’re 

being difficult.”  

“What do you mean?” Jason smiled. 

He sat on the edge of the bed, placing a hand on her leg. 

She kicked him off, sitting up beside him now.  

“You’re still dressed,” she said.  “Why?”  

“Probably because you haven’t done anything about it,” Jason said. 

“Since when did this become my job?” Lauren said. 

“Just thought I’d make you work for it,” Jason said, loosening his tie. 
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He enjoyed teasing her.  Of course he knew what she meant.  He thought by not 

playing into her ideal, he might change the rules a bit.  Since this was her seduction, he 

wanted to see whether she’d follow through. 

Lauren rolled her eyes.  Jason smiled again, removing his tie, then placing it over 

her head, around her neck.   

“It looks better on you,” Jason said. The tie hung loosely around her now.  It was 

his favorite; she figured it was because of the multi-colored equations running diagonally 

across its length.  He’d explained the meaning behind each one at a boring dinner party a 

couple months back.  But tonight, they just looked like a bunch of symbols.  Lauren 

flipped the tie over her shoulder, before pushing Jason onto his back.  Crouching above 

him, hair falling into her face and onto his, she undid a button at a time.   

He sighed now, breathing in the smell of her shampoo, and a bit of his own relief.  

He was impressed.  She’d called his bluff and this made him happy, because otherwise 

she might have been angry.  This sort of thing had happened before.  He’d discovered the 

only way out was for him to play his “man” card, act dumb, awe struck, and tell her she 

was “just too much woman” for him.  He could get away with that because both he and 

Lauren understood that she had more experience in the area of seduction.  Though 

usually he thought the imbalance between them here worked in his favor. He liked 

learning from her.  It was nice to finally be in a position where he became something 

other than Dr. Freitag. 

She kissed him now, drawing him again back into himself, allowing him briefly to 

become Jason.   Jason, a man, nothing more.  So often he had the hardest time staying 

with her, trying not to think.  It was, at least, what he got paid to do the rest of the day. 
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He wished always he had a switch, or something similar.  Something he could flip in 

order to turn his mind off.  Someway he could live in the physical sense, aware only of 

his body, aware of hers.  He figured this was one reason they got along so well.  She was 

the first person that drew him out into himself. 

Lauren felt Jason exhale.  She wondered what he was thinking.  Always thinking.  

Though, she decided that’s what made him so fun to play with.  He was unpredictable, 

which meant she never got bored.  Before they’d begun dating, Lauren had plowed 

through a series of men, one after another.  At one point she’d dated three simultaneously 

- there was Friday, Saturday, and Sunday.   None were aware of the others, though, she 

thought maybe they’d known.  She’d never been sure; more so, she’d never cared.  For 

the most part, they’d just been someone or perhaps more something to do.  They’d all 

been friends of hers, safe guys she’d known for years.  So at some point, she’d tried them 

all on, kinda like shoes, just to see if they fit.  But like most, there was always something 

wrong or perhaps just nothing right with any of them.  Nothing that made them bad, per 

say, just none worth the long term investment.   

With Jason, however, he’d been different, a mistake really.  A mistake only in the 

sense that he’d been nothing she’d expected.  He caught her completely off guard.  In 

fact, she hadn’t wanted to go out that night – two years ago now.  Her friend Tiffany had 

forced her to come, pleading that she “didn’t want to be the only girl.”  “You’ll like 

them,” Tiffany promised, “Ivy Leaguers, just your type, and soccer players, too.”   At the 

time, Lauren figured Tiffany was trying to fix her up with someone other than her current 

– what was his name?   She didn’t remember now, only that Tiffany had called him 

Numps, an old British term that meant “fool.”  She smiled.  Spreading Jason’s shirt apart, 
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she leaned forward, feeling the warmth of his chest on her cheek.  Glad for the little bit of 

hair there, she didn’t like men that were bears, or those completely hairless.  The first 

couldn’t be helped, the second she didn’t understand; luckily Jason was neither.  Lauren 

slid down beside him, now kissing his neck. 

Folding Lauren into himself, Jason felt her breathing.   

“You’re the perfect fit,” Lauren said. “You know?”  Though she’d decided this 

the night they’d met, she hadn’t mentioned anything to him then.  At the time, it would 

have made no sense, but then she figured nothing good ever did.  He’d become her own 

personal hero, like Super Man or Ronald Reagan, only real.  Saving her from herself, and 

a past relationship history stifled by illogic and general indifference, though Lauren 

wasn’t really sure what she’d gained instead – she just knew it was something better.   

“I’m not smashing you,” Lauren said, “am I?” 

“No,” Jason said. 

“Good,” Lauren said, wriggling out of his grasp.  “I’m not finished with you yet.” 

Straddling him now, facing his feet, she began pulling of his shoes.  First the right, then 

the left.
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JOHN’S TAKE ON AGE 
 

 Okay, so I never really expected to be in this position.  I spent all my time 

working, sacrificing my personal life, to make all I have now.  I know it’s probably hard 

for you to understand, but it’s a choice I made, and it should be clear that I gave up a lot.  

All those years you were out getting drunk with your buddies, I was hanging out with 

other men running the stock exchange.  It was me and a bunch of dudes.   Still, just a 

couple of years ago, I could have had any woman.  Any woman at all.  So it’s hard for me 

to believe that a guy like myself should have such a difficult time finding a date.   

 I think it’s all in numbers, and therefore all in the mind.  Although one woman 

told me she could tell I was older by my eyes.   And I’m really not that old.  So, I just 

turned forty-one.  Everyone always told me I looked younger, so a lot of times I never 

mentioned age.  Or I’d ask someone to guess, and if they said anywhere between thirty-

five and thirty-eight, I’d say that number sounds good and smile.  Recently, though, I’ve 

been unsure how to handle the internet.  Because it’s a fill in the blank form, instead of a 

conversation, it forces me to put down a number.  The thing about it is that I don’t want 

to be cut out of someone’s search, just because of age.   

 So I decided to put thirty-five down as a range.  It’s just my way of asserting that 

I can still fit within that category, even if I’m not exactly thirty-five.  One ex, Lauren, still 

doesn’t know my real age.  I don’t think, anyway.  It never really seemed to matter to her, 

which is why I’m just hoping to get my foot in the door.  I also know this is probably 

wrong, but I’m just not that attracted to older women.  They remind me of my mom, and 

always demand more.  They “want to know where this is going.”  It’s like when women 
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are too you they take themselves to seriously, because they haven’t been with enough 

men.  And yet, by the time most women reach their thirties, they begin to take each 

relationship too seriously, because they’re tired of having been with so many men.  Then, 

what it seems like to me is that who I am becomes irrespective of what role and position I 

can provide for them.  In other words, it’s like I’ve become interchangeable.  Women in 

their thirties look at me as a source of income, a husband, a father, not as John.   

 So that’s why I want to make sure I get a crack at the younger ones.  I run marathons 

and stuff.  I know I have more to offer them then most of the men in that age bracket, 

though I guess I do have a couple years on them.  At this point, I only need one.  One 

woman I can marry, and share all that I’ve spent the last twenty years building.  I feel like 

I’ve sacrificed enough already.
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ROTTEN 
 
 

I have dozens of flowers, probably a little over a hundred now, all rotting away on 

my balcony.  After the first few weeks, I just got tired of dealing with them, a new 

bouquet at least every other afternoon.  They started to make me tired, exhausting just to 

look at, so I stuck the flowers outside; out of sight, out of mind.  I guess since I wouldn’t 

return John’s calls, e-mails, or dinner requests, he began to use flowers and gifts as a new 

way to invade my space.  Most of the adjoining cards still remain unopened even now, all 

in different stages of decay, lost words hopefully disappearing along with the dried 

petals, being blown away together by the wind.   

I found it interesting that I’d never received flowers from John before.  Not once, 

not any, not until I’d asked to be left alone; then the flowers began.  The last bouquet 

came four months later on my birthday, along with a box filled with a blue plastic penis.  

