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Skeeter Kiteflyds Sugardaddy Confessof¥

TO THE COMPACT
whose enormous strength is collected and condensed

within a
narrow
compass






Sk eet er Sugardadey Qonfessor

Indeed, indeed, Repentance oft before
| swored but was | sober when | swore?
And then and then came Spring, and Riaseand

My threadbare Penitence-pieces tore.

0 THE RUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM

A goodlistener is far more rare than an adequate lover.

d JoHN D. MACDONALD
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THE CONNECTIONS
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Chapter |
Merely SAD
Alt smells in here, 0 said Desir®e.
AThat 60s asaid SkdeterrKitefly, osouffiny the mingled aromas of oil paint and
l ndia ink and airborne charcoal and wunsettl ed
Somebodybés waxingdd he floor s! Come on

Down the hall the two girls ran, and théraround thecorner and beyond a yellow

CAUTION
WET FLOOR

signd they goggled at a widepen corridor, buffed and pomaded to a glossy sheen! The sort
of passageway every true sli@mwax waits her life to find, and gloat over, and toss yanked
off sneakers to the sidd, and prepare to launch herself idito

ADo me Skeeter do meeee! o yelled Desi, her
her sockfooted and putting on anwhoopapdwev WaXx (
whoopand wew h e e e eTevstpotwir,c at ch hol d of the antique wa
far end and push off again, sailing back through this unoccupied fmiegg school
buildingd

0 till a door opened and out came a tall bald man with a double armload of catalogs
that got scatteredldhe hell over as their carrier was barreled into WHUMP and bowled over
WHUMP and sent skidding a good three feet WHOAAAA with an even better huadced

one pounds of Skeeter Kitefly atop him.
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And there matters sprawled for a brief stunned while.

Theman on the floor took in a breath through a sizable nose that began to bleed at its
edges. And he said:

AScheiss de | a merde! o

AOh my God are you okay?0 demanded Skeeter
NOSE is bleeding! Oh Jeez your poornose! Ydu bust it ? Il 611 nur se
calm now; dondét panic. Tilt your head back s
neediceandawashcldh t hi nk t herebds 9dmd |bagndaihd sy oiumr n
shut till you start to cl@ can you hear me? Hello? Are you a foreign8gtechen sie
Deutsch? ¢Habla Espafiol? Parlézo

AYoung woman, 0 said the man on the floor i
nasalized by Skeeterdés pinchgrip. Al f you wa
handkerchief. o

Up Skeeter zooped to where shedd |l eft her
from it a couple of bandaids and a wad of kleenex. Another bound and she was back atop
Mr. Nosebleeder, out of whom all the breath again wdrtosh

AOopserry! o said Skeeter, climbingdoff his
bleed into this till | get these unwrapped. And hey! what were you talking about just now,

when you said yokknowwhat if you said what | think you were talking about just Ao

A tiny set of venetian blinds went up insi
AAhé that was me being crude, in a polite
Skeeter, wrestling with the bandaid packac

Not that it was grotesqua elephanimanly or anything; it was simgdyunmistakable. Even

obscured by kleenex, you could tell that it was what it was. Broad. Blunt. Banked. Below it

a meager smudge of moustache, such as can be found in photos of Orwell or Thurber or

EdgarAllan Po e . And above it, on either side, be
At twenty-four, Skeeter was quite used to being ogled and leered at and mentally

undressed; but never beférexcept maybe onéehad she felt this sort of sense of shrouded
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observatn: measuring up and reckoning dowieird And faintly creepy. Or so at least it

ought to feel.
AAre you a priest?0 she heard herself aski
The venetians inched higher.
AAhé what am | ? Am | a what?o0

And maybe Skeeter would have told him newend-forgetit, had Desirée not broken

her unaccustomed silence. AHow can he have &
AGood question, Ilittle girl, o0 said the mar
Skeeter applied thehbhaedabdseediltot nelape O

AThgoe two are! o said another yoawwmnyg woman
and redheaded and toting a portfolio. PUT IT IN WRITING read hehift in splattery
fluorescent neon. Offneshoulder designs were all thege thafFlashdancesummer, and
evenfiveyearol d Desir ®e wore such a top. Her s saic
hot-pink-on-bright-blue DELIRIOUS.
Hey Mommy! howdéd it go?0 said AWESOME.
Hey Sadie! howéd it go?0 said DELI RI OUS.

=1

=1

AHay irssdo,yo0 hBUT I T I N WRITI NG informed th
here?d God | dond®dwebél i ¢évevaist wWondering when | 6d
know! o

Aln this case, 0 said the manshedidth¢ | on t he
running into.o

ASohaw happened?0

We were onhggodgkatni nctheanvday, 0 expl ained De:

1]

AAnd having a stack of catalogs jammed up
added the man. Al take it these two belong t
AYou havendt changed a bit! o | aughed Sadi e
AYou say that after your friends did me t}
AwWel I, Il said |I was sorry, 0 0%kearela@r mumpec

sorry, that i® sod 0
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AYoubre notasses)] am&inpygueo Sadie asked tF

ANO. | teach them now. o

AYoudre kidding! Youdre on the faculty?o0

ANo kidding matter. And where | real ly an
willd o

Together they hauled him to his substarigat. Standing up, he looked rather like
Egghead from the olBatmanTV show. It was a massive egghead too, shaved clean on top,
with a cropped fringe left around the back to match the smoagestache. Squarexff
brow, squareaff chin; that unmistakale nose; and those dark saturnine eyes.

Sadie began to give him her eddquaintance haliug but pulled back, saying she was

wrong, hchadc hanged and more than just a hHint; she ¢
ADropped some waeiaght t hwhimae . badciBroke it ,
néewell anyway, this is my old pal Peyton LC
makes all of wus Opaisans6é except for my baby
Al 6m not a baby!o
ANo, 0 said Peyton, Al expect you must be I
AHowoed know my name?0 asked the indignant
Al was on hand at the Mercury Theater the
mot her . 0O
AHunNnh?O
AWent into |l abor, 0 Sadie interpreted. ARI
made ofA Little NightMusid@ God do | remember . Elizabeth Ta
Clownsd and, bang! there came Desir ®eé And t
AHI ! Wedve met, 0 said Skeeter. ASo do yc

Again that dark proportionate glance.
AAbsol utterdgy, diSd syou say?o0

AStsepters, 0 she demonstrated, dancing a |

AAhé yes. Your name i s Skeetwestethem@sit?
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AYuggh! no waylddit Sgo3adie, how
AGod | aldomodsmt bfaccrkd\icsenidr levelXith all'my studio credits in
good standing, and did I ever have to beat t|

Six months | was afterthemy o u6d t hi nk mbd her hood wasnodt
idreason enough to take adffewhyesarbeiwmnfgf ,Sad

stockargument punchline.

3t

Donét feel too put wupon, 0 said Peyton. f
whenever the Liberal Studies copy machine bre

Mer cedes?0

AYou bet c hadingto tomptetefmy Grapghit Pesign degree, so | can
finally get myself a worthwhile job. o

ACongratul ations. Which reminds me. o He
catal ogs. ASo much for my-lt keiliyghethat awte 6l §$ ef
shipshape in time for registration. But t hen

come out of and began to toe the catalogs oV
slid around scooping up debris.

So center stage was cleared anthgelished to Sadie, while Skeeter got resneakered
and helped Desi with her snarls. Sadie meanwhile turned a critical eye on Peyton, saying the
|l east they could do after bloodying his nose
wastootensete at breakfast, what say we go for burg
the Milky Way?0o

You could hardly take minors there, Peytor
bridled Desi) and it was rather le®8utiftheyf or | un
were truly hungry there was always the Studer
we ek, but vending machine victuals were avail
saranwrap.

Before they took a dozen steps down tleaing corridor, Sadie brought them to a
sudden halt. AWait a minuteé what do they tF

time of day anyway?o0
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AFor the same reason They bulldoze enor molt
befor e clsaasisde sPesyttaornt., 06 iGo take a |l ook at the

A few semesters back They closed off half the Glazier Street parking lot just in time for finals.

|l dondét doubt this is the first tri nmorTehelydve
ANot since | pooped off, 0 said Sadie.
ANot since then, or before. o

So they bade cheerio to #irottled Brecknock Hall (where your neck might easily
get broken) and ventured out into swoggling August swelter. Good Old Heartland USA:
managingjn true Middle Western fashion, to combine high humidity with extreme drought.
Going to hit a hundred again today too, after getting barely below eighty last night.
AGod! 0o went Sadie. Al f 1 didndot feel so ¢
| 6ve spent half the summer burning and the ot
Peyton on the other hand had this weird pallor about him. His sallow waxen
compl exion reminded Skyegght @ass and céeepy.f(Orgoat | | ed ch
least it ought to be.)
AThis place! 0 Sadie was carrying on. it
reeeedbi t hasndét changed a bit. o
If so, the Merely School of Art & Design must have always had boubbrown
patches and a barricaded hole in its West Quad. Oh wedisifugust, after all. And yet,
despite the horrendous climate, the campus retained some semblance of greenery. There were
|l ots of shrubs and bushes and shady trees; it
like it was now. And out of evetlying came the same whiff of mingled arty odors.
Now Sadie was blowing kisses at an odd blagical sort of buildingHALLER HALL
read its sign. i Mystadio® $ helgér Pemi g 8Sgadnpe, st
went on to greet the more ordnylooking structures opposite: the Amphitheater, the New

Library, the Book & Supply Store.

Al snédt this a beautiful place, Desi ?0
Alt sucks. O
ADesi ! You were practically born here! o
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~

il dondt <careéo

Now Peyton was mopping his brow with a black bandailabbing the bandaid
bound tip of his decisive nose. Skeeter wondered if that little moustache tickled. She pegged
him as being past youth, in his middle thirt:
before but right now his britches were toig for him.

They passed an outdoor sculpttingg like soundless amplifiers, then one like
unwound windchimes. Skeeter briefly envied artists (or was it artistes?) their ability to create
things that would | ast, alofwha shgrhighthavelsadin wer e n ¢

mind.
AWhat happened to the fountain?0 asked Sac
AThey shut it off. To save water, They seé
ABecause of the drought ?0
Al shouldndt think so. They make us save
A Mo mmyéo
iwhat , Desi ?0
néMommyéo
AWh,atDesi ?0
ARécarry meéo
AYoubre too big. o
el d&dm so hottttéo
AWedbre all so hot, Desir ®e. 0

Desi dropped back and trailed behind, letting out an occasianahnhh Skeeter
dropped back too and;t wheda tDesti akweult dedthi ked:
cutting ninetydegree capers. Jump, skip, hop. Pop, crackle, snap. And after awhile the
hunnnnhhgeased and Desi allowed Skeeter to give her hand afmgley ticklesqueeze.

Up ahead Sadie was asking abouiows Merely students from the Seventies, and
Peyton was filling her in:

AfGone. O

fGone. O
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AGone crazy. o
And donodot forget that kid whodd gone so f:

commit botcheebut-terminal suicide by shooting himself in the stomaGhickest way to a

man6és heart, after all.
AYou serious?0 said Sadie. AThat one | dc
A Mmp h. |l think you were away that semest e
AfGod dono6t ask me. | 6ve beelvinganlthat t he hel |
place with the colonnade, on Saturn Street?0
ANo. O
ANo ? I thought you swore theydd have to
(Silence.)

AfSo where then?o0

AThe Cheval, 0 s ai d-cduagoyypadnent builddbgsenDed t he gor
Ridge: conveniently near campus, but far out of the studensing league.

They reached a pond, shrunken by the summer dry spell. Peyton paused to pick up a
stone and skip it across what remained of the water. Skeeter heard him mention the Megrims,
whomere t ook to be a family of his and Sadieds
sometimes a body just gets into the dumps, tF
in with one of her slatsmashing Ann®f-GreenGables pefiype-talks, when Skeeter
dropped Desi 6s hand and came running up.

AWhen youdre depressed you know the best t

His venetians twitched, and turned to her.

AGo see a scary movie.o

*

BOOM goes the door.

Here she comes in all her oblivion, as thbupehind glass or under a belljar or maybe
just saranwrapped: a cellophane innocent on a winding decline as she undergoes another
catacl ysm, another upheaval as the glass crac

scratching and crosshatching an@LUMP CLUMP CLUMP: entreat all the entrance you
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damn wel |l please says the Third toastbeebe Pi ggy

0 on which note Peyton awoke.

Lying on his deejpile carpet. Feet up on the sofa. Rattly fans bringing selef to
the muted diluted dim.

Scheiss de la merde

Two, three years now, and hardly a week without that particular feverdream coming in
some form or other.

But there resumed a genuine cluoipmp on the actual door; a voice calling out
Peyt on OHe trindatorget.up felt his stomach twist and twirl slumped back down
again. G a g lgave to be more careful what you mix with those little yellow pills.

AfJussa minute! o

Pull yourself together now. Unclench your jaws, wipe your face, check youBclock
barely 7 PM; oh these summer evenings. Up and over and through the security peephole, to
find a diminutive vision mugging up at you from the other side.

Damnation! What have you let yourself in for this time?

AHI ! Remember me ? 0 mthaanewh® swepe yolreoff yourifeete f | y .
this morning. Are you ready to go? Here, these are fod yeadie said you used to throw
raspberries at your parties, or was it bury them? ANYway, | thought you could use some
tonight. Wh o o o ore,ihdwéan ydu istand it?alsyoun air eamditioner h e
busted?é haveonme@0not
Not since | was involved in an air condit

A what ?20

1]

1]

Whereds Mercedes?090

1]

1]

She and Desi went t o s e eTerotiybitty bassetghbor sés

hounds worth a hundred bucks each; | sure wish | was them. The neighbors, | mean. So

Peyt on, ités just you and me tonight (nudge
Her face, |l i ke Scarlett OO6Har adadto mi ght nc

impress. Small and round and winsomely pink. Pointed chin, pointed buttony nose. Great

big whomp of hair, the color and fuzziness of a prtinee peach. Glasses wide as coffee
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mugmouths, making her minuscule eyes appear even tinier. Andeyesdike babylue

M&MG6s set afire by some confectionery pyrotec

ot

| thought you were delirious, o0 he said, |
Al was what ?0 she asked, sounding flustere
Again with the round pink and winsome. Upheld by stragéssand clad in a fresh

neon splattershirt, this one fluorescent lavender and saying MANIAC. From its contents rose

a cloud of spice.

AOpium, 0 Skeeter explained.

APardon me?0

Al got a bottle for my birthdapyriends. Act ually
Perfumenot the puffystudl dondét do dr udesangethigdomandt need 0O

Eskimo Pie. o

She chugged on past him into the hushed red gloom created, in part, {noloires
curtains drawn against the sunset. The living room (ifomuld call it that) had a cathedral
ceiling and walnupanelled walls; it was dominated by the immense sofa and a highbacked
swivel chair, each of which had a gré&xtembroidered upon it. Dust lay on everything in

various degrees of filminess.

AYouadve got a | ot of books, 06 said Skeeter
shel f. AMiodge shpairltdmdntsay nice condo? Even |
odoh cuuuute Ilittle staircase! Wherebds it | ec

AUp, i f youordodedaradfcli nugp tthhaetr edli r eccondt go t o

AJele@m not about to trash the place; calm
indoor balcony?o0

AA Oo6miniloft. o

AFull of drawing stuff. What 6re all these

Al dm a cartoonist. o

AA tcamaoni st ! You told Sadie youbre a teach

ASame t hing. You dr aw -kultstudertseandwhentyomir v o f

get backheirpaper s the result, often as not, i's | au
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Really? | & | axipd 0k engyt drack, iWhat a coinc

N

al |l 0

ot

|t pays the bills. Art adds to them. o

ot

A cartoonist!/! That i1 s so cool . Come up

ot

A what ? Not right now. 0O

3t

Aw pl ease! Just a sgurotebhndamdybédea perc
He demurred, umnhemtzlean Dy dared MO IYyou meani e

eventually Skeeter came galloping back down.
There were bookcases against every available surface in the apartment, and between

them hung a vaety of framed prints: some firgrtyd Goya, Grosz, Daumiérand some of

old-time comic strip characters. Skeeter romped through the rooms exclaiming attinese

Yellow Kid, Happy Hooligan, Little Nemo, Krazy Katand paused beside a tubby little man

in a fedora and overcoat, sporting what appeared to be moth Wingelamochreetead his

speech balloon.

Whoo6és t his?o0

=1

=1

Mr. O6Malley, 0 said Peyton, coming up beh

=1

Oh yes?0
Not | iBarmabytvas perhaps the finesomic strip of the Forties. It h&do

=1

AwWas Mr. O6Malley that good a Fairy Godfat

ANoO, he was something of a humbug. o

ALi ke the Wi zard of Oz!o

ATo a certain extent, yFeasi.ry Hzxo dkfeaptth ehradvsi nH
Pocket Guidé $d@at mushroom in the corner? Therebod
it His name is McSnoyd. o

ARiIi iiight, 0 said Skeeter, and flung her he

|l ayudd me down upon his bayudd 6ndé mayudd t hi

Brdon me?09d

1]

A ParnkoCountrywe st ern musi c. Actually | havent

place. Ishisyour bed? Il s this where you sleep? Oh
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And here | lie all bashful and defensefess
AYou, 0 PegtpnAapbédabout as bashful as an e
Which caused a horizontal fissure to spreec
came a laugh a cacklelaugh a stuPENdous cacklelaugh, turning cartwheels like a

zootsuited rugcutter gone high on an Eskina Pi

3t

Are you okay?0 she asked Peyton afterwarc

A

My snoot has stopped bleeding, i f thatods

3t

3t

Yosnoot?l noticed you took off the bandai ds.
kind of quiet and Sadie said you alwaged to be full a 0
Peyton informed her that things had changed since Mercedes had left Merely SAD,

Aand 1 6m not exayxduyneadndt uorn ol meged strait
AWell , 0 said Skeeter, Awe donbd have t o goc
Al expect | shall do, thank you. o
ARéshall you? That 6s good. Il 6m gl ad. Anc

blues than to see a scary movie. o

She suggestedthws 3D (The Third Dimension is Terror) but Peyton said if they were
going to dathis they might as well do it properly, and the Mercury ThéafeMwh er e De s i
was born!o ATo awaerdhowi rxtLan z aSyG®mEdrtil at e st

da Essere Umano

ASay what ?0

AAct Li ke a Human Being. o

Al thought yowoéld meeeyowmwrs kpot tMa?o

AAhé are you referring to my fixings, or n

dondédt have any of the other. o

Off she went cackling, saddlebag in hand; Biad againthought Peyton.Never
again. Once burnt, twice fried. Onaeept, twice cried.

And especially not with this antic cutiepie, this miniature chatterbrain who looked and
talked and acted |i ke shedd been zapped by sc

He refrigerated her basket of raspberries, then went abassembling himself for a
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Friday night out. Wallet, notebook, black pen, red pen. Keys, change, bandanna dry and
folded, an® nod well, on&d well, a couplé of little yellow pills.

That was it in an aptipamed nutshell: first one, then a couple. Promigeyo
followed by grief and pain. The belsid schemes, the besthemed lays. Hearts broken,
spindled, shredded, muiched. And it was the begay bombshells to be most on your
guard against: the ones with attractivity.

She reappeared, smacking nggloss, trailing a fresh wave of Imitation Opium.

AExcuse my asking, 0 he said, fAbut why o6Ske

Altds short for | Kembrifor KelyeRbbeocas Are we réadydou s e
go?o0

AYou are old enough to see this film, arer

A H e ytdrned tventyfour last month! Three weeks and two days ago, to be precise,

and yes | am still accepting birthday presénbs

ANo offense. Ydboudondt | ook twenty

ATell me about it. | 6ve been carded all n
seven?]J e e z , | 6ddveesaitd| sttty Maybe everybodyd
is this Mercury Theater, anyway? I can dri ve

ANoO need. ltdéds just across campus. We c ¢

AWhatllk? WaOn my 1i 6l flat feet? Wel |l , wha

sed o

She dug through her humongous fApoke, 0O pr o«
bodily over, and vigorously assaulted it. In the process a fair number of fair hairs sprang
looseto drift downward.

ALook at that, o Skeeter remarked with evic
| 6groing t o be bald too, by the time I 6m an ol
remaining opulence intokaoquasiponytail. A HOo

AVery nice, 0 Peyton heard himself say.

=]

Well of course. But sometimes my O&bappear

people teldom&i hgm fusny becausa@o | make faces
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She ran through a repertoire of gapes andap@s, expressing mock horror, faux
rapture, coy astonishment, hammy dismay.

iBut when | want to, 0 she assured hi m, il

*
In the elevator Skeeter extracted a pack of Pall Mall Lights from her bottomless bag.

i Ochyou mind if | smd& e ? O
Al thought you said you didnét o6dod drugs.
AThis isnét a drug, this is recreation. o
AGo on then. o
She dangled a cigarette from her | ower |irg

bot her you?o

AGo on, | said.o

She replaced the PallMall, gotut a Bic | ighter, but didnoét
youdre jugto being polite

ASmoke the damn cigarette if you freaking

AOh youoOsesssmemdt ,Skeeter, striking up in ea
You candét beudglewmamyt Whevmnya | et you. | donod:

eds got to-nibeghd meddtyop aalgh. o
On the way down to the parking lot she weatiuuteat al | t he Cheval 6s
embellishments.
AWhat a neat bui |l diawnig, thoughhoeer this doou gridbigt o b e
fat doorman in a long red coat with a lot of brass buttons instead of those security buzzers,

standing right about here. o

Al dondt remember buzzing you in.o

AYou didnot . | had to buzz the whole bunc

AMy Ilaipsolwadnapping. 0O

A6GTruly my forgiveness you implore, but th
came rdadapnilng® cl ever é That 6s my car, 0 she ad

Firesweep the exact shade of PeBto s mo | . ASutemgotuoddndvewas?o0
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AGood God, not in that <circus wagon. o
AHey! Youdbll hurt Floydbdés feelings!o

AGFIl oydd?o

AThat 6s right. Now | 6ve got to insult yol
Al dondt own one anymore. o

AWhat ? No cardamen@ti ch@éenditioner

ANot from teaching at Merely I 6m not. o
AYou must be sort of rich if youbdre one of

knows how sort of rich the Derentes are. Did your parents disown you for being a

cartoonist?0o

ANoO. O
Aféel dm sorrguri bdom pessoa. Dondét be madé |
fund or somet hing, right? To live in that ni

Perhaps half a guffaw burbled out of him, with all the embarrassment of unrehearsal.
AOr somet hing. Yes. O
Crossing Frise Street, they datough Brecknock Park and the deserted campus.
Down and up as the landscape rolled, past the Union and skirting thé@ gwaicdody of
water that had been sketched and painted by entire student generations, and into which those
same generations had jumpmdbeen thrown. Here Peyton again stopped, stooped, and
threw in a ritual pebble. On down, on up, past the New Library and the Amphitheater, Haller
Hall and Brecknock Hall; on through the semibarricaded West Quad, empty even of frisbee
tossers.
AThmeat hs | 6ve | ived around here, 0 said Sk
never saw this place till today. With Sadie readmitted | might come visit all the time. How
would you Ilike that? | could knock you down
OnuptoMergt Way, t he f Mi |l k-gdousdsiudenttgenerdtitng, s e p o n ¢
with its lights and sights and shops and stops and coffeehouses aaddimenwses, not to
mention Marro6s Bar; and there too was the Merl

With a regllar appetiter ui ni ng snack display, to Skeete
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Peyton play packmule to a large Dr. Pepper, box of Milk Duds, roll of SweetTarts, and
family-size popcorn with doublextra butter; and thus provisioned went inAit Like a
HumanBeing

Whose concubine heroine managed to earn Sk
bitch, I hate hero) despite her sinister fanc
their remoteto-beginwi t h bagni ods gett i ngodsamnd mudslidés. f r om ¢
Unless it was all a dream; you could never be sure in a Zanzara film.

Nightmare or not, Skeeter kept up a constant yakkety gabble, pausing only to clutch
Peytonds arm and shriek on dutiful cue.

AWhat happened t DidHhe et kiledlorustldisappea?® Theyu y ?
never keep the subtitles on long enough te e e e eneliedo mich for the butler. My
friend RoBynne would just dblonw&Godd o edt shbeds nwr
there, fool! S hhe wisdowandegcapedVitata ibitctb ©@hd hate her.
Now heds gotowatamnu@ahee e 6and he butlerds body

Quando | 6hanno | asciato uscire dalla gabl

=1

=1

What 6d he say?o0
OWhen did they |l et you eduldewatthedtteur cage ?¢

=1

picture unmoving, hardly blinking, nose motionless as he gave Skeeter a sidelomy®mnce

AThat doesndét make sense. What Jeezage ? Ho
what a weird movi e. Pass me the Milk Duds. o

AoPl ease. 60

ANoePdsedé you turk. o ( Munch.)

AFrench Huguenot, actually. o

ANot o&6turko6 as from Tuuk&ely. 0OYou know, Ot

AAh yes, 0 he said, and getting out his poc

cinema light.
AWhat are you dgpimgt?es Arer ywhiat 2kilh wanna
S s s h fiomhhk w behind.

Oh shhhh yourself and watch the movie, o t

=]

=]
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Peyton continued his covert penmanship while Skeeter chafed and the concubine
heroine sent her predator to an implausitdatt® tricked into impaling himself on a broken
balustrade. The audience cheered, the Mercur
little cartoon squirrel drawn in red and black, its paws full of popcorn and a babblement
balloon coming out of its mah.

ACHECK THI S OUT! TAMUE LI $0SO0O00 COO

*

All the way back to the Cheval she frisked squirrelly about.

AYoudll have to come see our place. We 6 | |
cleaned up.If we get it cleaned Wpl bet you anythingDeés6s t al ked Sadie intoao
those hundred ol | ar basset pups. O

It was dark now if not noticeably cooler. In the lamplight Merely SAD lost its burnt
out browns, looked almost sylvan again; the campus pond seemed replenished, and this time
Skeeteran ahead to throw in the requisite pebble.

She stood there staring out over the pond awhile, as though lost in thought.

Peyton came up alongside; there was a spectacular view from the pondbrink, looking

across the East Quad to a starry haze on thedmyitien or twelve miles distant, that was the

city of Elsew.
Skeeter stirred. ifGot any good booze? Wi
mean Freddie Fudpucker if youbdbve got Galliano

So they were headed Back To His Place, he and this MANIAC ishitireking violet
shortshorts; on a hot summer night in the Year of Oh Lord Nineteen Hundred and-Eighty
Three. Which future idiots would doubtless write off as a simpiere natural time, a
wholesomemoreinnocent era, thanks to the Trickledown Mumrnnethe White House.
Forget the inability to distinguish between actualities and-atdijng. Forget the heedless
drift toward Global Thermonuclear War (only a video game away!) and the sexual revolution
left stranded by latteday poxes that make efdshioned clap seem like a day on the beach.
Even so: routines abandoned for two, thre:t

he eyed the shrinking violetés lilting bounce
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But remember: compact implies impact. Keep in mind that jagged balustrade.

They reached the Cheval, the lobby, the elevator, the top floor, and apartmeét #3809
where Skeeter pushed in first, shutting the ¢
snickersnack. And by the time he got the door reopened she had flipped on every light
every room, turned on all the fans, and was busy spreading paper towels over the carpet.

ANo telling if you might have toThbarf afte
Shiningthis guy | was with dreamed these bugs were crawling all over hmglai long.

(Yuggh.) Do you moan in your sleep? My Grampa Otto used to have these moaning
nightmares and g9ooohhhh n t he mi ddl e of the night. One
out of bed to watch a scary movie on TV. | bet that ceiling stilplogEornbutterstains

on it.o

She flung wide his wineolored curtains, yanked up the shades, &tvimat? No
poetic sweetbreezes anyway, welcome as cool air would have been. Nothing entered other
than the sound of cicadas going ritikki-tavi, out inthe trees or the shrubs or the bushes or
wherever it was cicadas broadcast from. Small matter; Skeeter had discovered his incense,
and Gonesh Spring Mist was watfting through the living room.

AYou can see the whole Mil konth&/kitgher. r om up h

ALook, thereds the Mercury,; |l can see its sic
t hat 6s for sure. Oog! cobwebs! and therebs t
ALeave it be, 0 Deaemdossed sWvelgd iorn. f rioDre and sal r e a
AGROHsss! 0
ANot at all. |l tés up there serving as a |
AA shoofly, you mean. Where do you keep vy

cabinet above the sink, and Skeeter fell momentarily silent among thenbokde Then:

ANo tequi | avRaty oQuih aPreey tmoins,si ng'! BudokayldsodlGl |
make you a genuine Pink Gin. Slosh a dash of bitters in, then you slosh it out again, then
pour in your Gilbeybs. 0

She brought forth two vaguelpsy mixtures, one at low ebb for Peyton and a heftier
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pouring for herself, together with the basket
with a kind warm |l oving heart and a really dy
Wel I , shred wiofndélt hheive just a few. 0

Back onto the sofa she hopped, basket and tdiynced drink in hand. Out reached
her glass; Peyton looked at it, then allowed it to be clinked against his own. Out reached the
raspberry basket; Peyton waved it off.

AYoubberieng gl oomy again, 0 Skeeter told him,
and did something extraordinary with her trim little midriff.

Again he burbled a hatjuffaw.

AThat 6s better. Now stay that way. I t 6s
therbel 'y button wink. 0
ALearned that in the Orient, did you?Oo

N6l 6m an Occi dereeerdgd | wmoanadh fi mr alnowWwvvve, 60 S

AActual ly | |l earned how to do that when | was:s
troop leader becameam f essi onal belly dancer and taught
learnedothert hi ngs in the Orient. (Cackle.) Hey |
make Pink Gins: from a steward on a steamer v
are you? Or engaged, or oOinvolved, d or gay?c

ANo. O

AWell dondét have a spaz, I was only making
say about men with big noses. And men with ©b

cucumberd 0O

AWhich | donborme®elgéon the grating note ¢
your drink an@ o

AYeah | noticed you dondédt have any plants
goldfish or anything. o (Swall ow. ) andmdt mean vy

bad looking and have these really Byzantine eyes and that really smooth scalp and obviously
adore being ridden down waxed floors by knockdayengeous womeh o

AYoubre right about the knockdown part, a |l
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AWell then, 0 sayduSkeeéeéetrto Bwomydsdggar dadd
(Silence.)

AMy own personal Last Tycoon?0o

(Silence.)

AUMMyou could feed me and dress me and t ake
to dress me ANYway you might as well know | always wear bright red underwear, summer
and winter, so lay in a good -nastyonankwhoogbesi t , and
wild over Dblack undi es | 6 mall,soobrowryeithersd fordet ac k | u
about | eather too, but r edamptedglimpsémtybuA, bel i e\
might faint from lust and crack your nose wide open this time, so whaddaya say? Isit a
deal ?0
(Silence.)
Afédondt you know how many men would kill t
AWhy arendét you makimgn it to them, then?0o0
She looked down at the raspberries being rolled between her thumbs and index

fingers: red in the left hand, black in the right.

AWel | € 0é lstersywd pay attention, yodi | bet 1 f | said 6Whe
just now?6 you c bmeandSadiesahdl Desirand ney Xidn@ RoBgnhe
talk to them, and they talk to me, but they ¢

ADo you I|isten to them?o0

AThat 6s not the point, 06 Skeeter said with
busy puttngonhegoddam Pi ppi Longstocking act, and De
and wants to watchLove Lucyal | t he time d6édcause sheds got tF

Junior and Senior. Me, | prefer the Fred Mertz type. (Cackle.) Actually what happens is |

keep falling for these stranggied Svest ypes and |1 6m sick to death

mean, Jeez: -béoykrigendsmotrrarxSadie and sheds f
Peytonds venetians twitched aSkeetertaddedt t hat

AT hi sEducaimgdRitayouknowd | dondt want a o6tutor, 6 | dol

been going to college for the |l ast six years
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like a lady so | can work in a flower shop, either.dumr st and ? | tacm 6t expe

me anything o

A Mmp h. You and a hundred others each seme
AWhat | wdaliketaconfessorMesah!i s What a shame your
Edwardd see, t hat dés an educated ki ntthaveonfadejaok e, r i

joke like that. And before you say what | really need is a mingtiestor-rabbi you should

know I 6m not that kind of girl, I mean | was
that |1 ém not that ®é&ligious. What | really
Alfsor me to be your own personal sugardadd
AEXACTI y! You got it, Peyton! Ooh I canc¢
about my hard, hard life, and we can stuff cottonballs in your mouth and you can make like
Brando and put Chevalh@sh eads i n mydoenemi esd6s beds
AAnd what enemies might you have, may | as
AWell, do creditors count ? Thereds a couUj

friendly terms with at the momehto

She stopped then.

Put down what was left of thelled-around raspberries.

Smoothed herself visibly out.

For a moment Peyton feared this might be the prelude to some unguessable
paroxysnd speaking in tongues or spontaneous combustion.

But no, her face remained tranquil, all gapes and grimaces set &idngelface!
With eyes not squintsome but perfectly round, perfectly clear, gleamily piercing as a pair of
Chinablue javeling

ASo, 0 she said, Ais it a deal ?0

Peyton sat back and picked up his tumbler.

A very good jke, an excellent jest; we will have many a rich laugh about it at the
palazz® he! he! hed over our Amontillado.

Take on Skeeter Kitefly, be her Padre Warbucks for better or for worse, a blessing or

a curse? And all hedd baveaid do, t houmatt er
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And in returnté
Mmph.
That 6s artful of her .

The man in the chair took in a breath through his unbandaged nose, inhaling the
mingled aromas of gin and bitters, incense and raspberries, Imitation Opium and the outer

August evening.

Then he cleared his throat and said, AGo
AWher e?0 asked Skeeter.

ANot where, 0 said Peyton.

ABut | dondt want to go yet. o

5t

Not yet, o0 he sighed, and finished his dri
AWhat t heWhautt? VELlAL Me ! O
He putdownhisglassnd f ol ded hi s hands. AYou tell
hard life. All nine thousand and one nights of it. From spamchegg conception to this very
day, in this very room. Il 6dm all ear s. Excep
WHEEEEEwent the fissurear o ss Skeeter 6s face in a fl as
forge®® as if there were anything about Kelly Rebecca Kitefly, of course, that he was ever

likely to forget.

Al jump around a | ot, o0 she warned hi m.

Al 6l l take that into consideration, 0 he r ¢
PAIl 1l right! Get comfy now. o She plumped
stuck out one wellshaped well shaven | eg. APr
terrible scar here. Pi c tlitle. ©kayheNovawesseundbt De si 0 s

quite-six, and if you think hiding Christmas presents from aysi&rold is hard you should try
hiding Fourth of July fireworks from the same-gparo | d, especially one whec

naturalbornar soni st é. 0
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Two

THE CONFESSIONS

(aselection)
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Chapter Il

Proud to Be Short

So bless us and splash us, as Gollum would say. (You doknewiobbitd o n 6 t
you? Good; | loved’he Hobbit.)

|l really ought to start adtlmeahlwilllleegi nni ng,
jumping around a | ot , but dondét get the idea
or that weodoll get ahdéeapupngodr ©eallrwsed veisf oyo wdleln
expression. (Cackl e .oum shobldliee phmwagye bbhah?pr et

been quick on mjeet,a pretty goodunner,you know: ZAP! FLASH! here | go! there | am!

But in gym there were always these giraffe girls who could take one slow step and be twenty

yards ahead of me, the bitches. (Should/isa&bi t c hes ? I mean | d&m not

graffeiscaled not a fAcowo or Asow, o0 | hope; thatoéd |
So anyway: heredlgokm:BdiChapt eAndnat govern

thanks to my pahpah being in the military at theeti | was what they call a Marine brat,

meaning that my father was a jet jockey for the Semper Fi and we were all the time moving

from one air station to another. Just think! Little old me got born at the biggest one in the

whole wide world: Cherry Poin, Nawt h Caylina. Which | recko

Mayberry and Mount Pilot and My What Tarry He

naturatbor n drawliné 6né twangind 6nd pickind 06nb
Born to do nothing but laugh!t hat 6 s w hahout me, vieey | waslititled

They were right, too; | was always the giggliest one in class. Used to tick off my grade
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school teachers something fierce. Miss Gibson (second grade: she was a pig woman) even
made me go stand by myself in the cloakrédmno avail! They could all still hear me in
there, teeneeing away. | could turn that cloakroom into a regular Gigglesville. Poor Miss
Gibson.
What was | talking aboutb?oronOhat 6 ghhowbehay
phrase it where | grew up. @i some of my growing up, anyhoo. (As you can see, | grew
up only just so-bfoarn. )whofpTpleat, @s my rGataumpal Ot t o
fish he caught, and go on to tell more whoppers about how he caught it. SCr, baédly a
naturatbornb | onde, 6 all the | adies might say about
the beauty parlor. (I myself, let me emphasize, have always been a genuine original member
of the NaturaBorn Blonde party.Strawberryblonde, by heck. Redold! Texasea!)
Actually I 6ve never been to Texas. Lot s
Istanbul and Hoboken, New Jersey, all last spring) but not Texas. And only briefly North
Carolin | certainly didndét do much grihamkvi ng up th
Homewar d, Angel, O0Caus g SYeoceu? Calnodltd Goo uT hl edrvee A
college.)
| dondét remember places too distinctly bef
in Marble Orchard, when | was nqtite-six; but | have this constant imagehafatwaves
rising over tarmac, with planes roaring overhead. (Ooh! always loved thatdsbeatly
metal boffola! You ever want to get me superexcited, just let me hear a sonic boom.)
Well anyway: we moved around a lot, and it was always someiptageArizona,
Hawaii, southern California. | never got to wade dlt@ep through snow till | was gowagr
seven, and you know that és ad somethingtaHold mi | est or
overyourownk i d s 6s heads. -seften miestasclbchindeepdheougho r t y
snow and with a milestone around my neck; so
't wouldndét take muc h -dedpin,abvisualyo #ut mylidea f or me
is that | was intended to be a Big @inhot agiraffe girl, nor a fatty either, but regular
Amazon materi@ oh about six fooTHREE, say, with boobies out tthereinstead of out to

here,and irorpumping biceps and triceps and thigh muscles that could crack walnuts instead



40 Sk eet er Sugardadey dorfedsor

of pistachi os, a nskchamgeenh ofihe ladyrhssler Greuit. tYouekhow'St at e
vast. But Mother Nature had other ideas. Cost me a lucrative wrestling career, but made up
for that by giving me a permanent case of t he
superexcitable! (Everctben ar ound anybody with a case of t
you have got yourself 8REAT in store.)

| once saw this old movie with Betty Hutton (and boy sfsa loudmouth) called
Incendiary Blondewhi ch | fi gur e t hey o6nebfthasadags. tmeanr e ma k e
who more fitti ngbDorntdbé expldsieliIni mag gyoooud Iwawas not
beans the musical fruit.o My Grampa Otto tol
girl thatdod been tieolehitySkbetetl y dewdol ht 0 A&ohcent
understand. Like a firecracker! Or, better still, likeksgrocked SHWEEEEEOOOORP! |
always wanted to have Roman candles on my birthday cakes, and twice as many as | am years
old. (Did I mention ltrnedtwentsf our | ast mont h? And t hat | 6m
being late with the gifties, this year? Well I did. And | am. So make a note of it.)

Being all compactified | iirkeasiveélyhlives\Which | ust ¢
explarke how come | 0v-abgloeeyes dne thieincendianyslpndet hair, and
all this pixie dust in my brainpan and this bounce bounce bounce in my zap! flaghbsigp
why it 6s muyte. Butianopte,tthat is.bAcuuuute, as they sa Which has a
particular aura of its own, you know, bold as whizbang whirligig brass:

CUTIEPIETY.

Va-va-vamoose!

(As long as | 6m making these confessions,
As a kid, | doted on Harvey comic books. Youkwno L i 0| Dot and Li 6l Lot
Stuff and Li 6l Ri coheven BdRHwenf arn dc Dy iamep nautl i 16d u d
awful ? Arendét | ashamed? The only one of th
PersonalSpaceViolating Ghost. Ste, he claimed to be friendly; but | could see right
t hrough hi mé)

*

Dammi t ! Wherebs my |lighter? Al ways keep
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know when you might be called on to set the world on fire, or something. Hand me my poke,

wouldja please™y poke. No, mypoked t hat t hing t herel No, | do
purses are for picklefaced ol dherewagoe s . Thi s,
(Flick; drag.)
| started smoking when | was eiggmdash a | f years ol d. en Wel |l obyv
s mo kall mydife; but | mean cigarettes. Pall Malls, th& & P eMlell | s . 0 So | gue:s
thereds no doumdasag atld wilsatt 6 gokept But | 6m pe

foot-eleven in my stocking feet: | hate wearing heels. Needlesy tdaak plentyhotin
them, but let me go on permanent record as being goB&RDUDto be short.
Who was it® Nikita Khrushchevd who sai d, #ALife is short,;
old Russian guys, anyway, Trotsky or Tolstoy or Rasputin or Rachmanindffat 6 s my
mantra, anyway: live it up! Seize that moment! Get that lead out! Put that butt in gear!
Ot her wise youdbre gonna go nowhere fast, and I
Hey! You being one of the Derentes and all, | bet you went tavzdirHigh School,
right? Did you know a girl there named Sally Whistletoe? She was probably-tinyeaitiol.
Hardly any taller than me, but I think adouble br a woul ddve been too ti
Gorgeous, she was. When | first got involved with s&igé and Drama Clubldi dndét go
to Cornwall, of course, with you fancy suburban folkaent to Bonum Highiclap clap clap
clap] deep in the heart of Demortuis, Nildsi
Anyway, | got coached by Sally Whistletoe on how to project myself. Nathest,
my sel voice, presence, aura. Sally tutored kids from all over town about all sorts of things:
cheerleading, gymnastics, jujitsu, Being a Go
Hype if you dondét wann acalpethai empshiceii MOsvo go out
YES MAGAM! and tore out of her rumpus room like a regular Roger RaMiehAAAAH!!
| swear, she was the ultimate role model. And boy did she have bigdbathlisat
lung capacity, you see. Never had to use the phone; just opeviadow and spoke right at
you, <c¢lear across town, clear as a bell. T h e
gives youaplomb(hee hee! love that word). Helps you get through things, make the best of

things, overcome things. Survive thingd/hen | was a kid in Marble Orchard | had the most
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hair-raising escapades, and never once gobhnat so much as an owwie. (I was going to
say fAas a booboo, 06 butthosefovomeniglt.) ked quite enol

Come to think of it, | did fracture eollarbone this one time, falling out of a

cottonwood tree; but i1t wasndot my bone. Or |
There ar e, I must admit, a few drawbacks t
always quite as |l ong as | 0 dstd {(Agamn like fireworks.) b e . I

And evenaplomb,you know, kind of starts to lose its elasticity after awhile. You may not

believe it to look at me now, all trim and toned anddidiyl do boast so myséif but not so

very |l ong ago | used to be a | ot pluehper. E :
weighed in at 132 pounds, which may not sound like much to a big lug like you, but sure as
helllookedroly-damrp ol y on me. And itds not Ilike 1 was

never used to gain an ounce no matter how much | ate (or)drank

Well now I 6m back down t o 19nbsesmagah, can br ov
t hough these days |1 6m more into what you miglht
anybodybés wondering, |l wear a size 3 rsometin

that: it took a helluva lotta shalghakeshake /shakehakes hake [/ shakind my boo

there, believe me. To a si3dsometimeg}). Now with shoes, such as you might happen to

buyatasho¢ ype store, itoéd be maependingiokl®wrauchsi ze 6
of my | idél flat feet actually hdaesmecialyo fit i ns
those meant to be wosmughd aim for a 3. As in onéwo-three. (You might want to jot
that down.)

Now when it comes to swimwear orlimge e, youdd better take me
shopping: all bets are off. Of course itods &

with her gradepoint-averagé | mean, Sally Whistletoe was an honor stud@diut inmy
case, t heyoldepehdmng omthdbra. And iMedhase of the moon. And whether
| can avoid taking science classes. Any of which can suddenly turn a B+ into a C

Just the other day | put on my first bikini in three whole summers. Then | had to try
on a dozen othetdl | found the right combination of top and bottom (in lobsted: soooo

cute!) that could bring back my True Bod exactly like it used to look before its blunder into
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plumpitude.

My friend RoBynne (have | told gau yet aboc
smutnovel) went on sunbathing display the other day in this set of leopardskin thongs and
rhinestone suspenders; and sheds only ninetee
olivaceous to bodt but eversheallowed that, standing next to me and myd RBod, she
|l ooked |ike fa foggind giraffe. o That 6s an e
attractive. For a giraffe girl, that is.)

So yessir! L i 6dack.Miosus cVehnu dhdaar bdal bye tiesl | | 6d
otherwise. No wayinhunh.

Ther e 6 swomanddwaichfDickens novet? David Copperfield] think, who
keeps saying AAindt | volatile?o This qguy |
originally meant fiable to flhy.o0 (ABhody twhaast tihra
creepy he used to send me bunches of flowers, but with these waekaulpanotes
enclosed. Yuggh.)

Anyway, you see what | mean. Volatiftyrisibility. Indivisible, you see. Like
projection and pyromania!

Maybe | hamaegéd yet smt the world on fire,



44 Sk eet er Sugardadey dorfedsor

Chapter Il

The Center of All Eyes

Whoooo itdés STILL Ilike an oven in here; |

Guess what: youb6re taking me oudr to dinner
conditioned and the drinks better have plenty
tonight, but not the usual pastath-cheeseontop. Anyplace around here sell gyrosfose
aresogood, I |l ove | amb and pita bread though |
soundscutérl i ke i tdés made from nuts dug up by |itt
wouldneverevee at one so dondt e goama Crebleé raskauranf, s ugge s
even if yOUARE Frencl®

Whautt? Why are you staring at me like that? Oh, the outfit. Well | had to keep
coolsomehowj t 6s a real barnslurper out there. So
Monday megas | wgangawk at@é josd as easily io the elevator.) And then it
was frantic all day at work; at least that made the time go by fast. Have | even mentioned
where | wor k? | 6m one of the counter people
thewWome6s Clinic at SMECK. That is, the St. Mi
insiders cal |l [JuliaChildSidde: KB eof o rAes yionu cook t hat |
a SMECK of marjoram. o

(1 61 @& youaan nawgate. And before we get started,sydguoul d beg FIl oyd?®d

pardon for calling him a circus wagon the other day.)
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When || say Womendés Clinic |I should add t ha
really i1isndét fair wh eoldmegndoo, arid ket me kell yalb whent i t . S
y 0 u @prineghe stirrups undergoing inspection, it could at least be by somebody who looks
Il i ke, oh,oRichadddGerésay. (Did gow seBreathless?l did, and boywAs I!)

Believe it or not, we have this one gynecologist named Dr. Primm. And an
obst¢ ri cian named Dr. Truelove: 1isn6t that swec¢
us on the counter. Just dondét ask me to nee
time | 6ve ever truly wanted dgodbwmtod3lsho mmy (t L
Street? yes, boss) was when | first $aw. and just fell completely in love with little blonde

Gertie. OH my God. | wanted to run right out and kidnap and adopt her, and give her a

different namé anythingbut A Ger ti eame! |l mMbéey, cbowdbve cal
afterheraudis hedés the | ittlest BaSoadygraber e, you know
Where AM | driving us, any[NelB€attyvaMepr e?¢é t h

AAre we going to Addis Ababae! Mr COOwtuh ot 20 Anek
clever, to be dressed so right for it? | got this outfit at the Grand Bazaar in Istanbul. Okay, |
got theideafor this outfit in Istanbul; actually | found the harem pants at Navels Ahoy! and
the batik vest at Liquid Skggk, both down on the St. Mintred waterfront. The bandeau
started out as a-Klart bluelight special, but | added sequins till it looked like something
Barbara Eden might dédve worn.

Mmm! Whoa! Inhale those aromas! (Two, please, smoking section. Cloane la

couple extra ice waters, ahd e t @ s big tallglass of mango juice, and bring us a bottle

of anything really cold thatodés got | ots of al
here often? What 6 si %6ea lwdd lambrmead pepper sabe! | oo ki t !
Why, this is |ike a dream come true, isnét it

this outfit and dance déem off for you sometin

Have you ever seen that BusbyGBfgendkokEl ey mov
the Whirling Dervish?9 Well youbére |l ooking a
me doing flips and handstands and somersaults practically before | could even walk. The

other Marinebrat babies would be toddling around, and heed come cart cart ¢
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wheel wheeling right through é&aqueezed) ( Yum! Thi
Gower (my dad, aGoder b N OtTh d &weawented tp bet ab s
astronaut , and-outambiton;d mean heessandlitary jat pitetaapd space

was all the rage back then. He tried to get picked two or three times, and | think made the
first cut once or twice, but NASA kept turning him down. | forget why.

Anyway, he was also kind of an acrobatould do anything d@ble on a trampoline.
One of my earliest memories is of him flinging me up in the air, and catching me about an
hour later. Onehandedioo, honest to God; it was like being part of the Wallenda family.

So you see | was never intended to get lost irctbevdd not unless everybody else in
thecrowd igalL,y ou know. Ot herwise I 6m always i mmedi
group picture ever taken with me id igrade school, high school, summer camp, crime
scene, whatevéryou can always pick ME out witlut any doubt, by crackyThere | and
there l and therelamddst ruttind my stuff! Lookind sharp!
Dervish, and center of all eyes.

Oh the Il amb, the | amb! | -Peepdidto eisheep s e x ac
when they filly came home WHOOOO) spicy! Wow! Good thing | asked for the extra
ice water. They arendét Kkidding owdstpourmehey c al
a little more of that Sheba honey wigep i | whatevertsey-saywhereverit-comesfrom.

AAbyssinia!o

(Clink.)

Hee heel! é

*

Now dondét get me winoodimaelyegotistical dher@ thayhalve n k | 6 |
been a time when 1 6d brazenly admiredmysel f i
what can | say? Who am | to deny-@drat cutiepiety?

0Course, that has its drawbacks -too. Evel
century old, these big fat matretgpes go out of their way to squnch hell out of my face.

They take it like this, in their big fat matrgraw, and gqgnutcracker sound effectp it. And
then they al wrEgiaud 9§ & \t,l efi Whaacte ! avant todtelithere v er y t i me
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A We | | no waoREdieus ,i tttHer ddasce | eft when you get
wantto say that, but it comes olitMr mp h g | u BAnd swean to gsodbit)happened
again just a week ago, at the clinic: | rescheduled appointments for this humongous big fat
matron, and she thagihmgduheebygostapihangaganil Suoh | &
with the facesqunch! Right on goddam due
(Il's there anything left in that doggie bacg
back there sometime soon.)
| always try to put the best face on things. And if those squnchy matrons leave any big
fat fingerprints on mksbedt cthace,ctlerj. wst | dalel
mysel® not so much to my face, as lower down. Got my first tattoo when | was fifteen; it
was an absolute necessity at the time. Distinction, you &nstand out from that crowd of
wissywusses! So: one tattode pat oot i e. (Bet you candét gues
put there. Or what | wagoingto get put there, before | decided it mighttbe provocative
Aafter all. o)
Yessir! Stand out! Sometimes itds gotta
there in a cone of cosmic light, with the rest of the world just an oyster on my exclusive half
shel | . So whatodos so inordinate about that?
Ok ay: part of i1itds due, -bloradmmiatm, t & ome ke
this affinity for hand even moe than lamb, which let us remember is basically sheepish. But
ham is standout awesome, and so are pigs in ge@enal r | o t maelédperfed/sebse to
me. | mean, what little giw o u | \dant@ pet piggy? For years people would give me
piggy banks a presents, and it always broke my heart when | had to bust them open a few
weeks later. (But | always had to.) So no slurs about pig§igmu please.
AWhat about Miss Gibson?5o You mean my sec
Oh. Well,itwasmy ri end Janey who always called her a
Miss Gibson: she cast me as the ducReter in the Wolfand boy was | the hit of that show.
Do you know that you catasteapplause? It can be intoxicating, like Ethiopian honegWw
(You might want to import a carafe or two of that, by the way.)

So | took to the stage, as they say. My Uncle BeiBldgz was determined to put me
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t her edwabae 6sseta designer , in Chicago. AHangi ng
He financedmy series of lessons at the Dittwilmer Dance Stédiot in Chicago, but at the

corner of 6th and Sycamore in uptown Marble Orchard. They thought with me being so

hyper 1 6d be a smash hit at tap dancing. Anc
throughMr s . Dittwilmerodés floor, pr ac ©ihereadok, y . Sa
| 611 demonstrate:

Where have you been, Bill Bailey?
Where have you been?

Wheredve you been, charming Bill\
| 6ve been tosee mowi fe bake
a cherry pie!
She cannot kve her mother!
(yeah!)
Thank you! Too bad | didndét have those sc¢

all-tap production ofalomé!il hoff ki ssed t hy -tappiytap) Jokana:;
ANYway, that Bill Bailey bit was one of my famousprov ditties. (No, | saiditties,

Mr. Funny Guy.) | got into improv becausevell, | was clever and brilliant and a treat to see

onstage, needless to go on and on abaund a treat thear,too, once Sally Whistletoe

tutored me on projection. INhaleXgale, OOGWEE-OQOQ: every syllable perfectly audible.

So | was a drama major my two years at Nilnisi U., and took a bunch of classes on speech and

movement and lighting and costurdeandfencing!that was fud all the fundamentals, but

hardly mealonein-a-coneof-cosmicl i g ht . But to get that

o
o
(@)}

,
same old motions again and again agdin: con your lines, block your scenes, wait for cues,
enterHEREand exitTHERE, rehearse rehearse rehearse.-r8@. The only good thing about
it were the cast parties.

So then | tried improv comedywe had our own Second Gitype troupe at Nilnisi,
t he @A Not hi ndgbotukept geftitgehe fatownaiggles at what my partners were
up to. | could adib, understand, as spoif-theemomenty as any of them; it was the
interactingthat was the problem. So I tried standup for awhile (Tuesday nights were open

mike) and did just fine as a solo act, but GEE ZUSS: every audience had at least two clowns
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with wet T-shirts on the brain, holleringgto u t o ATake off your top!o
you, but sure as hell ahe;the turks!) And that was just the college crowd; imagine trying to
play nightclubs full of drunk hecklers like that.
So | dropped out and went to work at a bank. BeBdyz tied to talk me out of it,
going on about my undeniable stage presence and making the greasepaint roar and all. My
mom on the other hand sjhusite ctad |teadl kne my | mgthh g
been sure what dir ec tthamancouplddd rhiruteshaeaaydmoment. i n  f or
Not t hat -ading@ shes was thediistnngher family to get a college education; wanted
to be Brenda Starr Girl Reporter and scoop the world, but got tied up instead with this Jimmy
Cagney lookalike who tuned out to be my datb-be. And my mor@d well | got my eyes
and boobs and blonditude from her, so BAM! e
went on to be a Amilitary spouseo for the nex
what® about ive more.
So maybe 1 6m still wspattocomgalohg bgshesuye c o s mi ¢ f
never got to be Brenda Starr. About all she got out of it (besides me of course) was that year
we were stationed in Hawaii. Mom thought Oahu was paradise ongidiges. Not least
because | was old enough by then for nursery school, and she could get out of the house. |
kind of think she might @wigbedomimegnasranaut my dad f o
obsession, even the occasional extramaritaldliigheyju st coul ddéve stayed i1
Oh hey! While we were there | got babysat this one time by teenaged Bette Midler!
Nooneeverbel i eves me but | swear to God itdés tru
wore harlequin glasses, smelled like pindagmd had bazooms to spare; so who @tsé D
it have been?

| 6ve always |liked her, anyway. Pineappl e
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Chapter IV

Lustdaze
Hi therel! How arwwanwbdo t ¢Woghlt f @aMmimme:
blowsyouakissy ouér e supposed to catch it |ike a fal
Tsk tsk tsk. Afterthatapsei n et i quett e, I better not fin
j ug! Of sangri a! Ooh Il uscious! -WasIif right t
youodll pardon my expressing it that way. ( Ca

jArriba arriba!
(Clink.)
Hee hee! (Slurp.) Speaking of blows and the Nothingbutt Theater, this really ugly but

supertalented guy named Joe Biggins and | once did that wonderful sex scedentedfyre

for them. You konlodw:e fgloGv ea gbolto wa hilaonve ! O A Oh
here | am staggering around under Joe, who goedrapéshimself over me; it was
di sgusting but hilarious. HéeEbahkeybaee! si A My
me . ATell me what 't oHedeo heledlhee rhyeeathelelaést t
[CLUMP]
6Scuse me. Hee hee! Sorry. Someti mes | ¢
utterecstasy( And dust bunnies. Have you got a vacu
it to this nice grey carpet someti me.) Lucky

Joe Biggins! Too bad he was so repulsive. (Cackle.) | think | saw him eacelster on

The Merv Griffin Showhut that was during my margarita phase so who can be sure.
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(Slurp.)
That scene frondane Eyrepy the way, is theecondnost romantic one in world
literature. ThevosTromantic scene is the oneTiom Sawyemnvherehe asks Becky Thatcher
if she loves rats and she says no, she hates them! and he says no, he means dead ones you can
twirl around on the end of a string, and she says sigltkes is chewing gum and Tom can
chew hers for awhidérafterwdrd hedél | give it back to
You candt get much more romantic than that
Or can you? Pour me @crutinizetthlee sniotruea tsiaonngér i &
iGracias! (Slurp.)
Soooo for instance, | like to take these romantic-dripshowers. Hop in, screde

glub-dub,hop oud no turning pruny (yuggl®) and let Mother Nature take care of the drying

part . 0Cept for my hair; absoluteblgwsneed a ¢
again, har har .) But olc adnodontd tf i bnedl icaeels/eiitlyi ono dt oowne
aRAsPto them, that can put roses in all your cheeks.

(Slurp.) I believe | 6ve alred@dghtretient i oned
the color of your true heartodés bl ood. Thougl
enoughtowea s hocking pink. Right now I ém in more
for yourself é&oofkteiniég usahe kliin@dl obutton here. S

well with my blooming complexiomND | could spill a whole glass of sangria down my fron
and it woul dndét | eave a stain
Why, may | ask, are you scowling like that?
Oh yes you are! (Slurp.) And yet the very first time | came over here, the very first
thing you did was lookight down my front. Oh yes you did! For which | really ought to
have sl apped your face (you cad!) except that
Maybe you were just staring at the floor, and my boobies kimehédedyour
viewpoint. Men, of course, always tend to zero in on the boobs or the bumrslegsh And
since 1 dm way down here to begin with, and tF
further down, you men can give yourselves a regular neckache doing the zeroing in. Serves

you right, too! (Cads!)
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So |l et ds c¢hangoen &th sayes@kibsinge ¢Slurp.) why d
First guy | ever kissed for real was Jeff Scol®jo,n ot fAJef fds colliel!o
have you know the Scolleys were a very crétada-créeme family in Marble Orchard. And
that, mind you, is theounty sed i t 6t sll frogagigging and sorghum festivals out there,
nossir. Jeffos dad was a bigwig buyer at Win
Riviera, and they lived in a fancy house on Locust Street with lawn flamingoes and
everything. Jeff looked exacthké Jonny Quest, only with brown hair and an overbite.
Which | got thoroughly acquainted with, har
|l eft town before my eleventh birthday. (Just
braces athe time.)
So then | moved to the big city Demortuis
Troy Janssen, who was a Laplander through and through. | mean he hadimpkErand
hair like flax and these tethle emptybedroom eyeas the whole Nordicis® r g - s bor d . Do
even get METARTEDoNn Sventypes, those goddam slalanstructord | 6 ve ha-d my eve
l ovindifcikngeér fill of them. And Troy Janssen
Well, not my very first one ithats e n s e . N o ttrydtarid adtustiwgh me i d n 6 t
by myself: he tried to seduce meD this friend of mine, simultaneously! But we (Gmvas
it Natalie? n@ Ginny,t hat 6s right , i to bayatalk autryquryvirgifs) r s ¢ h wa ¢
Ginny and | were too crafty for him, even if Wwaspracticdly a teenager. We allowed
ourselves to be lured up to his bedroom, where Troy started taking off his él@heé$ow
typical' absolutely i p o0 6 tthhaet phiecokd amsNclatihes! But ive tangldd inis
up in his own shirt and pants beforerglion top of him and pinning him down and spanking
and tickling him till the bastard hollered Uncle. Or should | say Auntie, since after that

encounter he wasnot worth hal-f a damn buck.

of chindimple talemn . Oh, thatés a Sven for you, all ri
(Grrrr.)
Il think maybe | 611 | u-sightbuffetfsacslangemopenfoi s but t

your sampling pleasure, and you can lay the blame for that on all those Cool Boys from

Scandinavia. So nyaahtohem and nyaah to you t oo, Mi ster
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*

Um, that was the sangria talking last night.

Al so that was me flirting, sort of, i n cas
practice. Afflirting, that is,NoTteasing | 61 | own up to being a Flirt
name again!) but 16d take a heap of offense &
thereds a significant di isfwehradigadecaphatS | 6 m her e

lknowwhat | ém talking about 6écause the Tot al

personal acquaintance of mine, back in high school. Her name was Pamela Pillsbury and some
cockeyed idiots were stupid enough to say we
illbiong ali kedo than both of us being blonde an
Pam was a downright trifler when it came to guys, and a-8jee Meanie too: | remember
her making this one guy Mike (or was it Mark? or maybe Malcolm? probailyed) break
down andcry at some dance or other, right there in the gym in front of everybody. Betcha
some s hr i nk Othatlgleoincidleatn r i ch of f
Pamela Pillsbugyl call ed her The Dough-bliamt| , part|
and p ausehéryolksdhad a lot of money but lost most of it, so they ended up in dear old
Demortuis where poor Pammy had to sniolpyp to the hoi polloi. And hevoice! She had
the nerve to say | sound like a cartoon chipmunk and maybe | dsibtelked lke a big
bowl of marshmallow fluff left out in a hailstorm.
The funny thing is we actually got to be almost friends (for want of a better word) our
senior year, when we ran the Drama Club and wanted @addidefor Operetta, with Pam
as Cunegondeandmes Paquett e. But of course it was |
Gayo and the Old Ladyés cannibali #lewker butt ock
DrumSong nst ead, for c¢crying out | oudbn | mean 0l
(Cackle.) Idoenjoyit,youknow bei ng short and cute and bu
suppose Pam ever @ichot among the hoi polloi, anyway. So she ended up a totalbitch tease
while | got to play Wonderflirt. Butevehwa s nét all t hat t Himalll ed Be
Adid the deed, 0 whi c h-stim@bmskdtballplaygrmgmediPurichy t hi s s

Frid. Hi s real name was Christopher Robin Fr
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called him AChristopher Roolibhgont®ntheibasketbal and he
court. And not just there, either.

Punchy Frid no relation to thé&ark ShadowBar nabas actor, | 6m sor
he was anotherslipl i di ng Swede. Dondét know if my firs
seem to kaw which end of the rubber went on where. For a week or so afterward | was
absolutely convinced | was carrying around Punchy Jr. An empty threat as it turned out
(THANK You Jesud) but, to avenge my virtue, | kept old Christopher Robin convinced of it
for theentire goddam winterEvery time | saw him I 6d doubl e
think | felt the baby kick!o

(You shoulddébve seen Punchy try to sink fre
bleachers clutching my tummy.)

(No, lwouldnotc al | etalsath gi ©)

Needless to say, |l 6ve done a | ot better si
Frids in the world. Not to mention Troy Jans:s
Jeff Scolleys and their overbites, nowadays. Not to mentis@nights. A couple weeks
ago my friend RoBynne got me into the BoogaBloo Angel, this breakers club downtown, and
| found myself spinning round the dance floor with these waitgrooyhunksvho definitely
wer enaotty pSevse,n f er s h u re &alkidg deardlest fakeDe expectiigme  we 6 r
to-droolovertheir-flauntedlack-of-chesthair kiddiesh e r e ! Sorry, |l donodot f
to play the role of Experienced Older Woman T
GrownUpAlLaSummer of 642.

So,l i ke |1 said, Il &dm a teensy bit rusty at f

But every once in awhileé

Um. Well. How do | describe this, without getting too naughty or racy or anything?

Not t h-aated sulijet snatt¥r, necessarily; just sodtiéfi nt i mat e. 0

Ok ay. . LYeu héasl ous sereeplace. It could be to a party, or taking a walk in
thepark, odor dropping by the corner Pizza Hut , ma
alone, by yourself, and then OOH: suddenly you look, and you see, aneg@du
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dand it deanftib&k Enowodwhat | mean? Like youbodr
out. So then you touch, and you hold, and femb

dand ités such a feeling you-bangazaodand hi de it
the rest of you neto-getgraphic but turning akortof-melty, like the very best butter (as
the Dormouse said). All creeqzyawl and gooseppump and deeLISHusly lavishéul

Obut i1tdéds not just your ordinarrgmadgivoer yday
it s@remantic and some kind of magicaight? And thed

0t hi sd6l | s oun dDOgE%get plyRodgarst& Hanmmerstengsh. ILige
some enchanted evening followed by oh what a beautiful morning after a hundred million
miracles happdébning evdéry day!

(I canét believe |1 just said that.)

But ittuihy t he

(Hee hee heel)

Wanna know a secret? A bebeep toottoot Bad Girl secret? Lemme whisper in
your ead

When itds good for me, I l augh my f ool heese

and finally outrightpealsof laughtert he mor e dAinti matedo and #fAl avis

My face feels all tingly. Abtushing! blélyu s hi ng ?
Baloney | havendét had anything to blush about f ol
anyway.

| forgot how sort of glowyt makes you feel.

Umé

Anyt hing left in that jug of sangria?é
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Chapter V

The Quicker to Anger

[CLUMP CLUMP CLUMP]
Peyton? Peyton!!

Jeez,yomwouldbe sl ow opening the door the one ti

stuff. Lookee here: T G it OofeldlyGipmezTpa del i ver
Express! | 6ve had pizza on my mind all day I
ed evator on the way up here. Sure hope you |

0nd pdedpnpbe rHse i n e kherel | got a kastefdr Blanies (the drinkable kind)
during my tour of duty on -danipiezadat®ehbpg? an Bul ge.
Thank Go@ this guy | was once with would only eat pizza witkrgfe and fork. That
shoul dodéve tipped me off right there about t he
Skoal!
(Chomp. Chomp. Chomp. Swig.)
Boy this is fine pizza! Nothing likebunt cheese to put the Ayum
So: here we are, after one complete week ¢
notice that broughtyouthis fine pizza and thisnicesikack; so you see | 6m n
freeloadi ng dtehaudrbke aitt.? Véhbai@ydied you yetéabout meay?
t hat 6 s igwritipchatsmutnevid &RoBynne has these wickedly elegant earrings, one
sayingHoodahand the othefThawtit? Now i f | had a set I|ike that,

with my mouth fuld just point at my earlobes.
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(Chomp. Chomp. Chomp. Swig.)

| especially dote on the mushr ooms. Gues s
does he wriggle around!)

So what shall you listen about tonight? Sadie keeps wanting to know why | keep
comng over here, and what | 6dm up to and what
when | act hustiush secretive about it just to gnarl her. Sadie being a redhead, you see,
sheds extra gnarl able; the reddoer(Beindie hair tF
strawberry blonde myself, | have a perfectly serene disposition.)

Yessir! | 6ve been playing dodgeball with
years ol d. Desi knows how five Fborinstameesehebat ar oul
her heart set on buying one of those basset pups next door and Sadie told her forget it, no
way webOre spending money on fAisomething that c
there picking out a pupmven as | speakGotta hand it to Dedi she ca play her mother
|l i ke a coppertop piccol o. 0 Qoan play Bls. Saslitn e 6 s  h a«
like a carrothaired concertina.

(Chomp. Chomp. Swig. Belch.)

Oops! Sorry. And here |1 6ve bewmertheati ng \
floor or anything. (Remind me that I still need to deal with those dust bunnies under your
sofa.) When | was in the Brownies back in Marble Orchard, we used to have these burping
contestd and we were pretty good at it too, for a bunch of-wedld smalitown girls.

Anyway: ready for another bottle 6ndé slice?
each, do you? Attaboy! Okay, ladylike now:

(Nibble. Nibble. Nibble. Sip.)

Howés that for demure? R e raxt chdncenhget.t 0 c hang

Where was |? Oh right. So what else can | tell you about Sadie that you probably
dondt already knowyouw ofatleadtsvhat you were likeewhenlshe a b o u't
was first here: how you could always be founodo
table that no one but your gang of #ADil ated 1

hot sy young chesdieng mhstchvd dimngluuded Sadie 0
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way back therfJusT KIDDING, SADIE!). She says you were all the time throwing these
Araspberry partieso where everybody had to ms
de Bergerac, except that she suspected you magteuadlup ahead of time; and how you

were absolutely larger thdife from being so full of yourself (her words, not mine) and how

you used to be known as AThe Wi zard of Schno:

Rabelaisian laughter and would get so damned French (again quoting Sadie) with the hotsy

young chick t s , but only for nine days before youod
| atest one was. Why only nine days?e

Jeez, dondét get sore!

Oh come on, dondét you know me by now? A

Simmer down. Have another beer. inkhof all those poor folks in the Low Countries,

working their behinds off to brew us these Heinies.

Thahétst er . That 6s what |1 call a good Rabe

(Clink.)

(Swig.)

So enough about you. Backrme,where we belong.

| firstgottoknowSadi e when |  went t odmygssterAiisst er Al
| should say, since of course sheds my stepsi

Buf falo where sheds been having babiesdevery
really know her that well. Not like Sadie: werealgs i st er s, at | east | 6ve

and so has she. | mean it was her idea in the first place, that Bet dadhAR®IEd and my

mom should get together. So the very firsttime I clapgy on Sadi e, sheds all
andplottngands chemi ng to turn innocent ME into her
rolling around in hysterics when she introduc

That namestill cracks me up.)
| 6 lveen tagging around after her ever since.
Weirdly enough itds exdctmeyant hyeo udalme hwintkh

Mombs own bl ood daught esac,utaen ds tmeep cthhiel dwi c kMadn yt



Sk eet er Sugardadey Gnfgséos 59

| 6ve seen t hem st aeedactsame pissalffexpresgionon theg facesvi t h t
ACarri e,posamét hiymgg about her ?20 Sawoueibld say, a
coub? 0 Mombébd say back at heriggleiggkatdnemtbote.r e |1 6d b
Theydd br etahirheceatfam emeanwi th everything on the
throw my red things in with their whites) but it only made me laugh harder.

Jeez. Poor Mom. (Flick; drag.) Sheverknew what to do with me, and | could rile

hersoeasy. Forexanhpe she got herself a nose job, afte
di fference then and still canodt. Pi sses her
say; fAYes madam!o |61 say. That 6s the wusual

Anyway: ste did marryARhn ol d, whodés a big old sweetie (
him) and | did come to Demortuis to live with them and Sadie. And then we all took a trip
together to Fort Lauderdale, where Sadie and | had an outright fistfight one night when we
had to share a motel bed and she kicked me with her big old eggidffeet and then had the
gall to claim thatl started it, even though it was blatantly obvious théit ebéed born first
(the gurjumping weisenheimer) and so starf®ERYTHING.
And then the very next day we all trooped out to breakfast and raitGeM/ER, of
all people! You know, my da&djust back from Vietnam, too. Well, my mom had a hissyfit
Il i ke you wouldndét believe: she and Gower went
fifteen minutes or so. Po@Rnold was so embarrassed, anget thisb Sadie wrapped her

arms around me the whole time, as if | were going to be traumatized or something. But it was

all just a bore. Proved t he yehaddightslkethay ht t o
when | was little, but I never remember any.

You know, |l candt imagine actually growing
t hem. I mean theydre my parents anddlitdés not

c o ul d rodetwihout Sadie and Desi aA&nold and all.

Just Iike | candét do without this | ast sli
Buto | 6 m willingyouwo share it with
Attaboy.

(Chomp.)
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*

So what are we going to see tonightever Cry Wolf?Wh o 6s i n t hat ? Ch a
Martin Smitl? Oh sure, the Toad nerd frékmerican Graffiti. Do you mind if | talk all
t hrough the picture? ANo more than wusual, 0
Not too many people here. Goody! Maybe t
of busybodies. So anyway: | had a wealréam last night No, not from eating too much
pizza. It was sort of about Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde and my first Halloween dance in high
schood HEY! that was the dance where Sttdkpity Pillsbury made that guy cry! 1 just
remembered! By golly, is asmall world after all.
(I's that supposed to be the Yukon? Sur e |
there wonodét be any penguins.)
Anyway | went to that dance as a vampire, in chtite fright makeup and a long
bl ack wig; 0 Mthaycalddune. erhaMeas theisanme aveek | realized | could
never be a nurse |ike Gramma Ottodd been. Ar
Freshman Biology you had to chop open a perfectly good worm and checkiosidés. |
mean, GROHsss Youbve probably realized by now t ha
become one i f | had to actually wring a chick
disembowel it from scratch and so on. Which might be handy skills to have if you worked as
ataxidermist,say, instead of nursing sick people.
(What 6s Toad dodionogg'!up Hehbesr B&ahthhhhidgHdlel CE !
take this popcorn; | dondét think 16l be want
Well thanks a | ot for pickiapgl tteedmnabkaoat
running naked through the snow with a pack of hungry wolves aft@rmathing symbolic
aboutthat, of course. Or about snackingonrodedts!61 | never be able to \
Jerry again, or Pixie & Dixie or Speedy Gonzales, without losip@gppetite.
My roommate at Nilnisi U. was a reincarnat
badlooking, just sort of mousily nondescript. And nervous and timid and shy and naive. So
naturally Joe Biggins tormented her every chance h& gwling behnd curtains or around

corners and then leaping out at her, putting her in headlocks anelsalhe i C6 mo n ,
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Mi ssy!d heb6d say, ATwo falls outta three! Wi
thought Missy was literally going ®aINT. One night Iheard her squeaking in her sleep:
ANo, Joe! & hblshadctedannbyeedwheén | woke her up, so maybe Joe Biggins
was the sum total of her erotic fantasies. (Yuggh.)
Unddo you think we could go bag&okaciyfbiued
Il still havendét t ol dd hgwlLonniaessowentmoythatd r e am | a
Halloween dance half as Dr. Jekyll and half as Mr. Hyde, and monopolized me between them.
Boy, could they shakedt which Lonnie made awfully clear when he taakwing at this
Jacko -tantern pifiata, busting it open and starting a riot by clouting all the @athpers
with his pifata stick. I mean, police cars ¢
about that dance more often.
| 6ve heealywseoomed dr eams about some of the ho
Lonnie Fesso wasno6t the ultimate hotshot, not
like scary movies, and | just love scary movies, but some of the dfeams
| think | told you that aftet sawThe Shiningthis guy | was with dreamed these bugs
werdyeah, crawling all over him al/l night | ong
pizza with a knife and fork. | met him while | was working at the bank in Demortuis, and they
todmeb get a batch of | ogsheets copied at the
Viking god with curly golden locks and jutjawed cluleavagé like Siegfried DeRight of
the Nibelung Mounties. Guess what his name was? Okay, brace yourself:
JM MIDGE.
Now i f t haackwardstigptf fa bagdondédt know what i s.
But oh my God
0 he had the COOwullest sréle
0 his hands were cool too, downright cold in fact, but it was summertime so they felt
amazing, and he could use them like a Swedish masseurasiegidly muscular from head
to toe and everything he wore was always spotless, he had a thing about sanitation and was
always emptying my ashtrays, wiping them cl ea

smoke and mostly drank ice water (and wazlidwthe ice) but he did introduce me to
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zombies that summer . You know: rum and apric
say ABottoms wup! o and s wsheegsevanewhenfvd kissdg f eet an
Jim being so tall, you see, and my arms ardunds Nor di ¢ neck till heod
oleo with his I ceman Cometh hands and | ips an
€l thoug$ot omantvas é
€l t hought THhoeeaANDiOgNHh ty é b e
That bit about being alora-a-coneof-cosmiclight? | thought that was going to be
US. Aone together, forever and everé
Even though he had these teetimy tattoos on his fingertips, spelling out some ex
girl friendés name forwards and backwar ds; [ w
make myhears qu e al é
(Umd would you pou me another one, please? This next part gets kind of dry.)
Okay. Jim claimed he was from this shrunken old ghost town out west. He wanted
me to go out there with him, not to visit anybody or anything, but (I thought) to come to
grips with hisinnerdef or what ever. And Iwawago. ol | suppo
we headed way out west, to this place straight otthefLast Picture Showvall shades of
grey and dry as dust, like some Nowhere Land. And there | was with my Nowhere Man.
He took me to this abandonédo o ki ng mot el , and | dondét kn
the manager or if in fact anyone else was around. So, um, we went to the room at the end
and Jim took the bed apart till he found these mattress handles and smiled thatliG@iavu
of his and meanwhile I dm unpacking his bag an
him wearinganykind of tie and, um, there was also this black nylon stocking, just the one,
and I, um, | wrapped it around my neck like a goddaarfafter undressing for him, and
dondédt ask me what he may haove had in mind whe
0 anyway. We just went to bed, as per usual.
But then he woke me up at some godawful hour and said we had to get out of there
right away, soauswehtcbaldaéh epedstraight ai
with me and watched me wash and then | put on my glasses and saw him in the mirror and he

|l ooked all ashenfaced |i ke hedd | ost somet hin
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butitwas2AMand | just had to yawn and then he gr a
at me,i WA KE &Rl and) he, um, well, he sordofi h i t me upside the he
saying goes. Two or three times, or maybe it wasdsfdur was not exactly Kkeepi
broke ny glasses but not my skdlltoo thickhe aded, you know. Ha ha.
used to bouncing off walls, you know, without
el donét know if he felt sorry about it

conversation afterwards 06Cause he started throwing up bi
stopped and I, um, | sort of left him there, in that bathroom, with, um, with his head, well, in
t he, down the, you knowé
|l 6ve never told anyone any of this before.
ldodt want to talk about it anymore.
But | will say this.
't hurt, it hurt I|like hell, but it coul do\

See? No tears. I swore |1 6d never cry about
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Chapter VI

Like aCouple of Horses

Hi . Figured 1 6d find you at home on a Sur

brownies. Peanut butter swirls.

You know those people who say if you get something really weird off your chest,

youodl !l quit dr eanplermagwroadg $ou got duttof’bed aidheaded forp e o
theoveW not to stick my head in it, but to bake
out to be baking in. Wasndét so bad in the we

though; she thaght wacky burglars had got into the kitchen.

Donét mind me dropping by this early, do Yy
coffee? Want me to make some, then? | ma@ragood cup of coffee. Learned how from
my Gramma Otto, who learned from heraGn d ma Wu n d e r daingobdcupsof t hat 6s
coffee unto the fourth generation. Let me at that percolator.

The trick is to never | et your raw ingredi
where you transform them into coffee or brownies or wieateeep the upper hand, every
step of the way. Gramma started me off with the fine arts of Stirring and Tasting, back when
| was so little | had to use a footstool to reach the top of the stove. | had my own personal
potholder with my name on it, andyrawn wooden spoon and everything; so | was the little
big cheese ahat kitchen, and everything | Stirred and Tasted knew it.

Gramma Otto was one hell of a c@keckof a cook; sorry, Gramma. (Sunday, you

know.) She could do things with parts of acckie n | dondt think were in
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| have all her recipes, so if you ever want Fried Gizzards a la Marble Orchard, just let me
know. Back before | was born they kept their own flock of live chickens, and Gramma got to

do all the wringing anglucking and beheading and so forffHANK GoD that was passé by

the time | sllwowdd owe, hd@dauoe hel p her .
You know somet hing? | 6ve newWarc elpaernt hwaitt h
first day sliding dowyou hericrok ra doup ofl 6ovef fne

you take cream or sugar or stir it with a cinnamon stick ory t h Black éReally? Me
t oo. 6Cept | add a ton of Sweet O6nd6 Low. L
Sod good to the last dra@p
(Clink.)
What was | talking about? Oh, chickens. All we had to do was go down to Market
Square and buy poultry that was already headless and feathad@sstuff for a master chef
to work her abracadabra on. (Including the gizzards.) In Marble Orchanddwvbiese
chowdownslet me tell you: eggsver-easy and biscutandgravy and ham loaf and meat
loaf and pot roast and croquettes and apple brown Betty. Not all at one meal, but Gramma
always put plenty on the table and | was taught to clean my plauet| always did and
Grammadéd say | had an appetite |Iike a couple

energy bundle it all got burned off right away, and | was always ready for second helpings.