Hmmm, a penis mixed in with the final thrust of half a dozen roses; at first, the two 

together left me confused.  So I decided to read the card this time: “Happy Birthday, hope 

to see you again, never.  Gone to Japan.”  Well, for whatever it’s worth, I figured at least 

he’d finally said goodbye.  Though the message itself was vague, too vague; however, 

knowing John’s love for poor metaphors, I took the blue plastic penis to be his way of 

adding a personal touch to the traditional, ‘fuck you.’  Poor John, my guess is that if he’d 

had any inkling as to who would really be enjoying his gift, he’d certainly never have 

sent it.   

In fact, it caused a great deal of amusement, this blue plastic penis sent out of 

spite.  I’m sure he assumed I’d be horrified that anyone would have the audacity to send 
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me such an item.  Though after his last “surprise,” he should have realized it would take a 

little more than that to truly out do himself.  So “a surprise,” that’s what he’d called it 

before.  He’d come up with this idea, one he’d pieced together while I was out of town.    

Upon my return, John told me he had “a surprise” in the basement, “a surprise” he had to 

prepare himself for.  I was instructed to wait upstairs while he readied his “surprise,” and 

to wait for the signal to join him.  Fifteen minutes passed, and then I felt the floor shift.  

John was apparently ready. 

 As I walked down the stairs, I could hear him chanting, “surprise, surprise,” as the 

stairs continued to shake.  Upon reaching the last step, I was just in time to watch as John 

sailed over his clothes and into a coffee table.  It seems the harness he’d hung from the 

ceiling, something he’d attempted to transform into a swing, didn’t hold.  Yet before it 

fell along with a chunk of the ceiling, he’d been able to build up enough momentum to 

send him self flying across the room, crashing down in all his naked glory.  I’m not sure 

whether he ever managed to fix his harness, nor did I discover its true intent, but I did 

hear he found someone to patch the ceiling, no questions asked.  So after watching John 

catapult himself in the nude, I figured there really wasn’t much left to say.
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BRADFORD 
 
 

Bradford went to law school to make more money than his father.  Bradford’s dad 

was a psychologist who earned his living testifying for defense attorneys on behalf of 

their clients.  He spent the last decade of Bradford’s life laundering money and 

misquoting his income, before escaping offshore to live on a sailboat alone with his dog.   

Bradford’s dad said all women were whores, and while Bradford never said he 

agreed, his actions suggested he did.  There was a new girl each night; they became 

conquests of his, especially in Mexico.  During college he spent two years studying 

Spanish in Guadalajara and decided that he needed to marry a Latin woman.  Bradford 

believed Latin women allowed their men to cheat because they expected it.  They’d 

seduced married men in their younger years.  However, as a wife, women shifted more 

towards the mother Mary, growing more religious, holding themselves to a double 

standard.  The unwritten rule that existed about affairs was that the mistress could never 

be elevated above the wife.  This was different than in American culture.  It was meant to 

safe guard the woman, though Bradford decided it safe guarded himself.  He wouldn’t 

ever have to worry about a messy divorce due to his philandering.  Likewise, if he chose 

other Latin women as his mistresses, along that same line, the mistress was never to cross 

paths with the man’s family.  If this happened, and the Latin code was broken, justifying 

the man’s refusal to acknowledge the woman, his mistress, calling her crazy, insane.  

This last part would prevent the mistress from marrying a man all her own later in life, 

which helped to maintain the double standard in Bradford’s favor.  
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Bradford considered most women he came across to be insane.  He joked about 

“crazy bitches,” saying the religious ones were the worst.  They reminded him of his 

mom and his fat sister.  He hated them equally.  Both had left Bradford and his father and 

moved off to Kentucky.  Bradford hated going to visit them, because all they ever did 

was rant about how they hated men, and how Bradford didn’t love Jesus.   They figured 

he hated Jesus because he was like his father, and because he was like his father that’s 

why he hated Jesus. 

Bradford told me once that he thinks in some ways he became his father because 

everyone was always saying he was already half way there.  His response to his mom and 

sister when they called him out about his lack of love for Jesus was always, “My head 

hurts.  My feet stink.  And no, I don’t love Jesus!”  He’d read the quote at a gas station on 

his way to visit them in Kentucky.  The saying was branded onto some fake wooden 

plaque, with a drunk scowling at the words beneath his feet.  Bradford still regretted not 

buying the wall hanging for himself, because he’d never seen anything as funny since. 

 In high school, after his dad left, Bradford threw parties every weekend.   He told 

people it was a good way to distract himself, keep himself company, though really he just 

liked the sympathy it created and access it provided him to drunk young chicks.  Because 

his last name was Brock, he called his parties “Brock Stock.”  By graduation, he’d 

managed to throw something like twenty-five Brock Stocks senior year.  Most of the time 

there were games of strip poker where everyone ended up naked. The house was a 

bachelor pad originally built for a middle aged man, which meant that after his father was 

gone, Bradford gained access to an indoor hot tub and the remains of his father’s wet bar 
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and extensive wine cellar.  That’s where I developed a taste for Chianti.  It was his 

father’s favorite, so Bradford had cases and cases left to him, and to us as well. 

I always felt sorry for the girls Bradford dated.  He didn’t care about them anymore than 

he felt for the sleazy newscaster he met at a bar in college.  The newscaster was a man, 

Phil Moniker, everyone in Austin new who he was.  What they didn’t know is that Phil 

paid boys like Bradford to sit naked in the hot tub with him, drinking Mai Tais, then 

asking them to shower while he watched.  Sometimes he would pay Bradford five 

hundred dollars to clean his kitchen in a thong.  Bradford always told me these stories, 

not to justify why he had a roll of hundreds, but as an aside.  Bradford’s escapades with 

women and with Phil Moniker ran together like a line of train cars, one no more 

significant than the next.
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DOROTHY 
 
 

Dorothy Chisom believes in demons.  She talks about them easily, in passing, in 

the same way that many people discuss the weather. This isn’t too surprising, because the 

majority of individuals I know from West Texas believe in demons, too.  What’s funny is 

that I didn’t meet Dorothy in Texas.  We met while studying abroad our Freshman year 

summer at Oxford in England.  We were drinking together that night at the Butlery and 

Dorothy was talking about the Seven Deadly Sins that sit along the Bell tower of New 

College.   

“They call them Gargoyles, but its just another fancy way of saying demons,” 

Dorothy said.   

Dorothy decided that if the intelligentsia of Oxford believed in demons, this belief 

added credibility to their universal existence, even if the belief was something founded 

five hundred years ago.  Those faces, the deadly sins, were still set in stone.  Dorothy said 

it was her favorite lesson learned at Oxford.  It helped to justify her own beliefs learned 

early on in the battles between good and evil.  Just like Lewis Carol, and “the 

Jabberwock,” and Tolken’s battles between Middle Earth, Dorothy believed similar 

battles took place on a daily basis.  Most of us were to blind today to see them. 

 Dorothy’s family and mine started out near Lubbock, or at least our grandparents 

did.  While my family moved to Austin and Los Angeles, hers expanded across the 

plains.  Dorothy has one of those big West Texas families, one that spreads out along the 

dusty flatlands, stretching itself between Lubbock and Odessa, between politics and 

preachers.  Dorothy liked to tell me then, and still likes to tell me now that I don’t believe 
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in Jesus.  Her statement doesn’t come across so much as accusatory; rather, it seems she’s 

stating a simple matter of fact.  It’s as if Dorothy’s confirming some sort of distinction 

she continues to recognize between the two of us.  She examines my faith for me, often 

concluding, “ Catherine, you’re an Atheist,” even though I’ve told her over and over 

again that an Agnostic and an Atheist are two very separate things.  What she’s 

explaining, though, is that in regards to Jesus and demons, God and the Devil, I’m not 

going to say they don’t exist, but I’m also not ready to say that they do either.    

We were having this same old discussion while driving home together one night 

over the Thanksgiving Holiday.  While traveling back along the desolate stretch from 

Lubbock to Austin out along Highway 84, Dorothy said she could feel them there, the 

demons.  I figured that a lot of her feelings stemmed from the highway itself, being that 

this place was where all those women had been murdered twenty years before.  I asked 

her if this was the case and Dorothy said no, she thought the demons had come here 

because Lubbock was a god-fearing town, the first to embrace Bush’s abstinence only 

policy, that this was a reason the devil had begun his attack.  Dorothy said her cousin had 

probably just been an early victim.  Lubbock and its surrounding areas now have the 

highest STD rate in the state and the highest pregnancy problem in the country, which 

Dorothy explained wasn’t any fault of the people.   

After spending some time in Southeast Asia this last summer, the next comment 

reminded me of something I’d heard in Cambodia.  My guide in Angkor Wat said the 

Buddhists believed the karmic vibe there is clean now, one of the cleanest in the world– 

having endured so much death, the killing fields, which meant the bad energy must make 

way for the good now.  Dorothy explained to me that the opposite remains true for 
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Lubbock.  Because Lubbock had always been a good, God-fearing town, composed of so 

much love, it now remained under spiritual attack.  

Dorothy began speaking of her own attack back before we’d known each other 

well.  She explained how she’d lived in Lubbock through high school, and how the 

demons had made her attack herself then, through self-inflicted cuts, bites, and scratches.  

She said that was the only way she could feel pain, after the demons attacked.  Dorothy 

said once when she’d cut herself too deep, her parents had found her, and taken her to the 

hospital.  And after months of anti-psychotic drugs and various antidepressants, the 

voices still spoke to her.  Dorothy said, they’d told her to do things like drive into a lake, 

or drown herself in tequila.  

After another “episode,” her father called a friend of his, a southern Baptist 

preacher from Arkansas, who told both Dorothy and her father that she was plagued by 

“alcohol demons.”  Alcohol was one of the devil’s tools that allowed the demons a 

stronger hold on her psyche; that’s what the preacher told Dorothy, and is what Dorothy 

told me.  So working together with her Christian therapist and an Evangelical exorcist, 

the two helped cast out Dorothy’s alcohol demons.  She told me that she actually felt 

their claws releasing her through the scars in her arms.   

 While I didn’t know Dorothy during high school, and never knew about the 

exorcism before last weekend, I do know she’s been fine since.  She seems to take her 

spirituality in stride, much like the rest of us talk about diet and exercise.  Maybe she’s 

the smart one, aware of something the rest of us have lost through a blind spot established 

by science and logic.  What good things in life are really logical anyway?  Not love, not 

religion, not much I’d place a bet on.  Besides, the elders at Oxford knew the demons 
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well enough back before science took over, well enough to put faces to their names.   

Dorothy explained that in the end, it was religion not medicine that saved her, since the 

demons left her alone after that.  She said she no longer feels the need to cut, nor hears 

the ‘demon’ voices, and has taken no psychologically based medications, so she’s certain 

it was the demons.  I never agreed with her on this, but I never disagreed either.

Texas Tech University, Sara Bailey, May 2008

132



 

WEST TEXAS 
 

She told him Jesus was watching.  Really, he was, she said.  Jesus was sitting on 

the bed post, looking down, watching and making sure.  He was making sure things 

didn’t go where they shouldn’t, while others stayed where they should.  Jesus had X-ray 

vision.  That’s what K’Lynn told Bradford, and what Bradford told me. 

So K’Lynn latched onto Bradford after meeting him again last year at a co-ed bar 

in Lubbock, Texas.  She’d said everything was fine, not progressing too fast, something 

more like fate, since they’d gone to the same Church Camp at thirteen.  Instead of a few 

hours time, they’d really known each other a little over a decade, even if they hadn’t 

talked in the time and space in between.  Besides, she said, it couldn’t be a coincidence 

that they’d met up again, not after all this time, not like this.    

Still, K’Lynn told Bradford she was worried.  With Jesus sitting up on her 

headboard, perched like Tinkerbelle, hovering above them, she’d decided it was 

necessary to tell Bradford why she couldn’t ‘do it’ with him.  Really, K-Lynn told him, 

she’d never actually done it before; she was a virgin.  But that’s just what she said to 

Bradford, continuing on with the fact that while she wasn’t a tease, there were just some 

things she couldn’t do.  Besides, she’d cut a deal with Jesus.   

Since they couldn’t ‘do it,’ though, K’Lynn told Bradford she’d formulated 

alternatives.  She explained that anything from behind was okay with her.  Even sticking 

it in just a little, in the right way, that might be fine too – so long as he didn’t push it all 

the way in.  No full penetration, nothing that could break her seal, that which she 

explained secured her maidenhood, her flower, meaning Bradford could only begin if he 
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kept his hand grounded at the base; this she made sure to hold for him, allowing only an 

inch or two entry.  All of this, she said, was done to guarantee her self-proclaimed 

virginity.   

There was something about telling a man you’re a virgin, something about it that 

K-Lynn seemed to believe made the men in Texas respect her more.  We talked briefly, 

though not specifically about this subject, when she showed up at my apartment a couple 

days after loosing Bradford; she said she was looking for her earring, a red dangly thing, 

but I think she was really looking for him.   

“Since Bradford hasn’t returned my calls yet, I figured I’d just stop by here, to see 

if maybe see if it fell out the other night after the bar,” K-Lynn said. 

“Sure, that’s fine.  You’re welcome to look around,” I said. 

“It’s just that the red pair was my favorite.  I have some blue ones like them, but I 

really like the red.  I just can’t stand the idea of losing them forever, you know?” K-Lynn 

said. 

I told her I understood, and made a point of answering that Bradford had gone 

back to Houston on Sunday, back to class, returning to law school, and was really busy.  I 

tried to explain that he had this way of disappearing on everyone, old friends too, so 

really his absence was nothing personal. 

“Well, at least I didn’t sleep with him,” K-Lynn said.  “So, you know, it’s not like 

he got much of me anyway.” 

“Yeah, Bradford can be a jerk sometimes,” I said. 

“Well, nothing to be too torn up over,” K-Lynn said.  “I’m just sorry he’s an 

asshole.”   
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K-Lynn didn’t find her earring that afternoon.  Though, I think I found it myself, 

while moving a year later.  It had fallen behind my nightstand, lost there for at least two 

years, a black metal hoop with little red beads. 

 

K-Lynn was raised in the West Texas Panhandle, a dry stretch of land that reaches 

across the northern expanse of West Texas.  This area contains dying places, scarcely 

populated cities, including Lubbock, Coleman, Muleshoe, Pampa; these, in my opinion, 

aren’t areas much worth knowing about, nothing beyond their insistence in regards to 

remaining locked in the past, content to live off the glory of their religious convictions, 

sucking the remaining life out of all who might protest.   

The Pampa region alone contains one hundred and thirteen thousand citizens, 

including both K-Lynn and Warren Chisum.  Neither of the two, K-Lynn or Warren, have 

earned educational degrees beyond their West Texas high school diplomas; however, 

while K-Lynn continues to struggle with finding a suitable sales job in the area, Chisum 

represents his region’s constituency as a member of the Texas House of Representatives.  

Back in Pampa, Chisum also funds his political career through two other traditional 

Texas industries, earning his money through oil and cattle ranching; his political website 

calls Representative Chisum a self-proclaimed Christian, and a good husband to his wife, 

Omega.  What the website doesn’t reveal involves Mr. Chisum’s obsession with the 

policing of other peoples’ genitalia.   

In 1993, Mr. Chisum’s legislation helped to promote and redefine the original 

Texas State Penal Code, first introduced again by Mad Dog Mengden in the late 1970s.  

The re-visitation of this legislation made illegal any act in the state of Texas that involves 
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the selling, and/or the ownership of six or more dildos; these actions now constitute 

felony offenses.  I’m not exactly sure how Mr. Chisum decided on the illegal number as 

being “six or more” dildos, since more than five earns you the sentence of “the intent to 

distribute,” while five or less only makes you a hobbyist.   