Speaking of which, those peanut butter swirlslooksoo yummy é | t hi nk |
just nibble on t he 6 ohtleed ohbldsyle ®dn @tnelde | i0Cehv eGolc
chainscarf these, and not stop to savor each

Away in a cage eating sunflower seeds

The little brown gerbil has all thdte needs

But gerbils have appetites vaster than @ast

No way that my gerbil can make those seeds last!

See what a brownie c&0 for you? Give your tongue wings!
(Donét | et me eat another one, please.)
Anyway: Afami |l yo was a Sheikept harpirig orgaboatiitt h  Gr a

probably 6cause Mom was off in Demortuis bein
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Meanwhil e hereds me in Marble Orchard with th
a double extra helping in my ro@mup hih wher e | coul dndédt get at t
sitting at my desk, pretending to do my arithmetic homework or whatever, and if | glance up
thereds someone | ike fAAunt Claudiao or AUncl e
Gr amma 6 s a ushers, theWuddenichscitlwas their house originally. Every darn

one of them had an abrupipinted chin.

They also had a professional family quartet back in the olden days, and would sing
things |like AGo Tell Aunt Rhody Her Ol d Grey
County. Their |l eader was Uncle Wilyhda e Wunder
was a real charmer. Taught himself to play the piano and mandolin and saxophone, and wore
boutonnieres in the Lutheran church on Sundaysat we r emd®dlongEdats dvezyr |,
social club in town and escorted lots of eligible widows around, éxgrmmarried any of
them so got <chal ke do alithiswhie rumningiafgroceky stere byday y b o n e s
and singing AWait Till the Sun Shines, Nel lie
charmer!

He died the year | was born but | thiakot of him lived on in my Uncle BudelBuzz,
who certainly cornered the charm market so fangsna |l e r el ati ves are conc
have any competition from my Hungerford cousi
regrets is that the Hunderds never cherrpombed the old chicken coop at Gramma and
Gr a m@ théy svere forevesayingthey were going to, but never got aroundaitingit.

(Is that a distillation of men, or what? No offense.ohdave done it , if theyo
| pleaded just to be allowed to set fire to the trash inrtbimerator,for crying out loud.

Finally Gramma let me, and a week later Booth CosatyNED outdoor burning! (What a

bunch of spoilsports.)

Those Hungerfords. They convinced me that a littlewgilo Al ooked just |
had coughed herself to death in Grammads bedr
would swoop out around midnight and smell like rotten eggs and so on. | tried to catch her

doing it a bunch of times, but never managed once.
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Actually I think the first part was trdewhat with all the TB and typhoid fever and
foot-andmouth disease, way back when. There were all these Wunderlich markers at

Rosewood Cemetery sayiigken from us too soon Alas and the like. | only went to two

funerals there: Grampadés during a blizzard, a
cousin Mickey Hungerfordds, who Abought the f
always put it.

One time we buried a guinea pig in a shoebox in the backyaindl o n 6t | ook | i ke
that, wehadt o . Though 1061l admit he was so dull vy

old cat Whippy ended up in hongstgoodness Kitty Heaven, which is a pet plot over by

Wel mer 6s Lake. I had to |Peamer Whi ppygcaebendh
country cat and didnoét care for city |ife. (
was her mot herds name (Grammads, that i1s; Whi

| 6d call edMaithgpet 0N dssamonasge, b then BudByizz made all
t hese wisecracks about kittens with a whipée

Jeez, this has gotten to beleerfulc onver sati on. Pretty soon

about old grey cooked geese. Sowheeés changce
*

It was nice of you to take me out to dinne
youol |l Aregul ateo me when dessert comes; ther
hanger at home that | h o pever Wabtltdtakermei | | be abl e
somewhere dressyp sometime.

But | |like thisdrpdlalce!r i grhti so fift rtah & otrd ragu e
Italiano-e y . Puts me in mind of when | was all owe
Grammabs kitchen:

Sing mea soupsong of garlicky cloves

t hat season evdérything from pickles
of bread fit for ttal-i-an eatin@

(best avoided at vampire meetings).
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Can | have a bite of your manicotti? The one on your plate, har har. | always swipe a
bite romthep | at e of whoever buys me dinner. And b

ooh tasty! deeLISHus! Where would we be without tomato sauce, | ask you? Bereft and

bereaved, believe me. Breaking bread with th
youbet ter you bet. o (Hee hee! Sorry. When n
bit silly.)

Ok ay! To cap it off, o ohalright, gelato théhloh or der ¢

comeon! Regulate shmeguladewh at 6 s t he mat t egelato?iArelyouone t i ny
hinting maybe you think | lookat? You bet t er not (better not bet
Sweet O6n6é Low chariot, those nasty calories ¢
my | iol flat feet used heyeet meaow bnghd&nPX, was a ki d
County Courthouse, downtown Honolulu. | never knocked anything over (till | met you) but

a lot of stuff did tend taotter as | went galloping past it.

That 6s what got Gramma started nexirenteer Abs
cases shedd even make me fitake my oath, 0 whic
something on the family Bible. (Well you know what | mean.)

(Why yes, Iwouldlike a lemon sorbet, thank you kindly.)

My Absolutely Not list got prettyalb or at e, but nothing | i ke m
She was thentensesper son | 6ve ever known, even more th
things the rest of us barely dared to say under our lirgait at the age of seven, eight, nine.

(Hey, thissorbet s né6t half bad. Maybe itds really

Janeyds folks were all the time grounding
her to watch some TV show ever agalraughin or The Smothers Brothéysso she went
and swallowed an entire bottef Buf ferin after writing this d
the way itdéds going to be, whatodéds the point of
we even knew there were such things.

Got her stomach pumped, too. The Orricks pretendedstdue to food poisoning
but the whole town knew the truth, and a couple months later they moved away to Utah.

Janey wrote me one postcard about how much life sucked in Salt Lake City. | kept that
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postcard for the longest time; it had a picture of tlfida Elimension on it. You know, as in
AUp Up and Away in My -IBeaadnéal, My Beautiful
Her |l eaving really did suck O6cause | final
Janey woul dove beedhadlingfercesiand thasisggeplesr i di ng wi t h
|l 6d been | obbying for a horse ever since |
Make thatwoh or ses, so the first one wouldnoét get |
not a whole barnful, like Ruthie Mundt had? Ruthie was the coafést ilarble Orchard
the first one | knew personally who got tal ke
thought meant Frenekissing.
(Well it involves putting out yourongued o es ndt it ?)
ANYway, my standard demand every birthday and Christmas was for a couple of
ponies, but it took years to get them and | had to make do with the Two Timmys. Real Life
Timmy was a stuffed horgiehalfs t uf f ed, act u alwhil nvisbi@Nneny st i | | g
was a magnificent bucking bronco that only I
named them after the kid dvassie.Pr obably O0cause he | ooked Scan
Finally everybody chipped i this was after Grampa died, and Gramma went back to
work parttime at the County Hospital, and BudByzz began to hit it big as a set designer
and they bought me a couple of beauties: a pinto | named Supertimmy and a sorrel we called
New Junebug, since Mom and Aunt OI lidseléd had o
loved them both so much, those ponies, and | got to be a pretty fair equestrienne despite a
whole slew of additions to my Absolutely Not list. But, you know, you haaean upafter
genuine hossflesh. And that kind of loses its nowetigrm #&er the third or fourth time.
Obviously they got left behind too when | moved to Demortuis, and after awhile they
were sold to the Hooplemans. Talk about dumbfounding! Cathy Sue Hoopleman was such a
drip. | mean literally: she had this constant cddb® sniffles, every type of allergy and hay
fever you could think of. Plus she was compl
Barbie dolls | could remark that Ken looked like biain was exposed, and Cathy Sue would
chokerightupand startdrippng | i ke an open faucet. |l 6m sur

horse, she6édbdbve sneezed herself right out of
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Chapter VII

The Envy of the Neighborhood

Theysg i1t od6s supposed to be cooler tomorrow.
always a day away. (And the goblinsdll get vy
What makes it doubly frustrating is the 1id
thanweare, RIGHT NQV. And | dondét just mean wolves in

Piemakers. Is there somaigiousreason why you object to having an air conditioner?

Al'l right, all right, dondét have a spaz; i
grouch.

Il mean, iiktedd 6mo ts o-desd ap almpairt eachtleawrdiro 6s neve
conditioned. We didndét have one in Marble Or
side porch, backporéhal | full of gliders and rockers and

catch he breeze and swat the bugs and gulp lemonade and so on.

(1'dm going to make myself a little drink.
Gi |l beyds ? voddd!leéOyo,g !t hiDso niést y anakevodka?wihey powr t hey
rubbing alcohol over a peck of B potatoes! Oh weal thank God for V8 juice, at least.
Two Bloody Marys coming up oop$ um, make that one Bloody and one Hemophiliac.)

So anyhooé what was | talking about ? Wh a't
Oh right, the House With All the Porh e s . It wasndét that enor mous
those porches plus a treehouse out back and four acres of yard, including this big honking
vegetable garden. Flowers too, but mostly veggies and berries and other edibobbles. For the

longest time thghad me convinced it wdanto work in that garden, pulling weeds and stuff.
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It even had a scarecrow called Clem, but he was mostly decorative so there was also this bell
on a pole you could ring to send the crows packing. At famiyagthers | ahays got to
ring the bell to signal dinnertime, O6cause |
tore up JerntheCr eep Hungerforddés jealous guts, O&écaus
hadndét happened along.

(Slurp.)

That garden. The stuffevgrewd everything imaginable, right down to sprigs of
parsley. Grampa Otto used to spend hours tending it and winning prizes for it and calling it
At he envy of the neighborhood, 6 before he got
neighborsgreeeyed or even just to save money; Gr amma
goodnesso when something was homegrown. But
potato salad, too; so there you are.

(Slurp.)

There was a brook out back that was too shallow for daoigthimg really
adventurous, but you could paddle your feet in it on hot days. It was out along the railroad
tracks. | got so used to hearing trains go by at night that | had a hard time falling asleep after
I moved to Demortui st.r acWesd,d Optekodpétungpedomelgsi eon t |
claimed you could derail a train that way; bu
rehab, though.)

(Want a refill? These \8 Marys kind of grow on you. Must be my green thumb.)

Have | told you yet abduhe treehouse? It was an actual ssmeugh House in the
Trees, straddling these colossal twin oaks | forget how many feet high, with real shingles on
the roof and real glass in the window frames, and this real long rope to swing from. |
remember theirkt time the Hungerfords took me up there, to show me the swing and where
to jump from and so forth. AYoubve got to hi
(he hadnét bought the farm yet) whenraderry tt
the rope around your neck ahndngy our sel f ! o

ALIi ke Uncl e Mur g dithisongatb 3tory dboutsaanythicalanctld a d

who had hanged himself on the treehouse rope after getting jilted by a cruel figure skater
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named Heidi. Boy, did | lay bond even had the Creep hddfe | i evi ng it , til] I
to Murgatroydo in a Snagglepuss voice, and tt
in the book byshovingme (the bastard!) so | stomped on his creepy bastard foot, and while
he was hoppm around it was easy to trip him and knock him on his sorry ass.

| learned somgoodcusswords that day.

(Slurp.)

(Thirsty tonight.)

| spent a lot of time up in that treehouse by myself. As much or more than in my
regular bedroom, which was the littb@e back by the linen cupboard. It had this bitesized
four-poster bed, just right for somebody my height but with the noisiest springs you ever did
hear. Luckily this was ages before | started doing any seriousdueinketing. (I did lure
Jeff Scollgy up to the treehouse once or twice, but nothing hap@enatkss you count
Aoverbite exploration. 0)

The bed had a velveteen patchwork quilt and these enormous feather pillows from

which tiny wisps of fluff kept escaping, tra la, off to Feather Adventndeld inherited them

alld bed, quilt, pillowflufid f r om Gr amma Ot t ods Aunt -gteatvy . Wh
(or maybwgreatgreaty gueat if youbdbre still trying t
room, practically, had been hers. Andasswar e mi nded wumpty ti mes, A A L
applepi e order every day of her |life, even when
(I didndét, when | was eight.)
(Slurp.)

| guess | can be a little homesick about the place, now.GBuruUsst got to be
boring. Nota whol e | ot ever happened in Marble Orcl
to live; just that it was sSDEADLY DULL. My mom fell into the nostalgia trap a few years
agoandmaddRhnol d move back there with her after Gr
out there, in the house she grew up in, bored out of her skull.

(Slurp.)

You know what thatos | ike? Al ways feeling

wasting your |ife? Despite knowi nbgtter deep dowv
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than welladjusted? And uniquely unforgettable? Except that other people have somehow
lost sight of that faét lost you in the crowd, and your name from their bi@&idgspite your
being the Onliest One of a Kind of Distinct Significance?

(Do | have a way with wals, or what?)

Told you | wasndét any ignoramubama You may
voracious reader. Been one all my life. Even when | was little, | collected hilarious
vocabul ary words | i ked afinvdo rfiascoit ot ucs |dlooatodeas fico bvshe s s
the way you talk when you get drunk.

(Har har.)

|l read this book once tgiartl .htad la tchhaau qlictt et
she dressed up in a little bumblebee oditét striped teddy with a stinger on her tush instead

of a Pla/boy cottontail, and springntennas instead of rabbit ears.

But itds not I|ike that, not at all. I t 0s
That 6s how lowdéblughtwdsnepreonounced, when | wa
how goddamacur at e | was. ANear dowelso is right,

you think therebds nothing left for you but CF
more steppind out, nNo more parties alane cl ubs ¢
in some crummy hole with a leaky ceiling and a bottle of tequila but not enough lime so that

next morning you feel like molten lava laced with barbed wire is pouring in through your

eyeballs but even h abettiersthan, thah than ending up a raddledd callous old star

attraction at some, soles o me Ramada | nn wh e mingedandfates f or t y

a goddam sumo wrestler while everybody &3¢L.L.t hi nk t heydre cool er of

right now, all the time, summer and winter, and youwdnmaow somet hing | dono
d o cdArREl  d eIvEa good goddarh  d b ma&ets no diff tdVIED

Whao ?

Oh. Kleenex. Thanks.

(6 phonld )

(Shniff.)

(By the way, youbre almost out of vodkaé)
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*

|l 6m sorry | call ed you otheaded. Andcstppsddarsdt ni ght
everything; I'dm not wusually I|Iike that. | sho
Mount Oriela. After | had him fixed hedod sti
caught t hem hedodldng g Wh & thn o txpadsdibb @ndis face.

Near dowel!

Anyway, | sure hope Gramma Otto wasnot | i s
is a Heaven Hereafterthis, | 6d expecd her to

The Edge of Nighand As the World Turnghat is. When | was a drama major her fondest

wi sh was that 106d get c& @dayingsomedataical tempiress ne o f
with a name | i ke AMargoo or ASerena. o ( Thouc
thef e mme fzamyt litd hendhgirl.)

Gramma had other stories too, ones she made up and told me at bedtime. Most were
about my dolld we | | | dlolls] as uich, unlkes Gathy Sue Hoopleman and her
hundreds of Barbies; | had a Raggedy Ann and Timmy theshdfed horse. And Rusty
Bugs, who started off as a white rabbit, but got more and more oxilbatiedg.

Finally Gramma sai d,t 6 Hahwmgey & i (meh Btulys me)n t
white rabbit. o So she put him in the washing
clothesline by his eadsit looked kind of painful but soute. Then suddenly this windstorm
came out of nowhere and blew most & thundry into the garden. Not Rusty Bugs, though;
we never found any trace of him except his @astll pinned to the clothesline.

Boydid | have hysterics. It was SO ridiculous. Poor Gramma, of course, thought my
pore heart must be busted; so sheethtelling me these bedtime stories about all the
adventures Bugs was having in Whiskaway. He
any attention to what growaps told him, and ran around Feather Adventureland with a pack
of wild dust bunnies.

(I keep forgetting about the ones under your sofabed.)

(What 6s i n t hi s Cqumtry TinhetDidyou mik thisrvatmyauwt enh

hands, just for me? How thoughtful of you! Not to mention atmospheric! And much more
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wholesome than potato drippsy

Il wish Grammadd written down her Whiskaway

those dumb haikus and book reports and-hepentmy-summesvacation assignments.
What do you teached® with those things, anyway? And how come they were always due

on rainy days? No matter how carefully | took them to school, the ink would always run.

Actually 1 liked going to school, even i
aroundt do dfoamlboned t oo well , o lotokschdodss, of t r eeh
t hough. Let s see: nursery school on Oahu, |

grades in Marble Orchard, sixth at Oswald Elementary in Demortuis, then Whitman Junior

High and Bonum High Schadlhey ray Bonum Vivant$! then two years in Keening at the

University of Nilnisi, then awhile at the School of Hard KnatkKsé m r unni ng out of

hereé then off and on as a philosophy major then a poli sci major then a psyattinesja
sociology major at Windohwa U. down in Mount Oriela!

(Whew!)

iSo what have | | earned?o0

What to watch out for, if nothing else.

The good and the bad; the ups and the downs; your haves and your wants. How to

count your blessings if you want be able to courtnthem. Keep one eye out for pitfalls

and drawbacks and mousetraps; and the other
ewel | é
efor Power and Light, |l guess.

Like the first time | saw Chicago by night, when | was only nine and Bdady
drove me around armround the Lood all these palacéike cathedratype towering electric
infernos were blazing away at me on every side: neon and freon and shivaree bewitchery.
Sweet Jesus! It never got like that in Marble Orchard or Demortuis. Or Keening or Mount
Orielaor evenlstanbul,for crying out loud.

That was the first time | experienced Power and Light like that; the first and only time,
for years and years. Till you know what? Just a couple weeks ago my friend RéBynne

stithavendét told y&®u WMedut hém nbavegoing to t

€
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O6Ring; nothing | could saearwwatul d hgoogel yae. an
to say (hee hee! fdAsufficeo) that when | went
caught sight of RoBnne boppi nd ar ound -rayedumed wearengthet hi ng (
very heighthof New Wave fashiod well, | was so sick with envy | just about ate my own
peagreen liver. Seriously!

But it was operandshut obvious we were meant to be kindred tspirSo | staged
this little routine about my shoes being stolen by a medicalféishist, and before you knew
it RoBynne was showing me where to shop and what to buy and how to wear it, in Elsew
after darld going to breakers clubs like the BoogaBloo Ahgvhere you spin and you soar
and youdbre in the very heart of the hub, surr
specTACuular to the bitchen twitchen max! And not just to be trendy, @ither

0 but To Be.

And HowTo Be.

Thatis refreshing.

When youcan stand in front of a mirror again, staring yourself square in that eye
youdre keeping open; and it doesndét really ma
so long as you can sapdthink andfeeland mean:

GETTA LOADA ME NOW!

60Cauxe ytowe can quit your yappind and MAKE i
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Chapter VIII

Lapsing into Indolence

Hi there. Hold still a set
[WHUMP]
T h aford®ang a man and not having cramps!
Oh, have | not mentioned my habit of clueing in guys aboujptfseof womanhood,
using my fist and your stomachs? Well consider yourself warned.
(Oh please, it was just a love tap.)
Urgghe I f itdéds all the same to you, I 6m ¢
not a fetal positiod faaaar from it. Tipo -Ohepickle, though, that the momenffibally
starts cooling off outside, should get the Nuisance. | used to collect namesdadikie
ragti me, Holy Week, and Ared sails in the sun
(Goddam cramps.)
But bette, | suppose, than the alternative. Be just my puddleducking luck to have

Punchy Frid Jr. show up now, eight years late.

Peyton? I didnét hurt you too much when |
that | emonade | eft?é Thanks. (Slurp.)
lreal y do | i ke this big old sofabed of your s

flung myself onto it and said here | lie, all bashful and defenseless, and you said | was about as
bashful as an earthquake? Jeez, that seems like long ago. Inéteatbyd two weeks?

ONG6 then | said something aboutthab|l ways sl eepi
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was real demur e. Must 6ve had on scarlet s
(Did you just laugh at me?)
(Well, you better not.)
Actually when | do sleep on miyack is when | have those really weird dreams. That

one in particular about being in a bed like a drawer that gets hauled open, rolling forward, and

thereds this spotlight shining down on me.
it ods likelamatesit ava hangover, though | donodot fe
Il try to blink, and thereds that |ight and
their mouths hanging ope®h nothey sayOhnobbut | c awodds. hear t he
(Maybe they think I 6m Yoko.)
(Slurp.)

When we went to see Gramma Otto for the last time, me and Mom and Aunt Ollie, we
were chatting about this and that, the goingsat the Booth County Hospi@awhich was
Grammads second h ocamexRNand kwaving halithe docditlesie wigen
they were just medical studedtsill of a sudden Gramma turned to me and squoze my hand,
squoze it so tight | can still feel it, and started jabbering about this dresser in her sewing room.
AThe t hi omdthedapaoward thef bagkd

We never did figure out what she was talking about. There was nothing in that drawer
but a bunch of bobbins and safety pins.

(Hunh.)

With Grampa itodéd been different; he was
could move around using a walker, doing weump!tump-shuffaup and down the hall. All
the floorboards in that house creaked anyway, so it was quite processionaln di ng: fih
comes @@rianmpearce goes wBumpitupp nd o e bdd otayn and
indoor basketball, tossing papercrumps into a wastebasket up on top of a bureau. Everything
had to be just so: the crumps had to be regulation size, and you could only throw them in
certain ways, and the wastebasket had to be set at a precise difttaraa lot of fun.

But then he had the second stroke and got bedridden. Though he claimed he was just

Ki v

el
t F

be

er e

we 0
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Al oafingo |ike i n a -andbypmwoaldkdefinielpesconvGramimd be up
and me to church on Sund a yingtps éveramndl overaweek me p ol
after week, but he never put them on.

When | was little he looked like a giant: big arms, big hands, big stomach, big lap.
When that man hugged you, brother, you wergged. And boy could he sweathave to

change his shirt tkee or four times on a summer day. The clothesline would be full of them,

alaf l ap, and 16d sit wunder neaiggedschoonerra box and ¢
(Yawn.)
6Scuse me. Grampa gave me my very first t
Falstaff be er , |l 6m sorry to say; but you gotta st a
never from cans, and hedd | et me finish the |
the empty bottle. Empt i eadvholg Galstafearmy. Thezeon o f G e r

the side of the big silver mailbox out front, in gigantic black letters for all the world to see,
was B.L.OTTO. For Bertram L. Otto, Sr.

(Yawn.)

It was when he found out hi sBuza)mdsyors on, Ber
than just roommates with a guy called Gig in Chicago, that Grampa had his first stroke. And

BuddyBuzz never came back to Marble Orchard agse

moved across the hall into Cooobhinnthemddleafc ause (
t he night. ASnoring something fierce, 0 Gr amn

(Yawn.)

Cour se, if you listen to my cousin Jerry,
BuddyBuzz at all, but O0cause | al mostoutthad t hat
of July. When | shouldbéve ended &ap with a te€

Hunh. T h at 06 -sheQreep Huggerford for you. Being his usual sicko crybaby
creepazoid self. allaanertin Clevelaredd o d ¢ n h it die.& e d o e

(YAWN.)

6 Scmes e
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That guy called Gy heandBuddyBu z z wer e both fAhuskyo fell
them the first time | saw Chicago by night 6n
was even petiter then, but there was bagalyugh room for me at their placevhat with
their personal heftiness, oO6nd6 all those sideb
paddywhacks. AThat 6s what yotBuzgsatl. when youor

Always had to have nothing but the lgesirst class all the way. In his apartments, at
restaurants, on his stage sets. ATrue Effect

me to gape at the fancy highrises on Lake Shc

enduptheresordeay, 6éné have the | ightdsénabt hoeurdifdeett.o
for awhil e. Not on the Gold Coast, but ritz)
Which he did. 60Cause it was. 60Cause he woul
ONOG MmeoOns in a hospice.
AWhy?o0 Wthipk?d o you
God knows | dondét know what to think. 0 C
that 6s t he way thingse?can turn out, how can
Hestill insists itds just albadad heage iq@fpef lo

Sounds like a good name for it, if you ask me. Better than having to avoid all mention of
braids or grades or parades or arcadds,asrlemonades. Or the ace of spades.

(Yawn.)

| called the hospice on my birthday. Asked him how he dearsy. BuddyBuzz says,
Al 6m | apsing into indolence. 0 So then | aske
Grippe. And he says, ANo regrets, darling.
just the same. 0

Jeez. | meah

(Yawn.)

Sufferind Sisyphusé

*

Nguho
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Whaoé? Di d | dri ft dhirtf??No tWhiant tth emema rsniin ¢?
thank God. Sadie wouldove had kittens. And
Whereds my poke? Thehedodi mgcpobkbae. of Pohet post

(Mrmph glub shmug.)

(PATOOEY!)

Good thing | always pack my toothbrush wherever | go. | always brush my teeth, first
thing in the morning thene at br eakf ast . | &dm not awake til]l
candét enjoy breakfast if 1 6m not awake. (Do
smoke a cigarette.)

Whoooo! You sure itodés only 11:e3M71 gh@®loasy,
sl eep. Course I 6m a night person anyway, but
to play with. Thanks for letting me nap. Tellyouwhdt6 1 | come back on Sat
this place the <c¢l eani n geitavhen hgetlthrough tvithihe ! You W

So howzabout | take you out, right now, a

Ooh and some poppysdeseod wruaftf iinfs!i t Aiws ca nfosnc ho o

have to be at work ineiglir-s 0 hourost? | ilkted6d érm asking for bre

anything. Let Dbadhdwrea @t ibadal odmMkiutniton, i snodot

practical ambition wedd just be stumbl ebums a
Attaboy! Let ds go. -hightheatgries arpundiherke.n o w s o0 me

Know what? Every morning | wake up and throw back the covers and there | am and
| saytomyselfi So t hi s (iGh rdeoanléitt yssThoush me; the night o
Reality shmealityd my Uncle BuddyBuzz would be the firgh line to give a cheer
for good oldfashioned justmagine makebelieve. He did it all the time, designing his stage
sets, and some of them were prettyaxgard®d y ou s houl débve seen the on
Off-Loop production offoys in the Attic.(I parked over here.) They were always uréreal
AScenery, n o tB uRezadldi tsya, Y& only affdiyiaryynboa sailing over a
cardboard sea, but thatés where the magic col
makebel i eve. 0

And i f e¢todo@ithmg liketat, why should you ever feel perplexed or
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dumbfounded?

| mean, look aFlashdance.Have you ever heard of a blgellar beer joint with
swanky dance routines like that? In Vegas, maybe, but not Pittsburgh. Same thing goes for
Jemi fer Bealsdés | oft and her audition for the
for her being the owner of the steel mill and
own flashdancing.

But so what ? Il t 6s diottvks-BEpPEpPEDO B Edst OLbdbEe O Re a
Pretend. O Jennifer Beals is really cute and
frizzyhaired girl myself, | thought it wasveonderfulmovie. It made ME makbeliewe, all
right; to the point that | started working out after | saw it. And getta loada me now! But |
didnét go off the deep end and apply for any

Cour se, |l 6d just come baaek from having a s

AWhy wait for your ship to come in, o0 | sai
got myself shanghaied as assistant chef for a bunch of missionaries on the ga&tuh ship
Voorenor t he fABel gian Bul ge oThavwas achallegenthosehe cr ew
mi ssionaries belonged to a chain of missions
mean nAAl Il Yathey alhpack anay gfooderies like there was no tomorrow. |
lived in constant fear o frecbakdrdandbgingdishedalp one of
as a betweemeals snack.

Mr. Wong wouldbdébve done it, too. He was t |
had it in for me, most of the t@pf Yu, Ki-FI! You, LUBBERGIRL! For a moment | was
afraid hedd BYAuUNITORDIROLAND ANgMORE] LUBBERGIRL! BETTER LOOK
SHARP 0

He made me study the thickest cookbook ever imported to the Western Hemisphere.

Did you know some people eata | f 6 swithiiheimeggs? You sauté them (the brains)

and pouronyoureggs scramble them together, then sprir
any calfdéds brains onboard, which was just as
and Mr. Wong woul dbéve findvdTeEy mMaCHAOORBRAIRSEHEYS ¢ r a mb | |

Ki-FI? O
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But when we docked in Greece and | | eft 1
ceremonial jackknife; so you see even hostile
Turn in here? Wh a t a cute little diner!

and all the little Veros are here tonight?
(Hey therel l's it too | at lvd)or us to get
You too, Bald Mad bend down here a s&c
(Smooch.)
Now youbve got a tattletale smoochmar k on
make all your other sugarbaby confessees hptgya | o u s . And donoét | et m
off, either. (Couple of oveeasies, please, with that ham, and have you got any poppyseed
muffins? Yay! | may just have to move here. Oh and can | have ad @o, and maybe a
cup of cocoa also? Thank you muchl y! Youol |
What are you grinning at? Are you grinninghag? Okay, you have my permission. |

told you being wit h-ngtldelylaggb. tAndtyauiahh @t ah@amadt op

nothingyetd

Ooh that was fast with the cocoa! Lookit the size of this mug! Need both hands to
pick it upd

(Slurp.)

Ahhhhhhhé

You know, for a girl whooés still pestered
now. Gaaywld dmwdok | 611 ever set foot outside
the glooms again, or the bittérk e ep t hose for Pink Gins! And
my GreatAunt Emmy, whodés blind and mad (not i nsan

w h o Ovilainaus old hag with thgall to not accept Desirée as her grgeinddaughtér
for having been Aborn out of wedlocko or s o0 me
bat.

My ham 6né eggs!! é

(Chomp. Chomp. Chomp. Gulp.)

éwhat 6s that?toYbeaw about me in grease?
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impugning his cooking. OlGreece. The country, not the musical comedy? Well, Greece is
about as far away as you can get from places like Demortuis, Nilnisi. All that sea, and all
those islads and that sand. They have a different kind of sun out there, too: it turns the sky
an entirely different shade of blayeperson.t get s
Or if you drinkretsinad THATGL put the sun into your evdoving blueeyes, let me tell you.

So | l eft the ABulgeodo and backpacked my we
Mi nor, by bus and boat and on my own |idl fIl a
Istanbul (hey! sayhat five times fast!) which got traretled for me by a fleabitten amateur
tour guide. It said:

There are sixteen types of grief
But only one of relief.

He might have been making it up, but it sounds true as true to me.

| think it means the same thing as mdiedieve. Relief from Real Life.

The good times never do keep on keeping on, not for keeps. Not in this diner; not in
Asia Minor. But so what?

ASo this is reality?o

Letds improve on it, then.

Okay? Ok ay. AnSéallright? Séallright. o
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Three

THE CONDITIONS
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ChaptenX

Since My Last Confession

Aféso ANYway theydd just waxed the halls, s
started skating up and down and | ran intodyau

fid bowled me ovey 0

fd swept you off your feet, and yonpsestarted bleeding so | bandagedrid then
Sadie came by and introduced us and we were going to eat vending machine food at the
Student Union, but you kept being gloomylsbai d OLet 6s go see a scar )
you up that night and we went to that weird thing with the subtilet Like an Italiad 0

Ad Like a Human Being 0

fd right, at the Mercury, and then we came back here and | fixed us a couple of Pink
Gins and asked if you wouldndét |l ove to be my
that | should tell y¢plishaplashgardied &1 viddlraydd har d, har
haved and here we are. You with a thoroughly clean apartienia bare naked girl in your
bat htub, cleaning herself! Boy have you got

Skeeter had arrived at the Cheval that morning fully clothed, in jumigs overalls

and painterés cap, to refurbish Peytonbés perf
dressed like a charwomaran old Cockney charwomano | t 6 s Mr s. d@sdeggi ns O6e
come to do for youWell | never | awksamercy my mgtyoul 6 m sur

wonot getdobhYUHHHU cnke!x!t 6

ADo Cockney charwomenés vowaldlRParies run t
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ATheyoéd run if they t dooite elreedlks ke tbiumd ht loe

toadstoolgr owi ng out of the formical And dondt p
youcans pel | O6Tueshkay.66 adltrhoe®ocl ump of cobwebs
AStop knocking those cobwebs. s\Vphi edreer se?los e
AOodhd when was the |l ast time you had t he:

AYoubre swaghpostedi no?0
AJEEZPeyt on! No wonder you |l ook so sallow! .
Stepping out of the kitchen to scowl up at him, indignant fists on indignant hips:
Skeeterlie Heartstringf uggabl e. Whodod made a valiant eff
whomp into the painterds cap, butPoptoggsht as we
original flat pan.
BOP-buddabop-buddabop-buddaBOP: in one daylong torrent seerubbed and
brushed and mopped and vacuumed the entire apaéreaoept for the miniloft, which had
been placed strictly off limits.
AAre you sur e? hedfisaadheapsbo udusatly paopesr?o0

AYes | am sure and lye ahvaep ptetne mi oa sb ei smy pmoenaos
AYour monograph, hunh? Which heapbds the t
A monograph, Peyton explained, was a scholarly treatise on a specified subject.
AOh. Looks |like yours is about rummage sé&
ANoO. APE. o
AApes?o0
AA. P. E. Ewvell.aA PBstEXmessionist cartoonist. Completely forgotten

today, of course. o

AAs Per Uslubgbing to go/gapritz your complete downstairs with Lemon
Pl edge. 0

Al 6m sure my complete downstairs can use i

1]

Then | 6m goingtofdandol fshomy spgt goudre sur
useittoooyou can just stay up there with your schi

And up here he had remained. rubBidwe ugh Skee
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ruband wew h e e e eardéhér psking if it was okagif her to put a stack of records on his
newly-tidied stereo, and whether Peyton had any objection to her taking a bubblebath in his
newly-scoured tub, and would there be a problem if Skeeter left the bathroom door ajar so she
could (a) HAhenaurs itchoe ammodn o(gor)apchont i nue t o gabbl
little staircase, unless (c) he wanted to bring his @aws1the staircase and (d) closer to
Skeeterd6s cuuuute little mouth, (e) nudge nuc
't wasnot every da yent@acuwddinda pusle cuundie Peyt on I
occupying his bathtub.
But he lingered in the miniloft, engaged in a-ifedeath struggle to balance the

bat her6s checkbook.

Als it impossible for you to be more expli
ADid you say something?o

AYes! Conwolrde yporue chiese ?! O

ADIi dé youée s adyheo vwdsmettha tnYo

AThere is a perfectly good, practically bl

an idea: when you write your next chéck

AYou t arek?iong t o

ANoO, I was addressing your rubber duck. 0

AWel |, be gentle when you drop him in the

AThe next time you write a check, 0 Peyton
the dat e? And what i1i868d6s for? And exactly hc

A On nbshyo u mdGurgldurgle.)

AMmphé Andy owhegnoianrge t o deal with these cr

AQuack?o

AVi sa, Ma c y 6 sg, if ydo &eemlettingdtise finarfe charges accumulate,

youdl lochave to
fid pay throughthe 0 s e@@&r r vy . Didnbéhosemeanof ojpunbtyou

Peyton struck anatch. Counted to ten. Blew it out. Then struck another, and lit the
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long wooden pipe he still took occasional solace in; though these days he filled it with

tobacco. Even so, sprouting out from under his smudgestache, it gave him the same old

sorcepus air. There in the mirror over the drawing table, back by discombobular demand: the

Wizard of Schnoz!
Glad to see you again, Schnoz. Howo6s it
Funny you should aské@é

Downstairs the Police were on the stereo and Skeeter was singingvalongh A Ever y

Breath You Take, 0 adding a reverberative | Nhe
AHow much | onger are you going to be in tt
Néokeep calling baby baby pleeeezebdé hmmmm

headed home early, but no such luck. o
A Wh?ad
AYou &<myw friend from Red Gap. 0 Sheds sti
AWhat friend is that?0o0
A( Oh, brother!) You sure can be |l ovably i
AThank you. How much |l onger

il 6m just drying myself off. o

Al thought you sai dowelsdondt believe

A N o dobelieve intowels, ldoldoldolID®®and | é6m using | ots of
minut e. The floor in herebés gotten kind of f

AfGood God, woman! o0

fid with bathwaterrYou know, the stuff you donét thr

making gross insinuationsdl 6 mMnjdu sdto nadtb acbayl | mynse
growing child, I need my mil k. But I 611 sett
openthebotd yet , did you?o

Al 611 gdodo it now

A N o o bwahna do it, | love popping corks. Andcorn. Andéyesa i t 61 | you se
what | 6médpatmong owmeralls tonight!o

Be out in a minutah
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Dondt uncork the spinach!
Says Skeeter the grohhhhwing child
(toot toot!)

After which fanfare, the bathroom door snicked shut.
Measuring up and reckoning down.
Here he remained, left in the miniloft like an egghead on a wall. And not much of a
wall: just some extra square footage tucked atop the broom closetsscheater. More
like a sill. Oracell. Or a scaffold, taken to extremes. Egghead on a scaffold, just before they
spring the trap.
Thinking about polishing Skeeterods patoot
Rrrrrrrrrumblef r om Peyt onds own personal downst ai
Not enougho anticipate shpritzability, though. None such for two, three years now.
So here he remained, under the bansheeds v
had struck him dumb (shall we say) only to compound the condition by dropping Skeeter
Kitefly into his bowledover lap. And GoFoC spoke, saying:

Thou shalt look after Our bounceable beloved Kelly Rebecca, a
succulent morsel by any measure; yea, and even shouldst We suddenly
|l ift the bansheebds anathema and restor

t h o u 6r well relmaimdumbstruck insofar as your galvanic little
charge is concerned.

Like it or | udopveiltl. s ad@awmseeemednmr e t han n
your twain shall meet.

Unlike Mao the cat, he knew very well wkagitl-you-do-next; but hisexpression was
just as baffled. Stymied. Obstructed.

So how many true priests, clothbound by abstinence, have pressed their noses to the
grille and gazed at a fair young confessee baring her soul, her infringements, her delicate
frailtiesd and longed tdhaul the confessee right through the screen, into their austere cloister?

How many true priests took such a one to the Mercury Theater last night, this time to



Sk eet er Sugardadey Gnfgséos 95

seeKoyaanisgats{ it hat wetHoutd utbhiinmdg eso) and find their
an airline pillow, placed behind a fair young neck and purghgdyfully, butpunched by
the same fair young fist used to clue them in about the joys of womanhood?

AOne! two! three! a |l eery postman! o

Wher eupon shedéd snuggled down and started
enjoyK o y a a n i autphbalancedightshow, but soon bored by the lack of narrative and

announcing this with a monumental yawn.

3t

Am | supposed to?&®ing you a lullaby now
ACraomen a |l ullaby now. 0
So up from nur s e rOythe@ast oh Goromandedwhere tked g e d
early pumpkins blow, /in the middle of the woods /lived the YeBghghyBod duly
crooning this into the top of the frizzy head resting on his sleoul
AWell that was certainly LUGUBRI OUS, 0 shed
Ssshhhh! o

Oh shhhh yourself already! o to the row be

=1

=1

pumpkins blow! o to Pegyedglance he ddilds@ndteelgndd c ose t wi
sawr) even in the minimal cinema light. And he might have hauled her right over the armrest,
into his cloisterized lad

0 but what would have been the point?

And there you had it. In another aptigmed nutshell.

Going round and round before coming towgdt points: that was Skeeter Kitefly all
over. The tips of her nose and chin and perky maracas; the corners of her elastic mouth, the
ruby-glitter nails on her fingers and toes. But most of all The Story of Her Hard, Hard Life,
as related to him over ¢hpast couple of weeks: hopping back and forth through time and
space, sidetracking into vagaries, insisting every word was unvarnished truth.

(How much of it had been fact and how much fantasy? Which parts were Real Life
and which parts makbeelieve?)

(Had she done her own flashdancing?)

Skeeter sitting very still at times, but never very long before another bout of the
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|l eapind jumpies, dand there shebdébd go again

0 in all her oblivior®

0 another se¢hrough ingénue on a winding, twining, spiraling dezli

So hurry up and spring the trap. Down the little staircase at last, to take a somber
look-see.

Door ajar again. Bathroom unoccupied, except by perfumed steam. Fog on the
mirror. And more soppy towels than Peyton would have guessed he possespeshd out
to dry. Along with a jumble of Ehirt, overalls, sandals and cap; above which dangled a
matching set of rinsedut dainties. Bright red, as advertised. Hanging there like the frill
trimmed entrails of some small creature (Valentine lamBaster dust bunny) extracted for
soothsaying purposes.