 To circumvent these anti-dildo laws, a number of store owners in Texas have 

continued to play off the penal code’s exceptions, those that allow for the sale of dildos 

for ‘artistic,’ ‘scientific,’ ‘psychological,’ ‘medical,’ or ‘educational’ purposes.  It 

remains common today for most stores in Texas to avoid liability by insisting upon each 

customer’s signing a form, one that confirms their intent remains to purchase an 

‘educational device,’ an ‘artistic model,’ or a ‘marital aid,’ anything but a ‘dildo.’   The 

anti-dildo laws, in other words, seem to want to redefine the action, by manipulating the 

intent.   And yet it seems to me that a dildo remains a dildo, no matter what official title 

you choose to sell it under.   

In a similar manner to the anti-dildo legislation, a series of anti-sodomy laws were 

also raised and pushed through by Mr. Chisum in 1993.  Were it not for the West Texas 

constituency, these bills would have been raised and dismissed, as the Texas Senate, the 

more liberal of the two bodies of government, had already allowed the anti-sodomy 

legislation to be raised and dropped, along with many of the other archaic laws up that 

session.  As the anti-sodomy bill came up and was approved, Mr. Chisum won, in terms 

of keeping the law on the books within the new Texas Penal Code.  It was pointed out, 

however, that in order to make the law constitutionally sound, in addition to outlawing 

sodomy for homosexuals, it remained necessary to make it illegal it for heterosexual 
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couples, too.  Thus, the law was rephrased to encompass any and all “sexual act[s] 

involving a sexual organ of one person with the anus of another.”    

Rep. Debra Danburg questioned Mr. Chisum, regarding what he thought might be 

the punishment for this offense following its passing into existence; Chisum responded 

that, “they would probably hang you in my county if they caught you.”  In the video of 

the House proceedings, Chisum laughs nervously at himself following this statement, 

realizing that no one else seemed as amused by his comment.  He quickly stated that the 

penalty of such actions should equate to the cost of a traffic ticket, though, he’d be 

willing to push it up to a Class A Misdemeanor, or Felony offense.  In justifying the 

rationale for his promotion of reinstating these laws, Chisum explained only that sodomy 

“is a very bad habit for people to have, it’s a personal belief, as well as one within the 

religious community and the health community.”   

After successfully preserving the anti-sodomy legislation, Mr. Chisum remains 

pleased, congratulating his fellow Republicans, shaking hands, slapping each other on the 

back.  In response to all this close felt excitement between Republicans, a couple of the 

Democrats got together and told the Sergeant of Arms to tell Mr. Chisum to quit his 

carrying on, as it was “now illegal for a prick to touch an asshole in this state.”     

 

While West Texas retains its conservative façade, the actions hiding behind these 

images reveals an opposite reality.  In 2005, Lubbock, Texas recorded the highest STD 

rates in the nation.  West Texas also holds one of the highest teenage pregnancy rates.  

Both of these statistics reflect the results of the longest standing abstinence only 

education policy in the United States.  Still, rather than attempting a new approach 
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towards promoting the health and well being of its West Texas citizens, legislators during 

the next session appear focused on addressing the increasing divorce rates within the 

region.  By diverting attention away from the real issues involving health and sex 

education, most of the bills I’ve read about coming up during the next session address the 

fact that more marriages fail in of Texas than in New York.  

Of course, rather dealing with the problems that might create a faulty marriage, 

such as the fact that over half of all Texans marry at an age far below the national average 

of 25 for women and 27 for men, the legislature doesn’t want to promote any programs or 

laws that could make them appear “against marriage and family.”   Instead, the current 

solutions propose a different approach, forcing couples to stay married, by striking the 

‘no fault clause’ in divorce statutes.  Hence, rather than allowing for a quick, fault free 

divorce, couples will be forced to attempt a year’s reconciliation.  This seems to be the 

same logic the state legislature used when voting to restrict the treatment of STDs, and 

prescription birth control for people below the age of eighteen.  Even if a person is found 

to have a treatable STD by a doctor in Texas, the law prohibits the dispencing of any 

medical treatment without signed parental permission, or a judge’s written waiver.  Since 

many teens refuse to tell their parents about the issue, and many STDs remain latent with 

no noticeable symptoms, there have been a number of documented cases by Planned 

Parenthood in Houston, in which known diseases have been ignored, left untreated.  The 

result is that many teens living in the poorest areas in Texas will continue living with 

their disease, infecting others, while creating their own sterility in the years before they’ll 

reach the legal age of consent for treatment.   
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What seems to matter most in Texas law has little to do with the actions or the 

outcomes produced, but rather resides within the emphasis placed on the promotion of an 

ideal culture, one that today remains grounded in religious conservatism.  No one seems 

to have a problem with dildos, for instance, when they’re referred to as marital aides, in 

the same manner the Victorians had no problems with alcohol so long as it was served as 

a ‘digestive aide.’  Thus, to help women learn about their bodies, this awareness has been 

taken up and promoted further by OB/GYNS; in attempts to help eliminate the stigma 

created by Texas law against dildos, and other cultural taboos attached to buying sex toys 

for women in Texas, many doctors now write prescriptions for dildos, or ‘marital aides,’ 

as well as vibrators, to help women with ‘sexual dysfunction.’  My guess is the sexual 

dysfunctions resides within the state itself, not the woman; however, the doctor’s 

prescription works to establish both a legal and a culturally justifiable excuse to reclaim 

one’s sexuality.   

  Texas sex store owners similarly adapted their linguistic model, mimicking polite 

society, today’s medical references, while keeping within the law’s dictates; effectively, 

they changed nothing beyond the organizational structure of the store, and the names 

attached to the devices, stocking them on shelves according to their categorical division: 

“marital aides / dildos” and “personal massagers / vibrators.”  These two separate 

categories, each establish its own loophole in the Texas State Penal Code.  For instance, 

marital aides / dildos resemble penises, and therefore must not contain any sort of 

vibrating device; because items that resemble penises also resemble the human genitalia, 

which could possibly come into contact with the anus violating the anti-sodomy law, 

these devices must not contain any overt notion of giving pleasure (i.e. vibrating).  
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Likewise, vibrators cannot look like penises, because they contain the ability to vibrate 

and therefore hold the possibility of producing physical pleasure, and could possible 

come into contact with the vagina (a legislatively recognized ‘sexual orifice’); therefore, 

vibrators in Texas remain legal only so long as they don’t appear to be replicas of a penis.   

To help guarantee the Texas government doesn’t mistake a vibrator for a penis, Texas 

vibrators  come with faces or other images imprinted along the base, or with vibrating 

animals attached somewhere along the phallic structure.  While the black letter 

designations of these two categories grounds each within the legal dictates of the anti-

sodomy and anti-dildo laws, strangely enough there exists a third category of sex toys 

that remains free from legislative scrutiny: “butt plugs.”  “Butt plugs” may be sold as 

“butt plugs,” without the linguistic manipulation forced upon the other two areas, 

“marital aides” and “personal massagers,” only because the legislature continually 

refuses to recognize the anus as a valid sexual orifice.    

 

Bradford called me in a rage, a couple weeks following his encounter with K-

Lynn.  While she’d made efforts in attempts to maintain her virginal identity, the physical 

reality of K-Lynn’s purity fell short.  Turns out Bradford had developed symptoms the 

past week, those that proved K-Lynn’s assumed purity was a myth.  According to 

Bradford, he insisted K-Lynn had given him, ‘Raider Rash.’  The Red Raider is a masked 

horseman, the school mascot of Texas Tech University; thanks to Playboy, now Texas 

Tech may be most notorious among younger audiences for its “hottest coeds,” and the 

“highest STD rate.”   
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While the high STD rates in Lubbock remain factually confirmed, as does the 

existence of the term “Raider Rash,” I couldn’t find a valid definition explaining exactly 

what it was; while I checked the CDC website for more information, I wasn’t sure if the 

same disease might exist under a more technical name, as I found nothing specific about 

it in the database.   I did speak with doctors currently working at the hospitals in 

Lubbock, both UMC and Covenant, who believed “Raider Rash” probably does exist in 

some form; their consensus was that the new STD was a hybrid version of Gonnohorea 

and Chlamydia, or a new mutated version of either.  Regardless, since both diseases 

disappear with a strong round of antibiotics, Bradford took a Z-Pack and forgot about it. 

Initially, Bradford insisted on trying to contact  K-Lynn, supposedly to tell her to 

go to the doctor; since K-Lynn remained Bradford’s only recent conquest during this 

period, there remained no doubt in his mind as to where the disease had originated.  I 

asked Bradford if he’d talked to K-Lynn since their last encounter, since she’d shown up 

at my place looking for her earring.   

“I never actually entered her number into my phone,” Bradford said.  “So, no.  I 

haven’t heard from her.  I just never returned her calls.  She was weird, and I didn’t really 

think there would be any reason for me to get a hold of her again.” 

“Yeah, well,” I said, “she came by my place looking for her earring, though I 

think she was probably looking for you.”  

Since neither Bradford, nor I, knew K-Lynn’s number or her last name, this seemed to be 

the end of it.  Despite modern technology, there was no way we could think of in terms of 

contacting her.  K-Lynn, much like Raider Rash probably exists, remaining still within 

the creation of her own mythology, sharing space, and time, somewhere out in West 
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Texas.
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K’LYNN: QUASI-EVIL 
 

K’Lynn didn’t consider herself evil, only quasi-evil.  The Diet Coke of evil, 

because real evil had to do with things like devils and demons.  She did like a good game 

of Dungeons and Dragons, though, always playing a half elf, half human maiden.  Her 

character’s name was Storm, which she hoped added an element of danger.  A ruby 

dagger was her weapon of choice.  She’d found a real one, or a close enough replica on 

eBay, which she took with her to each adventure.  There was something about grasping 

the cold hard handle, feeling the potential sharp edge of the blade that helped her fall 

more into character. 

K’Lynn was pissed off though.  She’d wasted the previous night with Bradford 

and had been too tired the next day to make it to her next adventure.  Her best friend 

Harold, who played her lover and protector, was the prince of thieves.  His game name 

was Beau, because he thought it made him sound dangerous and regal at the same time.  

K’Lynn knew Harold had a thing for her, something that extended into real life, beyond 

their relationship as Storm and Beau.  In real life, however, Harold worked at the 

refinery.  He was content to remain in Pampa, allowing all his travels to take place at 

home around the table, nothing more than a series of campaigns.   

In someways, K’Lynn knew Harold would always be there for her if she decided 

to stay.  Her dream was to escape, find a way out of Pampa, to allow some educated, rich, 

Christian man to save her, take her away to the big city.  In some ways she practiced this 

scenario with Harold.  They pretended to escape convention.  Storm continued to rally 

against the rules of elves and the rules of humans, reveling in their contradictions.  Storm 
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was a contradiction.  Her relationship with Beau created another problem, one they could 

only overcome together.  His being a thief, and her royal blood, meant their people were 

at constant war.  Only by leaving their villages, escaping with the others to conquer 

monsters and new lands, could they ever be together forever, and in turn come to truly no 

themselves. 

 K’Lynn continued to save her waitressing tips so she could take a few classes in 

the Classics at the Pampa junior college.   She used the mythology books to help develop 

more intricate plots, adding to her knowledge about how to create and defeat monsters, 

the Hydra, the Medusa, Cerebrus.   Once Storm even ventured down into the Underworld 

to save Beau, making her plea to Persephone, who convinced Hades to give her Beau 

back.  While her knowledge helped K’Lynn’s campaigns, she took the classes in hopes of 

eventually impressing someone like Bradford with her practical knowledge.  In the 

worlds she fought every weekend, these stories had helped elevate her to one of the 

group’s most prized campaigners.  K’Lynn assumed the same thing could happen in real 

life, only instead of saving Beau, she’d be impressing Bradford. 

Really, she didn’t understand why Bradford had left so suddenly.  K’Lynn had 

played every move just right.  She’s saved her maidenhood, increasing the value of her 

chastity, while still giving Bradford a taste of possibility for the future.  It was just like a 

quest, only it was life.  She couldn’t believe that the one time she had driven into 

Lubbock, to go to a random bar with her girlfriends, this one time she’d cross paths again 

with Bradford.  They’d started their journey at church camp and had come back to each 

other after a decade of life lived in between.  And yet he’d disappeared, she’d missed her 

game, and now was missing her earring, too.  She wasn’t sure what she would tell Harold 
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next week.  He’d bought the ruby hoops as a special gift to match her dagger.  In fact, 

she’d remembered thinking that their power might have been what allowed her to find 

Bradford that night.  Storm was braver then K’Lynn, so sometimes it was easier for her to 

pretend to take on some of Storm’s qualities.  Elves were fine boned, dainty, fierce and 

fast. K’Lynn felt herself to be big boned, clunky, too nice, and a little slow.  Storm gave 

K’Lynn an edge, one that helped her feel more certain in herself.   

Over the next week K’Lynn decided she’d take on Storm’s bravery, as well as her 

temper.  She never would have stood for treatment like that, especially from a mere 

mortal.  Bradford was worthless to Storm, nothing worth giving another thought.  Storm 

helped make K’Lynn evil, well, maybe more quasi-evil.  Quasi-evil was all she needed.
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JASON AND SAM 
 

 Jason was his father’s son.  He loved his mother, Margaret, but always said she 

played no role in his formation.  That’s what Jason needed to believe.  Jason explained to 

me, before I met his parents, that his mom had married a Laotian man, a guy he believed 

she felt nothing for, nothing except a need for his money.  Jason had calculated the 

marriage occurred about the same time as the child support payments were supposed to 

stop.  It wasn’t genius, just pure practicality.   

 “I called him Sam, when I lived with them my last two years in high school” 

Jason said, “but his name was actually something long and Asian.”   

 I asked him to tell me more about how his mom ended up remarrying a Laotian 

man.  Not that there was anything wrong with her marrying a Laotian, but if his mom was 

both traditional and southern, her marrying a West Texas Laotian farmer suggested there 

might be something more.   

 Both Jason and his mom were fair skinned types, bright blonde and blue eyed, the 

kind of beauty that both time and the sun love to fade fast.  His Laotian father, on the 

other hand, looked like he might still be closer to Jason’s age, instead of nearing sixty.  

He was a wiry man, with a sinewy strength, which remained clear by the way threw 

equipment in and out of the back of his truck. 

 When we met Jason’s parents, his mom immediately began bringing out food, 

fried grits balls, deer jerky, and hot green tea.  Sam wandered through the background, 

muttering a greeting of sorts, while ignoring Jason and me.  It wasn’t until we were ready 
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to leave for dinner that Sam came out to join us.  Again saying nothing, except to his 

wife, to confirm that we were going out for Italian, Olive Garden, just down the street. 

 During dinner, I sat next to Sam.  The entire time, it was just Sam and me, as if 

we were intruding on a date between Jason and his mom.  Margaret seemed so excited to 

have her boy home, now sitting in front of her, even if it was only for an hour she paid for 

with the price of dinner for him and his date.  They seemed lost together in the niceties of 

conversation.   “How work going these days?  It always gets busy around the holidays,” 

Margaret said.  “I made some food for you to take home later.  We can have Sam fix up a 

cooler.  Maybe that will save you a little money this month.  A dollar here and there.” It 

didn’t seem they could say much more than that.  Needless to say, no one paid attention 

to Sam and me in the corner.   

 After about five minutes of staring at the menu, Sam asked me if I knew much 

about Native American arrowheads. “Jason told me your dad was part Cherokee,” Sam 

said. “I’ve been picking them up, along with some spear tips, off of my land the last ten 

years.  After the fires out there last August, they just started popping up, like the fire had 

brought them to life again.” 