Such as to figure out where Skeeter had gone. And what she might be wearing at the
moment.

Rrr rrr rrrumbl eé

Then: commotion in the kitchen. Where Peyton found a miniature monk trying to
reach he upper shelves of the glassware cabinet.

A need yotualtlol 6ccome be

She had helped herself to Peytonbés big broc
flapped vacantly since her hair was beturbaned in yet anotheiGtdkglone a colorful

Carmen Mirand-colored huckaback.

AWhat are you |l ooking for?06 he asked. ATl
A know that!! But what are you supposed |
those tulippy things. 0l took a nywsrdldddrew fr

something a little fishy abouihat poem, if you ask ni& o

She attacked the bottle of Findlaterds Amc
dexterity, but got it passably open.

Alt didnét pop! Am | supposed to sniff tt
me of that fancy expensive stuff Sadie smuggled out of Portugal, what was it called?

OFonzieca?hbd You were saugpeod edr urmc dyr iwikn e .t wM
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always preferred sangfiao

fMdbecause it helps you scrutinize situatio

AThat 60s -megtht PeytAavn, youdve been paying at
qui z. 0

Al shall drop everything. o

Her face |lit up. Al | umakes me asskhallow pesisbon? wo r d ,
I |l ove your towels too, theydbre so rough &énbd
robe of yours? Except | am SO FREAKI NG GLAD

wanting to climb into this robe ever sincér$t saw it hanging on the bathroom door. Betcha
| could disappear inside it altogetherthe altogether which could lead to wknowswhat if
|l got | ost and you had to send in a search pé:
Am | talking toomu c h ? 0

ANo more than wuswual . o

AWell nyaah back at you! And bear in mind
Cheddar for you, Cheddar for me, Gouda for you, Betta for me, Gjetost for you, Gesundheit
for med o

She led the way back to the livingmg Peyt onds robe sweeping t
her, and hopped onto the sofa in a flurry of brown chenille and Imitiation Opium.

AYou smell c¢clean, anyway. o0

AHey! | 61 | himwmaeulayed\a fliek ononel Olr on d@him condo either,
dondt yad thinkecgmnplienents are in order ahenh e m. 0

The place, to be blunt, | ooked Ilike the Wi
every sympathetic spot and stain, tidyfied ou
Miss Happyhazard hedeor rathe there, galloping around the room again, lighting a dozen
scented tapers.

AFriar friar pants on fire!o she said, cur
romantic?o0

ALooks very purged. o

AWell of cod&o6ose( CH aohkhisggood.& u m! So, l et 6s ¢



98 Sk eet er Sugardadey dorfedsor

| 6ve done the scrubbing and brushing and mopp
Saturday night | christened your sparkling tub with my exquisite young BAHdee, and the

floor got kind of floaty and | toweled it dry despite youiogs insinuations, and then | rinsed

out my undies and got swallowed by your big c
cheese but enough about that. o

(Pause for breath. Gulp of sherry.)

3t

Soé what do you think?o0

AAbout the winepdownnuttinkseéd a certain d

ANot the wine, ytohi nlk?d&k! What do you
AwWel |, Il 6m not t hadsotuded yookhodddheese as chee
AWi | Ishuyye?@Jeez, not the cheesel! o

AWhat, then?0 he a@aOsMu@tdTELLLIAMa! Gchoul d | say:

Skeeer put down glass and plate and crossed

dome peeked out of the chenille like a tonsured scalp; she clasped her hands around it.

A have been, 0 she said. AnTelling you. A
very day, in this very room. And youbve been |
need to know now isé what do you think?0

*

Pop goes the quizzle.

He had undertaken this role with the presumption of having to do no more than listen
to nonstopchitchat and pay for a few indulgenées n exchange for Skeeter
presence and (GoFoC willing) her winsome pink
the time; nor had he changed his mind even wh
confouwnded lap.

But nowd

You couldndét help but feel sorry for the |
sitting on your sofa, in your bathrobe, lookingyatito piece together the jigsaw puzzle of
Her Story So Far , wh emasheasldd anil dhatosskeecould expedt wher e

there and why. Or , perhaps, to diagnose whet
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its devices outside her own backyard.
AiBear with me a moment, 0 he said.
What could he tell her? What answer could hegivghatdid It All mean? (Mustlt
Al'l mean somet hing? Of course It must. Di d
Ask me anot her é)
Poor little penitent, already on record as having been deceived by-ackassds
hoodwinker, having no onestier to tell her troubles to than the Wizard of Schnoz. Himself a
a charlatan, a mount e ldaayhko atteiit®rotoribat nhan begindo f a hu
the venetians! nst ead of Don Corl eone, she had only I
Pocket Guiddor referential assistance.
And Skeeter Kitefly was waiting for him to provide her with the Meaning and Purpose
of Life.
Scheiss de la merderhat else could he say? When he knewDi8iMN certain that
Life, in fact, had None.
Yet it still had to be sn through, faced up to, whatever scrambled eggs might result
from his falling off the flying trapeze.
But how would she react? What would happen to her chickadee face all bright and
shining, her eyes like two blue magic campfires? One fumbling false amal out that light
would gad extinguished like a match struck for no reason.
He had seen that happen before to a woman:i
He had swormot agair® never again.
Yet here he was and there she waited and I
lengtheningand pretty soon he would have to look a&vayretend to take no more notice of
her. And that would be all: a sudden goodbye, a strong hint that she ought to depart, a few
|l ast words of godfatherly advice. anWat ch yol
sucker an even bredko
A hand reached up.
Unfurled that Copacabana huckaback turban.

And exuberant JifjPop came bursting forth, spilling out, frizzying and flickering
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away anew.

Little Nancy Etticote
in a white petticoat
and a red nose;

the longer she stands
the shorter she grows.

Or so Peyton heard himself say aloud.
Keep the magic campfires burning.
For better or for worse, a blessing or a curse or a very good joke, an excellent jest; we
will have many a rich laugh aboutat the palazzd he! he! hed over our Findlater.
As Skeeter, withgésk,r eached out and started tugging
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Chapter X

Shivaree Bewitchery

TSK it a tasket and somewhere the uninvol\
being figuratively unfrocked and literally depantsed hel@nglego the pants (keys, coins,
belt buckle) angbluff goes another record onto the stereo st&zlick cracklehissand then
the latest from Stevie Nicks singih@ la la la la, la la,in the wildhearted twilight
dreamtime. Stand Back. | Will Run to You. Nothing Ever Changes.
Break out the belladonna, |l ady: here and r
How would the old you be handling this?
Wel | , f or ovoedoihgithe hagdling,ttheé dnfrdzkéng and depantsing, the
managing of buttons and zippers and such. Hamhandedly perhaps, but at any rate
upperhandedly; taking and having the advantageansof being taken and had. So this is
what passive compliance is like, as seen from the inside: stretched out here on the discarded
huckaback like a neelrung featheplucked cold dead rooster. With the Lady of the House
standing over you, preparing perform nameless kitchen abracadabra.
(Not among your tofforty adolescent fantasies.)
Brace yourself for the final phaddhe chickerchokingcoup de grace She reaching
in, wrenching out your heart and holding it aloft before your very eyes, stiheatill
beating like the proverbial bat out of helll Exposure; immolation; obliter@tmlhthanks to
the bansheebds malediction. And this at the &

on your chest, proven you can bleed. She laying yoamatin) spreading your eagle (again)
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surveying you through lenses glinting green and yellow in the candlelight from those many
scented tapers, -wsxoaromah(agai® 6 s even a fresh
ZAP.
FLASH.
(Are you ready tarr rrr rrrumble?)
She shrugging éfour bearskin. Tossing it aside like a seventh veil.
So this is what compactification is like, as seen from the outside: bare essentials
exemplified. Yes, it stands to reason that a worthwhile angel watiloe some longvaisted
flat-bottomed nebosaned fashion model, nos8iranauthenticangel would have (as she
herself phrased it) the Boobs and the Buns and the Legs. All scrunched down into a trim little
tight little NIFTY little package: the Cutiepie Manifesto!
Some might claim the exact oppo8itevho else but a sheaevil, a babe of Babylon,
would be so fittingly arrayed? Complete with
that, if anything, only make you gape the more?
Same difference. Stripped to herdleand eneall, she is (in sha) a spellbinded an
enchantress, like the sweet Welsh witch singing now about seeing shadows against the back of
your mind oh baby.
Yes, curtains and casements left open to the night air, to admit the gloaming breeze
that causes candlelight to oscillated frizzy hair to undulage oh my God shé&lAS come to
do for you! Not as old Mrs. o&6lggins but Cir
knife! Her colorful huckaback serving as a slightly damp altar élatbsorbent, you see, to
soak up the bloddet t i ng! Let your teeth start to cha
but late February again, for a few more hours anyway: Leap Night in another clime and place
and theresHEstands, rosy mantle fading, pallican and all sshiver, hair and eyagsuming
their shiny blackness, their brittle fragility, and her tadich
0 her toucld
0 click crackle hisd
0 is like static electricity, but more fluid; shivene-timbersy, doubledashof-

liguorish. Calling to mind that tippling hodcarrier who fell down and broke his crown but had
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a noggin of poteen scattered over his corpse:

Tim revives! see how he rises!

Finnegan rising from the bed

Says AWhirl your whlBiskey around | i ke
ACushl amochr e eotad?2d!00y e t hi nk | &6 m

As your ownrrr rrr rrrumble gives sudden way to a whinketHINKER BONK like an
old steam radiator after a long summer hiatus, or attapastue mano -Gvar hearing the
bugle sounding chaaaarrrége

So this is what engorgement feels like, from the inside, on the outside, after two, three
year s. (Who says you doné6ét grow cucumber s?)

It stands to reason and up she looks with the triumphant defightce d wh o 6 s
singlehandedly unclogged a dorm drain for the very first time. Zootsuited flashdancy
facefissure WHEEEEE; gone is the guise of the muted banshee. Undo the hoodoo, nullify the
hex; be dumbstruck no more.

Kiss the oneeyed frog. Restorleim to royal membership. Ensheathe him in full latex
panoply.

With a flourish she doffs her glasses then, revealing a luminotisis&yegard.

More discreetly shedding her Holy Week padding, not entirely finished with but hey!
you gotta clear the wafyou wanna serve the consommeé. Bottom line? A slight timely
trickledown, petite like everything else about her, but more than enough to transféise you

0 as she hops abodrd

0 Beauty astride the Bedst
0 down and down she goes, round
and round she goes; and here come the black magic giggles, felt before heard:

HEY PEYTON! WATCH ME PULL A RABBIT OUT OF YOUR LAP!

AAgain?o

(And again,andagaird )
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Chapter XI
If 1 Fell
Aémmpheéo
Aéhjckrrh?éo
newel | . Hell o there. o
AHO6Il o your sel f .olalwaysdaWasleep afterdabdc Nat very me

l adyli ke. 0

ARat her after thadno beforehand. Or during
APl ease! tNoatc hasmtaer tofguy. (Yawn.) Tol d
AAs | recalli shywds gsamhndNawbo

A Weildno® Falling asleep in each otherdés a
Al suppose. oo

AYou suppose right. Me , I f edioulwoulde a sor

promise not to sue [/ and put meeee on the

ARat her keep you here in bed. o

AWhy thank you, sir!o (Smooch.)
AThaaoulmadbam. O

AHey! Whodére you calling a madam?0o0

AMIi ss, then. As good as a smile. o

A( Cackl@o )on.So.Tell me |1 6m scrumptious. S
ACertainly superlative. 0
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AYou bet gdod!i 611 &@mrd . Il bet |
l aughing. 0O

AWoul dnét dream of it.o

AYeah wtdljouldughmggan Mock me, will

AMock you?o

AMock meébo

AYou mean |like this?0

NYeeddlat tickles! o

fid sorry. Sorry. Sor o

~

107

could open

you?o

ANo n o goodway, honey,aou just surprised me i®atl 6 mo n ,

try it ag

Right thereé a dIli awdoele |yoansesrée hemhed ikaeg eloieh e e

that! o

=1

Mabam yes maoda

4
NnAhé mi ss, t hen.
NfGood as a smilod

=1

=1

m!

0

®,

0

Hee hee heheeheeraliagmAA yAAMMMMmME

d ISImoroicch

Just as dvermhd iymuahcdadk of

Héhee! Thr ows a few guys for

sobs and moans awth God oh GodsBut when
when I 6m happy | just gott a
AGd at o hear it. o
iel havendét had a whole |
ANO. I suppose not. Nor
ANo?O
ANO. Not for two, three
AfJeezéo
AJust soéo
A el hate sleeping alone.
ANot alone here. o

hoo! Hunh?o

htplo nNnEHEBEmoDrbeb. hee
time about all t
a | oop, | e mme t

| augh

ot t o

have

year s.

Al |

Il dm having

. 0

a good ti

|l augh about

0

by

. 0

myself. 0
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ANo. O

A S or rokme so lortg,dhougho

ASweet i e, t harededhavetoapadgireitonagvornyandobd

ANot once youdre under setaala Inmaty boaona&ru.to |

AHey, remember whao vyeotuedrraen toafl ktineg facBoe | gi an
you can consider yourself seduced by an-bbldied sailolgi r | on shore | eave.
down in my |ittle black book, and next ti me I

AWell, you wheedle superlatively. o

ADo | ? Real | y? eed/ltaechdx eodxaiceee T H e raavih s
good word. Allow meteajoleyou a | ittl|l ecwaxmeadbaeld O&kag! t o
t he way waked up! What time is it? Never mi
if | smoke in bed? (Sillyqeeet i on. ) Wheredéd I |l eave my poke?
humi dor for me, here on this end tableé Can
tonigh® o

AYours 0D, anyway

AYocans ee me! But | espedallybute dynmodnligglt.dike | | ook
something out of andRatedMi d summer NBg@ght 6s Dr eam

ATitani a, I presume. 0

AOh funny! Just mock me all over, why don

Titania than Moth or Mustardseed. Heywaitassecowé d t hat act begin?

oh yeah! (1'dm striking a pose here, i f you c

Come sit thee down upon this flowery bed

While | thy amiable cheeks do coy,

And stick muskoses in thg HEE HEE HEEO thy sleek smooth head,
And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.

0 boyisthatev er on target! o

AwWel |, bringosesyour musk
AWl | do. |l 6m also getting a few more | ov
AbLove gloves?060
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AwWell what do you call them? Candy wrappe
AGood God?é How about O6dunce caps?00
A ( Ca c klbuythat! | boughtheseat a drugstore on my way over here. You
Sshoul ddove seen the cashierds face; she obviou
come back aboard, Capdn! o

APer mi ssion granted. 0
fid BELLY FLOP!d 0

[WHUMP]

AMMPH! I'I 0§

AHe eehdedeehed!l |just cobhédnbeer be@sbbye ©&h,hee! é
WO Ww. Di d 1 hurt you??o

ANo more than usual . o

AAWWW. O (Smooch.) ARnoMy gentadaterjoy! 06 I [
finish my smoke. o (Fl'ick; drag.) AWant a pu

An$ttl recovering from the |l ast one, thank

AWel |, Il said I was sorry. Or did 17? We |

AMmph. o

AUmé it doesndét bother you that | brought

AOnly if 1 couldndédt make use of them. o

Al t 6s jeusinte, youtkr@otw, Beddg u z z € 0

ASay no mor e. Best to be careful .o

AThat 6s why | spread out the towel first,

yesterday. Areyogurey ou doB@d ot mi nd

ASpeaking of careful, watch where you dr oy
AVe haff vays uff vheedling you, Yankee do
maybeanaturddor n ar soni st but | wodunbtdvithéadigarstte,t your

anyway. Kind of reminds me of this shag carpet | had in my place diel@&treet, back in
Demortui® exceptthatwas limegr e e n . And | ess curly. o ( Ni bb

love on that carpet was like doing it outdoors, in a field or meadow. | sure have missed that



110 Sk eet er Sugardadey dorfedsor

carpet. Till tonimihktbl et.h)at #fAism ol t(aNikbibnige tna
make you |isten a hell of a |l ot. Avay veoll
mutter to vun anutter éo ( Smo o 0 o c hfee) Al 6m n

heavy. 0O

AAhé no. Justé right. o
AReal |l y? -WCedrl @@l Bialbggcks! 0 (Smooch. S me
we can hold on being jusssst riiiight&o
AHod Wtydou meanéo
AOh youdre such a stickler. o (Smooooch.
A U h 1o hwill be pretty damn soon, if you keep doifga t . 0
AOkay, Capo6én, simmer down; weodll just snug
N-E-ST-L-I-6 n g 6
nestling makes my heart go O0bing:q
(chawwwclutt)
(hee heel)
€so ANYway, | 6vemyt ovVd ypblueal |l Wadbuabout your s

theway for the first time?0o0
AThe first ti me? Al'l the way? That woul d

trip outside Rapid City, South Dakota.o

AYoubre kidding! How rapid was it?0
APretty damn. They dondét call it Mount RL
A(a@ k!l e. ) So who with?o
AA | apsed Catholic girl I found in my cous
AYour Jcaozuzshion! O
AThat 6s JacdeesnbDenénhei VIto the family bc
AHe wasno6t t herwathyowandthe €atiwlic girk wdse 9o b a g
A Ndb Jazzbo was busy with a Carly Simon lookalike who had a waterbed in the back

of her Jeep Wagoneer. o
AYoubre making this up!o
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ANot at all. 't was definitely a Jeep Wac
AUh huh. So what was her name, this Cat hec
i L a pGathalic. Something redund@Donna OO6Donoghue or Shei

somet hing l|like that.o

AA Jeep Wagoneer you can r eame?ibowedoyou but not
know she was a |l apsed Catholic?o
She told me so. Saidhdthefnaumeywocolud doddee

3t

And assured me the next morning that she didr

AWor se and worse! o
AAhé r e goarcodsirind
AWhich one?0

AAhé 6Codsein FIlob
AUy es ?0

=1

She wonét mind ourdéwidne ssthleizmgdé and so for

=1

O h eegielv Oh honeyelieveme, she is tickled piggiwiggly PINK! | mean we

(¢
o
c

dove maybe waited a couple more days, but
ABut what ?0
i el didndét want to wait. | 6d rather have

knowwhat | mean. Does it bothgro u ? o

AAt t he moment | donét think therebds anyt'tl
AReal |l y? How about O6Youbdbve got a big nose
AWhy thank you miss! o

AHee he@mdoche! O

Mproviding that there arenbéa, in fact, an
AWell you do know whda,rtbglese r Blopperr | 6 mi agfF
besides. So dondét be nervous; relaxébo ( Smo c

AéwetlHagat 6fsl oopmaking question. o

AShe cl ai ms bsehre, cbéanfbtterr ealelm t hese years. 60
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A Mmp h. Il think | made a pass at Mercedes
a redheaded woman makes a chowo jump its tracl 0

AHEY! Youbre saying that withnakddan r edheac
TOPof you! o

fid let me finisl® she paid no attention to my pass, and we settled for being friends.

Thenyouc ame al ong, Blonde Little Sister, and der
Als that right?0o
AOn several occasions. 0
AOkay then. Howztalbatuty ammy hAemo ngtlialslsa doof ?

you can admire me from ewveuiyckkhgl er e dlsheyocedr
Wher ebds ybounrpohyadnd? make me drop it (Tur k!)
nowd nice and gentk lit yourarmd he |l p me downé and here we ar e.
Not to say romantic? What 6d you do with your
Smooch.) NfnBet you didndédt see that one coming
is areallyfinewi ne. 0

AAnd truly you are a feast for all senses.

AWhat a sweet and accurate waofputimu have of
Thing,that i 0

ALove Addams Family Style. o

AHey | | oved t hat show! -rop&ioetinesdboutviia s | i t t | e

Whodo we find when we make our search?
Wednesday, Pugsley, Itt and Lurch!

Who do we find when we want to pester?
Gomez, Morticia, and Uncle Fester!

0 but | never worked Thing into it. That had to wait till my teenage gears

ANo Uncle Fester jokes, now. 0
f(Cackle.) Heyfeelthdty oudbve gotten all bristly up th
even making youhairg r o w! |l 6ve gotten O6beard burnd fro

but never O6scalp scraped before. o
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AA memorable night all around. 0

AéPeyt on?o

AféBeeter ?20

ACould | shave it for you?bo

AAre we still talking about my head?o0

AYeyso,ur head! Dondét spoil the moment! So
carefud o

ALet 6s talk about it in the morning. o

Alistmor ni ng. o

5t

Af dagbreak hen. 0

|l td6d mean a | ot t o me. lt6d be | i ke weor

5t

Our deal ?20

5t

=1

You &aurpwmct . O

=1

OQur compact ??0

AEXACTI y! o

AYoucbormepact, anyway. o0

AOoh |1 can har dldgmmayotirlassd 6 m so excited

AYoudbre whéedling again

ASuper it @toi'!velTyh,e best youodwvoe e(vSemo ohcahd., rigl
Smeerp.) iADAMN, Il dm good! 0O

A(Guffaw.)o

ASee t hat ? Just gotta | augh! Il &m your g

mighty oak. See? See that®y mighty oak. | make it, so it belong® me. And | get to put

on its Opocket protector. 6 0l®eheg thaselagpsedt f or g

grlsand get downright with me. | 6mé all é your
fidy o uobr tufffabayththe downrighthuff) anyway o

fid always! (Hee heénee hee hee!Always!o 0
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Chapter XII

Oranges and Lemons

The shaving took place later that Sunday, well after daybreak.
See Peyton in the bathtub, squatting on the mat with scalp coated in foam, pillowed
upon Skeeter 0s r o sdypehmahinrob the tebdgs armedvitne per c h
DerenteE brand saf et ySweeaey dodasshescraged ng vari at i g
merrily away:
Attend the tale of Peyton D. 06s,
his skin was pale and looked like grilled cheese
till he teamed up with a babydoll
whoshaved off the cheese and left nothing at all
but Peyyyyton

but Peyton 8
the demon baldy perfesser!

AOr Osugardaddwtcenbessbdirae too, 0 she add:e
EducatingRitaj snét it ? Call me Rita the undressed

ALovely Skeeter meter maid. o

AAw! ONot hing will c¢omedjoesuravlaeemgota s. 60 (S
kissables moot h head now, thanks to me. 0

AAnNd you, | seeo (sai derhrey Hkluornmd en gb acatr o umidg)

ANat-luogran! 6 she boasted, sliding down to me

Like oranges and | emons

=]
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Msay the bell&d0 of St. Clement bs

fid put down the razér 0

fid say the bells of St. Blazer (cack@!p

fid here comes a candle to light usbe® o

fid now that the chopper has smoothed out your head (ya HAAA\!)

Splish splash gurgle.

Thus did they spend the Sabbath; and no Philistines took Peyton, or put out his eyes,
or bound him with fetters of brass.

A fretful Sadie telephoned that eweg, though, wondering where the hell Skeeter had
gotten to. Skeeter took the call and answered at considerable length, sprawlingdmxmmy
on the carpet with all the citrines and tangerines in hertted metemaid complexion set
of f by tchacoaiprey. pet 6s

After Sadie finished going AWK at Skeeter
everyone to spend tomorrow togeitdraving a Labor Day picnic, perhaps, at Lake
Windohwa, where they could maybe rent a Bolbtit no, Peyton took emphatic eptien to
the idea of going boating, even with an abtalied sailorgirl aboard. So they scheduled a
cookout instead, out behind the triplex whose ground floor Skeeter shared with Sadie and
Desi and Dedsildarhbadsed pumBrodkdGhieldsshedd named

(Because of the amazing facial resemblance, according to Skeeter.)

Come Monday she climbed back into her overalls, loaded Peyton into her DeSoto, and
headed for the nkeeawSadite Swberwbyhavanoafut hi ng ir
for grilling, anyway. What we ought to get i
no time to marinate it properly. I 611 be FAN
Sadieds always starving excephtwheSoshaeda sty
saving her |ife, anthatsyloiup chaenr brei nsduér e 11 aw ownabyts
porkchops, dammit to sumbitch, o0 she added at
up countrystyled my Gramma made this surefire sauce frapple cider and German

mustar d. Or we could go Mediterranean: on t|
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artichoke hearts. Hmmmm@aé® | emme see your wall
Whereupon she filled their cart with haldozen chops and a bag of briquettes and a
can of lighter fluid and a box of matches and a jar of mustard and a jug of cider and a vial of
capers and a quartet of artichokes and sompasiks of beer and pop and seltzer and a
styrofoam cooler to put them in and a sack of ice to chill them withtoRe&yas allowed to
pay for these and lug them out to the car.
AwWell, you candt expect poor Ilittle ME to
Laden with booty, the pink sloop Floyd set forth and went barreling down the Dee
Ridge Expressway, dodgy and darting through the holiday traffic.
ASoooo0 hSuknegertye,ro seet hed at interval s. i My
stand up andtom@ 0
0 as they reached the Edward Claredon Hynde Bridge, that grisly bottleneck spanning
the River Dee, whosersinglehold causes even the most foolhardy speedracer to blanch (or
blinch, if pigletsized). Northbound motorists have been known to make it halfway across the
Hynde Bridge, only to find themselves all at once in a southbound lane heading back to
St. Mintred.
But did Skeeter blinch? Or did she let out a COWABUNGA as she zigged and
zagged and cannonballed between a pair of massive RVs, leaving-trembke in her
ravenous chopminded wake?
Could there be any doubt? Certainly Peyton had none.
AJugtasien we survive this trip intact, o0 he
man the grid o
AWell you presume in vain!o said Skeeter.
professional veteran shipés c¢hegourpreenee®si st ant
| o6gkrillithe chops.Youcan scrape the graté\fterwe 6 ve eat emungr(yStOGX O
With a final zigzag flourish they soared off the bridge and landed in Deasil, a
secondhand community midway between Elsew and St. Mintred, where locomotieascbad
been turned out like clockwork. Later Deasil had served as a disposable ghetto, to be largely

set on fire by its agitated occupants during
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from the ashes emerged a measure of rediresme slum clearancepme urban renewal, and
the first stirrings of gentrification: hence,
Screeegerk-thump: thence, arrival.
Skeeter marched into the triplex withiHay Sadielhnd aHey Dizzyreelnd aHey
Leland!( t o Desi 6s smitt enivett upstairs and ey Braoke Slsields!'t or , w
(to the basset pup, tarryhooting round the back yard).
Peyton meanwhile hauled in the first doultenful of Safeway booty, edging past
Sadie who stood by the door with arms akimbo and eyes snapping nowstggsister, now
at her old art school chum, now at them both for choosing this of ALL days to distract her
with their private affairs.
Skeeter, taking no notice of Sadiebs snaps:s
with Desi to change out of her oviisaand twicerinsed underwear. Sadie pursued her
of fstage and the two had muffled words, none
notmovi ng out! Get a grip, Mer cedes! O
Back then to the kitchen, Skeeter twirling in with a gingeachy grind show off her
snuglyshirted/shortlyshortsed ensemble. And gingezachily did she marshal the troops for
cookout battle: Sadie rinsing and chopping and mixing with peevish finesse, Leland packing
the cooler, Desirée setting the patio table with pajaepfor the wind to whisk away and a
frenzied Brooke to scamper aflei L o o ki t , Mo mmy ! She thinks t he
that mutttol i e stil |l ! 0
Peyton was entrusted with mowing Aour thirt
somewhat from the sunendrought. There was an efashioned motorless lawnmower in
the triplexbés communal garage, as well as a s
Brookemementos dotting the landscape.
To herself Skeeter reserved the inflammable task of layindjgivisthg the fire. This
she did with many gleeful chortles that redoubled in volume when Sadie brought out the
seasoned meat:t He e dhemime at t hose porkchops! THI S |
Sadie lingered at grillside, speaking in her pluekadp-string attempt at an

undertone; so Peyton moved discreetly away, though not shifting wholly out of earshot.
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=]

Wel ' 0 went the banjo strinaal Isupdosedondt

itds pr oba®Ifoyhing at pagiobdt whahabut gou? What are you getting out

of 1t?0

AWhat fthiokl ponu 6getting out of itd?0

AWell | mean do you |l ove him?0

ASure! o

AGod that doesnd6t mean anything. You | ove

ADoot . O

ADso! YOou were in |l ove wit hree@anintbewitihor o6 Sul | i v
Orlandad 0

AYou better t @&lbe that back, Sadie

A Ow! 03 tbéovpe igtot enough on my mind without

=1

SquTheémds figohotti ng wor ds'!
Fortunately the chops became medidame at that precise moment,facther
mayhem was postponed for the time being, and Sadie changed the subject to schoel. Seven
anda-half years had passed since her first arrival at Merely SAD, yet her goal now was
unchanged from her goal then: to get a Real Job, a Worthwhile ailih§ulbb where she
coulddo things, herwnthing, making thingsiappenin graphic design (as opposed to the
gopher position she currently held with Wil de
t hought Ascrupleso were a type of antique pur
But first Sadie had to complete her college educatistartingtomorrowd a few
scanthoursawayd after having been gone fgears since beforddesiwas bord and she
could really use a hug right now, plus another beer and maybe half a pack of cigarettes. Go
Did you still have only the first week of term to change classes? Did you still have to get
approval from the Deanbds Office to withdraw f
Communication teacher as demanding as Sadieod
Design teacher?
ADead jellyfish, compared to me, 0 said Pey

(Cackle from Skeeter as she gnawed her pork bone with another-gewghy grin.)
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*

All grinning aside, Peyton entered the Amphitheater lecture haWednesday
morning and stepped behind the lectern, preparing to shovel another load of puppypoop.
Here we gé brand new litter of whelps out théreéBrooke probably sharpewvitted
than any of them. So drop the shovel and roll out the backhoe: time toxgi@unding on
the Nature & Necessity of Art History to the callow, the somnolent, the philosophically

indifferent or outright hostilé

Als this Room 1107?06 from a straggling.
AThiAda118, 0 Peyton thundered.

AWhdmi s t hi s?0

AStep outksitdoee tame Ileofot of t he door . o

A( Oh. Room 110.) Will all the c¢class numb

AWhen you know the answer to that questiol
your Bachelor of Fine Arts degree. o

To the hall at large he formally idéfied the course and himself; distributed copies of
the Art 110 syllabus; announced his office location in the OId Library and the hours he could
be found t her e; h &asid Histopy ofeAraindogmarked that if echneto n 6 s
been written in cder to gather dust beneath student daybeds.

ANor is the program of study here at Merel
technical skills you will need to be a professional artist or designer. There is also the ability to
analyze and solve problems;drgpand and refine your critical vocabularies; and to express
yourselves more effectively through written,

Out went all the lights.

[CHA-CHOCK]

An anguished specter appeared overhead, its mouth torn open in a gapiigssou
howl, as it sat trapped in a dark abattoir between two butchered carcasses.

[Group inhalation from those students sufficiently awake at 9 AM, plus an audible

ACool 0 or t wo]
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AThi s, b y slideh Be prg@aned to ook at a multitude moretwm this
semester. We b e g Figure with tMbat. Fhis was painted irB185t,ahe 6 s
same year t ha tLoriofthé¢ Fliesmas gbiloishedi NQTE RIGHT NOW: |
do not <cite this as a O0f act dnetestoringomepapeo me mo r
Whenever | mention a name or place or date, it is to help strengthen the individual strands that
make up the Web, as it were, of Art History,
[CHA-cHOCK: Garth Williams illustrationfronCh ar | ot t eds We b ]
[Laughter]
iSo i f | saFi ¢luraea vHaistletHoSlEsafiwvas painted in 1
same year tlLdrdhof theGlesvdsipublistied, it is to evoke thematic similarities
between the tw® motifs that they shadethings they seem to have in comm@&uchas
what? Such as isolation! Distortion! A sense of lamentation! Rapid reversion to savagery
and brutality! 0The end of innocéwonored, t he da
undergraduate schméen
[CHA-CcHOCK: perandwa s h dr awishegdoodstickl pi g o
A Idrew that, as it happens, whenvas an under graduate. 0O
[Smattering of ironic applause]
Al f youbre hapwy and you know it
[Laughter]
Strands in a web (says t [teacsopkclihegesas o t he f
we illugrate a trail of webstrands froRigure with Meatb ack t o Vel 8zquezbs p«
Pope Innocent X, done in what the Spanishlaathanera abreviada can anyone here
translate that for us? No one? What, NOBODY?! Velazquez would look at you people and
sm | eYés,youtheré [ Umé t he, um, abbreviated manner ?
yourself a beer after class. Whatasnanera abreviada®Bold brushstrokes! Brisk
treatment! Uncompromising insight! What other painter was directly, overtly influenced by
Veladzquez? His future fellow Spaniard, Gaya-cHOoCk who decorated his own dining
room with this fABlack Paintingo of Saturn deyv

Vel 8zquez did Goya acknowledge as a master?
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Rembradt under that. Like Goya, Rembrandt turned from fashionable portrait painting to
grimmer subject matter, such as thiss-CHOCK slaughtered ox which brings us back
CHA-CHOCK to Bacor®
0 this little piggy went to market to bupast beed
0 so to speak.
Before concluding the slideshow (with a frame of the shatiglestes nanny from
Battleship Potemkinon behalf of all of us here at Art 110, HAVE A NICE DAY!) Peyton
delivered his openinday disclaimer:
AEvery artistic effort has a connection tc
what haseendone, you can know better what dadoneé and better what you yourself
can do, or attempt to do. Be better equipped to deal with your chosen mediunakand m
your own contribution to the Great Scheme of Things.
ATalent you bring here, if you have any; t
try to provide it. Art History will furnish you with examples to follow or avoid or subvert, as
you may see fit
Al f, however , spordaneitys whatgau halue, yoa tae aloid formal
art education altogether. Change your major to business administration, become a
stockbroker, and spontaneirerthes i de | i ke t he early oBgugui n.
youdd better hurry over to Brecknock Hall anc
keep your tuition.o
Nobody stirred, other than to utter more polite [laughter].
What a bunch of whelps.
No, hold that thought as the lights come up in thaukechall. There in the front row,
directly before the lectern, sat a girl who took evident pride in her thighs. No whelp she; nor
was the girl sitting beside her. Nor any of the girls in that row, nor the row behind them, nor
the rest of the Amphitheateo far as Peyton could see as they all came into sudden! sharp!
focus! and his own personal horn section began sounding brassily forth.

(Just as well he wore baggy pants.)
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No whelps they, but hardly a trace of comprehension showing on their flowerlike
faces. Nor was that a sexist éluthe grubbier, hairier male visages out there looked equally
blank. Not one in ten of them would ever give a damn much less understand the relationship
at all (thank you Mercedes Benison) of Art to its History. Thuhéoy 6 S gr ue s o me
slideshow: blood 6né guts always draw more f|

Draw butterflies, if you can catch them.

Cherchezng les femmem their skimpy summergadban old old habit, from long
long before that nevdn-be-forgotten moment decade ago when the little Orange Girls
(squeamishly resistant to Cyranods charms) ha
their clusteryround macaroony selves (stick a feather in your cap!) and life had become a
happy Apache dance withoutletem d é f or awhil e.

Not to say that he now felt wholly unchastedetbt after two, three chastified years.

But who among the stragglings out there could ever hope to draw a Kitefly into their
parlor?

Monday night shedd r e ma inomudking sakeWwltere vi | | e,
Tuesday shedéd shown up at the Cheval again, [
natureds necessities.

ANow dondt s paz ingjustmaking dynpresendelt. (MY u ngon ot
mind if | take over this chest ofalrwer s, do you? |l 6ve had my eye
wayd we need to go out and buy you a blowdryer.

A Weeedtogooutandbugea bl owdr yer ?0

AYaweneed to, and | 611 hiddeanwhe wawe ¢geot stece
cashierdés floam&k wmevn yao bl pwdryer (hey! and a |
|l et me forgebuy nsaniang biet s geoenherwhoidbse upf t pot
no good! | always used to play Who Can You Freak Out? Wwhes a drugstore cashier
nowwe gotta teach the new breed a |l esson or t\
closet uMOREboxes of ol d paper! | 6m comma-ndeer i nq

quickd ) o
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And so Skeeter unpacked and Skeeter undressed and Skeetgctutndeels
(keeping her bra on, lest breakables be imperiled) through a Cheval condo that had borne the
gloomy aura of a horse in a funeral cortddeut now found Li 6l Lady Goc
wellshaped saddle, putting it through giddyap buckaroo paces gsthout hey 6d been ap
weeks instead of a single night, clamping down with thighs that at first glance might seem a
bit stubby but are in fact so tautly! ripely! scrumptillyumptious! they make Hront
Phoebeds | ook | ike a opalampingddbwnTIGHTtahisha shokits by ¢ c
inventive encour age me nasel dodddisHe Oyerselfgettng se! use
carried away in the process, bringing you up to add other halves to the wraparound, bra
popping off so her ethatchesteut abounlditing hér mabieslayrink y a n d
your grass i f youdll park your car in her gar
gallops past her usuaée hee heds chantLUVYALUVYALUVYA N your ear | i ke sh
yearbook inscriptions hwvith fevered breath like a furnace bellowrssis the way a cutiepie
rides: BORPbuddabop! bopbuddaB OP! and so you end up falling
arms all over again.

Romanticeé

Awaking to a smalkcale (but still pretty loud)zzzzike a dbllhouse fire alarm,
coming from the doublarmful of Skeetebooty lying partly on her stomach but mostly
across yours. Not heavily so, but enough to impede your own snores that would be shaking

the ceiling under ordinary circumstances. And might yespide the featherweight

impediment. So rather than disturb MisSleepOnMy-Bac k 6s sl umber , | et us
very gradually, onto our sidesé
ANguh?O
(Dammit .) AShhhh. Séallright. o
ADond go. O
Al wonodt é I donét have to; this is my ple
AOhright é Yoknow | hate tosleep alone. 0
AYou get used to it.o
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i D owan nshe says, burrowing her face into your chest as if to plumb the depths
of your sourlemon heart.

So stroke her back toward Slumberland to rejoin Little Nemo. Stroke the finespun
smoothness that fits her more snugly than any ensemble. Press the flesh, cup and squeeze and
fondled no no no send her &eep.to sleep, perchance to get some more shuteye yourself.
Thaaaat 6s right, get some mor éqldherhpldharnd s quece
resume your crooning as you hold her, find her ear inside this frizzy whomp and yonghy
bonghypohebno no no, sl eep and dream, wheredbds t ha
her seem even petit er 0 ahiaeNerpoenceetdiltld Tytanie.ut e by mo

Weaving spiders, come not here; hence, you-lomgg g 6d s pi nner s, henc
black, approach not near; worm nor snail, do no offence. Never harm nor spell nor charm
come our lovely lady nigh; so good night, with lullakiyulla, lulla, lullabyd

o till from deep within her foreshortened body, beneath the supelfidak zandz 6 g
slow steady pulséhump, you can hear the unmistakable sound of Skeeter Kitefly laughing in
her sleep.

(Whew.)