 I told Sam I didn’t know too much about them, but that I would enjoy seeing his 

collection.  Sam smiled at this.  The corners of his mouth turned slightly, but the warmth 

was something you caught in his eyes.  I figured there was something in that slight 

change that had first attracted Margaret to him.   

 I asked Sam where his interest in Native American artifacts came from, and he 

said it originated from home.  Sam had grown up in a village outside of Luang Prabang, 

Laos, and was a member of the Hmong tribe.  During Vietnam, he’d helped the American 
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Army fight the Viet Cong, and had escaped to the United States, following the US 

withdrawal. He hadn’t been home since, so Sam had developed a fondness for Native 

cultures here. 

 In watching them all together, there was something more, something missing, 

something lost, at least between Jason and his mom.  I wasn’t sure where the guilt 

originated, just that it spun itself thick, wrapped itself around them, eliminating me and 

Sam from their world completely.  There was something apologetic in the way she asked 

him about his life.  It was as if, perhaps, she hadn’t been a part of it for so long that she 

no longer knew how to approach him as being a part of her own.   

 Even though he continued to refuse her offers, Margaret kept passing along small 

portions of her food onto Jason’s plate.  She also fed Sam, who also refused, though there 

was no exchange of words between the two.  I offered them both some of my linguini in 

vodka sauce, but no one wanted anything from me.  As I watched what would probably 

pass for a happy enough family from across the room, I wondered if what passed as love 

between Margaret and Sam originated from some deeper form of acceptance.  It’s the 

kind that can come only after a long string of rejections, an acceptance that remains open 

so long as you remain open to it.  It’s what I’ve seen in some second marriages, and is 

what I glimpsed between those two.  Sam offered no words, no touch of the hand, in that 

same way he wouldn’t need to speak to or touch his own hand.  The sentiment of 

affection was clear.  

 Jason said later that his father had left his mom when he was at an age too young 

to remember, and that Margaret had found Sam at an age when he was too old to care.   

What worried me that night wasn’t anything having to do with Jason, nor his mom, nor 
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Sam.  Rather, it was the attitude he’d adopted, a reflection of his father’s, which trained 

him how reject his mom in the same manner.  I’d met Jason’s dad weeks before, and 

realized he’d become his father’s son, in ways I’m not really sure he knew.  It made me 

wonder when he’d begin treating me the same way they both treated his mom.  

 Jason had never brought up marriage, but all of our friends had already begun to 

walk down the aisle.  It made me wonder sometimes how close or far away we are as a 

couple from taking this final step, or whether I’m just wasting my time.  If you really 

think about it, marriage is like a second chance, psychologically speaking.  It’s the only 

opportunity we have to finally get the needs met that our parents couldn’t satisfy.  I 

wondered if Jason had given up on his needs.  Or whether they were so great that no one 

woman would be able to reach him completely.  While I’d never wondered specifically 

about this problem until tonight, it wasn’t something I’d missed completely. 

 I’d wondered if what Jason used with me was an adaptive face, a mask, something 

he’d created to hide the way he really thought about women.  An adaptive mask is a 

stupid term, but I still remember it from Psych 101.  It’s basically what people do in any 

given situation, wearing a mask of their idealized version, portraying how they’ve found 

it easiest to cope within their own life and subsequent relationships.  Hence, I wondered 

if Jason’s mask with me was one we’d developed together; each reflecting our ideal 

selves to the other.  Much like any image, though, time fades all things.  So I wondered 

whether enough time, the mask would crumble back into his former patterns, regarding 

me with the same cold contempt in which I’d watched him hold his mother tonight.   

 While Jason was warm and funny back home, transforming back into the Jason I 

knew, maybe this was his way of avoiding what he really thought, showing how he really 
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felt.  An easy comparison is what some women tend to do around men, particularly when 

they’re still young.  In order to avoid rejection, women sometimes pretend that their 

relationships mean nothing, and eventually begin to believe it.   Was Jason doing the 

opposite?
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JOHN, AGAIN 
 

 I’m sick of John’s masturbating.  He does it all the time now.  Earlier tonight we 

were sitting together on his bed, watching Law and Order and waiting for the pizza to 

come, when I felt him move my hand.  I should have picked up on what was coming 

next, when he grabbed a wad of Kleenex.  John has become predictable now in his 

procedure.  I think it’s just that he’s grown comfortable enough with me in the room to 

revert back to his original masturbatory process.  It’s no longer become an activity meant 

for my pleasure, and yet somehow I’m not allowed to opt out of the process.    

 I originally told John I didn’t care about his using my hand as his own, because I 

didn’t want him to think that I thought he was gross.  The first time, I remember being a 

little surprised, but then happy that he felt comfortable enough with me to involve me in 

his private activities.  And really, it’s not that I think masturbation is gross.  It’s only 

gross when he does it.   

 True to form, John is a neat freak, even during masturbation.  Lately, I’ve taken to 

teasing him about it, but to no effect.  Rather than touching his own penis, which he calls 

“an extension of myself,” he only allows the tissue to touch it.  Then my hand falls on top 

of it, and his hand on top of mine.  Part of the problem is that because John is tall, my 

face gets smashed either against his chest or along his side, while he’s going at it.  I 

always have to go and wash my face after because he gets all sweaty, and red, and 

blustering, and gross.   

 I’m not really sure why we’re still together sometimes.  The sad thing is I’d rather 

humor John’s masturbation, than have sex with him, which is partially why I think he 
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assumes I like it.  You know, he actually e-mailed me a video of himself doing it about a 

week ago.  All I could see was a hand and a white Kleenex, then some basic movement, 

not even really any sound.  I immediately sent the video over to Missy, and her response 

was that she hoped John was bigger than what the Kleenex seemed to suggest.   

 Missy told me that I should tell him now, simply explain why I think it’s gross.  I 

told her how I’ve tried to move my hand away, but that he insistently puts it back.  Also, 

in one way, I don’t feel that I should find John as gross as I do.  Maybe another girl 

would love his strange behaviors.  I don’t want to ruin him for anyone else, though I can’t 

imagine being with that forever.  I’d have to go to Costco and buy Kleenex in bulk.  Plus, 

there’s the cat.  The cat loves to shred Kleenex, so if John misses the trash after an 

episode, that means there’s a good chance I’ll be cleaning up the shredded remnants of 

his self infatuation sometime during the next twenty four hours.   Gross.  Yes, I know.  

Just imagine having to live it. 

 I do think women put up with a lot more than men.  Most men would have 

probably ended it after the first night of the Kleenex, or at least after the second.  I 

wanted things to work so badly, though.   Part of it is, I haven’t come to terms with 

having to date again.  We’ve been together for a year now, and starting over sounds 

tiresome.  Right now, the Kleenexes remain better than the possibility of something, 

which could potentially be worse.  At least John seems to care about me, is disease free, 

and loves Law and Order.  Maybe I should have just told him in the beginning.
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METRO 
 
 

Sometimes I think I attract oddities.   It’s something that’s happened for years.  

My mom says it gives me something to write about, but I don’t know if that really 

explains why.   While they always seem to want to tell me their life stories, they only get 

worse when I’m with Tiffany.  I think it probably started first when we were in high 

school.   

I remember once we were meeting on the drag, across from the University of 

Texas, at a tiny place called Metro.  Metro was a coffee house, known for it’s chain 

smoking UT gradstudents, garage sale couches, and it’s Iced Vanilla-Hazelnut coffee.  In 

fact, that’s why we’d come there, it was far enough from home, and close enough to 

college.  We were almost there. 

So I was waiting for Tiffany outside, just along the street, when she arrived with a 

new friend.  His name was Neal, and Neal was a bum.  More specifically, Neal was a 

self-proclaimed “Austin-Wino,” which his t-shirt clearly dictated.  Turns out, Neal had 

manufactured the shirt himself.  It was a multi-colored tie dyed piece of work.  As he 

continued to follow us inside to Metro, Neal explained that today was our lucky day, 

because this morning he’d had a shower.  

Unfortunately, the night before, Neal had fallen asleep in the trash bin behind the 

McDonald’s off of MLK.  He said he’d gotten real hungry, because he’d finished 

drinking a bottle of Wild Turkey earlier that evening.  It was a celebration of sorts, a 

celebration justified and made possible by his paycheck earned from a couples days 

worth of roofing earlier that week.  Anyway, Neal explained that his buddy, Senor Tooth, 
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had taught him how to McDumptser dive; this was an easy way to gain access to a 

number of free BigMacs and McTastys every night after 2:00am, when the McDonald’s 

employees dumped the remains of the day out back.  

Unfortunately, Neal had passed out beneath the cardboard and styrofoam 

containers after eating his fill of burgers and fries, only to wake up to his being 

compacted in the morning.  He said he’d woken up just like that, to his being smashed in 

the dark, and attacked by a cherry pie, its pink plastic ooze running from his beard to his 

navel.   

And so that’s why we were lucky today, Neal explained.  That after climbing up 

to the top of the truck, and pounding his fists on the roof, hanging his head over along the 

driver’s side, he’d been able to ask the driver why he was being compacted.  The startled 

trash collector stopped immediately, forcing Neal down, out along Southbound I-35, to 

make the long trek back into town.   

 It was hot that day, a sticky heat that had made the Cherry pie solidify into a 

pattern that resembled the head of Jesus.  Of course, Neal had taken a shower, which 

explained why we couldn’t really see what he was talking about now, but he assured us to 

take his word for it – the pie had formed the face of Jesus.  So that’s why he’d survived, 

how Neal had made it through trash collector, so that he could tell us his story now.
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TOMMY THE TRUCK 

 

My brother went to Iraq, my baby brother that is.  His name is Tommy, Tommy 

the Truck.   Truck, as in Mac Truck, he likes it when you call him that.  Truck, Truck, 

Truck, now he calls himself that too.  

So I guess Tommy's not really a baby anymore, which is why he joined, to 

prove us all wrong, to show that he was the toughest.   You know, Bill and I used to tease 

him before he left for Iraq, making comments about, "baby Tommy, going to play in the 

sand box;" honestly, we didn't mean anything by it.   Nothing bad anyway, I swear.  I 

think we just hoped he wouldn't go.  Plus, I think the joking, somehow made it seem 

more bearable, less real.   Looking back now, I think Baby Tommy joined the army to 

fight a war, prove us all wrong, to show everyone that he was the toughest of us three.  

Some things just aren't possible though.  Anyway that was us back then, Alex, Bill, and 

Tommy born in that order, just like that.   We were the Turner brothers, not so much now. 

  Ever since Tommy joined the army, while he found himself, we lost each other. 

But hey, now Tommy could no longer be called a cry baby, siss-willy, bed 

wetter.   Not him, not anymore. Now Tommy's a real fighting machine.  Turns out the 

guys in his infantry agreed, as they took to calling him Truck.  This of course was 

because he was big.  He wrote us that in a mass email, signed it Truck.  You know, like a 

Mac Truck.   We used to get into fights over those e-mails, jealous spats, when one got a 

message, but not the other, me and John.  We started picking at each other like little girls 

over his words.   I wonder if he knew the power those things had over us. 

Anyway, Tommy, he's a tough guy now.  You know, I wish it were true.  What 

gets me every time is this look he's got, the same one he had as a kid.  It's that blank stare, 

the empty fear, conceived in the hollowness within his gaze, like it's sucking air from his 

partially open mouth.   This look is the same one Tommy had when Alex and I told him 
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about the werewolves, or the Sharp-toothed Under-Toad that would suck him beneath the 

waves at the beach.   But now, now instead of that emptiness, hollow stares fueled by a 

boy's naive, these looks seem fueled by a man's desperate knowing, knowing the truth.  

But what does Tommy know anyway?  He never made it to college, at least not 

yet, not like me and Alex.   What he gained though was a different type of learning.  

What he learned was that within seconds, he could loose eight of the men on his team of 

twelve, covered in the blood of what remained of each.   He doesn't talk about that 

with us.  All we received from him regarding the message was summed up in a sentence, 

"We lost eight today, I was one of four left, had to wash the others off me in a shower."   

My mom is scared for him.  Dad is too.  I worry about them both, Mom and 

Dad.  Dad has stopped sleeping, has started taking pills to drug him up, knock him out 

beyond the nightmares.   And then there's mom too, she's started crying whenever she 

sees something on the TV, or in the newspaper, anything about the lives over there being 

lost.  Mom lost two of her brothers back in Vietnam.   The first came home in pieces, the 

second came home alive and breathing, but left his mind somewhere back in the field.  

She takes Prozac now.   

But for now anyway, at least Tommy's home.  Not for long I'm sure, it's only a 

matter of time I'd guess before those hawks send him back over.  But for now, yeah, at 

least he's home.  Tommy doesn't do much though, doesn't say a whole lot.  He sleeps in, 

sleeps until noon like he did in high school, and no one's allowed to say shit to him, 

because of what he's been through.   The rest of the day Tommy spends in front of the 

television, riding about on his motorcycle, or sitting at some bar with his remaining high 

school buddies, those that never left. 

Out here in Brownfield, we're close enough to Abilene, close enough to Austin, 

but far enough away from anywhere real.   But, it's home, not much out here other than 

the oil fields.  Oil, that's the whole reason for this mess anyway, I think.   Sometimes I 

wonder if there'd been something, something other than the dead end manual labor jobs 
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available, something other than that, if Tommy might have never joined up.  He was 

always "too cool for school," so once he graduated, what else was there for him here?  He 

never wanted to be an oil rat.  At least Tommy seems to have some sense of pride now, 

something other than the emptiness I'm sure he'd have found out here working the 

refineries. 

 
 Sometimes, though, I think Tommy's empty, lost in another way maybe.   While 

he gained a sense of pride through Uncle Sam, there's something that disappeared over 

there.  He didn't loose his mind like Uncle Mike, but something else.   Maybe something 

more like his self, something like a soul, or the notion of it anyway.  It's whatever made 

him Baby Tommy, you know, Baby Tommy.   I'd imagine whatever it was must have 

vanished, scared off during the explosion, floating away, leaving a hole instead filled 

with fear.  You can see it in his eyes, the fear, an emptiness, not Tommy.   Tommy's no 

longer there.  It's just like when we told him about those werewolves, something in him 

floated away, though came back when he caught sight of Bill laughing.   But this time, 

it's only the Truck.
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TIFFANY 
 

"So I was lying someplace warm, face turned up, falling back beneath a dry heat.   

One that heaved itself on you, the heat, welcome, now replacing all else; it allowed for 

maybe a vague sweat, enough to be sexy anyway.  And above me there was a ceiling, a 

tree canopy filled with wildlife, monkeys, vines, and things. Then below, there was a bed 

of sorts; one filling the room's entirety, something like a harem's ideal, filled with fabrics 

and pillows, stuff like that.   Oh yeah, and him too." Lauren said.  

Outside, it was hot.  But at least the sun had started to wane.   It was originally 

why Lauren and Tiffany had traveled down to Mexico, the sun, and cheap tequila.  

Cancun, a little commercial, but at least it was an easy place to escape from Texas.  If 

you paid attention, sometimes you could make it from Dallas or Houston for a couple 

hundred, all inclusive.  And that's really what they wanted, what they'd come here for 

anyway.   Everything included, now an excuse not to think, at least not about anything 

mundane; rather it was an excuse to wander. 