Suppose | 611 therflowerstnow, flowees iartd cabdy snid greeting
cards for every occasion, keep her picture on my desk, on my walls, and not stuck in any

readymade frame from-Klart either, nothing less than handfinished hardwood goldleaf

mol di ng wi | | dughforBottielldiot 830 @dddtent he races aq
spend, still: doesndédt she give give give in r
lampaying for it playing sugardaddy after al/l
A g idrolnsé tguygpaayy,0 and so waemidson 6 tb usth ee wweonr tihf ilt ? i
youbdbve ever hado and what did |I answer ? ask r
always do yes whatever s he ngdfdced haneymuffimtoonmi t | 6 v
me into her exclusive boinktoy haw! weep for

mabdbam yes madam and be teacherbés pet bring he
make it roses sheo6d sheiciule pull wits &dozen redirasésoaps t he s

better get ones without thorns damnati on! no\
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said but fAconsider yourself seducedd she said
the story of her life firsthen one welltimed nursery rhyme and off comes the robe and stick

that feather back in my cap as Little Miss Muffet makes it with Lucky Jack Horner what a

good boy am | Dbuying muskroses for our |l ovely
Aal assaljluste Nick Bottom in the same | eague a:
Orlando soon comes the Dawn too soon no chance for shuteye nor spiders beetles worms
snails better recheck that <car@luasrell Wdbted @3 e t |
would ruin the mood so will the clock striking dixirty | can see her now clinging to the

covers fAjust five more minut esthesdfabddintotheave t o
bathroom her eyes shut tight butbdby r d t o n g ue msBryma Bnugh m@é Wa s h
Bless meo and 106l say yes of course yes smal
frisky eating at my table drinking from my cu
somet hing about ovul at i oninejastbzzazaraughthet hi s one
night while 1 jabber away to myself ridiculous habit result of sleeping alone these two three

years still: | listened to her monologues these two three weeks though never in bed unless she
does it whil e | évensaldos o lgng onttop ef me fiom that vety éirst r
bowover Aforce of habit | guesso what a work
bat hroom mirror after the washing and drying
practice gettingmedrsse d 0 s hedél |l say Ain case | ever pas
gingerpeachily looking not a day over sixteen flowerlike without a trace of makeup then

opening the medicine cabinet and my God every

1]

making mieldroegsuenscse mmph! again with the el boy
Astand back and gi mmelamaoesarabrevinddad bMshstrbked | i ne t i
brisk treatment Little Artful Antics more sure to follow on behalf of all of us here at Art 110

HAVE A NICE DAY d

[CHA-CHOCK]
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Chapter XIlI

Pandorads Bop

ASo what hdok9ou
Al wasndét aware that the Army made camouf |
AThis Armypdomadress, you tur k! 't 0s perfec

original' | found it down on the waterfront, at Wretched Wrefusee really need to take
you and your bank balance there someti me. TFh
were madetogwi t h t his dress, and woubtdlnBdy cl ash wi
watch thisé o

Saluting him, Skeeter executed a Matiné e a n-facé bnd woearly fell off her
higherthanrusual heels. Peyton, lunging forward, caught her arm and yanked keolihe
vertical.

AYEEK! 0 went Skeeter. AiDarn these heel s,
t her e, partner! We absolutely ought to go d:
gone danaoavertéa?’k e Yomeu danci ndé! o

ADancing?o

A Ndbdand ndthereds a significant diintehddo ence. |
keep Stayind Alive, thank you kindly. And T

T G itds quitting time on a Friday afternc
such a time, the safgslace for a vintage DeSoto to be is in the SMECK parking structure

atop Widdershins Hill. So Skeeter and Peyton left Floyd there and hiked down the Hill on
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precariousfoaia descent not made any |l ess hazardous
dancn O .

Not that level ground was any bowl of cherries either, down around Pabst Street:
home to the dilapidated, the ramshackle, the fossilized. Where names of 19th Century
proprietors were still faintly visible high up the sides of buildings, above (oreeesi) the
spraypaint of latteday graffiti. Cars inched along Pabst toward freeway onramps, to join the
factory workers streaming out of Prithee Motors, Importune Transport, Point Beseechment
Shipping, Cadger Cargo Delivery, and Panhafiattiss Aerosace.

The city of Elsew was a national conveyance center, but foisted all the resulting toil
and travail onto St. Mintred. Where TGIF was nowhere in the atmospliselaced,
per haps, by the sour metallic whifdsf known as
throughout the week and is especially foul during Friday rush hour. The drivers got to inhale
it (along with a hundred unfiltered Marlboros) while they idled at stoplights, hurling honkish
remarks at each other and pasd®srs A bile-green Subarulticked one intersection; from its

occupant came a whistle as Skeeter went hightailing past.

AAhoy there!d she waved at thetd@dbaru, smi
Arendét you going to run after him and chall en
AMaybet haef tpeirct ur e, before we go dancindéo

Then a piercing shriek tore through the Bouquet, followed by a prolonged howl from
further down the block.
Peyton lunged forward again, only to find Skeeter (the shrieker) already in the arms of
another (the howler)Who emerged from the embrace to reveal a lofty olivaceous girl in
Ray-Bans, tinfoil haltertop, plaid Bermuda shorts, and stilgttmted footwear such as a
James Bond villainess might use to bedevil 007.
AWhendd you get back?! 0 Skeeter was demanc
fiLike about three this mornidgt oo pooped to call ya, o said
A only got wup just now sob6s | could | i ke go
Whaddaya think?o
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To Peyton, the 6do resembl ed mtuinelafter ho me
a burgundy streak job, with one side draped over the other and held in place by an enormous

feathered roach clip; but Skeeter exclaimed admiringly.

ot

So how was the trip?0 she wanted to know.

ot

Aay ydkmwoew éem 6nd dump béem. 0O
It seemedhat the howler and one of her loftmates (Crispy J.? no, Muchacha) had
planned to motorcycle clear around the Gulf of Mexico to Club Med in Cancun; but got no
further than the Rio Grande.
ALi ke Wherdeuxnancot | y we ended uphereblguess6 Chachad

AYoaither there?o

ATo get the bike fixed! Anyway sheds got
or, yobknow, someplace |Iike that.o

ASo hyowged home?0

AHIi t ched! It was toTALIlyYy awegpwovwen, Skee, I
through |ike six cases 00 sungoop, O6nd6 had tF
almostforgotdf | boosted ya some awesomed lbhinktheg!l et s, t
mi ght be rully bronze. 0

A Y orabbedsome poor Mexican peddiro

AHeldgmto! 6em o-Mat aubdli e m&i riressdn atstorelikes e | i k e
thatd o

AHarr umMPH, 0 went Peyton.

The howler slid her shades down a long narrow snoot to inspect him through eyes
adorned by a quartground of purple makeup. They mevery young eyes but immediately
recognizable as belonging to a tough chickydoangirl, the kind Peyton had first marveled
at from Jaz z-titprbas trigs:aeyes tbam looked noelly knowing, sharply
appraising, insolently challenging, apobvocative beyond the dreams of mortal man.

The tough chick eyes widened; the urban girl mouth opened.

AOh moéGafhih?He &8s t o sBAWLD! o

Skeeter, beaming el atedly: APeyton Derent e
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A L idkbeu e n a s said&Byhre sekténding a hand festooned with gewgaws on
fingers and wrist. Before Peyton could clasp it, she reached up to run it over his scalp
(AYébgotta excuse my doing thiso) and then mov
compound of Giorgio, Aganet, Tropical Blend tanning oil, and Bazooka bubble gum.

AYyer |ike taller than | thought, yoknow?

need tall womed 0

AHey! Who are you referring to as a O6bit,
AWAUGH! ! 06 we ntondgedlyBas Skeeter usedrbatH hands to pinch plaid
Bermuda patootie. ARAaaayyyy, |l was just fool

ASo alw. O

AAnd | just got back 6ndé had my hair done
ASo consi der +hdmeltloveyyauanew-owdeowe a ikne 0
RoBynne, pouting and massaging her rump, S

unattended on the gritty dusty sidewafk.A a Mdw yer trying to tweak mpeckar e ya? o0

Al didnét ask you to trip over my poke wit

ANod §OBwerendt paying any yad ®re nmé Ganhd,o t hi
whaddaya GOT in this thing? It weighs 1ike a

AWel | y o ukdod whait a cow weighs like o

AShaddup, Il 6m being |i ke seri ouwdeaviner e! Th

yer stuff whoeeveaVitsvouldyiov e ed puksesnatching dude
Peyt on: AY6ébgotta keep yer eye out for this ol
kindsa trouble! o
A T h a n KM oynanysaiddSkeeter, as RoBynnénumg the poke over her shoulder
with many scolding tuts and clucks. (RoBynne herself carried a purse no bigger than a
sandwich baggie, attached to what appeared to be a strand of dental floss.)
ASo whatcha two doing ar ouwrsd elde rt eo agnoy wlaayn?c
AMaybe af toehre yt Reo , mocvbineon with us, webre go
know, the one thatdés closing tonight. o

ACl osi ng! The Rialto? Yomean | i ke for al
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St . Mintredds Rialto The aoracollegmt art house s o me
like the Mercury, but a downtown picture palace where three generations of-fsthds
relations would go to behold Hollywood extravagance. Offering both a Wurlitzer and a five
piece orchestra in silent days, providing lavwiglrmissions in a lobby decked with gilt
mirrors and crystal chandeliers, the Rialto had enjoyed nothing but the best for half a century.
Recent years, however, had s®eoemnkiydhdtd ng mor e
onceThe Sound of Musitad played, the likes &crewballsnow held sway.

Though not after tonight. Preservationi st
demolition; its exterior was a prime example
terra cotta ago-g oddfacadesencrusted with all manner of cartouches and filigrees, pilasters
and architraves and caryatids with arms outflung. But even if the landmark folk could save it
from the wrecking ball, the Rialto might never be more than an ornate ghost looming over the
comer of 5th and Pab&ta baroque derelict, like so much else in St. Mintred.

For its last picture show, a final vulgarity appeared to be on the marquee:

=1

Ri s ky Bsugsu anveksesd ORoBynne. ABut we seen th
AHey! 0 sai dc &rkétetgeat, tiy@mumuch of that Tom
jockeys. o
AOh yeahBo(kealbrherd Ms. OO6RI ng.
So Peyton forked over for three tickets instead of two.
Inside, the girls went bopping off to check out the Ladies and find even the toilet
paper dispensers on the verge of shutdown: nothing available but-gingénd that only one
square at a time.
The famous Rialto lobby was already partly dismantled, though some of this was
masked by blownup photos of the theater in its heyday, orfatitts movies celebrated in
bygone times. Beside a classic shot of W. C. Fields they found Peyton chatting with an
elderly man in a creaky tuxedo.
AYou shouldndédt dve had to pay your way i n,

ANonsense, MrosLmambaneéeeée; pricing. o
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AThat 0s so. That 6s so. N o 0 bogsrtuening han it
their family home into a bordello, while their parents are out of town! You got to wonder
what sort of people make films |Iike that.o

Fiendani Aiohmm Mr . Lombardi . o

ot

| 6d say youodore right, Mr . Peyton. Yes, I

ot

canot stay for the 10:15 show, |1 0ve planned e
Youdre busy. At | east saWhateveryoeiketontheof f er you
housdé and your young friends too, of course, 0 h

AYou dondt know the extent of your gener o:

AEh! | 6ve got no use for mdnass ed ¢ aind gkt
Lombardi . His rheumy eyes glanced from halte
being |ike your old self again, Mr. Peyton.

AWhat a nice old man, 0 said $Skhateneams . i Wh &
we can go sit in the balcony, right?0o

Al think theobalconyds closed

ASo wedll have&yiotu,aldlyotua ®wUrds sleMdslagai n, 0

run up and grab three or four seats in the frontorgau people bring thioodd remember
allmy favorite® and t hat 0 geteata of@Vvelythirigoe e !
ZAP, FLASH, and Skeeter was gone.

AAIi n6t she cute, 0 said RoBynne OO6RIinNng.

AShe is,0 said Peyton, severely.
AAay | mean it/ I | ove SiBetgdrot i cdhhedlse d $ k
us to do all the foggind lugwor k. o

Which she had. RoBynne graciously offered to share packmule duties, loading Peyton
with a vast array of sensitale edibles, and volunteering to carry all the beverages.
AThr ee dr bnh kosl @as a cathoplome summer at the Retro Rocket
Drivei n, yo6know |ike on roller skadsese&?0 So for
Peyton looked and saw her cradling a root beer, Sprite, and strawberry slushee in the

crook of one arm, with the oth outflung caryatiestyle. Posing in front of a blownup still of
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Louise Brooks looking exquisitely hardboiled.
As did RoBynne.
As felt Peyton, tearing his eyes away from beguilement, and taking care to precede her
up the sweeping marble staircase belytreBALCONY CLOSED sign.
A Ewlikelt hose, theydére soooo bitchen. o
AWhat are?0 asked Peyton, nearly spilling
into the back pocket of his oversized yellow slacks.
ABananar ama Such a gnarly color. o
Heglareddwn at her . Al dondt keep my wall et
ford o
AGuess yer just glad to see me then, 0 she
And indeed Priapus, that most Pavlovian of gods, was gtatig-o-0, Hepzibahks
they entered the Rialto balcanyVhich, though even less intact than the lobby, still seemed
able to withstand Skeeterdés bouncing around t
AWhat 6d | tell you?0 she hollered at t hem.

just about anyt hi n gksarpontya twe! So evtautdok yob so lomg? ? Dr

Heyisthisalyou coul d carry? Should you go back fo
AYOknow what we call jockstraps where | cc
loudly.
i el havendédot he foggiest
AHOOD ornaments! o
A Wh edoypuc ome from?0 asked Skeeter, pl aying
AOh, Obout siox bl ocks thataway

(Shriek/howl of laughter.)

So: front row center. Taking a onp&ush velvet seat and using a heavy vat of
popcorn to subdue Mr. Priapus, Peyton handed out the rest of thes edlil accepted his
root beer from RoBynne. She took the seat to his left, swinging her long sleek legs onto the
balcony rail; while Skeeter, settling into th

asked, AHowO6d you gé&ststbasP?PedOradbi mgnalho wtanj
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=]

Aay, one thing like |l eads to another. o
Oh it does, hunh?o
Y edalike | got theperfectt oppi ng for that popcorn!o

ot

ot

She reached into her sandwicka g gi e, brought out a can of

removed its plastiéd.

AHer e, Peyt on, | emmesogbod gapkedpdsoroaohoaastl
better 6 nmmumenm@admeH él i ke | am so SHUwur e, Skeet e
shine a fogginé spotlight on it already?bo

Peyton turned in some alarm and found that Skeetaring up to stretch her own
little legs to the railing, had extended her lower torso well past the point of camouflage.
AYOknow, 0 RoBynne mus e dthercdldruntiegpantsot hey | i ke
fid shut ud o
Ao besidesandyapple red 0
fid shutup!Not hi ng neither of you havendt admir e
rearranging her skirt.
(Anot her snortle from Ms. OO6RiIing.)
AHey! Youdr e javeatn jasasl!ldus bcause |
A HAVE an ass!! | do SO have an ass!!! Whaddaya think you were pinching just
now?! o
A Wel | iflat andskisnyasdileshless)] coul dd o6t be sur e
RoBynne leaned across and started swatting her with the syrup can, till Peyton let it be
known that he would brook no more of this nonsense.
AOk ay, I  apol ogVYoulRO sohagean ads. Bdytene dayesomethingii
nice about RoBynneds bottom. o
RoBynne promptly | aid her Aquanetmany head o
says it 16l believe 1it. I was 0loi ke a rully
ACosuer you are, the way I pinch heinies, o0 s
To forestall further swattage, Peyton gallantly observed that RoBynne had bloomed

very fully; for which she planted a Bazoe#avored peck on his cheek as the house lights
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dimmed.
AHey | hestdktept Yyoud | ips to yourself, Ti
AAay | i ke share O6nd share alike, Tweety! o
AThe filmbébs starting, 06 Peyton observed.

The dream is always the same.

He had grown accustomed to Skeeterds movVvi
one in stereo: botbirls agurgle over babyfaced Joel, cooing that he couldtjoamin the
shower and scrutmeir backs whenever he wanted.

Whi sper from the | eft: ADid Tweeter over t

took a shower togetikerowé @mué hgotg HSmoi stho vi ih g

rully bitchen water fight?é 6nd yanked down t
From the right: AWhat 6s all that whisperin
From the screen: AOld Time Rock & Roll . o

From the | &t wa( Haesthel®)yi ng t haonlydanci no
way to dance. 0

From the right: no reply.

For the center: disquiet then, for awhile.

The girls continued to dip into the popcorn vat, dunk into the syrup can, and
occasionally feed him a chocadatoated kernel. But they did this without squabbling, even
taking turns to feed Peyton, so that he was soon able to unbend (despite the sharpnailed
fingers in his mouth) and pay more attention to the movie.

And its continuity: why would Joel leave tbeautiful callgirl Lana alone in his house
while he went to the bank to cash the bond to get the $300 to pay for his night of unbridled
carnalityp othert han t o give Lana the opportunity to s
and so set the rest of teoryline in motion?

No matter; suspend that disbelief. iNot

‘N

pretend that young Joel might actually progress from being chased by Guido the Killer Pimp
to Adealing in humaborddliould €1 | | menticma&hnghkeohheme

(who was Joel to say no?) to the electrodynamic sounds of Tangerine Dream.
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Time of your life, hunh kid?
Yes; no; maybe.
Mesmerizing imagery.
As the train flashes to and fro and Lana undergoes slitalrgasms onseen,
bl ooming very fully as -esyhed bbdlecmddi tSkdke tweirtols R
coolly calculating urbanity to form a composi
|l tés good to see you being | i ke your ol d
€ and vy othe bdicany ® yourselves and what better way to memorialize the
Rialto than to share and share alike, turn and turn about, playing that most diverting of party
games: Two Girls for Every Guy?e

(Joel comes home, whistling fatuously, to find the placeided.)

0 two girlsd

(They stole the goddam house! They took everything!)

0 for every

(Took a shower together oO0nd got so into it

0 cracked egg

(Nothing neither of you havendét admired be
0t herebds a drack in my egg

(Let my |l ove) open the door é

Till, at last, all is darkness and silence.

And do you know the last line?

Yes, you know the last linédiere comes a chopper to chop off your head!

0 BOOMd
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Chapter XIV

Liquid Ditty

5t

So when doyolrfriegds? Wil you intn@dece me as your mistress? Be

(7]
c
-
D

to tug your forelock when you do. o

5t

Il t hink vy geti@ande.Ona pammodifo a

=1

Hey! That s not a nice thing to say!o
NoParamoudb Fr ench for o6with | ove. 60

Real l y? ? Ndkfago ltihreg . I par &Smouche.) you t oo

=1

=1

ASo, dalheqmet to meet your friends?0o0

A no | onger pursue a social 1|ife. Trying
enough to dampen amny manés congeniality
AOh Peyt o nhatgleoutthose mdpberry p&ities Sadie said you always used
to throw?o
ARaspb®Wvieal snd done with, years ago. 0
AWell & oh neverdbithdanyway,b viet d9 kfeidne by m

you, | mean. AfteralBms upposed t o obhmmny durar@&kneépgt | WO
AYou, 0 he told her, Afare about as o6kept d
*
Isolation.
Distortion.

But no sense of lamentati®mo, sir.
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See what happens when you pull up your venetians: back comes the hush, the gloom,
the silent stealthy dusteeping up the stairs, infiltrating the miniloft like a dubious shade of
difference.

Sweep it off the drawing table; thereds wc
andlette A Spectral Singalong with Godps Ol der B
AThis Mont h: Dead Rock Stars. o Jimi, Jani s,
than a touch of the tried and true? Or, for that matter, a touch of thé&esour screwdriver
kept within easy reach?

Too easy, perhaps; your circles are beogneilliptical.

(Al am the Eggman, 0 said BLZ Bub.)

No matter. Patch up the cracks in your shell, Bub; make it hard as nails. They can
only scratch its surface, no more. AnCan you
byeby e ?0 Arg Beartsatackn lzetoin @verdose, sedative overdose, acute respiratory
distress, choking on own tossed cookies: A, B, C, D, E, F.

Or none of the above, as in Alistening to
alive when last we checked; holdiofj the silence, if not the dust.a la la la Ia, la la.

Stand Back. If Anyone Falls. | Need a Little Sympéattechoing her earlier tune about
leaving
sugardaddies alone, when it comes to love.

Sweep away the echoes:

Since RoBynne Otdt®wnngbés come back
(hurroo, hurroo)

Our Skeeterodés not been so much aroul
(hurROO, hurROO)

|l tés girlsés night out most evory e\

And guess whoodés | eft by himself to ¢

Crying cockles and mussels, alive al®é

dgood God. Y 0 u tHinkealorgy ez imesb e gun t o
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AHave you noticed how MEGGGe St evshedNi gé&s br
eyes (poor baby). | sure do like the way she dresses, thdugttwirls. Andsings. | could
dress |like that iif | had the bucks, and you k
canodot singsingbubt mean ISI dN&n 6Louddé is about t|
Not like back when | drank Pifia Coladae

Not like two weeks ago when she was here saying this, either.

Not | i ke the solid month theyodd spent t oge
without some sort of iperson confession or conjunctéithe latter succeeding the former
and a hell of a lot moriateractively. Accommodatingly. Delighting in her compaal@s my
love you do me wrong to cast me off discourte@usly

Supposed to have dropped by tonight. Had
wasd what?d after nine; a stitch in time.

(AThelroerdys fgor you, 0 said the Eggman.)

Sugardaddyhood could only extend so far, after all. Or could it? One of these fine

months she might be wantidigvhatd i hel p wit h t he rent, 0 say. (
Sadiewi t h t he rent ; hWud ndOonaburete Sadie ICh@ever
Wel |l é if i td soomchsatt?o tNlmdt | i ke hedd been st

Not, at least, till just lately.

There had been no fdnonehatleasttthatlinkludedfPeytproi n 6 d &
Derente.

(ALovén®edump O6em, 0 said RoBynne OO6RiIing.)

Indeed. Say something nice about playing dotliegded Bottom to a fickle Titania
and her fullyblooming Peaseblossom. Yduo ngét tsed to sleeping alone; you detused.
While theydére offo Apalissuhingg avtExkeiEkhagand® 6 € s wi
WAUGH-WAUGH there and a CLUMP CLUMP CLUMP on the actual dbor

AHsorry 1 6m |l ate i f youdd give me a spare
in but | candét stay anywayultévMaegatn Ko Bymneana
her up to Port Dormaight nowso I8 0

AWait, 0o said Peyton. ATake a breath. o
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AYoudbve been drinking without me! o0 said Sk

draining the one while giving the other a smack.

iOw, 06 said Peyton. fLet 6s go back to your
outsidé® 0

A D o wn sottside, ing-loyd o

AAnd you have to drive her, in Floyd, up t
AAttaboy, Peyton! ORI ght now, too. So |
AOne mo ment ,Dormér muastsbé whatd P ovot hundred mil es f
AOnly each way. 0

AAnNd 6s after nine. So even at the rate vy

mi dni ght . 0O
AWhich i s whggingwweetg,ave gotta get ethdogmi dni ght , and i
not paylay till Wednesday so can | have some canfatee a s e ? 0
AAhéo sai d P e ywhyauhave téidviae RoBynneais Koyd, the two
hundred miles to Port Dormer by midnight toni
ABecause weWhlaRv@GAN® 0st op
Who, it seemed, had just callei exsqueeze RoBynne from a phone booth outside
the reddeshecked bar in Port Dormer. Which, it seemed, just happened to be across the
street fr om taksed IthlianwestausanBbtlaodvehiehs it seemed, he
threatened to enter at theate of midnight and there profanely denounce Ronald Reagan,
Frank Sinatra, Christopher Columbus, and/or that Korean airliner the Soviet Union had
recently shot out of the sy
dall to fiprove his love, 0 according to Wol
With her motorcycle still lrsomeplace like Matamoros, RoBynne had called Skeeter
begging for immediate transport to Port Dormer; so here was Skeeter begging Peyton for
financial underwriting of the same, and fast.
(Indeed.)
Taking his glass back: @Ybeeshowildkidbng be d

AThwmasndt drinking! That was wetting my w
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RoBynne can drive; &8bebdbs very good 6ndé carefu
From eight stories downstairs outsileWi | | y 6f oggi nrRiEEA@Tr ry t he
Go to the window and pedown. There was Floyd, all right, under the parking lot

lights; and beside him the equally unmistakahb

ACan you trust her on this?0

AWhat ? Hey! RoBynneds my best friend! B
anguish shebés serious &mout it and | can tell
Peyton, though mmphing, reached for his wasa

you? If you find yourself in any redneck baré
fid or Italian restaurandés 0

fid between here and Port Dormdgnot ry t o drive back tonight

AWe can pull off todot he side and sl eep in
AAnddo nppul | off to the side and sl eep in the
Al take plastic too, you know, 0 said Skeet
tasteanyafted i nner ! Didndét you eat anything tonigh

youbcandt have you wasting away on me. 0
Peytonds culinary output was | imited to t}

random canned goods into asauceppand st ir t he contents togethe
ABachel or cooking! o Skeet er-frealdtchengndoaned, t

cooking up a palatable storm, wearing a cut e

compactification of hugely! hétay! appetites above and below, throughout and threughé

ébut not, at | east, just |lately.
AWhat 6s the matter ?0 she was asking.
ANot hing to sneeze at. o

AWhat ?0

1]

You should be going. o

Bao

Go on. Ishatemeu,s td oyrodut tlo? o

=]

=]
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Shesquinted up at him. Through beady little gleaming eyes.

Then stepped forward, reaching out, pressi
standing that way for a moment, the two of ¢t

Tilla faintii S k eteeereraroselfr@am the down and out.

AWell , 0 to him.

AAW RI GHT ALREADY! 0 out t he window.

And off she sped.

No longer a question, now, of whether the circle would remain unbroken. More and
more it was becoming an oblongé.

*

Peyton, go to school. Go teach something.

Mer el y S AlBtadies Divisibrewasahoused off the West Quad in the Old
Library, a building almost as old as the St. Mintred Rialto, and almost as much of a rattletrap.
Here nine faculty members were quartered, if not drawn: Communications, Natural Sciences,
and AsianArt on the first floor; Creative Writing, Social Sciences, American Studies, and
Performing Arts on the second; Dr. Theodore Ecklebury (Chairman, soon to be Emeritus) in a
goodsized office on the third floor; and Peyton Derente at the top of the stearspom
neither good nor sized nor originally intended to be an office.

He had first been summoned up léerehen®d eight, nine years ago, as a freshman
taking Art 110 instead of having to shovel it
essaysesetr t ai ni ng ( t bssaysd tthosehdayd) and dbrought themedo Dr.
Eckl eburyds attention.

Then as now, Eck resembled a dyspeptic Teddy Rooseveltiayadlbifocals instead
of a pincenez, and with fewer opportunities to f@selighted! Buthe 6 d pr ai sed Fr es
Peytonds fluency, his quick grasp of comparat

pursuing a career as an art historian?

Well, why not? Skill at bombast and braggadocio might come in handy too, given the

state (then as novof art criticismalamode.So hedéd gotten his BFA, se



142 Sk eet er Sugardadey dorfedsor

graduate teaching assistant whi-tmefaaltyr ni ng hi s
three years agb

dand, every semester since-tghtenihgeRrogemd been r
budgets, cutback staff, increased teaching load,-pjteduty platé andbeing relegated to an
ungood unsized erstwhile storeroom at the rickety top of the rattletrap stairs.

So why did he stay?

(Good question, little absentee.)

Multiple choice True or false? Whichever way you answered it, another Tuesday
afternoon was upon us. Meaning another 20th Century Seminar, with one hour devoted to
students reporting what theyo6d extracted fror
S e ¢ 0 n d grdup discués®n of the same.

(And may GoFoC be merciful to me a sinner.)

Peyton had never yet disparaged the History of Art, agisoaly the attempt to
impart it to puddingheads. This afternoon there was Heather, who always looked frightened,
andDomni que, who always | ooked | ost. Plus Ti m,
about as erudite. So naturally he doubled as the Liberal Studies student intern, turning even
mundane office chores into hazardous melodrama.

The ineffable They had choserday to replace the steam radiator in their assigned
classroom; so Heat her, Do mi nistqrareom, bangirdy Ti m ad ]
with them an apparent poltergeist as thumps, bangs, and eerie whistles resounded through the
walls and floor:

Raprap rap. Ssshhhhssssap RAP RAR WhaaaaaAAAANNNg!

This drove Heather (due to make the first report) even deeper into panic mode than

usual, so Peyton took pityodoymdotver hbeeént oetalde!
about the competing influenceslade Krasner and Thomas Hart Benton on Jackson
Poll ock?0o

AYeah, 06 said Ti m. ASo that copy machine?
wanted the minutes xeroxed, so I 6m feeding tF

And | take them outta the traynd, whoathe words brush off on my haneyht offa the
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page! The toner, see, it must not be fusing
somet hing. So we candét copy anytdgambgt mor e r i
haddaleave me s s ag e . He wasnét there. o

AVery good, Tindo Now, Dominique

Another pitiable expressioriWhere am I? What am | doing her&¥Ho ARE THESE
PEOPLE?

(Take me now, GoFoC.)

But God or Fate or Chance yielded to the Old Library poltergeist, who chatse th

moment to come plundering up the tedtstery stairs, accompanied by

Dondét Il et it get me!
Dondét | e®W'it get me,
Dondét Il et it get me!
Dondét | e®W'it get me,

0 till in burst a creature wearing gypsy petticoats and DayGlo camisole, followed bganoth

in camouflage prom dress and porkpie hat; bot
AHey®u are! o said the creature in the pork
there, friends! Lemme introduce Jwxaha&el f: AhO
ANo, | G@hereha! &e
AYou are so completely not a Cherry Jo! o
AThat i s CheRI E! Like 6My Cherie Amour! 6

Both slightly blitzed but fresh as New Wave daisies. Not visibly worse for wear, as
you might expect aftean altnight round trip by DeSoto Firesweep.
AWe changed at a truckstop!o
ALook, we broughtdoydback I i ke a souvenir
And Peyton was handed a Worl dbés Greatest F

We | lbokeda rtt i st i c. O

1]

AWhat have you tcwontlkearns fwiltlhi?2rog hyo wars k e d |
Skeeter: AOhhhh, jousst an Eskimo Pie or t wc

RoBynne: fAYeah, both of wus
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(Shriek/howl of laughter.)

Peyton: fAWe are tryiong to hold a seminar I
AOoh, can we watch?0o

ABoy youbre big!dadaWbhatdsSkeetrename, Tsail or ~
ANot Sail or. |l tds Tim. o

ANo way! |l used to sleep with a horsie c:
RoBynne meanwhile draped her DayGlo self a

petticoats, down hung the camisole, and again came the whispering:
ivo, teacher dudeémyswoethtpghppa?Pé&edodbes behe
| was raised Catholid, could tell you stufd 0
AHey! Quit masmdndondé i n on my
Up jumped RoBynne, her gypsy |l ace carrying
dispens r . yerim@h n man, hunh? | 6dd show you some r
The girls squared off and began to scuffle. Heather and Dominique tried to beat a
terrified retreat but ran slap into Tim, who looked ready to gather them into his cumbersome
arms and have &tle tussle of his own.
AHERE NOW T roed Pe&ytedn.t hefimlfigm! 0O
AAw, 0 said Ti m. (Heat her disappeared out
perplexedly on the threshold.)

AAnNd you two! Calm the hell down! o

1]

Aay, weobrdeo not fightino

1]

Iw o u It igimt &ith my very best friendl 0

And there was a tipsy playful embrace.

(AWe gotta have class |like this more ofter

No need for Lidl Bit to worry, or Teacher
heart belonged to Floydie. Sheo TALlI y adored that car, yob6know,
possess t ; what foggind Pink CaBikmdlFirasweeg?oHere!d ¢ o mp e
| oo k! comon, take it! two hundred thirty smac

worldd
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=]

You diamydtthisnagy | ast night about her havin

ot

Idi dnot know, 0 said Skeeter.

ot

O0Néoul dndét get it till this morning, o0 sai
moneyinmy | eavage?o0

AYeah, Peyt on! I me a WHOSEandsniigbt gelond , t her e
itd O

And another tipsy playful scuffle.

APer haps | 6d better drive you home, 0 Peyt c
ADI DN6T I tell you how sweet he is to me?¢c
AYuh, heés a ruldlo sweet poppa all right

Which was why they wanted to negotiate the sale/purchaseyaf right there and
then: to have the benefit of Peytonds counsel
compl vy, but got off to a careless start by r ¢
A My eliquididitty® C6 me r e , P & g ne welbetoshipvy y@ to

What became of Wolfgang he never found out.
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Chapter XV

The Demon Bag Lady of Skeet Street

Eaten by the Monster of Love.

Dond6t |l et it get me.

(ow.)

There followed two weeks of Skeeter popping up at irregular irggriudl of hectic
caprice; grabbing at hiomm yanking at him, say

Such as back to the trattoria on Quicksilver Street, where she ordered the fettuccine
primavera and washed it down with a bottle of Gallo Sauvignon Blanc, enthusing all the while
aboutamagnoig el | ow Dodge sedan that RoBynne OO6RI ng¢
dying Aunt Violet.

$230 having been deemed insufficient compensation for a DeSoto that had cost
Skeeter $400 just last August, the girls put their deal on hoRlaiflynne could raise more

wherewithal or find something fit to trade. (And not a lost motorcycle, either.) This sudden

talk of Adying Auntie Vio alarmed Peyton, eve
worldly-wise taxi dancer in herdayandwabmydy 6 s f ool even now, on a
SMECK intensive care unit, squeezing hands on

than that. o
Two weeks of Skeeter keeping him apprised of the latest counteroffers during her
hectic popups, eachwith t s gr ab, y@&mskichamad fO06Mamd s Sush

where she ordered the sea urchin with one green tea and a whole series of sakis.
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Peyton, to his surprise, did not end up embroiled in any dickering or haggling; Skeeter
managed quite adequatelyo her own, becoming the proud own:¢
RoBynne took possession of Firesweep Floyd, and Aunt Violet vamoosed to that big dime
dance in the sky. Peyton did get to pay his respects by outfitting the Dodge with gas, oil,
spark plugsjumper cables, antifreeze (sorry Vi) and a New Car Smell air freshener; followed
by an inaugural drive to the nearest Schnitzel Haus, where Skeeter ordered the Bavarian pork
roast with knddel, red cabbage, and more than enough Piesporter to get silly on.

Back To His Place then, and Through The U:c
part . Grabbing, yanking, cOmoning; spending

shadow of the san®d

ébut not so much in one anotherds ar ms.
*
A neemplolke neavnd youdre coming with me!o
Peyton rounded up the usual objections. I
had his nightly quota of ellipses to put dowr

with Skeeter this evening.
But AnAev! @l elas would entreat , iWarydutheng t ho s €
my sugardaddy?o To whi ch ap pdleondvenresistance,our s e,

as he found himself being reshod, rejacketed, and herded out the door.

AWedl | go ndhaveddtseof fum,nandeall youaneed to do is keep me
company. OClbayh? | ©dkomt the pretty sunset! o
AMmph, 0 went Peyton. AfYes, adad shell out

AOh dondét be such a growly t wouknow Ther ebs
whatthatme ans . 0O

(Werewolves, thought Peyton.)

ALookit!o said Skeé&édtoanh. hofil s ma@t o0Cl| Aruend e ¢
Dart, built like a magnoligyellow warplane, with extreoomy sockit-to-me interior and
every bit of chrome trim ailable.

AAI'l right. Explain again why 6Clarence. 0
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AoCause he hasndét got his wings yet. o
AAnd explain again the wings business, ple
AGEXxp!l ai n (rrtoboemmiiiln gcsabnobt bel i eve you somet i

n e v @rooooommyi h a v el sss@Venderful Lifed mean no wonder youor
grumpy pup. Hold of 0 (Screeeeeeeil 6 m going to have to make i
getting you to watch that movie. o

AKeeping t-hubbemds iygud ti if gdtso wioe k. 0

AOh be gubdbetexadhly what | émotaditlekd ng about
AA |ittle maniac in the driverods seat?0o0
fidshutuda | ittle faith in joy, or something |
the remnants of her ol d pahikgearefulyh Qkaywcrossat ch t hi
your finger® close youreygss ay O Wi sh | ha&d a (Mmillilcikan d dlélHaOT
AWouwlodu mind driving for Godds sake with y
AJeleizght en up! That 6s expoyéy Wohd ( hmegan
kindly? | can hardly drive with it going to
Gingerly he accepted Old Pokeds pieces. 1

Alt had a nervous breakdowr?t odhwn&ts. wor K.
drag.) AAnd hey! Since you keep mentioning
wayd 0

AHow are things at SMECK these days?0 Peyt

fidodokaydyou know what hospital sinadB&ol i ke. 0
us al |l a favor and gefiWlyatura httadklout Amd yomue ak
| really ought to look foradressyp out fit as |l ong as wedre at t
pair of shoes arél 0

A Sk ededt e r

A nfewndwthings now t hat i0tl dean, Igok &t this oldgtopc o | d e r
|l 6ve got on; itds practically tatters. o

Sidelong eyeful of a washexlit pullover, withN I L N | S | stretched across the
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front.
AoTatters. o l s that what youodre calling t
AAnd whHheaercehave you not I|iked my tatters?0
Al didndédt say | donét. odratters are fine,
AFet ching! poesdtd®s somet hi ng
ANow | ook: we are going to the mall, I we
Adoke. O
ASo Ilenbsatenoa that. o

3t

Gnar | g Whatagrugm awaKIDDING about the dogs and dressy

outfit! Youknowd ki ddi ng? (Not about the shoes, thou
A Sk ededt e r
AAnNd for your infor matoeMald we are not goir
(Screeegerk-thump
idwe have arrived. o
She contrived their entrance by parking in the lot off Payne Street, getting out of the

car first, and oh so casually aiming for the northwest doors, which happened to be opposite a

Tickle Me lingerie boutique. But before she coelecute the final feirinddodge and

disappear into its lacedged maw, Peyton seized her wrist.

AUnhand me, fellow!o

ASkeeter . Youbve got entire drawers full

AYou | eave my drawers out of it. I need |

AWhat ,t dmae 1M s

AUmé fishnet stockings! I need a thousanc
a hospital without enough fishnet stockings?Cc¢

This caused a guffaw and seemed to improve her chances; but Peyton glanced at the
boutique sign awmds aiud neaodu anveaeggded faropur se. O

AApoke. O

A Apurse Onepur se. O

AOh all right , o0 Skeeter capitulated. Ther
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you ever buy me under wear ?0

ot

Begorrah, itdéos unaware | was you were sel

ot

Oh f un mwittyt uWikatl 6 m here with. o But she s
it one squeeze for fAyes, 0 and skipped along s
her escortdéds arm with many beastly yawps and

AAnd what 6s the matyt ér awkt?lh Plegazannb yasvned

shopstops later.

3t

Theydére all too small . o

T csmall? Wh a t about t hat one there?bo0

5t

5t

Nope nopdlnecpemdbdhopmese just any ol d poke;

|l tds got to be bigsemggdgk andi dbeegpaknaligéntior

=1

Mmp h . | suppose wilderness outfitters st
them and be done with it.o

So down and around a slew of outlets, each festooned with cardboard skeletons,
gremlin masks, and jaggegtinning Jacko -danterns.

Al ever tell you about my first Hall oween
vampire? | wore this chalwhite fright makeup and a long black \&ig

AYes, Skeeter, you told me. o

Al didnét fill you i nieResso,whHo eame as DraJekyls . Ren
andMr. Hydeandbusted the Halloween pifiata, then went around walloping everyone with
the pifiata stick? Boy, could he shake it. ANYway | ran into him a few years later and guess
whad hedd just st ar tsgoihgtmgutyearasurgesy.tdaidto him, wa
6Lonnie! are you that into brains?b And he s
opené Oh here we go: GoreTexar ama. Hey, che
Tickle Med THESEare what | call ovethe-shoulderboulderh o | der s! o

Peyton found a rainwear display to slouch against while Skeeter frolicked among the
rucksacks.