Lauren continued.  "And so then there was another one, though the two always 

ran together; I'm not sure which dream came first.   I guess this other remained equally 

theatrical, just this time in someplace cold.  Cold enough for a fire somewhere over in a 

stone hearth, across from a bed – a big bed with posts, posts big enough to dance on, spin 

around, rising way up high.   And since its cold, with the heat rising, this bed floats neatly 

beneath us, covered, warm, dark beneath, nude.  Completely naked, and then him again; 

his body my bed frame, his chest my pillow, same as before."   
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Tiffany joined in, twisting her hair up, back into a knot.  "So the only difference is 

location?"  She and Lauren had analyzed dreams like these since they were kids sitting on 

the floor of the local bookstore, looking up the definitions on images according to Freud, 

the Navajo, Jung and Sylvester Stalone's mom.   More recently, however, they'd opted for 

their own. 

"Yeah, sure."  Lauren said.   "Both are secluded, sanctioned away from the rest of 

the world, though it doesn't matter because you have yours there with you.  Right?  You 

together, you and him. So, you don't need anybody else.  Maybe that's the point.  It's not 

so much the setting as it is the person that eliminates life's numbing boredom, allows you 

to loose yourself, through, maybe, consumption. Yeah, consumption." 

"Consumption?"  Tiffany said.   

  "Sure, you know, consumption – the ability to consume another to the point of 

loosing yourself, only to be recovered through the course of becoming, the inhabitation of 

your own abjection.  Right?  An inversion of sorts, the type that occurs maybe when 

spirits touch, exchange a bit of whatever the hell it is spirits are made of, remaining 

forever new.   Now, if it's with the right person, both come away stronger, sort of like 

hybrid vigor, only crazy."  Lauren took a shot. 

Tiffany nodded.  "Yeah sure. I know what you're saying, don't think I've ever 

really had anything like that before.   Sounds kinda like some eastern stuff I read once.  

Maybe I should go find myself an eastern guy, let him teach me" 

Lauren sat back.  "Sure, why not?   Sounds nice." 
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They watched as the sun began sinking into the ocean, now pulling the tide down 

along with it.   The night before they'd spent beach combing.  Collecting the bits of stone 

and polished glass scattered along the first sand bar, now smashed together in a plastic 

bucket.   Tiffany wanted to take them home, said she wanted to use them for an art 

project, something she'd been thinking about. 

"So I thought you were a pessimist."  Tiffany said.  "What's the change?  You 

know, you're starting to sound like one of those puffy housewives we were watching 

earlier. The type who smiles way too much, out here turning red on the beach.   You can 

always catch them flipping through to good parts in their 'bodice rippers,' idealizing 

everything they know their husbands will never be." 

"Maybe that's it.  After the last year, I think I must know what it's like to be one of 

them, pathetic, feigning headaches because sleep really is that much more appealing. 

 Everyone thinks what you have is perfect, ideal, everyone but you of course.  It fit the 

prescription anyway, you know David, my parents' dream, an older attorney, class action, 

running some company on the side, worth plenty, sure why not.   I don't think I've ever 

been more miserable.  Because in reality, it's a façade, there's nothing, nothing there, 

completely empty."   Lauren said. 

She thought about the last time they'd traveled together, Lauren and David.   He'd 

spent too long examining various yachts, drooling over their polished decks, while she 

burned under the heat of the sun.  They'd originally gone to Marbella, because it afforded 

him some name recognition, something to tell the boys.  Lauren had finally complained 

she was hot, one too many times, because that's what had supposedly caused the 
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explosion.   Really, she was sorry he was an asshole. 

Tiffany waved over two more shots.  "I didn't know it was that bad.  How long 

has it been now, you're still with him though?" 

"No. Not really.  Haven't seen him long enough to end it, but I left him at home, 

didn't I?   The thing I realized the last few months – I have my own money.  I don't need 

his; it's not worth it.  If I'd really wanted someone for their money, I would have married 

that Boeing guy anyway.  So we've seen each other maybe twice in the last three months. 

  I think he's got someone new in NYC anyway. You know that would be great, make it 

easy, what could anyone say to me about that?" 

Tiffany nodded.  "Yeah, I think there's something wrong with older men.   Ten 

years plus is just too much.  'Hello, daddy.'" 

Lauren smiled.  "So, I thought older men were supposed to be more experienced, 

more patient, into the whole woman thing. That's what they like to say anyway." 

"Yeah right."  Tiffany said.   "Don't fool yourself, that's how they get away with 

it.  The older men I've found are lazy and self-centered, more interested in how they look, 

which is why they're dating you." 

"You know, you might be right," Lauren said. "That's probably why in all those 

women's romance novels, the formula always involves a woman, who, bored with her 

much older man, trades him in for the younger stud, goes all the way back to Jacobean 

drama – they were obsessed with all that" 
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Tiffany laughed.  "Yeah, you remember that guy back in undergrad; we called 

him 'Numps.'   He was about twelve years older, and he used to always tell me he had to 

save his energy for his marathons.  Once he said that after I'd had a little too much to 

drink, so I told him 'Peewee disappoints me.'   Really all I wanted was a reaction, since he 

knew it wasn't true." 

"That's pretty awesome." Lauren said. "What did he do?" 

"Told me to quit being immature, then, that he was going to sleep." Tiffany said. 

"What an ass.  He could have at least proved you wrong." Lauren said. 

"Yeah well, we broke up shortly after that." Tiffany explained. 

   "Was that it?"  Lauren asked. 

   "More or less.  It was the sex thing again.   Exactly like what you were saying. 

You know, I think you can tell how much a guy really cares about you, as opposed to 

how much he values what you have to offer, by how much specific attention he pays you 

in bed.   As opposed to his simply going through the same motions he's used on every girl 

since high school, and then of course assuming the problem is yours when his famous 

football moves fail.   You know what I mean.  So, I guess this last time it was that again.  

Numps asked after maybe two minutes, if he could finish and when I said 'no,' he did 

anyways.   I yelled at him to get out, and that was the end of it."  Tiffany said. 

"Did you ever hear from him after that?" Lauren said. 

"Yeah, you know his family owns the ranch next to ours.   Numps ended up 
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marrying some other woman a couple months later.  All he wanted was a wife and kids, 

didn't matter who gave it to him.  But I still have to see him bouncing around the deck 

with his new son every Fourth of July."  Tiffany said. 

"Well, just be glad it's not you." Lauren said.   "Imagine five minutes for the rest 

of your married life." 

"If it was even that."  Tiffany said. 

"Yeah, older men suck." Lauren said. 

"So why do we do it then?  Because we know, we always know from the 

beginning it's not going to work, but we convince ourselves otherwise, listen to the hope 

of others, hope maybe?" Tiffany said.  

  "Alright, so here's my pessimistic take." Lauren said.  "Regarding all these great 

ideals, this supposed consumption – really, what's the likelihood of it ever happening?  If 

you look at statistics, from the divorce rates alone, it's not good, not good at all.   Less 

than fifty percent, and that's without adding in all the others that forgo the possibility of 

something brilliant, something shining, something reliable.  Reliable like the minivans, 

golden retrievers, and grey sweatpants.  I don't ever want to have to wear, sweat pants, 

you know?" 

"Yeah, I don't know how anyone ever lets themselves get to that point."   Tiffany 

said.  

"I think it must be slow in coming.  I mean look at the relationships we've 
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humored before." Lauren said.  "They amount to nothing really, nothing that you or I 

wouldn't throw away if something better were to come along." 

Tiffany thought about Andrew.  He was nice enough.   He treated her well, a 

starving artist, though, who seemed to like the fact that she wasn't.   Yet he told her he 

didn't want her getting an MBA, preferred her as a photographer, his level anyway.   

They'd gotten in a fight over in Ireland, a trip she'd paid for.  She'd tried to run away 

drunk, so he'd taken her clothes.   As if that mattered, he'd forgotten how she'd chased 

him out to the parking lot of their complex after her bible, wearing not much more than 

now, earlier that summer.  But then back in Ireland, when Tiffany woke up the next 

morning, she'd found all the hotel furniture tied with a backpacking rope to the door.  

Andrew didn't want her to get away. 

 As the sun gave way to the moon, the temperature fell. So for now, anyway, 

they'd escaped to Cancun. Cancun, a little commercial, with another two nights left in the 

package. 
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