ALooki tdcuunuted too small thoughl wanna be a bag lady whégrow
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up. o
Al d&m not surprised. 0O
AOh s par eHaloween | goEparwingyas a bag lady. Now when | was little, |
wanted to go out asteollop. 6 Gr amma | wadbdaebs @metupll ope a

Jeez, | loved the sound of that: like a lollipop on a bus, rightlalisucker! Alinight
sucke ! (Cackle.) 0Absolutely not, young | ady!

out at all. So then |1 6d threaten to run awa:

3t

You ran away?o

3t

Ndb joined the Roller Derby! When | was ten | putog skates and a helmet and a
T-shirt with a big number on it and went skating from door to door, ringing their bells and
yelling TRI GGER TREETZ at 0em, nastylike. At
their whole bowl of candy just handed it ovéy 6 Her e, & andkshuttheadodxh b6 ! 0O
ASounds | i ke what | shoulddébve done a coupl
AOh @mdopp! You know you |l ove it.o
Eventually she chose a jumbo maroon poke that could have doubled as a sleeping bag,
and busied herself wittihe transfusion from Old to New of cigarettes and Bic lighter and
compact and lipgloss and eyeliner and eyeshadow and mascara and nailpolish and emery board
and moisturizer and hairbrush and toothbrush and tampons and love gloves and Nordette Pills
and NeNonsense pantyhose and Imitation Opium and wads of kleenex (new and used) and
barrettes and ribbons and keyring and rapewhi
and Van Halen cassette and Men At Work cassette and Weird Al Yankovic cassette and
paperbaks by Vonnegut and Tom Robbins and Ziggy address book and Ziggy-thidgs
today pad and movie ticketstubs and concert ticketstubs and broken pencilstubs aodtdried
old ballpoints and clumpetbgether coupons and ykt-be-repliedto correspondencend
paid?it-is-to-laughbi | | s and a ton of Sweet &énd Low pactk
sandwich and Peytonds cartoon squirrel plus &
Sadie and Desi and RoBynne and Uncle BuBdyz and Mao the cat amlidley Moore not
to mention overextended chargecards spilling out of cellophane sleevelets into a handful of

loose change mingling with random bandaids and Lifesavers and no more than three or four
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dollar bills, each of them practically tatters.
By the ime this lot completed its change of venue, New Poke was rung up and paid

for and Skeeter could tote it away, doing so with suchakgh o p s washbuckl ery vy

have thought shedd reeled it in after a hard
AWel |l 20 said Peyton.
AWel what?0
AWell dondt | get a kiss or something?o
AOh, sir!o gasped SkééebelettelilYowo umuwh att.hir
you to a really nice bar. o
AOh yes? And since when do you have money
ATrick or treats?o0
Al dokott dOhia good idea, either way. o
AAw pl ease! I promise | 6l be good and ha

two, Imeanyowill be paying for them so you can regul a

ki sses Oodrandsfgomealy ioilseeqad | 61 I go and | ook at ea
Nor was this a false alarm, since it would involve the holding up to lobe in mirror of

every last bauble in Rem -6he-Mall. So again there could be no denial; and Peyton took her

down Payne Streearton®e6Gti l6Ind WwWheninedal IB t he w

here! o and ran for the Cuervo and Cointreau
And there Peyton nursed a single beer for the next two hours, watching hisheould

bag |l adyds winsome p@inmk tfhacevarn o d adisfsye swhiipldea t seh

scuttlebutt about mutual acquaintances.

AYou about done with that second drink?0 |

AYoudr e b eaigragdSkepteraadrmiy, as she hitched upNdrL N1 S |
pull over é amd tsht adriesdnadbovan her trim |ittle mi
winking! o
AAI'l the better for us to contemplate it,
ADondét understand this. | 860s never not wi
AKeep your shirt on, epHtadiagnearedfladhpont. on r e g u e
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A O quit with the grumping! See if Iwink gouany mor e, 0 she said, t

tummy away and signalling for another shot.

ATherebs a dome and a place

AYeah and you didndét even buy me any prett
AYou dondt need any help from me to show ¢
ADamn betcha! Youdbre here with a celebrit

was up for Cookie of the Year ?0

No, Peyton had not heard that particular confession. So Skeeter related the highly
improvi sational story of her entry in the Oxeye
for a trophy, scholarship, and yeardés supply
Al came o u-up, thetlwinmedbeing this sikeot giraffe girl with no boobs
and uglyrootsd whata bitch. Ohl hated her. o

AWell, theyore usual |-tyeddi ased toward the t

fid shut u@ | coulda beenamodely pe cont ender ! o

But her first and only booking, by a sleazoid agent, had been to deliver a singing
telegramto a Little Repl e6s convention.

AMeani ng he SWRRORMDEETEME® t O

And she who never got maudlin drunk or bitter drunk could, when full of margaritas,

certainly turn indignant.

Al mean who the hell did he thinksad was, t
to him, O6Hey!d | said, O6just because | act a
sort of cheap dimestore sluttéln dl, 6sai d t o him, &émaybe youbre t

drugdl bet this girlds on djunkiepas! matButel n @0 s o,
féSkeeter éo
AThat 6s right!! I tol 6 hidmordal bsvmoke odmd I
shower every morning AND | douche when | need to, thank you very mueimh one
talented |l ady! 60
Before she could demonstrate thysattempting cartwheels down the length of the

bar, Peyton and a worried waitressum seized an armpit each and removed Skeeter, poke
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and all, from Bert o6ndé Ernieds premises.
AWhass goind on?0 she wanted to kDdow, out
they throw us out? Thdyiedt o, dindé t hey? Well ,6d 611 show

And with no hesitation whatever she began to pull off her pullover.

The waitress chose this moment to helpfully disappear.

0 Skeeterd 0O

fid SHUT UR O

Even entangledithin a snarl of sleeves, her intent and extent were sufficiently
apparent for whooping dudes in passing cars to fill the night with honksteas.

ASkeeter, dor Godods sake

A AM NOT A FLOOZE'! o

Fearing he might at any moment be joined bywheopers or taken for an assailant,
Peyton grabbed Wild Irish Rose and wrestled her into an alley happily empty except for
dumpsters. There she freed herself from her practicligred pullover and flung it to the
ground.
| 6M NOM™M! NOT!! o
A C o ore baby, settle dovino
“NOP&§P1”

=1

Her face looked pandemonial in the lurid alley lamplight. Eyeballs bulging hubcap
huge, their veins thick and spirally as telep
with Tom and Becky trapped inside. And maglat his arms again she shrugged off all

coverup restraint: CHING! went her winsome pink chest, like wrathful bowlfuls of jelly.

AWhat sa matter ?! Doncha | ike téwatch girl
AYes herenomaine od 0

ADoncha |like toéore@kit | BIEM Bahegnr &hypmo

AThe girl of my dreams. 0

ACourse | am!é Am | ?0

AMore than you know, Skeeter. o

AReal |l y?é Am | ?é All right then. | 6m t i
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flopped, as confident of being caught as any Gapsioty swooner. Rdining there she

smiled up at him, all her fleeting ire gone: Tom and Becky rescued, angelface restored.

AGA ITittle faith in joy, 60 he quoted. A J u

AUmé point me in thdéd right direction?o

Al try, budgdegdbdu keep goin

A M6 o @ r ghe told him.

He transferred his gaze from jellybowls to

Wheeeewwe nt her angelfissure, briefly, even a
take me home O6nd6 oput me t bébedé fellow.

Redressing his galvanic little charge as best he could, Peyton lugged her famdired
one pounds out of the alley. And miraculously no cops were waiting there, nor any whooping
dudes or accusatory Take Back The Nighters. But all the way up Payne @toeeneath

the full moon, Skeeter slooped a tune of her own recomposition that sounded something like:

So hoist up the Dodge Dartods par
see if the engine starts,
call like an ExtraTerrestrial:
Lemme go home!
Il wanna go homeé.
*
At last they reached wingless Clarence, against whom Skeeter got propped while
Peyton caught his breath.
AfJeez, 0 she mumbl ed, Awhass alla wheezindo
drunk &énd have yowizezkhed ?way with her
Like hell. A top-forty adolescent fantasy, all right: take Dream Girl home and put her
to bed, with her well on the road to topless unconsciousmela his close embraée
0 but the foremost image in his stark staring mind was of Skeetletenly chucking
up her Cuervo and Cointreau and choking to irreversible death on them, right there in his
arms.

Unwise instinct tightened those arms around the girl in question, who reflexively
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sneezed over most of his shirtfront.

AOops, 0 sMmM@obuy bl edmé maybedlyoad moetbt er dr i
forgotd o

Getting a grip on his shoulders she was able to peer upward, find his face, and on
precarious tiptoe deposit a great big sloppykiss thereon.

AThass for nothindé, 0 Nddhheaddédr -eedooobpp ¢ i 8 f or me
froml ssa Wonof ul Life.oOo

She subsided then and resumed her shuteye while he, with a wheeze, began to

rummage about New Poke in search of Skeeter 0s:s
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Four

THE CONFUSIONS
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Chapter XVI

d Or Flounder, Flounder inhe Sea

Hel | o. 0
ePeyton?o
Yes?o0

ésodme. O

So | gather.

ePeyton?o
Yes?0
éehowéd | ge
| drove you
Yestmaordmiyng .
No one was
er the weat
Good. Thatod
Took the bu

0

t home?0
, yesterday

Reall y?eé

mor ning.
What 6d

I n O6CI ar

Sadie say?

t h er end left anotganm the door sayirgygou tvdree d i n

her . 60

ho wgbalppelté h dJme ? 0

s. 0

Oh é 0o Hdwnmany drinkglid | have?o

Not t hat ma

ny, actually. It doesndt t ake

Why dowé dtegul ate me?0

Quote 6Youbd

re not t he

boss of

med unquot ¢
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ADid I say that? Jeez, I candt remember &

Al thought you might. |l |l eft a bucket by

AWher e? | dbnboememeeli tés tal king, at Bert
paying enough attention so | had to kind of yell, andédher was t hat part a dr
had these really weird dteamsaoOowhkegoate mbbave t
Peyt on, | 600 scar ed! I 6 m

A Sk ededt er

Al never blacked out beédor e! Youbve got t

Al do, lodelieve you

Mand now | lambe! dind my

Aféepardon me?o0

AMy hor se! Ti mmy, my stuffed howosbat! | 6ve
|l 6ve | ooked and | ooked (shndadhtGddand | canot

(Clunk.)

AfSkeeter? Skeeter?eo0

[Distant retching]

[Distant flushing]

NRéPeyton?o

AYes?0

i el urped. o

ASo | gather. o

AAw hell, did you hear me?0o0

AWel | , ytbhatbeidgiwith ysuavguld be a nonstop belly ladigh

AOh Godé oh Jeezéo

AShhhh. Shhhh. 06Séallright. Donét <cry

Awi Ll i f | 1ike! ( Shamiafisf o y nd HleilK & j@wmtl] du
dondét 1 ? &l cryingn ehtowirey up, makialdve, everything. (Shniff.) My
Grampa said | was born to do nothing but | auct

AYour grandfather was a wise man. 0
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ANow everybody poiThgeseat amduamyg. édays,
Al &m sure no oneb6sdokver called you a dummy
AHow do you lotsofpedple havdl gShihifie) Like one of those big

dumb happy broads that hang around bars and clulds Rachada Inns, places like that.

6Cept Ilifiled ymsthappy broad. When | 6m happy, t
find an old stuffed hse! And you know | hate to sleep aléné

AYes. O

ABut, but Peyton? Listené all that stuff,
a kept woman, 6 and everything? That was just
real . o

AYes. O

A need koaw that. o

néel do. | do. o

AGood. Good. That 6s goodé whew. We got

AWhat do you mean?o

Al told Saddleaslt hnaidg htthie ibtugnmust 6ve been.
but she let Desi camp out onthelivingp o m couc h. Kid was over the
Anyway she didndét act pissed, Sadie | mean.

passed out. o

A( Cough. ) o

AO#domdtugh at me, pl ease, I feel bad enoug
sncds nce | ast New Year dos Eve. Jeez. And t ha
wor |l déo

AYou told me. 0

ADid | ? Well € at | east 1 d&m not seeing any
kind of cuté® o

A Sk ededt e r

ARi ght right r i gharclubdfor&while.wNot eveNreallymicer e bar s

ones. (Shni ff.)o
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AWell, don®d cry about it

Al wasndt c B yestinggrynose,l s walsl j us®h sorry, forg
just é I just wish t ®adcoddtaklandtadathnight and tlldayas be st
and tell you everything, everythingé and youbd
every word | 6d say. o

Ails that sol oln emieg h tmi ;atdi. 161 do t hat i f

AWhat ?0

ANot hi ng. |l té6s jusdothat |l ately you only

A Wh & o

AAl I |l ever headofrom you anymore is

AWhat ?0

Mnever mind. o0
(Silence.)
NRéPeyton?o

(Silence.)

=1

Peyton?o

Aéwhat ?0

Al 611 never say Onever mindd again. o

AThank you, Sean Connery. o

AHee hee Heehee hétoowy)) Bee? See, youmakemmea ugh. 0O

ASounds painful.o

A We l | | 6ve got a sick headache, donét | ?¢
Promi se. You make me feel happy. o

ADo | ?0

AYdDw) . Yes. My head hurts but yesé I
somet hing. But I é6m glad you didnét see me ur

A( Mmph. ) o

AHey! What was that? Were you guffawing

ADo | have any ot her choice?0
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AWel |l é&regomot mad at me, anyway?o0

ANoO. How could | be?o0

AYou were, though. O

Al was mistaken. 0

Al &Glaly you were! o

A( Mmph. ) o

ABut | 6m not mad at you anymore, either.

AAs |l ong as you |l ike. o

AOh good. eyt go2 hlowewercht | | ove the wa:

ANot just | atelyeéeo

A We l | | do. So much. So mucheé So will 'y
that 6l put me back to sleep?bo0

Al ndeed! Wel |, Il &m prepping my adlutnt ro t o
Velazquez and hisoppoveropor t r ait of Pope I nnocent X?0

A Wh attrébsspp o ver o?0
AoToo truthful. 80

Oog. |l dondét want t ha-Nevermirdleand..Ohwdita, send

=1

se® lemme just pull up the coveéysand put the phone here, besitly ear. Okay: tell me a

bedtimest or y. 0O

Al n my best bedside manner ?0
AEXACTI y. You got it, Peyt on. Ooh 1 6m ye
AVery well, the®ddo o6Once upon a ti me
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Chapter XVIi

A Very Bad Wizard

0 in the days of old, a land there waadled the Middle West; and in that land, a state there
was called Nilnisi; and in that state, a city there was called Demortuis; and on the outskirts of
that city a green pleasance there was, of rolling hills and meadows and orchards and
creekgully: andhiat was Bander s Natch.

From Bander 6s Natch did the Kubla Khans
stately bedroom community of houses built in the Tudor and Georgian styles: and that was
Cornwall. Treelined were its curving avenues and spadislandscaped lawns; harmonious
and troublefree they fashioned it, for pipeffing Dads in elbowpatched cardigans and pearl
necklaced Moms in starched apronstrings. Here they lived the commutably géaublife
rich, perhaps, but certainly of the uppardmost class, and always aspiring to achieve the
élite.

Public-spirited were they, players of golfgame and bridgerubber at the Unicorn
Country Club; takers of pride in Cornwall és
and in t hos @gsud elldcrdbber vadistiond an tha BardiKitten theme.
Innumerable were the glasses of freshpoured milk and plates of freshbaked cookies awaiting
theirH i Mo mOBEwdmmeturn from school (always through the kitchen door, never
through the front).

For Cornwall was their hearth and HOEwum, their stylishly plush cocoon: the Great

American Dream made flesh in Good Old Heartland U.S.A., where God was ever in His

of

b
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Heaven and Old Glory up Its Pole.
To the immediate east of this Wondersuburb lay anoth@nmemity, one of humbler
bedrooms. Less rolling were its hills, less verdant its landscape; on rigidly rectangular lots
were its bungalows built, fronted by patches of seedy lawn: and that was Chesterfield. Here
the Dads went to bowling alleys clad in Blaon and chinos, the Moms in curlers and Capri
pants. Myriad were the Copenhagen snuff tins kicked by their Jan@®is offspring
(sometimes along the sidewalk, sometimes into the gutter) en route HOEwum to feast on
Fizzies and pork rinds.
Now betweerCornwall and Chesterfield, like a moat or hedge, ran fabled South 48th
Street. Due west of this borderline, beyond heraldic arches, clomb the immaculate Cornish
entryway known as Penzance Boulevard; but east of 48th this same thoroughfare narrowed
and sgged into Chesterfield as plebeian Pawnee Road.
Two doors down from the corner of 48th and Pawnee, there amongst the chuckholes
and Chevy pickups and transitorized rockabilly, could be found a bungalow wondrous to
behold. Crammed it was with unChestédien brica-brac: African masks and Chinese
screens, a Russian samovar and a Persian narghile, jolly green Buddhas on pedestals and little
carven owls orétagéres.A grand (if shopworn) piano filled half the living room; the other
half was taken up by perpetual house party.
Presiding at the piano was a composite of the jolly Buddha and carven owl. Shortish
was he and corpulent too, but sporting the natty wardrobe and elegant manners of a true
chevalier. A lover of fine wines, of choice victuals, @fthstakes and long odds and hundred
to-one shots, he was equally convivial as guest or host. Lavishly would he entertain in either
capacity and largely would he spend, far more than he coulddsfarée was only a
collateral Derente, a cadet offshoobkwn t o hi s cousins as ALucky |
(Sardonic, all the Derentes were; cutlery kings, after all.)
Nonetheless they marveled at how lucky Pierre proved to be, time and again, at
charming the pants off | adi esotheonébethadhe st ayed
espoused: Antoinette, who hailed from Louisie

never saying Al o when she could utter AAh. O
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fleshed and even more sociable, she dabbled in the lécaeare (though frequently heard to
sigh about how New Orleans beat Demortuis all hollow) and doted on extravagant
divertissements. Half the house on Pawnee she filledobjdgtsand the other half with those
who painted, sculpted, and crafted them,g@leni de act or s and dancers ai
fellow musicians. Seldom did the merriment lapse at that wondrous bungalow, and seldom
would the revelers take their le@veven if the gas or electricity were shut off, for intervals
dependent on how well Luckjierre could live up to his name at the poker table, pool hall, or
racetrack.
Then at the age of thirty Antoinette found herself carrying an unexpecteda:hi
So trumpetingly thunderingly was its presence felt that it earned the working titlepdiait
(or ElI 6phun, in its motherds patois). And | i
bright world, holding o or ind for seventeen days past its due date and then through
seventeen hours of laborious delivery, till Antoinette informedki/iRierre that if he wanted

a second child, he could dadblame rent him a dadgum uterus and have it bacosvioleu!

self.

Thus, from the very outset, was their son destined to be-arawhenly.

From Elephant he quickly came to be known as Heffajuand so by degrees as
ALumpy.-ands olthuas | ump of fresh c¢clay was he, thr

Who would mold him into a goodly vessel, staunch and strong?

At an extremely precocious age he realigatre bleuYhat he could handle this
fabrication all by himself.

Your selfmade vessel, adroitly molded, could be put on like a suit of clothes and
carried roundabout with you, wheresoever you might be taken. And what with playing Little
Ricky to your parent s Olstofiveesesobvarsto azvapdyoormesd t her e
up at, in and out of Demortuis.

AGot to tickle some ivories!o Lucky Pierre
never too young to |l earn how to bust a few cl

Lumpyods wagmés omm home: Ensangl ant ®5s on t he We
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dinner cr°pes approached Antoinetteds exactir
Avenue, where Amos the headwaiter never failed to ask if the young gentleman would care
forpoita 06 mocha java?0; or the Blue Rib Bone
might be rocked to sleep during live performances by Cannonball Adderley or Eddie

ACl eanheadd Vinson.

From time to time his vessel was toted off to Lake Severn to visit one othéeof
the family enclaves: Le Tranchant (domain of
Rasoir (stomping grounds of Jacques ¥ Un c | e & &nd ImsksandJazzbo). The original
Jacques Derente, born to a long line of Calvinisticgmxaders, hd emigrated from Lyonnais
to the Middle West back when most folk there ate with elaspes, and the only forks to be
found were in the roads. By peddling overpriced flatware to outbound-Nomnys,

Jacques had founded a business that bonanzafieduple generations later when stainless

steel was introduced. So now there were Der ¢
coastto-coast kitchen drawers and sewing rooms and medicine cabinets; and immense

payloads of freshcut income trundlingdowné r oad t o Lake Severné

et hough not so much, simoleonwise, to cade

All the more reason to lose no time in molding your own vessel, and with the materials
at hand.

In the beginning there were HanBarbera characters scrawled in thick soft pencil on
cheap coarse paper: Yogi and BBoo and Quick Draw McGraw, Flintstone and Jetson
flotsam and jetsam. The castsR&fanutsandPogoandPopeyeoo, copied out of the funny
pages or off the TV screen.

(ASo wher-eds?&clobgt er Kitefly would one d
Lumpybds initial portfolio. AAfter my time, 0O
morning cartoons arounda@itT he Secr et SigHwoiw rcealn Sh oew.eor r esp
again?06 Skeeter would sigh.)

Climbing the Crayola ladder from infantile 8 to routine 16 to the more sophisticated
24, to that unforgettable Christmatcking yield of the magnificent &8after whch the 64

seemed anticlimactic, buiih sharpener or no. Fit only for overindulged children, of whom
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there were many across South 48th Street; as glimpsed through bungalow windows, while still
a small lump, then at closer hand from kindergarten onoydh this required an annual
transfer into the Bander 6s Natch School Distr
stickier red tape with each succeeding year.)
Tempera, watercolor, agreeably messy charcoal sticks. Deeper talents being tapped, a
seres of private lessons arranged by Antoir@tt®thing so fancy as that sounded, of course.
The tutor was a starveling artist with a Jon Gnagy goatee, who always managed to arrive just
as dinner was being served. But from him Lumpy learned the basicspéptave and
proportion, and rudimentary caricature.
Visualcaricature, that is; verbal came naturally.
(ANot French for nothing, o0 as Lucky Pierre
Being a rather fattish boy and having a Cyrawsge from earliest childhood, Lumpy
soon cara to rely on the sarcastic riposte. Yes, Valved know how to play kickball, |
helped inventthegardey our ver sionés pretty | ame compar e
Oh, | 6ve got a bi g maksseo, mehtuhnihn?g aonfllenmgio | Swdannott
friendd (phonkP here ya go: plenty more where that came fiom
Didnét endear him to the juvenile | outs of
Nor yet to its little Orange Girls, though Peyton took notice of them pretty damn
pronto. (Not bignosed for nothing, either.)
Having been a rather fattish boy his osecre blewself, Lucky Pierre put Lumpy to
liting weights, shadowboxing, and other exercises of the saipneariety. In this he was
seconded by Lumpyds third cousin alesd surrogat
Jacques VI).
The Derentes engaged in a lot of Kennedyesque touch football at Lake Severn, and
Jazzbo recruited Lumpy to hold the line for Le Bord du Rasoir. Height he inherited from
Antoinettebs Louisiana f or eHgbalorisbilloffamel Kk fr om b
Swiftly did Lumpy grow, broad and stout and somewhat clumsy but entirely tenacious: ever
steadfast on the line of scrimmage, stonewalling the abhorred team from Le Tranchant. Thus

was a new layer added to his vessel; yet seld@s his mind on gaining yards or blocking



Sk eet er Sugardadey Gnfgséos 171

kicks or running interference, but on how this would be a surefire means of impressing little

Orange Girls.

AA grape, a glass of water, half a macar oc

Thrust home! Touché! Ho Cyrano!

The hand, for too |l ong, was Lumpyobs own,

Partly with pen and ink, in pictorial depiction of Orange Girls in imagined undress.
Nothing so nasty as that sounded, of course; this was Art. And puberty had only just struck.
And inthose day#®layboy his chief reference book, still airbrushed away everything of a
clinical nature.

At any rate these premature fuippities brought him his first repute as an artist. His
first loutish camaraderie, first income from commissions, finsk @ext several brushes with
official censorship. All of which stood him in valuable stead when he started ninth grade at
Cornwall High Schod

0 and got snapped up as a scrub guard on the JV squad by brusque Coach Tucker,
who each fall informed new freste n t hat Cornwall 6s mascot was
way would he tolerate angellowStreaks profaning his gym with their vile ochre presence!

Now two years earlier this homily had been delivered to four boys who promptly
formed a Yellow Streak fellwship and amateur rock band. To them it seemed obvious that
in every house on Penzance Boulevard, every person sat down three times a day to dine and
sup and break their fast anew upon a big brimming bowl of Shredded Bullshit.

This past spring the YelloBtreaks had distributed canarglored attacks on the
shooti ngs aFcobReevou KW BIS MEANSWIA R ! | Ovér Xhe intervening
summer they had nurtured these broadsheets into a multipaged underground newspaper called
Streaky BaconAnd with a copy of this in hand did Lumpy approach them to volunteer his
journalistic services.

A grandly tendered offer, disdained at first by the revolutionari2anny Bananas

MacBean, Armageddon Bedlington, Joe Mitchell the Mellow Yellow Streak (who had

connet i ons) and Snortindé T. N. Tweedle (who ut

of legend imperishable. (Ah! like honey upon whaleeat toast was the color of her eyes

Fall



172 Sk eet er Sugardadey dorfedsor

and her hair!) Not only was Lumpy a pedestrian ngrdider, but also a pigskjock-in-the-
making and therefore suspect of narkish proclivities.

On the spot, armed only with a Bic ballpoint, he dashed off a series of satirical efforts:
Spiro Agnew sampling demonweed, David and Julie Eisenhower in the Two Virgins album
coverpose, dni s Joplin and Jimi Hendr i xortaeatr i vi ng at
costumes.

This last, redrawn in Indian ink, was accepted for the next issBeedky Bacomas
wer e sever al-upmefmostsu \Wipch €parkegh dutnage among the $isteds,
Cornwall Highdés burgeoning feminist movement,
delved into what they hoped was the occult.
issue appeared, the Sister Hoods fell upon every available copy and pldsereudth
patches stating THIS EXPLOITS WOMEN!

The Yell ow Streaks, adding ACHBac@KRENS TOO,
half-price.

Their cartoonist provocateur had been sigr
in recognition of his inflammatory apide, the Streaks bestowed upon him a great and
powerful honorific:

Outlandish Wizard of Schnoz.

(Becausdecausdecause becauS8eCAUUUUSEE )

(Ho Cyranenose!)

So when Coach Tucker ordered the honoree to desist forthwith from this sedition, or
else give up any hope of someday becomimgraity scrub, Lumpy felt entitled to throw out
his Right Guard. | f -edfdothald tomehor tackl®dthe spwnong t o p |
point in seeing the season through. Oh, | 6V e
Coach: handing in my helmet, haf((lonkpgndup my cl
follow the Yellow Streak Road!

*
Storied times then followed, and st deeds done by dark and light and grey areas

in-between.
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O the outbursts, the upflares, the pitched battles with Armageddon Bedlington
(would-be Weatherman) who favored militant stridency over idle satire! O the euphoria, the
hilarity, being immersedah the spirit of infinite festival, absorbed by freedom and beauty and
grapeboycott! O how La Belle Debbie caused the swearing of oaths, bringing about an
improbable Last Alliance of Yellow Streaks and Sister Hoods to achieve that most glorious of
revoluionary happenings: the Day of the Banana Peels at Cornwall High School!

Truly this was the stuff of balladry and folklore.

For the Wizard of Schnoz, that storied epoch culminated in a summer road trip via
Jazzbobs new L e Macheschedng lesfeammesaun Mogedduesd brl e |
Achasing country twattail, o0 as Jazzbo phrasec
and seek and yoicks! tallyho! inside a borrowed sleeping bag outside Rapid City, South
Dakota, with Miss4D o nKe¢lPregnantwhose apostasy would have caused the nuns to
drop their teeth. (Whdtadher name been? Mol Iy Mal oney? K
redundant, anyway.)

No matter. Next morning, Whatshername went wheresoever.géadam Jazzbo,
leaving his Carly Simoiookalike in her Jeep Wagoneer waterbed, got behind the wheel of the
LeMans and leaned on its horn. And the Wizard of Schnoz had to resume his lumpish old
vessel as kid cousin riding shotgun, very muc

So much for culminabin.

Jazzbo would go on to Dartmouth and the Wharton School of Finance, losing his
Jazzboness over time and becoming fiJacques VI
Chesterfield, to Lucky Pierre and Antoinette and their uninterrupted bungalow péstyto
Cornwall High School, from which most of the Yellow Streaks had grad@atiadng, it
would seem, the very much interrupted | egends

In their absence the remnants of the Last Alliance tried to persevere, tormaenen
serving up an occasional fresh rashestwéaky BaconBut the entire fabric of awareness
seemed to be unraveling before them: the war abruptly over, POWs brought home, military
draft blowing no more! And then the energy of America, once sodami, grew steadily

more scarce; even as Richard Nixon, once so impenetrable, stagedmnaosiow downfall
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upon the tapeecorded sword he had forged for himself.
So too did the Wizard of Schnoz feel: like a-aotballoon taking a gradual leak. He
had gone nortkby-northwest with a lapsed Catholic damsel at the foot of Mount Rushmore,
with four stonefaced Presidents lookingdoandsTiLL the little Orange Girls of Cornwall
didndét act i mpressed! They foundubbachet; t oo gal
and too snide, too sarcastic, which on the teen machismo scale ranked right up with sensitivity
and enjoyment of Broadway showtunes.
Neither of which did anything to slake a constant burning lust to strip the clothes off
every woman in schoalh town, and the wide bright world beyond. Nary a resource had
Lumpy to rely on but Franedmerican wit; and fueled by frustration he honed his gibes till
they took on a caustic cutlass edge, to pin down and needle away at his female classmates.
Thus wa another coating added to his vessel. And these means achieved him some
ends among lonely Rapun#gpes, who would let down their hair (to a certain extent, yes)
when baited by rapscallions seeking to clamber up that Certain &xtent
0 only to be let dow, in turn, by damnable lumpishness.

Popping the buttons off -aeRapushel o ubldo ws
wrenching the hooks boughgthhti sol ugeLiEeeEfdmhbnéditohr a ( Al
The incredible pitfalls of getting to secobdse. Cornwallettes almost always dressed
expensively, and Lumpy had to shell out a hell of & lithout any reciprocation worth

mentioning to make amends after each infrequent date.
( But WIZARD, dammit!)

After a momentary silence spake

Some Vess of a more ungainly make;

AThey sneer at me for | eaning al/l a
What! did the Hand then of the Pott:

Shake, rattle and roll.
Resigning himself to a senior year of Cyranohood, he astounded the school by making
a spitin-their-eye run for tke presidency of the Cornwall Student Council. And by offering

the assembled electorate an upfront bribe of thirty dollars for the job. And by wagering his
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feeble (but welimeaning) opponent Larry Hayes that the loser should get his head&haved
therebygar ant eeing Hayesods victory.

Though only at the poll s. Who now can sa\y
Shaving his head before a large crowd of paying spectators, he gained a powerful resemblance
to Telly Savalas, whose serig€sjak happened to premiere that month. And with the new
cueball came a staggering leap in his personal seductability.

Clustering round they came.

Clusteryround they were.

Orange Girls squeamish no more, resistant no more, eagerly offering their sweet
macaoony selves by the b§od cookiejarful.

(Stick a feather in youwwvHO LOVES YA BABY cap!)

So fiswat ho was not the word for what he pi
transformed into Lex Lothario, andpforhere was
Let the Valverts drag their dates to burger joints; the Wizard of Schnoz knew how to
demonstrat@anaché

AEnsangl ant ®6 s ? Reall y? Oh wow! But t ha

Al woul dnét s ulbcheapgmy waowecti@uanyyt hi(mfbg no, Go

Lessr macaroons he t odfkT abol eT of dodrd st wSot, e aAknmhoosy, ¢
o0 6 mo c B whilg tlkeoecasional hatt-get player got smuggled into the Blue Rib
Bone on Rookery Row. And Lucky Pierre, if on ivargkling duty that night, would strike
up eiflds Get |t Ono or Al ém Gonna Love You Jus

Afterward, more often than not, they did and he would.

His old Lumpy reputation came in handy here, as the cookies hastened to unbutton
and unhook themselves and so spare their pricey gpper me nt s . (Which didnt¢
Wizard from busting the zipper on a skirt, say, or reducing pantyhose to a set of split ends.)

(Apache dance time!)

Peeling and squeezing Orange Girls meant no more time for peeling bananas and
squeezing oubtreakyBacons. Instead he spent his last semester at Cornwall High editing its

sanctioned school newspaper, Hiash; and learned a bit about orthodox journalism when he
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wasnot hosting staff bacchanal s. (Why waste
your chromedome?)
Watergate was all the rage in those days, but no impeachment did the Wizérd seek
not with all these macaroonies clustering round, thank you Jesus. Not even feeble Larry
Hayes did he target, other than to rub it in editori@hashafter Flash) about the ultimate
results of their election wager. Finally Larry lost his wed#aning marbles one bright cold
April day: stripping to the toe, taking to his heels, and cavorting through the halls of Cornwall
High School as the bawessed Lasvf the Yellow Streaks.
*
Thus it came to an end, that age of the wt
Cornwall and Chesterfield would endure, and South 48th Street would go on cleaving
them asunder. Penzance Boulevard would continue its immaculate aseamd heraldic
arches, granting access to those privileged enough to live on (or make deliveries to) Tintagel
and Boscastle, Camelford and St. Ives. But never again would Cornwall see the like of the
Glorious Revolution, celebrating the most cornucopibmsand Peace and Hope; for the
contents of that incandescent hourglass have been scattered and mingled with less illustrious
sands.
Or so reflected the Wizard of Schnoz, unable to sleep one dank dark August night,
shortly before he too headed off to legleducation otherwhere. Rising before dawn, he
scaled Penzance Hill and wandered its darkling empty pavements.
In-a-GaddadaVida they cometh, but out from the Presence they goeth, to dwell and
snore in the Land of Nod: thus had ever beersihéanst cycle. Forward from ashes,
backward to dust; rounding about upon itself, biting its own tail as might a mad dog or a
Worm Ouroboros.
The Wizard found his feet taking him down to Tulgey Park, to a duckpond there
ringed with willow trees. On this quaak®e strand had the Yellow Streaks held many a rally,
passed many a demonic calumet from hand to hand. (Ah! to take it direct from La Belle
Debbi edédsulhcoenteyl i ps! and then to overindul ge i

mellow connections!)
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Storied times.
Storied deeds.
Outl andi she
He picked up and flung pondwards a single stone that vanished from sight, or what
would have been sight had it not been 5 AM. One stone thrown and others to follow, chosen
at random and hurled unseen, with cl@HPLOOP to testify they ever existed at all. Larger
stones he chose now, harder did he fling them; bigger SHPLOOPS he achieved, with ripples
now visible in the dawnés early | ight. Circl
come back home agricometh and goeth, around and ar@und
0 till along came a wind blowing wrinklewaves across the duckpond: waves that

overwhelmed the ripples, and wiped away the circles, and smoothed out the surface of the
water.
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Chapter XVIII

Dilated Nostrils

AAl cohol , 0 said Peyton Derent e, Ai's the ke
Thunkwent the pitcher as it was set before him.

AJust so! o0 Peyton agreed. AThink, thank,

We thank you for this beer in part

Because it makes us think so smart! ¢
(Ulg-ulg-ulg-u | g . ) AAhhhh! Precisely. Drink up,
NoLadi esd i s a sexist term, 0 Mercedes Beni
AWomen, then. Fell ow student s!DilatedMut ual g

Pupils, | hope ahtrust:

In Dilated Pupils I trust and hope
6Cause when they contract | candt c

(Ulg-ulg-ulg-u | g . HHHH! Hed hear. If | do hearsay mygelb

AThat 6s funny, 0o said Dawn Swi ft.

AWhat i s?0
A6DiIi |l ated Pupils. 6 Did you make that up?a
AThe oo cTeexdupletsy e s . 0O Leering at them i mmo

finger this way and that along his new smudgestache, added to embellish the broad/blunt/

banked Nose above. Altogether big and burly was Peyton by now, with glittering eyes under
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sardonidids under squaredff brow extending upward into stark arrant egghead.
He refilled his mug from the emptying pitcher and beckoned to the bar for
refreshment. No fuss, no fret; no doubts, no debtcept that which the bar owed Peyton
Derente for his ingluable patronage. Still a few weeks shy of his twentieth birthday, but a
grizzled veteran of four semesters at Merely $Auch of that time spent right here at
Marr 6s Bar on the Milky Way, holding court at
(Ulg-ulg-ulg-u I g . ) NfHaaaa! To be sure. One of
establishment with a pewter tankard, qtszed, with my name engraved upon it in Gothic
characters. o
(Thunk.)
AGot hic characters?o
Straight out 0 bldpFreagl Tippetta,Ahe Whole gaRgooeOurang

OQut angs. All ow me to pour you anodtoher é and

5t

(Ulg-ulg-ulg-u | g . ApaA! GidHe s tAnd naav.for a little pipeful of something. May |
offer you ladied excuse me, yomutual® alight? Strictly in the spirit of welcome

wagonning. o

AMor et dbdckegamidgMer cedes. A know a snowj
A Wh e nhesgrone ? 0Silent snoowj ob, secret snowj
AYeah whatever. We can | i g Winstansifor own, t he

herself and Dawn, contributing their fumes to the already stfildaroom.
Peyton, puffing licentiously at his long wooden pipe, drank them both in. Both
newcomers to campus: Dawn Swift, a drowsy young Briinnhilde, very fair and sedase, wh
white jersey put you in mind of yodeling milkmaids; and Ms. Mercedes Quite Contrary, a
paisan Demortuisian with red hair, gingersnap eyes, and crackihtddkattitude. How does
hergar den gr ow? Less abundant | pmantAlmezing Dawn 6 s ,
Technicolor Dreamblouse worn halpen (as any optimist could clearly see) despite the
feminist rhetoric and February weather.
Pretty mutuals in a row: set O0em up and me

Starting with the oldest trick in the whole damn béanmurage them to talk about
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themselves.
ASo Mercedes, you were telling us about t
AOh right. Well anyway, | kind of ran out

work as arau pairfor a few weeks for this old aple who actually lived not too far from the

center of town, so | was able to catch most of the galleries and @aldmebffizi and

Bargello and all. God it was beautiful .o
AGosh, | bet, o0 sighed Dawn. Ailéd |l ove to
Al t §yas pe.alust take a semested @lign up for a student package deal
AOh, I dondét know. My fol ks arehemad enouoc
And itdos not I|Iike 1 6m even any farther away f
expensie, but | want to |l earn about ceramics, Vyo
meaneo

Yo ho dee oh lay heeent her jersey.
AJust so, just so, 0 said Peyton, squeezing

AReal l y!o Mercedes agulegdf,r dmkhergp 6Gdwn iemul g g

them browbeat you! Wedothings, to makethingsmampent s e we war
Wort hwhile and fulfilling things! You canot
AwWell said, well said.o
ADamn right wg) | said. o (Ulg
AANnd vy eittcomesaight downtoit, howeasp i € ? 0

Uhéo said Mercedes.

1]

A?0 | ooked Dawn.
So Peyton took back the conversational tiller, steering it toward more navigable
topics. Second oldest trick in the book: allow them to hear atmufor awhile. (Orat
length. And at breadth.)
Tell them about you and the rest of the Di
staged last fall when the Dean invited Tom Wolfe Himself to come lecture Merely SAD on
The Painted Wordpr an undisclosed but probably ek@tant fee. To which Henry

Bramham, the Minimalist sculptor, objected on both philosophic and economic grounds,
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going so far as to lodge a formal protest and urge others on campus to follow suit.

A conceptuaprotest had then been masterminded by IsOldelt e r bur n, Mer el y
semicelebrated Performing Arts instructor, and mounted by her star pr@étégéesup who
kept changing their collective name but were known for the moment as the Salamander
Troi ka. Theydd i nt end e df Burnt Offeringatableaux, bue | at e st
were obliged to retool this at the last inclement minute and turn it into a Burial in the muddy
East Quad.

Enter the Dilated Pupils. N AmAaRla@dy can pl
scoPeandDEPTHto be a Dilated Pupld!nat to mention a preference for unyoked idleness
over starchy abstraction, and foArtfdiumamngi ng out

magazinebs decrees:

5t

Pai-sbbesogl et e?0
A A4mustbe-apoliticaka c t ? 0
A T h-eanleeno-escapdromi deol ogy ?o0
(Gangway there, Jackson; weobve got a bucke
Clearly a counterdemonstration was called for. Not so much in defense of Tom Wolfe
Himself, as to irk and tweak the Salamander Troika; andmanuch the entire Troika as its
top banana, a hyperthyroid case named Elizabeth Goade; and not so much BetheGsade
as her nonstop playing Houyhnhram-the-brink to their Yahoosvertheverge.
In an earlier generation Beth might well have beso@al deb, hailing as she did from
a wellheeled family, looking as she did like a malnourished young Kate Hepburn, whinnying
(rahlly she did) Bryn Mawrily. As a performance artist she was a standout: while the other
Troikarinas tended the Burnt Offeritgbachi, scattering ash and dust, Beth would strike
spasmodic postures with head flung back, nostrils agape, and eyes popping out of their
socketd inot wunli ke a colt realizing itbés trapped
And about to be irked and tweaked.
When the Troika masltheir East Quad entrance, they found the Dilated Pupils
prominent among those awaiting Burial there. Isobel Otterburn, regarding them with the

ut most distrust, signaled for a halt; but not
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-expressioned, they wefilming the proceedings with a Super 8 camera. And celluloid, to
the conceptuami nde d, wa s -ongoktlemeckahidalinddie;it-lendsaadidation
to-anyartistice ndeavor . 0
So the Troika (careful to stay in frame) carried on with thewmwsting and finger
cymbals and plastic floral arrangements and-tagerded laments. But when Beth Goade
went into her firstcoin-abog cont ortion, each of the D.P. 0:
papiermaché mask with protuberant eyeballs, cavermmssrils, flair scope & depth:
ADO THE RASPBURI AL

ARi ght there in the East Quad, too, 0 said

recalling exploits from ages |l ong past. AHI g
under those Salamandera&nd proved our point: the bitter part ofvalt8d i | at i on. 0
AYou, 0 said Mercedes, fAnhave been talking t

AThat 6s because | 6vmycheseh, bahkingspongded, f
hand on his heart.
Ohglga

Not demtaklkly in earnest. I plan to be ai

=1

=1

to penetrate to the heart of things. o

ANot by smydmriomg dowrdre not, 0 said Mercede
amazing technicolafrse.arfiYpuudeRkRt snepught mo be

A Wel | , little ebanvfer tha poor old straight and nar@wr rather for the
straight butnot narrowd so best leave BOT of roond 0

A G o dHat sounds exactly like something this pig of a dickhead who made me go
with him to Lisbon and then dumped me just as | was trying to sneak a few bottles of Fonseca
through customs absolutely spooked with dread that | was going to end up in some Portugese
womendés prison would have said!o

AfDoes it?0 asked Dawn.

AANnd | oOr essaeindt Piety,t on. Al 61 | bikhaovapiggfau know
dickhead. o

Mercedes broke up a bit at that (foxy lady laughter!) so Peyton pressed on, wondering
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aloud whether even a pig of a dickhead might be permitted to buy a couple of newaomers

couple of drinks.Properd r i nks, mind you. 0 vdikaegtomatojuicteed a @ h:

and horseradish?
AYuck! 0O

nlt does have a touch of

d ieareallatmb ust i ous,

students, are we not ?é c(kT hirne ea Wil luds hT, wr kheey sa,d

out to share his four beers with the plumbing:uilgrulg-ulg.

Hardly likely that the girls would bolt without a taste of the hard stuff (haw). And
hardly |likely that theydd paanyorelsadmudhas ar

for it

glass of HO without receiving C.O.D. Of course, some audacious rival might take advantage

of Peytonds absence t o bothgyls couldbespiitad gwayimso but U

brief an intervad especially not Ms. Foxy Redipple Alert Benison, nossir.

He adjusted himself, washed his hands, dried them on the last paper towel out of the

dispenser (oho!) and returned to the babble of the rabble. Glancing at his corner table to find

the pretty mutuellegoneb no, coming backsitting down; evidently having paid their own

respects to the porcelain. Good for them! Prudent ladies! All our bladders empty, ply them

both with plentg action! action! we all faw dowh

He collected his three Turkeys from Mr. Marr and transportechilteremoniously,

to the corner, acknowledging hoots from the rabble with a wink and a nod and an inclination

of the Nose.
Peytonds waitindé

Peytonds waitindé

AHer e we glasses high bgive you the state of Windohwa, where you can

buy true boozat the age of nineteen:

Let us toast the Land of Milk and Cookies
And the Merely School of Art & Design!
Me a veteran and you two rookies

Drinking whiskey &6cause

(ULG-ul g.) -piaMMM And so say

al

it 6s

of

gui cker
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=]

What do yallyourdtime corsing aprwith these chads?o h! t her eds t

dreamy Robert! o

AiThat who?0o
ARobert Somebody,d®dhad ButA. desds nhdDreds gme. O
AOh, yddHAL, meami d P e y-atting thunderclagof laughtera | |

A6Dr eamy TRalhcpiald@dme for hi m! Wedl |l all have

i mmedi ately!o
Dawn stirred. Alf his nameb6s Roberté why
AHeds t he pr i &our@haiimanDithe®Boar.dl migsalfstarted off as
ToastmasteCorpaal, before catapulting to my presénd

AYeah right good for you, 0 said Mercedes.

seeing anyone? Ohdad on 6t ohedg &y mei sndt he? God! Just
Al doubt that Chair mamorikvanhen(orsheegont er est ed i
iguanas) j ust a big shiny pile of money. 0

AHey, whaowbygsesiegeowbody putting on their

time already, can it?0o0

AAl most twelve, 0 said Peyton. ATheyodr e he
at the Mercurg Barry Lyndon] bel i eve. But the company here
think |1 6l &dogive it a miss

ABut Robertds going, i s s!6UMO Baery?’Llgndon( Cr ani ng
hunh?o (Up and struggl i rghtdimyt ¢ ihed epasi kae)y 0:¢
withhimd maybe |1 611 just tag along. Oh um t hanks
it again sometime good luck with that Dilatec

Drumdrumdrumwe nt Peyt onds f imcagtabletsp. on t he gritt
And the overobvious jukebox chiming in wit
Sweet. Right. But no: all was nDesolation BoulevardThere remained one

heavenly body on the Milky Wéyno snap, no crackle, but yodeling carlottas worth their

weight in heveho gold. Her eyelids goinguhlink, buhlink:1 ooki ng | i ke t heyodd

up so | ate in Dawn Swiftés |ife.



Sk eet er Sugardadey Gnfgséos 185

Al 6m very glad youbve come to Merely SAD,
AUhhhm?06 she went, peering at him with midl
Schell, Dawn,schnell.
He ran a thick finger this way and that along her blonde Valkyrie braids, into the collar
ofherjersef quit that dancing down t h&aventualywe donot
reaching the cuff of one sleeve. Taking her lax gldeind in both of his, he raised it almost

to his |Iips and announced, fAYou have nine day
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Chapter XIX

No-Nazz

So: college followed, art school here in Elsew, Merely SAD on the Milky Way with its
lights and sights and shops and stops and coffeehouses ar@hth@wses; brighter then
than now. Drawing and Design in the classroom, seventh row center at the Méreatsr,
and that cor ned octupyind neoreard mdieof irad tsne Beatrby, and woe
to any man who dared set butt ther ewomant hout I
who dared; double haw.)

Six years he quaffed and waxed fat,not so much fat as portly Orson Wellesy: a
gargantuan tankardanging master of rounds and reveisll your mugs! We leave no keg
untapped before its timeWlercedes Benison was there, between trips to Australia and
Trinidad and the maternity wardVho else? That languid ceramics major with the golden
heavehos; and those two rich kids who played at being nonconformist printmakers; and that
glassblowing divorcée who ran off with a van full of archaeologists; and that unfortunate
sculptorwhotrangfr r ed t o t he Music Academy and went s
forget Vincent Van Gogh Jr., who outdid them all by committing outright suicide.

Studio majors: go figger O0em.

Peyton ate and drank and smoked with them, but declined the chaeert® of
them; trading in his vaguely journalistic ambitions to concentrate on Art History as Dr.

Ecklebury had suggested.
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Even so, he was still a wizard when it came to pen and ink. In those days there was a
freewheeling local tabloid called the Els®le-Nazzput out by fdAall t he ki ng
A. K. A. Enterprises. o For them Peytogheldi d | ir
yolk-spilling masthead logo, and a comic panel calegss You Had to Be Ther@Guess
you had, at that: someremde never got it, objecting to suc
and Twitch Someoneodo&ngédBrnmlyi Pelwmi EnhgagdngC
Old-Ti me Revolution, 06 when Reagan was elected P

Heady times, up to that point. And there was pawticularly heady young woman in
theNo-Nazzo f fi ce, at Marr s Bar, in Peytonbs apar:t
| ackeé

As the Eighties descended in hdide earnest, causing thio-Nazzto fold and the
Dilated Nazztrils to break up and thatrpcular young woman to break down, to pay Peyton
back in full for any misdemeanors hedd ever ¢

Guess you had to be there.

Once upon a time.

Immediately after which came the freakish news from Quebec about Lucky Fidrre a
Antoinette.

With the eventual (though still astonishing) legacy from their estate, Peyton could do
as he pleasédnot anything,of course, but he was able to settle his debts, invest in some
T-bills, place a down payment on condo #809 at the Cheve¢ d_bit more easily.

And get back together, the summer before last, with some of the old A.K.A. gang.

Bonzo Krauss was nowhere to be found (nothing new there) and the Muffin Man had been

born again as John Amber s ondthdiredsaurces and put Wi t ne s
out a special onshot edition that went over very well. Response was gratifying and sales far

better than forecadtso much so, in fact, that they were able to raise seed money and plan
resumption of regular publication. Peytion his part threw in a couple more grand, signed

on as Contributing Consultant, and found himself grossly outnumbered when a majority of the
staff opted to figo with the flow. 0

(Dread phrase.)
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First they moved uptown to a suite in the Moonan Tower, laaidvwas just the start.
They switched from tabloid newsprint to a sli
AState of the Arto coverage, and removing t he
No more smoke shop or condoimgmail ads, either; fldpage spreads instead for fancy
restaurants, fashionable resorts.
Not just bad but even worse: they went so far as to scrap the cracked shell, mop up
the spilled yolk, and stick a saserif CURRENT on the cover. It would be the Elsew
No-Nazzno more.
Loud in opposition to all these ploys, Peyton got outlobbied, outvoted, and told he
could either abide by the flow or climb off the pot. So he took to mailing in his comic
contributions, drawn along morda@uess You Had to Be Thdirees; and had the
sdisfaction of seeing them appearGarrentmagazi neds first five 1issue
But not in the last three. Ima Gene the art director had promised (over the phone) to
include at leasbneo f Peyt on 6 s Curert#nthe Jamdady ssud aboutitanioe p
to bed without ANY Derente effort, as Peyton had discovered just in time.
Which was why he was sitting here in this excruciating chair across a futuristic matte
black desk from a Sergio Valente suit containing his oldest friend in Elsew: a man whose
mate-black doorsign and deskplate re@dBERT S. HALLOWDAY, but who had never been
known in his twentynine years as Bob or Bobby or Rob or Robbie. Always as Hal.
Not unlike the looneyuneSpace Odyssaypomputer, as Peyton used to enjoy

reminding him.

ASpeaking of which, h a v ®etdrn ottloerdgrtl a bmetna te?do y o

AThat 6s right, 0 said Hal. AYou havenodt vi
it. o Al'l the | atest gizmos andngygdoiget ry wer e
burning red.

ASpi ffy, o went Peyton. ALast time | droprg
your furniture was waterstaimr o wn . Living a little beyond oL

AA few creatur e c oddinglecopgsalesboddingesa t i sing i s

suppliers extend credit | imits. Al part of
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On his matteblack slab of a back wall were the chrefremed covers of each
Current,May through December, the latter now on newsstands everywhere. All busthe fi
featured a pretty young staretoded in leotard and legwarmers (November) or a button
down business suit (October) or artopthe-minute clubhopping outfit (September, the last
issue in which a Derente cartoon appeared). December, #8, had a thdeitand
herringbone trenchcoat on a ringer for Nastassia Kinski, to illustrate the theme of
MEGAWORK.
Megamisdemeanor.
Alf you recall, 0 Peyton said, Al ma Gene ca
about current events. | congratulated her; | wad gp hear you were going to take on an

issue of substance for once, atdast

AWedbve had this discussion before, o Hal re

Al 611 grant you that iSakedhotopictandglhand t he Be
t hermonucl ear wa r league nodttoverpywiset brtidispendtalsaid s a me
weekend drawing this so you could squeeze it
hear youdre not wusing it.o

Hal glanced down at the black ellipses on the white bristol board on hisbizatke
blotter. The panel in questio@ONFIDENCEMAN (Ronald Reagan, costumed super not to
say duper heroically) welcoming you to the WarGames video arcade, where you could invade
Grenada, shoot down Korean airliners, blow up Beirut with truck bombs, or Aéralbay

After by having a radioactive cyclone descend upon Kansas.

APeytonéodo said Hal. ATheedse arendt the Se\
Al am aware of the date. |l can even tell
ANot by my watch. YoWormrtelaltilye spoiud €. get ¢

Peyton scowled significantly at a chrome decanter on a 1otk credenza. Not

guarterto-f our (or whatever) for nothing; but Hal
APublishing is a risky businessytve he went
chair. AYou have to go whe CarenytotherYounge ader shi g

Upwardly-Mobile Professional markéto
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AYumpind yi mminy. o

fid because theuy. TheNo-Nazzc r owd di dndét ; thhmt 6s why it
TodayoOsliketebaydetr s | ive the good |ife, and why s
consumed 0

AEnj oy being consumptive. |l s that why you

and installitonthenevere ver ?20

AThat 6s how we do busineso,ntmrowadays. E v e
AAnd if | were to say you owe me two thou:
APeyton, 06 Hal exhaled, straightening up, F

your share of any and all profits, when/if. Now, you asked to see me about your sulgmission
so |letbds oWwt to the chase

We, it seemed, had a problem. Peyton had been churning out his usual stuff on the
presumption that I ma Gene could Asqueeze it i
fit and still be decipherable. That aside,Pe@yn 6 s car t o 0 ndst owdearyeb st oroe agdrea
preferred something a lIlittle |ighter and cert

Spectral Singalong with Goddés Ol der Brother

Mad magazine: sightgas j ampacked into every square inch
Didndét Peyt onréchduffetARk t hat a trifl e
AThat , Mr . Hal | Biwdwalyst ascaede Shaygllle wd di sc
Hal | eaned back agai n, byourprofioshardbmen/f.d i n ha
We can hold these for inventory if you Ilike,
AOl d man! When | first joined the Dilated
AYes, we go back a |l ong ways, yeghtand 1|, 0
pokersessins at Marr 6s? Good times; good times. 0

What Peyton recalled was sayibgp n 6 t b o g a r while CleiomrareHal rdkeda u ,

in pot after pot.
Al would |ike my artwork back, i f you pl es
SI'ight regret on Hal bés part. Wel | , I f t he

you, of course. How was the famous APE monograph coming along? Send us an extract
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when you can. More than willing to look it over. And Peyton: have a happy Thanksgivé .

O that | ever split a pitcher of Michelob with that bullshit pizzler! That glibfaced
whoremongering highwasobbering SergievValentewearing carefullyenunciating amoral
upscaly unscrupulous son of a bastardized bitch! May the Angel of Daadhkpat in his
gut!

Wanting to hurry home and lay hands on a thesaurus, on German and Italian
dictionaries full of Axis epithets, he didnot
slammed in his face and off the bus went, like an ark, leaki@gnchosen behind to be
flooded, like a cellar. Dry skies opening up to dump on him, go wee wee wee on him all the
way home.

Well, this was adult thinking, and it i mpr
waited outside the Moonan Tower under aacoount umbrella for the raidelayed next bus.

Watching greedygutted piggies go upmarkepmarket to buy a fat lot of creature comforts:
jiggetyjig, joggetyjog.

Current#9: was it just a dream?

How much of It All was fact and how much fantasy?

Confdec e Man needs a martial moment, so | eto
(not Stalingrad, mind you) and depose a Mar xi
flatd and be a proven wonder! To stirring strainsaeh® vi e musi c, apd t he al
hip huzzahs.

Fact or fantasy? Not th&urrentand its cohorts care, so long as the public buys it.
This year, Grenada; next year, they might stage it on some Hollywood ldaskintling in
the cavalry to rescue MI As Gommandosito wige o m, or S
the Ayatollah. All you have to do is keep reiterating that celldleridisvalidation; that
fantasy is, in fact, Fact. (A task tailormade for the Trickledown Mummer in the White
House.)

Not for nothing was next year 1984: you a@bake Winston Smith in the Ministry of
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Truth, working on screenplays.
As you catch the next bus, board it, crawl along the Expressway inside it, and neglect
to pull the cord at your customary stop, meaning you have to double back across campus on
waterlogged foot. Stomping past students who have nothing better to do than attend evening
classes. Pausing only to heave a rock or two into the murkypond
SHPLOOP! SHPLOOP!
AHel | t hunder and damnation, 06 Peyton mumbl e
hall. The phone was ringing in his apartment as he let coat, hat, gloves, scarf;ar@bunt
umbrella fall to the floor. Squelch on up to the miniloft: familiar mess on the drawing table,
stacks of dusty paper on either side.
Toss t oday 06 sTwo, thjeehourssdevoted totthe penciling alone. Inking
took even longéy get it right or start over again, from scratch. Uncompromising process.
Sit and stare, some little while.
There were two layers to makelieve: the artist looking at the moldegissel, asking
Does it hold water® and the dealers looking at the package, askiiigthey buy itAin
every sense of the word). Ignore the latter question, and nothing you make will sell. But
ignore the former question, and all that you sell will bhimg.
You gotta be a hype if you dondt wanna be
Downstairs the phone began to ring again. That would be Skeeter, calling from
Wheeville as had become her nightldwndhabit . i
hang up. At which point Peytovould call back and assume the charges, Sadie having
squawked about the triplex phone bill.
AWhy dondédt you simply call collect?0 heodd
A |l i ke to hear the phone ring, 0 Skeeter 6c
So he would dial her numbrert Ringd BBéd?20 waorud dt
would have long nonsensical conversations.
For a week following the alley imbroglio she had remained invisible; then with absurd
formality asked if he wouldndt mind her dropp

voluminous pik velour jogging suit from her bulgeudge days. Zipped up to her abruptly
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pointed chin, it concealed her curves as thoroughly as her personality was hidden beneath
stilted smalltalk:

Al candbét stay |l ongé How have Jthaughbeen?é
you might | i kdapraucingea bdx @frRedazingett frenaher new poke.
APerhaps youd6d allow me to brew you a cup?éo0

Not precisely Bubbles the Party Chick. But neither was there any recurrence of
yawps, yowls, tears, or urps; anatmmight on the phone she sounded quite herself again.

|l 6m here. Tal k t o me.

What he wouldndét give to have her materi al
unlookedfor as she used to do in the earliest days of their relationship; full of bounce and
gabble and relish. Here not to talk to, just to hold and be held by: burying your face in her
hair, in her neck, between her breasts, breat

Down between the paperheaps was a small brown plastic bottle. He fished it out,
opend it, popped a couple of little yellow pills. Then exhumed a much larger frgtiesl
bottle, to wash the pills down with.

Riiiing. Riiiing.

Last night shedédd been pissed at a Mrs. Rhc
SMECK, whood |Idedilsaroecck elderasned di smayedo at som
or failed to do. Whereupon Skeeter |l ost no
AThat -BouQaodl ossus. 0

AAMdwWnow she wants to cut back my hour s!

do! Can yolBELIEVE this bitch? Whata pothole.Oh| hate her. | told RoBynne and

RoBynne said, o6lf they wanna screw ya they go
AwWel |, RoBynneds putting ioto that way doesn
AAbo udtuaiory t ur k! o
AMmphé Have you considered pulling a Merc
AThat anything |ike yanking a Porsche?bo0
A me an, going back to college yourself?0
AWhat! Me ? Be a student again? What wol
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Adopting his best academic advisory tone, Peytahasked what Skeeter would

ultimately like to be, did she have her druthers.

AYes | did, for breakfast, wilikdtomtheam and
Queen of Bel gi um, but other than thaté | dunt

Hemusthae t wi t ched audibly at that, because ¢
impatience.

A Y ckmowd promote the general welfare, secure the blessings of liberty, that sort of
thing. Child care, mental health, human sendcksould be a surrogate mothiigure to
teenage boysWaywardt eenage boys. (Cackle.) 6Skeeter
Toting up her various credits from Keening and Mount Oriela, Peyton had found her
only a semester short of a bachelordés degree
have to take another course in one of the Natural Sciences.
AOh Jeez no, not Biology! Not the wor ms ¢
you really want me to go back to Mount Oriele
No need for that. Windohwa University (Douldeu-You) had a brach campus in
St . Mintred (UWSM or fAUse OEmMo) with an ornat
summit of Widdershins Hill, not far from SMEC
knew for a fact that Use 06Enobexactlyexactind.ar ds f or
Al see through your wicked scheme, you sceée
school girl! Oh, | 6ve heard about teachers |
(Another washdown shot.)
(See if she lets the phone ring ten times this time.)
(What hegiwoad)not
Dead Rock Stars under his nose. This overdose, that overdose, alleged heart attack,
choked to death on own vomit, assassin&ion outright suicides, though. Unlike studio art
majors.
That scrawny idiot just off the turnip truck, intentonb®don g t he next Suf f e
St. Vincent Van Gogh: anothertilleo nor ed under graduate schmeer.

liguor or a paintbrush. Give him the least opportunity and he would slobber at you for a full
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A

hour by the Marr 6s B aycoudlIstand kim; peodlerwould actuglly me  f | &
leave the bar rather than risk his plunking down to wallow on about how they would not
listen, they didndédt Kknowd how, but perhaps t he
(How many rings was that?)
(Awfully long pause between them, avay.)
Finally the cruddy vapors overcame Van Gogh Jr., and he ended it all by shooting
himself in the stomach on a not very starry, starry night in November, seven years ago
probably seven years ago this very night. Good God. That was what Peyton hadhsaid at t
time: fAGood God! Anything to get our attent.
toast toLust for Life;another to being derivative even unto death; another to all the ears that
V. G. Jr. had conver sat i onsprobaply mvingacqudedaf f; ano
fine set of dilated nostrils; and lastly to the belly laughter that Peyton enjoyed at the time and

was replicating no@ nonstop,alhi ght , twitching audiblye.
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Chapter XX

As Per Usual

BRRRRING me my books and my bottle, ¥®@h o! t heydér e singing

Aguarium, skipping cueballs across an indoor duckpowtio left the taps on? Random
spheroids flying unseen, sinking into the nenever, smoothing out the surface of the
eggshell. Quickd glue your eyes to the cracks before they become crystalline! Appearance
you seds everything,througheverything,lookd

BRRRRING me my books and my bottle and here she comes in all her oblivion, arms
outflung caryatigstyle, emptyhandedsahough to display or embrace or maybe take a double
stranglehold as she undergoes another upheaval, grasping and clutching, causing the frosted
glass to shakbuck-quiver and a tankartdell to CLANG CLANG CLANGS

0 on which note Peyton was brrrrought uptbe drawing table.

Scheiss de la merde.

And crick de la neck. Not to mention sick de la stomach as he lurched down the
cuuuute little staircase, picked up the brrrringer and landed on the cold, cold gf®and. é
have to be more careful with thoseolis and that bottle.

AJussa minute! o

What the devihell time was it? AM or P? A, probably, given the extent of the crick;

oh these mornings after. Unclench your jaws now, wipe your face, find the phone.

at

APeyton?0 it was sayoongheafiAme?yotet he?Pk?

AnHer e. 0O
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i J eyeuzscared the hell out of me! What was that crash? It sounded like a gang of

muggers got you! What 6s going on? Why di dn¢
and called o

AMaybe | wead dothtero hd@What time is it?o0

AAbout seven. Why ?o0

AWhatyoudboéeng up at seven?o0

Ailtods Thanksgiving, you tur k! Wedbve got e
yesterday. You should have seen myamimot her 6s
she abouthadacow. Bédhey! are you |istening to me?o

AMmph. o

AWhat 6d | say just now?o

AYour mot her about had a cow but hey am I

AEXACTI y! Keep right on taking notes; eve
whenshoud pick you up? How does noon sound?o0

Like it rhymes withJunei No need, 0 he sai d. Al 611 get

Altdéds no troubl e, I can Bop into Clarence

Al gettlher e, | said. You tend to theur cooki
sting out.) nGreek food, right??0o

AYou know it/ No more turkeys for me! Al
okay? Or no later than one. Or two at the latest; we generally eat around two.d Wnless

Al will BE thereme Havédeydatevéorkmamwmnhi ncg

ANo, 0 she admitt édd.i mmedOkaygy mboemgesurk oludey a é
you dondédt need a ride?o0

What Peyton needed could not be supplied; at least not over a telephone.

Groan up off the car psadggybaggyrclothes stepinmthe of vy ¢

bathroond and damnation! Howvasthe famous APE monograph coming along? Right off

i ts

cop

dusty paper and onto the authordés face.
y machineé

Put on a fresh set of dudReassemble yourself for an alleged day off. Wallet,
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not ebook, bl ack pen, red pen. Keys, change,
Hel I . One of the advantages of orphanhooc
celebrating. o Last yeafri,nawiltyh stol e, Cthedtde ri fgina
Thanksgivingand Christmas and enjoyed himself immensely, kneedeep iNtHéazz
resurrection. Before that turned into an upwardbtybile ascension.
(You feed upon | ambs, 16l feed upon sheecg
So anyway: down the eletaa, out the door. Down and out and no one about. As
though this truly were The Day After a neutron bomb killed off all living things, leaving the
streets and buildings undamaged but empty.
Patchy fog today. Onl y t okeptebeoxtme.ct ed, gi
Normally to get to Deasil youdd take the Expr
hour, depending on traffic. But today, of course, there were no express buses and damn few

anything elses. Just the Ole 99, whose stop wigsaarouple of miles away, afoot.

So chalk it up to exerciseOn c e | had a Podbsddycanyounow it os
spare thetime’Sur e can; iitoés The Day After, remember
take no more than fortjive minutes to hike dowbe e Ri dg e . No rain, no

sprite by your side; nothing to hold you back. Onward and downward to the Dee Valley
Highway. Ok ay fine, fer shure fer shure: take the
Nossir, just the Ole 99 with its resiteonboard sideshow: bearded ladies and human
skeletons, Bobo the Delgaced Boy and Roscoe the Sn#keeld they baffle sciencé!
looking like fugitives from an oldtime comic strip.

Patchy fogé

What was it? two, thréefour® y ear s ago ? he 6écdh bfecern hdiosi nnga srt
thesis on the contents of the Ash Can School, sifting through microfilmed copies of the
PhiladelphiaPress.Eyes bl earing over, hebdéd taken a br eec
strip® and stumbled acrogkinny Billy the Kid ChimneSweepdrawn by someone signing
hi msel f @ AP E o-figwe rmhohkeydor & fiourish. st i ¢ k

(AOh cuuuute! o Skeeter Kitefly would one ¢

E! é That curly tail sure is suggestive, doné¢
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Skinny Billy sweptt he chi mneys of a -eyelevgl akskhinges i ng on
and smokestacks and capering flames in sooty stovepipe hats. As though this were the
uppermost reaches of Montmartre, drawn by Toulduseut r ec 6s t al l er br ot h

Certainly by a capitaD Draftsman: there was delicacy of line, yet dark emphatic
contours; silhouettes precisely defined, yet isolated with a few rapid strokes; moments seized
and trajectories traced against bold Gauguinish backgrounds.

Our friend APE appeared to be a dpaying Postimpressionist.

But one about whom the comic history books said as little as possible. For every
George Herriman or Winsor McCay, there were a score or more of forgotten pioneers lost in
syndicate archives or buried in newspaper morgues. g begun digging through these,
and over the next few years was able to compile a sizable dossier on the life and works of Mr.

Asa Pursch Ewell. Who had wanted, in his 1890s youth, to go to France and study painting,

become another Eakins or Homerpjthe Great & Sublime. Had made it as far as the

Chicago Art Institute, tildl he was caught fAcc
models in life class.

So hedéd abandoned canvas, become a newspafg
in Goad Old Heartland USA till hitting the big time: hired by Hearst to join the New York
Journal/Americarcombine. His cartoonist colleagues there, Hall of Famers all: Rudolph
Dirks, R. F. Outcault, Frederick Opper, Jimmy Swinnerton, Tad Dorgan. No reason why
AP. Ewell shouldn6t have risen to their rank:
King Stork in Babylandl was less than remarkable. Picturesque idylls, Sunday after Sunday:
nothing to make your jaw drop or sides ache.

To Philadelphia thergkinny Billya t  beyeleded, Soulousk aut recds Tall er
Brother paying his dues with those dynaipatterned dancing flamésall in the space of
two, three years. Then back to the Middle West to hook up with Inter Service, who
distributed a color suppieent to rural Sunday papers. Retreating to the boondocks, some
might say; but out of it had conigaring Deweywhich Peyton would exhume from the
catacombs seven decades later.

(Over the river, across the Dee, the Glazier Street Bridge we use. FKutess
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than the Hynde even at rush hour, and empty @deay could drop a body off this bridge

without fear of interference. Lots of broken branches and fallen leaves down there for it to

sink into, be covered up by. The river was narrower here, flothirogigh a deep gorge

before twisting sharply to the east and hastening to empty its mouth into Lake Windohwa.
Accompanied elbowo-e | bow by t he Valley Highwayo6és hash
car lots, motels catering to the street trade andngifgmes featured @0 Minutes. Al

silent today, all secret. No snow, thodghu st patchy fogé)

No cutting to the chase Daring Dewey.Nothing else to cut from: the title
character 6s c¢ o n s-tloagng enfityucalled drarftEtcheed ho @ownlld changef u |
his/ her/its appearance from frame to frame.
sometimes a delectably beautiful lady; sometimes the SupremeldeecOldest and Wisest
Jackass in All the World.

Deweyds pur suit atiwtoer othehtlead theaunrglentogyemdoft m
itself that Wi le E. Coyoteds would one day be
wrenching a CRUNCH or SQUEAL off the vibrant backdrop to conk Dewey over the head
with; but Dewey always vowed vergygce anew upon his elusive quarry, even from the
depths of a tarpit:

ASo you think me beslubbered, do you Farf
see who |l aughs |l ast! o

In Daring Dewey APE took distortion to elliptical heights. Peyton would sbdor
some confirmation of contemporary influengethe FauvesDie Briicke Kandinsky,

Cubisn® but there was only Farf Etched hitching rides on speech balloons, stealing a scowl
from a scowlery and using it to transform from Stone Age caveman to Louis XVI
gentilhommeo elegant lepidopteran taking wing into the surrealistic twilight sky.

Powerful stuff. Vivid; even lurid.

Then one day in 1914, SHPLOOP: no more Dewey, no more Vadta the Vampire
took over their supplement space, going through weekly Theda Bara motions as Carmen or
Cleopatra but revealing her true self each time to be a stringy schoetmarme . nBewai l

fate, wretched man! You have lost your heart to Vesta, the womanwhodoeot car e! 0
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Nor di d t he Vestanasdadar more hakkh&édomic strip, repetitive and
somewhat vindictive.
(Had Ewell perhaps been unlucky in love?)
(Havendt we all, Asa P.)
Unlucky in something, anyway: big time to small time to no titnella Vestaaxed by
Inter Service; APE drawing an inferior versionSKinny Billyfor awhile, then ghosting strips
for other artists till the early Twenties. E
major-league syndicates that forced cartetsito draw down the middle of the road.
Leaving Asa Pursch Ewell off by the side in d
textbooks: a shuddersome fate.
Peyton had set out to save Dewey and Farf from oblivion, and incidentally win himself
(he was ot shy) a little critical recognition with a proposed article that gre’AR, SCOPE
andDepTHtill it dilated into a definitive full e ngt h st udy. The famous A
scholarly treatise on a speciifndedt lsau bg eltcdl, ar o
Those had been the best of tidd2eyton at his very sharpest and keenest, chalck
of touch® potential. Grad school at Use 0Em,
Ash Can thesis, urged to seek a research assispaatghpress on toward a Ph.D.
But that would have meant signing up for the tenure treadmill, wasting your nose on
the publishor-perish grindstone. Did universities scorn Merely SAD as no place for an art
historian? You could take advantage of the [fidit§y there, the liberty to freelance on the
sided do artwork for theNo-Nazz review gallery shows and traveling exhibitions. At Merely
you felt at home: you lived there, did most of your drinking there, holding fresh raspburials as
Lord High Nazztril ofall you surveyed.
Within spitting distance of the Valley Highway: then as now.
With the Ole 99 materializing out of the patchy fog to disclose its onboard sideshow,
ready and waiting for youGobble gobble, one of us! one of us!

Freak up and twitch scgone.

LURCHO f st omach as we embar k on an hour 6s ¢
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among the scrateandsniff set.
But what more could you expect? what better could be hoped for? after the past two
comma three years? Certainly zilch on the academic side Not t hat you hadnoét
yourself into your wor big plans, big projects, devising agendas, concocting syllabi,
applying for (and failing to get) NEH grants. Dayjob Diddlybop: a rising gorgeful of broken
branches and fallen leaves. Earlipgs backburnered, pigeonholed; later ones scattering like
a mess of althe-hell-over catalogs.
So much for trying to act useful.
Thembébs the breaks.
What other conclusion could you jump to? with gaunt Henry Bramham, that counter
of pennies and paradits, taking over as Dean? Merely SAD had been forced to face up to
the need for hareédged austerity, and who better to impose it than a Minimalist sculptor?
Get out the adze and chopping block! Away with the fifmalish, spectaclat-any-cost
previos Dean; away too with ten of the sixty SAI
to Dr. Ecklebury; but | sobel Otterburnédés semi
Thomas Stockwood, longtime Chairman of the Design Division.
Picture Foghorn Leghia with a white leonine shock, blackstrap molasses drawl, and
habit of sweeping aside anything he found uni
important Ah say important heah is thisPLAY! the PRESENTATION theIM-PACT @& and
youdbve @Gotn, BFréenesseeds favorite son for sixt

campus for nearly thirty.

Every September, December, and June, Br der
out to the rambling-Sqgqaaner Yy emaashdatelbe dMalclhe d fr
Pupil sbébs raspburial spirit was derived from t

mannerisms were borrowed by Peyton Derente foc
having built up the Design Division from hardscrabble scratch and regardis@n entity
unto itself, ignored the edicts of paradigmunters:

AThey migshquaursee aas Ta backscratcher, now an

ever | et a body draw a straight I ine with one
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butthee 6 s al so spaditelaa tt. hi Mghdadet ween the fine a
heap 00 foofaraw thatodés growinb6 deeper every
wantind yaetepi hoi go aNemmi djdudtboditop hlreamh mam of
Ahél 1l have Miss Exempioowearbh@oyou out an

In short: be a goodly vessel /that shall laugh at all disaster /and with wave and
whirlwind wrestle.

But donoét | et yepingugettdd slapdash, test Hdnry Branmthdmk e
allege misappropriation of fundsand use that backscratcher to draw a straight line directing
you to involuntary early retirement. Another shuddersome fate: not made any less melancholy
by seeing Tom Stockwoodhwc hed al one in Marr és Bar, bl ank
Or we | | 6-sosel oldordv@utionaries at the Chestnut Tree Café. A shuddersome sight:
like beholding yourself through some cracked future lockjlags.

Heave and ho.

And arrival in Deasilup we stand, out we go, leaving the bus and its resident fugitives
behind no, not all, some are following you out. Bound perhaps for the Glory Gospel
Mi ssion and t heir s hBonappétthHeadlorto theshgadtof wi s hb o ne
lowlying WheeMile, to the triplex whose ground floor is occupied by the girl of your
dream® though not those feverdreamy swelternaps. Nor that particular lass with her
perilous | acké

( Nemmind 6bout her, son.)

Come to think of it, one of those brokansed revolutionesd Rutherford was it®
had been a famous cartoonist. Who, if memory served, ended up imitating himself, rehashing
his earlier work in a hopeless attempt to relive the past. Probably came as a relief when the
Thought Police finally executed hirStop mebefore | draw this again.

Like the APE monograph in your own miniloft: dusty stacks of photocopied comic
strips, with all the eyes in all the panels staring out to ensnare yours, demanding that you
shake a leg and stir your stumps, clebpop mooey prontahake it snappy, Pappy!
whatever their speech balloons might actually say.

It could use the services of an entrustable editor. (So €wientmagazine.)
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Peyton was sick of it, the stomatisting cutandpaste contraction necessary to overhaul
any overwritten manuscript. But all through the bad times, and the worse times, and the two
or three years since, the APE monograph had been thdrienfofTo set the thing in order at

last, to declare it well and truly completed, would be to gather the loose ends of his own

unravel ment and tie them together again. Anc

the fiftieth anniversary of A.P.Esvl | 6s pauperized deadelen but t he

days |l eft and he knew he couldndét manage it
So some of it lived but the most of it died and the rest simply faded away, relegated to
the Litter of Unfinished Projects, along with the vasikinf Orson Welles. Amounting to
little more, in The End, than a hill of mightave beens.
The old question: What is the purpose of Life?
The old answer: To puncture romances, O Tillie.
So take off your green spectacles and see your Emerald City hariliwork of a
hoodwinking Wizard, a snakaily charlatan peddling purpleark sarsaparilla to the unwary.
A fraud and a sham: | am, | &n
(And there was Skeeter peering through the window, Skeeter popping through the

door, Skeeter in a bright red aprand ovenmitt, radiant as any sleethe-furnace rosebud.

Look at that glow: see what a mont hds absenceé

inanimate blankness.)

AYou made it! Stmoantotts me rf agre arl é &1 100G your

sweaty! Arey ou okay? You |l ook awful pale. I knew

bandanna out of his pocket, making as if to mop higsface
Al can wipe my own nose, thank you. o0
He took back his hanky and dabbed at himself. Dripping, all right. Readyy Hta,
to head indoors and take the chilldfbut Skeeter held him back.
A We 6 r e kdlamarakinags an appetizer; please donot
my mother insisted on bringing some of her cranberry compote; when | tug my dhislike
that means | 6m going to distract her so you

safest thing to do withdt 0

c

a
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=]

Are we going to stand out here al/l afterrt
Oh and | keepdidrgeuatwagchot aak nuke dbdem

ot

Youknow,The Day After?o0

Aéwhy?0

AMom and Sadie had a 6discussiond about it
Ronald Reagan; sheds even become a Republican
Booth County. Dondét adl.ut bBetltidrn cjsudt avoid

Al shall be happy to, 0 he said.

Skeeter, beaming, grabbed him around the waist and gave his ribs a squeeze. All too
feel able even through his overco-autedand her oV
AStarting today twend ryeo ug ouipn.gdo t o

So on to the slaughter, Skeeter leading him into the triplex where a Greek record was
playing Zorba music and Sadie, annoyingly cheerful since her Merelytrg, was passing
round the squid. (Desi should have been following as insttweite fresh lemon wedges, but
she was off in a corner turning them into snifftoys for Brooke.)

ARnold Benison was just as you might expect: big and solid, quietly genial, offering
polite commonplaces as he shook govdlgopkigpgmdé s hanoc

a Republican cocktail waitressy way, with the Otto blue eyes and Wunderlich chin and hair a

metallic shade of blonde. She shook Peytonos
ASo youdre Kellybdés young man, 0 she infor me
AWho&ibd sPeydyomu meiaOhé yes. | suppose you
Carrie bent a critical Ottblue eye upon him. Yes, he must be making a terrific first

impression. Bmyour daughter 6s gentleman fritend, Mr s .

seven but | looka decade older, and usedtobegogdly r t 'y t hough now | 6m ¢

bones, dampfaced, baggy of pants, SAD of sack
sugar daddy petite dmiesulh & theskindngss of her heart and the greennasy of
cashffowd my Acurrency, o i f you wildl.

When he refocused, Carrie had just finished offering him formal thanks for helping to

coax Kelly Rebecca back toward college to complete her degree.



206 Sk eet er Sugardadey dorfedsor

AJust | ike me, 0 said Sadi awaysrdidhatedodhi | | i put
everythingld o . 0

Al d&m afraid thatodéds true, 0 Sismow andcadski)g mot her

ARMol d to murmur, FfANow Carrieéo

AWell, she was pushy and got bofiindtkhirst! o
going to work partt i me ; RoBynneds finding me a job in R
to go tell Aunt Rhodie her old gray goose 1is

AKelly RebecCA! O

AYes madam! o

ADondt you be reckless. Sheds still your

ANot for muchsaoggecomi Bkeebterand handing
zucchiniés in the fricassee; take i1t out in f
to Peyton. Al f or @ laattually oneatthed d copy of my Mount t he p ho |
Orielatranscript!l s ndét t hat thrilling? Arendét you pr o

AAl ways, 0 he told her, his tone perhaps tc

ASo why arendt you youmprd mgntTh,anRegti omP@ wit

ATheyod6re dead. 0o

AOh! |l 6m so sorry. o

A Wel | , holdyodroensbptonsi bl e, Mr s . Benison. It w

AAé circus accident? What were they, acrc

ACarrie!o went Sadie. i need your help i

asparagus please! o

Accepting this as holiday gpel, Carrie hastened to obey. Then, from the kitchen:

i What does he mean, a o6circus accident 6?0
ifiHe means it was freakish, Carri el He doe
Not his favorite subject, to be sure; but

discuss even more, matters meant to be kept to oneself. A fact of life that Skeeter Kitefly had
yet to lear® here she was propelling him into the bedroom she shared with Desirée,

ostensibly to examine her transcript but really to have fingers snapgagully, but
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snappe® in his face.

AAlIl righto [snap] fAunknit those browso [ s
just my mom, yogother e | ooking crabby, and you know I
you feel sick?0

ANo. O

She peered up past theudgestache, over the broad banked nose and into his eyes:

rung-down, closeetight sets of blinds inside them.

AJust a headache, 0 he amended. ANot hing r
AWhat 6d you take for diot ? You want some T\
ANmn!lo more pills!o

She stepped throudghe echoes then, laying hands on his arms, squeezing his elbows.

AHas somet hing happened? Tell me. Can | hel

Come sing me a bawdy song. Wink your bellybutton, make me merry; take the sting

out.

AAs per usual, 0 he s awhkreARnokl ivaswatchilgg t o t he
football on Sadiebés aged TV. (Dinnep ready Yy
unli ke women, who never knew when to | eave WwWEe

didndt have enough on adWouldbd aC@ el ;ad gwesadand whsad
and Radiology Records and staying away from really nice bars.
He sat down, dug out his notebook, red pen, black pen, trying to get something going;
doodle if nothing else. Just ink on paper, after all. Loops and lickesllgogses. On the floor
by the chair, Rdiletortumedrothe cani@sBlordie, @enbleweeds,
Apartment 3G, Hagar the HorribleAnd Peanuts of course. The pattern of bittersweet
defeat. Circle and sgoadilog,dhaeie Braavh.gzag stri pe:
AYoubre a good drawer . 0
Desirée, standing unexpectedly at his elbow, forgetting her sullenness at having to put
Brooke outdoor s. ACan you do Garfield?0 she
Of course, | i t t | e Reflecor|though; Brihgante sometleng® not i1

copy. Desiran to her room, brought back a Garfield bo&arager Rickher new phantasie
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calendar and Auntie Skeeter to watch Peyton turn out facsimiles of fatbellied cats, ermine
lynxes, unicorns regarding their foretas in pools of water.
Al'l the kingb6s horses and all the kingds n

of Otto-blue eyes.
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Chapter XXI

Fine Lines

Every trade or profession has some chore akin to mucking out the stables. For
accountants t i s the audit; for physicians, the aut
papers. o

This Peyton Derente was doing one bitterly uninsulated December afternoon, not in
his doghouse office but down t hetualywdrked.i n Dr .
Eck had gone home, declaring it not a fit day out for man, beast, or undergraduate. The high
so far was twenty degrees Fahrenheit, with a plaero windchill whistling in to turn
Peytonds fingers into jointed icicles.

He tried grading wh gloves on, despite their loosening his grip on his red pencil, and
that grip already enfeebled by these final exams. Each student in Art 110 had been told to
pick two slideprojected works of art, identify them, and provide a critical famalysis of

their Significance to Hi stLoeer YD®] e@mee rs tswde ntd Hr

This shows a naked girl having a picnic with two men still wearing

coats etc. causing a scandal because this girl was not a goddess in

Atasteful p ai raty haked girboutboors thainext or d i n

posed for his painting A0l ympiao that
newspaper said she had ayellowbellpyd probably a prostitu

~

Putting down his pencil, Peyton covered his eyes for afrdsteca K y mo ment . il

bersponsi ble for that, o he decided, and moved
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La Chanteuse Verte (The Singer in Greg@ajstel by Edgar Degas.
Unabashed in his hatred of women, Jews, and the working class,
Degas portrays the Singer as arnIMAL with bestal features. But she
stands defiant with head held high, one hand making a gesture of
SCORNas she tries to cover more of her exploited body, protecting

her identity asa persssnban arti st, which expl ains

t

Mmp h ? Peyton glanced around at Dr. Eckl et

out and thumbed through a volume on Degas, to see if he could see what this student had
read intoLa Chanteuse.
Glossy plates. Horses, dancers, bathers. Anonymous weaught climbing into

and out of tubs, washing and drying themselves, engaged in personal hy¢liglge\WWoman

Having Her Hair Combedwvh ose pose shoul d hBathshebdaoecal | ed Re
Peytonds mind, and not a br aeladnevensaeg pudef RoBYy
or otherwise) teasing her burgursiyt r eaked o0do.

Yet the image persistédcoolly knowing, insolently challenging, shamelessly
undulating into, say, a rully bitchen shower stall after a liberal application of olivacedus oil
okay! yoidks-tallyho! here wego!d definite stirring in the underbrush so give chase with
gloved hand, urging on your hound after the transierd fox

o rrr rrr rrrumble 8

o rrr rrr rrrumble 8

éefizzlestickseé

GOdDAMN it.

Her too. Them both. Him most. It All.

Backt o being dumbstruck by the bansheebds wh:

*

Eleven days ago, the Saturday before last, Skeeter banging on his apartm&nt door
ASur pri se! | 0oBAaaghhaROoBymeeg! wedr edphayi ng
girls just out of their Jazzercise sfa lustrously toned, clad in matching toreador pants and

checkerboard tanktops.
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ATUBEWI ar place yb6got here, 0 said RoBynne,
AEw, lookit all the f ogdghap.&nap. O svice,ando y o6l i k e

again: loudly elastic.

ot

Why did you bring her?d6 went her surly ho

ot

To | end moral support, o said Skeeter, bri
had been since Thanksgiving.

AYo Skee, anything good to drink here?o0

3t

Shoul d fbet hsaotmey wummy Cabernet | eft, i f he
Chardonnay? Something with a neigh in it, anydvay

AHere a nadyg there a nay

fid everywhereanag ay ! 0O

(Shriek/howl of laughter.)

AANYway, d®d®ll go see

AAwes ome! Po.po me a cold one

AOh yes help yourself, o0 Peyton grated, drc
promptly sat on his lap and looped an arm around his neck, enveloping him in a froth of
lemontlime perfume. Carbonated, like Mountain Dew. Shifting her foxy posterime(on

twice, and again) to accommodate/evade his baying hound @f love

ASo, I hear yo6like raspbetcruitess.l gWa n noan ?gou €
AHeylrom the kitchen. AQuit describing yol
AOlyerf el | ah, hunh?o

1]

Olyerpant i es, hunh?o
What thheel IdelvS It hi s?0 Peyton demanded, try

1]

RoBynneds extended height from displacing her
Altés those 6dmegrimsdéd of yours, o0 said Skece

full glasses that all slopped over as Skeeter caught sight of them together and burst into

staggergi ggl es. AOh dammité&odo See what you made |
AThimyhomsey now, 0 RoBynne announced, sticki

yewa new dude | ater. o
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AAhe you going to |l et her sit on me I|ike t|
AWel |l ybaoamoktnoaw | apsitter, 0 said Skeeter, p
hand. AMakes me feel |ike a ventriloquistodos
Moocher ther e. omarSyh el etaogpo ko nhteor tchues tsoo f a . i 1)

gloomy gus lately, so Ro and | decided to come cheer yduup
Mdyeah, |l i ke by force if necessary. o

Peyton glared at them, at RoBynneds ear bar

andflashngppack every |l ight i n the apartment. ASor
allo o

A Naonte . O

AMe neither. o

ASpecially not now! o

Not at Christmasti me! 0

=1

=1

Fifteen shopping days |l eft! o

=1

Lookit me on Santy Cl aholsodaaylaanpd'to ysdagiodn nRao E

decorating this place up?o
AOf course we arde. Wedll start tonight
Al do not decorate for Christmas, 0 Peyton

His guests werntwwat that, and RoBynne flicked his nose with a loaged finger.
A WOMAN! WILL YOU DESI ST! o

1]

Oh méGahd, thatowawardott gnement Mitdo Ihudr t
R?22227?20

Altdés | i ke all the painkillkaolds yot . Oh w
Pavlovian slant down her plunging checkerboard into a New Waveypudbvice.
Add those accents wécollete!A gar den of I|live fl owers, not r
you believe this turk never buys me lingerie?

to go with the quartepound of eyeshadow and eyeliner and maseserything between
RoBynneds brow and ®ust elongated, obliquifie

deverything between Peytodmds belt and seat
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0 faltering, loitering
0 shriveling, withering
éefading drily awayée

(The bansheeds whammy. )

Now King David was oldndstricken in years; and they covered him
with clothes, but he gat no heat é

AMy | egs are falling asleep. o

RoBynne snortled and said she could take catleadfwhich caused Skeeter to cackle
and throw a sofa cushion that was supposed t ¢
occupants with yummy Chardonnay or Cabernet, everywhere aaydy

eand | et her stand before tthe king, ant
her
l'ie in thy bosom, that my | ord the kint

O0RoBynne squezZDi hrgyi mgrotlo thoedé letimygad own, ar
of Peytonds neck to wipe off her dampened che
even i f tweypdt dhbd Skedeacacklihg ak thaughrihts were all one
big prize hood

eéand t h evasdesyfas,arnd cherished the king, and
ministered to him: but the king knew her not.

o till Peyton forced his knovtheeknotted legs to leap to thdeet, depositing
RoBynne OO6Ring on the carpet with a bottomfir
i HAVE NO NEED FOR ANABISHAG! ! 0
RoBynne, after some thought, decided sheoc
*
Al dondt give a r at 6s tok Skeetavdnday lates, bverdhe d e c i
phone. AWhat kind of o6épainkilleré is she on,
ANow Peyton, get real. RoBynnedl |l smoke ¢
she doesndt do anytdids hg e b s ditl shé gpendsfalkhere n i f s h
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money on clothes and things. Besides, she used to go with this guy Billy Caligula who
freebased a lot and kept trying to off himdedf
AThey sound |ike the ideal coupl el I cand
word of waningd o
AJeesormflb m ust thought you could Woe anot he
Al am not mad! Aodvewhyl ameaxyoussooalfli nd
Gotten weary of my company, have you?o
Evidently not. She took his discoadus attitude much better than he would have
guessed, not losing her cool or even raising her voice much but calling him night after night,
Sunday, Monday, Tuesday. Still opening their

but gabbling less and tening more, prompting him along with an occasional question.

AWhat 6re you thinking about ?0

AMmph?o

Als it RoBynne?o0

ANo it is not RoBynne! l dmmsornry sShed®s Yy
friend and all! S hredbess iar gbelref eicntf | euxeanmepel.e0 of a

Undesirable? Didnét he find RoBynne attr a
after all was still a teenager, with ultravio

know how many men would kill themselves to havehduat stuff on their laps?

Altmatwhy you brought her over? Wel | , I 6m s«

A brought her over because she wanted to
she did. o (Pause.) iJust amnddatkslikesadoonstbame one i s
doesndét make her a bad person. o

AMmph. o

ADondt you think RoBynneds been a good fri
without her. o

ASo youdre saying sheds never tried to get

(Silence.)

AWel |l , vyagseuotelom&dd@t h
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Al dondét do drugs, 0 Skeeter said quietly.
told you that. R&@&dn@ mber ? 6l can get high
Aidon an Eskimo Pie, 6 yes, but wedre talkin

never steer you wrongot even at the BoogaBloo Angel and those otherafled dance
clubs. You mean to say Our RoBy-woffafiendasnodt ir
with Frenchc ut connecti ons?0

ANo, Peyton. o

ANo, she wouldndt do t hmtetests. Rar&lgymyne | ooks ¢

memory: how many times has she told you that
Wit hhout r eypuekwer fkdwe me t hat ? I n so many
(Silence.)

Sunday, Monday, Tuesday. They moved on to other matters, and Raybon f

hi mself telling her about Cher Adiigimghin ogr aphos
cartoons.
Very nettlesome to be drawn out |ike this.

doing the drawing.

Al 6m not exacHByhpui mereaddntditciepnyad urz edounsel in
told her on Wednesday. AAnd at what point di
thatwasnyr ol e in this relationship. o

AWell remember , Oll6nhia ec uroi obwsr rppew sionnt o t hi

Social WorkerSquirrel. He could see her writing all this down, filing out case study
forms:

Patient is secret, setfontained, and solitary as an oyster. Edges his
way along the crowded paths of life. Being rich enough, he has no
right to be dismal or reason to Imeorose. Assessment: Classic anal

retentive maladjusted degenerate who declines further intervention.

He gave Skeeter the gist of this, that grating note in his voice again; and when she
made t he fatal mist ak esumgportives deysiamnged downdthm j ust tr
phone with a great CRASH.
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Refusing to answer it the rest of that night or all the next day. Instructing Tim the
 ummoxy intern to take While You Were Out mes
Friday he worked late attli@l d Li br ar vy, preparing next week7d
no calls came.

Bit of a pang, cutting her off like that.

But there was a dustff-your-hands afterglow, tad as you might feel after finally
cleaning out the garage or attic or bungaloitghing a lot of sentimental minutiae.

He would simply have to put Skeeter Kitefly out of his mind; and towards that end on
Friday night he drank a large Pink Gin that sent him straight off to sleep.

And dreams of fire extinguishers.

Hardly necessary vat with your lighting alreadyit matches that promptly go out,

one! two! three! sweep 6em away, shadowboxi nc
Soup Kid imploring you to extricate her befor
insidetheca except 1tds mor e -rdyioksaranaraplandttheré sheis a bel |

in all her oblivion, stifling, smothering, coming up for the third upheaval, clinging to the
surface before you thrust her back under, extinguishing her candleflame drfoe alh
mmmmmmmmmNOT good

0 on which note Peyton awoke, face crammed into his pillow.

This was it, he realized, The End: he had
the start. With one crashing hangup he had snuffed out the pastdath® no, the past
four-andt wenty years of Skeeter Kiteflyés hard, h
through him at that moment, blowing back the covers, hauling him out of bed to run around
flipping on every light in every room.

The phone didhot ring that weekend.

Nor could he bring himself to pick up the receiver and dial.

Some, in his place, might have been able; Peyton could only feel the lack, the loss, the
wrenching sense of desolation. Isolation. Distortion.

Traces of her presencéniwhever way he turned: in the commandeered closet, the

takeno v er chest of dr awer s, the medicine cabine
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handfinished hardwood goldleaf picture frame. Have to pack it all up, ship it off to Wheeuville,
all the sightsand sounds and scents of her.

He went wup to the miniloft to wash down a
Decided to sit down at the drawing table, get
instead.

Sat. Dec.17th
Dear Skeeter

Firstofa | | Il find it odd I <call you that
called your sister Mercedes since | met her when she was going through
a donodot call me Sadie phase thinking fl
an art student rather | itakleeforhd6ve thought
countrywe st ern singer but if | addressed t
mi ght think itdéds from your sainted mot |

names can do that the most closely guarded secret of my youth was that
my own middle name is Farquidar

He tore this ruron into endruns and threw them into separate wastebaskets to
prevent their ever receiving a rejoinder.
No: quit with the evasions, equivocations, outright lies; your nose is long enough
already. Explain what you refrained from expiag when she askatfhat do you think?
Since it wasndét a matter of Owlvattifegndits do t hi nl
Meaning.
Donét go into cases, though. Dondét spell
all, make no mention of the Girf gour Dreams. What would be the point? Putting faith in
catharsis was too much like putting your chaite@-crisp hand back into the fire. Once
burnt, twice fried; once wept, twice cried. Simply offer some kind of apology. Sorry, little
girl, I did my damnedestMille regrets.
Not for the first time, either.

As Bill Sikes said, just before falling off the roof with his head in a noose:
ATHE EYES AGAI N!'! 0

Always the eyes. The first Skeetfere at ur e hedéd taken in while
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eaglesn Brecknock Hall, even before the feel of her Jalindage, had been her blazing
babyb | ues. And RoBynne OORiInNng: It was those ol
notice, before he redirecteddoit d®coll et ®war
Dark. Decidedly. Bright, like shoebuttons are supposed to be; but black, with pupils
blending into irises. Sloeshaped, crescenty, almondesque: the sort of eyes that, even wide
open, always looked half shut. A touch of cunning there, in every sense of tt thatgd
perhaps, had been the key to her uncommon att
he might deny it. Li kewise Skeeterodos, needl e
wel-f avored young women about theflisotosptngte mmdor d A pr
With Skeeter, of cour se, t tusuute)Amueckirewor d was i
definition of RoBynne OORing midght be fAstriki
At first glance youod6d havsanderadarkdashed her fAsv
under wideopen hakshut lids. Intriguingly curlicued nostrils, set dezghter in a heartlike
visage framed by very long, very glossy, very black hair parted straight down the middle,
pinned back at either side yet falling past heruders to her waist, to tickle sweeter curves
than any Rossetti ever revealed
0 out of orded
0 ahead of ourselvés
That first morning, that |l ast day of the |
He dropped by the Unfinished Aquarium (so called because it looked just like one) to
drop off his latesNo-Nazzdrawings and guess what, there she was, sitting primly behind the
Selectric. Hello-0-0, Hepzibah!Lordy let her be coming to work here and tm repossess
the typewriter, which would have been perfectly possible given the alwmygstain financial

condition of A.K.A. Enterprises.

AMay | help you?0 she asked. Softspoken,
Al 6m the Art Department here, 0 he told her
AOhHow do you do? Il 6m t he dew $liéibel dnaoa

fine-boned hand which he took and pressed, resisting the overromantic urge to raise it to his

lips.
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Slim and slender without being skinny. Very pale, very white,-@leenid with a
long swanny throat emerging from the neck of her sleeveless blouse. Bare arms daintily

prickling with gooseflest probably not from the touch of his hand, alas.

ot

My nameds Derente, Ms. Finnegan. o

Mi nedbs Finian, 0 she corrected.

ot

3t

Fi ni a megann bet membeagin agaird Which caused her to
tee hee hegnd come up displaying pearly choppers in a smile so wide it made those
almondesque eyes disappear outright.
AAhédo went Peyton. A Ar\gp-Wa y he sil,eahdovasme t o t
starting off toward the Muffin Manbés office
AUmcan | ask you somet hing? l's it al ways
exquisite elbows and Peyton hadh@rrumphbefore explaining that the Unfinished
A g u ar i wondit®ning system had long ago escaped human control and reverted to
untamed wildlife.
While Ms. Finian enjoyed another duakdtitter, he took concupiscent inventory.
How are things in Glocka Morra? Clothing neither new nor stylish but very cleamesauity
pressed. Pastel blouse, modestly opaque. On the smallish side, by no means flat but fragile
looking, at least as far as could be glimpsed behind the Selectric. Quite a woman, Little Fan!
A delicate creature, whom a harsh breath might have mgitheAs if to shield herself she
wore a lot of citrussy perfume, as though she bathed in a tubful of fresh lem@nijaagery

that would provide Peyton diversion during more than one midnight hour to follow.

C

F

W

As would Joycebs bl us@atching BEBm examiniag here : her BL

personal space, a flood of crimson welled up out of her pastel collar to sweep over the cygnet

throat, the cheeks, the ears, the forehead: her face aflamateitheselfconsciousness.

AAlI'l ow me, 0 Peytswownpeaisdmebodypwisngatc&et fr
closet and drape it gallantly around Joyceds
BLUSH-duckt i tt er, smiling from crimson ear to

Peyton repeated those very words half an hour later when he left MuffAmlzen 6 s

C

of fice (shouting ANext time | want dwwlur opi ni
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encountered the back of Joyce Finian, bending over a file cabinet. Ahem: Jolly Dame Nature
at her veryfinest. Concealed not a whit by the waistlength htdie borrowed jacket, nor the
skirt cut full and free to below the knee but stretched elight over the derriere.

News for Scrooge: Little Fan needs an upgraded name.

Phenomenal!

Superlative!

And visible panty lines you wanted to take home and keeyour parlor mantel.

She glanced up as he and Priapus |l eft, gi Vv

Yes, this was clearly a nice young woman, a demure young v e@pohemistic too,
one who would use quaint phsases Ankemméndalyg
young woman who would, without irony, thank you for handing her a stack of scrawls to be
typed up immediately.

Joyce took over the dap-day running of A.K.A. Enterprises, relievitgp-Nazz
editor Bonzo Krauss of payroll and petash, keeping tabs on contributors, proofing their
eccentric copy. She would coo at photos of |
anyoneods birthday went by without <circulating
hard as Peyton saity and at the end of her first week he urged her to kick back and come to
a FreakUp Friday powwow of the Dilated Nazztrils.

AA few drinks, a few laughs, some debate c
vulgar mudslinging at a bare mini mum. 0

After some hesitation Joyce agreed, submitting with that oddly monmemee hee
to Peytonds holding open the Marrés Bar door
throne for her, his ordering a glass of sparkling wine for her. She adntitkd alcohol

rel ated art on Marro6s wall s, created and don:

1]

Which ones did you do?0 she asked Peyton.

AThat one there, the archetypal Ugly Cust c
pool table. The bestone,d6 m afr ai d, is on the inner side o
your weyes, Ms . Finnegan. 0

AFinian. 0O
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Joyce volunteered little else about herself. Just out of college; a liberal arts major

without a terribly marketable degree; glad to get a job agly at A.K.A. but also working

partt i me at one of EIlsewbs many highrise hotels

AThe Hilton? The Hyatt?0

AThe Excelsior, 0 she sai dusedotbénicae Amdi st f ul g
| 6ve got to be getting therA&ndofwar tTheanwi rye.uc
ANeed a I|ift? I can drivecpboredf VWoBudONQ
AOh, no thanks, 0 she said, still wry. A

Such was the first hint that Joyce was engégedthat she had been, but had broke
the engagemedtor that it wassemibrokenroff, but she and her fiancé had temporarily
patched things up. In any event a small diamond ring appeared, at intervals, on the

appropriate finger.

't would be pleasant t o rediplibidotandtkdptehin Peyt o

from hitting on Joyce; but though he madecnodepass or proposition, there were many

lingering looks at Little Fandéds fundamental s,

Sexual harassment, as a concept, was only beginning to bédxicetcthis time, and

Joyce had to put up a bold front the day she

Selectric and Peyton, when asked for assistance, took an overobvious gander down her
goosebumpy blouse.

AP e y t &aid.with moderate reproadipth hands clasping blousetop to Anne
Boleynlike throat. AYou embarrass me. 0

After that he stayed out of her Inflewer garden, committing fewer peekabooboos.
Still hung ar ound -length dnaswithchersrédating &nacdates gboud r mo s
the French Impressionists, whose artwork Joyce was collecting in postcard form.
A |l ove the colors, o0 shebéd sigh, hol di ng
Peytonds advice as to what matting would go

S o saPerdosnot-anObject:nothing censured, nothing strained. Ever since his

Kojak headshave, women made themselves available to him immediately or not at all. Even

t
K

the i mmediates didnét get emotionally involve



Sk eet er Sugardadey Gnfgséos 223

near ideal for a yaug man in the late Seventies. Involvements got in your way, stood in your
light, and peered over your shoulder like an infernal buttinski.
So Joycethe-Person he consigned to her fickle fiancé, using her as a basis for
mi dnight i magerypycwhemnelle wiva $in o idgmosi oftani | abl e |
that of a fellow Use O6Em GTA named-bré&ther yl , wh
and unconventional views on Photorealism.
Thus things stood for the next six months.
Then Bonzo KrKaussss Qfhr evhehiSsevient i es & Kick
the last of its kind at the Unfinished Aquarium. Peyton, arriving late and alone, waded
indomitably into the melédei Gangway t her e! & & stynbledoeJoye ur s el
standing all by herseilfi a corner. Her sweet face, framed by a black turtleneck and fonger
thanever tresses, looked pallidly wan and woebegone.
A Ms . Finnegan! Surely youdre not the wal/l
AOh Peyton, otchmaank goedadmneosus a drink or some
Or someting, oh yes.
She brought him what tasted like really chea@rfieDa mnat i o n, Bonzo! D

y o ur Odsndistuck tlosely by his side. Not that he was about to chase her away.

=1

Wherebds Cheryl ?0 she wanted to know.

AHaveno6ét the fohggiedays, Homer ¢ u meé he
Al thought you two were such a hot item.o
ALukewarm at best, Ms . Finnegan. 0

Duck-andtitter. AFi n¥Yaob6r e al ways forgetting. o
AFi nian, not Finnegan. Shall we begin aga

sloeshaped anttescenty, before they disappeared behind a wide bright smile.

AYes. Let 6s. 0

AHowdés | ife with Semibrokenoff?0 he asked,
AWho?o

AThis whiskey is truly undrinkabl eé I beg

fianc®, whosal waynse flodrng eatl tsiong. 0
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AWell , 0 said Joyce, Amaybe thatods because
ABut the ring?o He reached for her hand t
il 6 m n o neveshaaydi nogn el . 0O She sounded al most f

him Semd whatdidy ou say?0
ASemi brokenoff ?0 Peyton pausedodwall,ld t hougt
not rumors, but hints | pickedgpt hat heds kind of a Chekhovian
background, not getting a lonh.accomplished.
She threw her head back, laughing out loud; no monotole te@ her e . AYou e

smar t someti mes. 0

5t

Only somet i yoaasdpPink, MSld&igned Figneitan ? 0

5t

Okaydsomen brandy, please. 0 And after he
ands he took a nibbly sip, she asked: AWhy dono

AYou occupy a position o&X0orespect at my f e

A Otomeo n . Dondét you ever talk |Iike a nor ma
throatier, clari ree&toti sh. ADondt you | i ke m

AExceedingly, 06 said Peyton. AOr as you or

AWhen did I ever say that?o

AWhen you first came here. You told me |

Heightening color. iOh. That . Well , yol

And do | still? Retrieve that glance aimédalr her globular backcurves; show
penitence. Al 6 vBeutt ryiceud muws td B dbreitty ceivt. ®s s h a @ad .mi
di fficult.o

Midnight then; Happy New Year.

Joyce looking up, as if to gauge the disténce

0 launching forth, as though fromspringboard

0 swanny throat outstretched beyond her turtledeck

0 landing lipfirst with an audibleplatand hanging there suspended, on tiptoe, for the
mouthto-mouth resuscitative moment it took her slender arms to swivel dound

0 and execute a linkbamut the neck of her caressee.
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*

For six weeks they went out together, by themselves, for lunch or a drink, he being
permitted no more than a hug and a peck afterward; definitely no bosomgropes or
buttockfondles. Peyton foresaw an-tdghioned courtsh ahead, she keeping him on first
base while he tried to get fresh and steal second; not at all what he was used to, but neither
was it a disagreeable change.

Joyce moved that January from one furnished apartment to another, gently declining
P eyt oerofassistande. No housewarming edhérl move t oo often for
worst luck with roommates. 0 Nor woud d she al
unsurprising, at this stage of the grand old game.

The diamond ring remained on her finger. For all Peyton knew, Joyce was in fact fully
engaged, and a jealeuaging Semibrokenoff could appear at any moment to challenge him to
a duel. What! Kissing his misstig-be! Trying to take her where the deaalret s t hat can¢
elope play! En garde, monsieur!

Well, not French for nothing. Keep that foil welled.

So Peyton reflected the day he bought the soppistible Valentine he could find,
to give Joyce as a joke. But when he stopped by the Aquarandid he overhear but
Joyce on the phone, saying something sharply
might be doing that evening; and at the sound of that one word Peyton felt a blow as though
on the back of his neck. Harsh as a guillotine,

He turned on his heel, stalked ponderously out and away, payingweemind to

Joycebs calling after him,dher hastening to c
AHey, wait for me. o0
AWhy?0
AArendét you taking me to Marrb6s?o0

AWondt you be tOXé&RbENY wift lyotulmis® 0B
And a truly indescribable expression touched her sweet pale face.

ABut é tyhauésaédt it ?20
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If a blow on the back of the neck has an exact opposite, that was what Peyton felt
then.
He gave Joyce the creasfitmush Valentine, whit she took absolutely seriously to
the point of shedding tears, which Peyton felt empowered to kiss away.
AWebre O6involvedd now, arendt we?0 she ask
They were. He was.
The climax (one, at least) followed two weeks later, on a Friday doubling as Leap
Day. The Ravenelle Collection, a traveling Impressionist exhibit of high repute, was opening
downtown; Peyton had wangled preview passes and invited Joyce to accompany him. She
got all excited, dressing up in a smart white suit over a fluffy black &laoder her old

yellow slicker.

AYou certainly look lovely today, Ms. Finn
corrected him on this but took it beteran ende:
blush, 06 he added. AWhenewesgbkéeft hteoe,t he pack

When they got to the Elsew Art Museum, things promptly went awry. A guard
ordered Joyce to check her slicker at the cloakébéimi was going t o! He di
s 0 md anchanother, just as gruff, barked at Peytoguib taking notes. Were that not
enough to rankle, the Ravenelleds layout, 1lig
made up the difference.
AA massacre of masterpieces! o Peyton thunoc
back to the cloakroom.
ABut | didndét d&et to see everything
ANobody g@gNTHING with thatignis fatuusllumination! | know Degas and
Cassatt went blir@l Pissarro tod but notbeforethey did their painting! Come with me!
| 6 sHow you how an Impressionist exhibitoru g ht t o bdeoveacoatflappingz e d ! 0
after him, Joyce trotting anxiously at his heels.
AWhere are we going?o

ATo my place! o And when she hung back at
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wo man, do you think I édm goi Pdaltachaperanredoc | e you

meet us i f you want, but come on if youdre coc
She tagged along then, alone with him to his home on Saturn Street. Which, like its

planetary namesake and Peyton himself, was encircled by a wide belt. (Of Corinthian

colonnadd apartment buildings, in the streetds ceé

, i Wh at a |

Peyton snapped on the overhead, strode over to one vast bookcase and began hauling

Joycebs first indoor words were

down its contents. Opening them to Giverny waterlilieslaats at Argenteuil, look here!
and here! you dondot ¢ euminggpages, sinking ¥ his koeesZ wi t hou't
spreading out the books and propping them open, there! andttiane!how anyone with
bareminimal brains would have arranged it!
Hefelt a tug at his shoulders, looked distractedly up, found Joyce trying to help him

off with his coat.

AThank you. | didnét mean to treat vyou |
athomét her e 6 s @ipaureyourselfagldse Oreformeo o, whil e youdre
And as |l ong as youbre hanging up my coat you
macki nt os h, it does you no justice whatsoever

AKeeps me dry,dcahmhel rapkigdu sabet hing? V
bat hr oom?o0

AThrough there. o

He turned back to his books, adding selections from other collections, treating the
boats and waterlilies like so many French Lincoln Logs; and was startled again when Joyce
knelt gracefully by his side. Smoothing down her long white skirt, handinghieiraskeeor

glass, clinking it against hers.

ASo is this your private gallery?o
AWell , 0 he heffal umipneodu.l di Anayvwea yl,a itdhiist iosu th.
Al see. Wehat?abshée ¢thierped, pointing to ¢

nudes.paritThmusst be for adults only. o

Peyton was reminded of the eaamed art teacher ifhe Prime of Miss Jean Brodie
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who sent the girls into gigglefits by tracing the bottoomtours of Botticelli ladies, and then,
when the girls would not shut up, smashesdacer to the floor. Peyton almost did the same
with his wineglass when Joyce, setting hers down empty, said:
ACan | ask you somet hi mgo wetl 3¢ ?é How woul c

Not by staring dumbstruck into her sparkling black irises, anyway. (Dumbstruck he

wasnot, not by a hell of a |l ong shot.)
He reached back boetlmedaditdm. lady bamdos a shinyu g | y
white shoe. Plucked it offablackt oc ki ngdéd f oot . Set it 1in pla

BLUSH-ducktitter as the other shoe was reradvand set beside the fidsas, with
elephantine finesse, Peyton began working his way upwards and inwards.

Many and many a time in the years to come, he would rerun this scene in his mind.
First for pleasure and then in light of later accusations,dwddareplay and reassess it.

Had he seduced Joyce Finian that Leap Day evening? Overpowered her will, inveigled
her into a debauch? Or, in light of later actions: had she recognized the Derente name and
taken the initiativd given herself to him, with aaye out for what she might gain as a result?

One way or the other, all her clothes got
(Less carefully as heights were scaled, depths were charged, and clumsy lumpishness returned
to pop and rip and snag.) d®yemerged from within like Venus on her shell or Chiquita on
her peel, to coyly model her sweetbodied self. An Orange Girl indeed: translucent skin
coloring hotly from the roots of her hair to the tips of her nipples. The earlobes in particular,
tomataered behind their peridot studs, looked ready to hemorrhage; and not just at the rest of
Joyce being undressed, but because her Maidenforms were rather threadbare.

Peyton was far from minding. (andgwpeandt hi ng h
fondle) for months upon months, exposed to the light atdasasTand bet t er t han h
imagined it: no Madame Tussaud waxwork was this, no mannequin polished with Lemon
Pledge, but sanguine Finidlash living and breathirdy

0 and all ashiver. Still Febmary, of course, for a few more hours.

March in like a lion then. He hastened to turn up the radiator before mingling his

garments with hers; then into his arms she was swept, and to the bed she was carried, and
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there sheets were hit, and they becameuple.

In the best.ord of the Fliedradition, he was heavy and fulfilled upon her.

So heavy, in fact, outweighing Joyce by a hundred pounds or more, that hé feared
afterawhildt hat she might have been crushad. True

down or into pretzeknots; but her passive compliance began to be almost alarming.

3t

Joyce? Still with us?o

3t

Right here. o

3t

Enjoying yourself?20
Sure. o (Wide bright smile.)

3t

5t

Any requests?o0

AUmcould you please move over just a | itt]l

| never bse my inhibitonss heé6d told him once at Marr oés
second drink. No regrets but no requests; just a generialgesture. Up early the next
morning to mend her rips and snags with safety pins, then blow hindakiassy A Thank you
for h a v i0 @y heac aif to the Excelsior.

Something amiss here.

Peyton resolved to treat these misgivings if the opportunity ever arose again. Which it
did the very next Friday, when Joyce went out to dinner with him and back to Saturn Street
withhimmand, after a cognac (none of Bonzods home
dress to him. He managed to unzip it without a jam, continued inward and downward, and
went to cookiegpopping work.

Compliant passivity instead.

(Mmph.)

(Mille regrets,little girl.)

But they were still dAinvolved, o6 after all;
Friday after Friday. So Peyton figured if she could bear the brunt, he could keep dishing it up.
His own heavy fulfillment was nothing to sneeze at.

Spiing arrived, packing showers, and one night Peyton got out of bed to close the

window against the rain. He noticed a Finfant protruding from the bedclothes, and flicked
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a finger along its sode only to hit the floor as Joyce and bed together let autda
squoinketingEEEEEEENH!!!
Achilles had nothing on Joyce Finian.
All her blush reserves were called to active service and she became extraordinarily
participatory: squirm, writhe, bump, grind, seize the brass bedframe in-laatveted
stranglehold andhew the stuffing out of pillows while Peyton played This Little Piggy (and
ankle, calf, kneecap, inner thigh: all the fine lines of her sweet torso) with his fingers and
tongue and a red sable paintbrush from his cartooning equipment. Unbutton thsttymode
unhook that reticence, tug down those losable inhibitions till the pillowstuffing gives way to
what sounds like throbbing rapture, or Yoko Ono with BaBammm in Bedrockabba dabba
DAIIIIEEEEEEED
Freak up and twitch someone!
*
The thought struck &ton (admittedly not immediately) that Joyce might not care for
this on a regular basis. But she started tarrying at Saturn Street all day Saturdays and
sometimes through the Sabbat h, Il ssuing unmist
He thought veekends were an especially busy time in the hotel trade, and worried that
these beddypye upheavals might cost Joyce her Excelsior job; but she said not and he let the
matter drop, having small reason to complain.
Actually therewasa small reason: namellgat Joyce began her tarrying just as Peyton
had to bear down on his academics. There were finals to prep for, an Ash Can thesis to
complete, a masterods degrdee to acquire, emplc
Al 611 be quiet as a mo u Sseytside of Biggplady, pr omi s e C
padding around like a mousestalking cat. To further this impersonation she washed and
groomed herself a lot, combed and brushed her long black hair a lot, sat detachedly and stared
a lotd out the window at the sun, or on the safal'V. Leafing through his big Impressionist
folios, makingpohandahht ype f aces but never a noi se. Bal
filling out his tax forms, sewing on his buttons, typing up his thesis: looking after him. When

he took a break and carnejoin her, she would look up with the expression a cat gets while
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deciding whether your lap is suitable for jumping on; and if it was, she would follow through
and they would have themselves a strokefest.

The only time she lapsed from quietude was th bEven after thabbadabbasvere
done with for the night, there would be a constant wriggling and fidgeting and heaving of
sighs and checking of clock and getting noisily up to pad into the bathroom.

ARestl ess, are you?0 Peyton would mumbl e.

Evidentlyso. In May she moved again, this time to a narrow basement room on
Venetian Street. Joyce had been in no hurry to have him visit her previous apartment, saying
ASometimes | |ike to be alone. o But she seer
Tintoretto-shaded flowers blossoming above its windows; and she invited Peyton over with
such ceremony that he dared not poke fun, other than to dub it The Gondola.

Not much in the way of furniture. A bed, a table, two chairs, curtains at the windows,
an oldfashioned Singer sewing machine, a bureau and an alcove containing her spotless Snow
White outfits and maybe forty pairs of shoes.
postcards: Monet, Seurat, Sisley, Morisot, matted on sheets of construction Papem
noticed no pictures of friends or family members, no photo albums; perhaps there was
family, and Joyce had sprung fullblown out of

At the Gondola he refined his technique of tickling her ivories (and pinkeries, and
creameies)d his big fat fingers deft and nimble on armpit and ribcage as though he were
wielding a crowquill over cardboard instead of compelling his susceptible girlfriend to contort,
convulse, and explode one night witpleez pleez pleez pleBAAAAH -DEEEE!!D

0 that left her drenched and drained, and brought Peyton up short.

She gave vent then to a little streafic o ns ci ousness about her f a
far one thirsty day as to drink all of Joyced¢t
siser 6s. There was somet hing about an odd ste
maybe that was the basis of his oddity.

At any rate she drifted off to wryfaced sleep and never referred to it again, and Peyton
thought it best to ask no questions. Touaot, it provided the sum total he would ever hear

about her early life.
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Joyce he did buy lingerie, for her twetttyrd birthday: elegant floral confections to
replace her wutilitartitg®e brume rdtiidonddablyou. f efe®h t
these? lknowwoul d have. 0

ANonsense. I simply told t hme lonteedtok i n a |
|l ose weight this summer. 60

And why not? That was the summer of his mastery, Peyton taking his M.A. from Use
OEm and bei relgash fultinkednstriogtor. M@&yce attended the commencement
exercises and was introduced to Peytonds par e
eyes lighting up (no surprise there) and Antoinette often asking after her afterwards. As one
might about a prospective daughietlaw.

Which should have been a most disturbing thought.

He presumed Joyce covered herself contraceptively in some fashion. She would
always disappear into the bathroom beforehand, but Peyton never asked whether it was to
insert or apply or imbibe something to prevent his seed taking root. Cehimetytributed
nothing toward that end, in those eas@deatwith days. Yet whaif pregnancy resulted?

Would she demand he do the Right & Proper Thing?

Not a dreadfuhotion.

Good Godé

This, he supposed, was truly Being Involved. The diamond ring, he realized, had
vanished from her finger some time ago; perhaps he might see about replacing it. Which
would have been easitw-deatwith had he not just traded in lodd khaki Bu@ and a
considerable chunk of future incoéndor a brandnew silver Porsche.

Joyce (whodéd I oved t he Bug didmakeoneRight a di m
& Proper demand: when the summer heatwave turned horrendous, she implored him to buy
her an air conditioner. He went out and got an enormous oneGadyreadnought icebox,
that on second thought would probably glaciate the little GoAdold was the ideal size for
Saturn Street. So to hell with the electric bill, my precious, alotiytive thermometer!

AUméo said Joyce.

A Mi casa es su casa, gueridita. o
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And for someone whodéd been Afreezingodo at t
she spent a lot of that summer at Saturn Street cozying up to this icebox, shucking down to
her fang new frillies and splaying herself out in front of it. And Peyton would pay sonorous
homage to hergooseywanny beauty, overriding Joyceds wi
caboose omeo emaidfaam!d0 i n no way f atthepowetof of a cl
any romantic artist to capture and sustain.

AOh gee, 0 Joyce would say.

*

Then, one fine day

He switched off the dreadnought, opened all his windows, let in poetic September
sweetbreezes: first cool evening in what seemed like a thoyearsl They were going out
to celebrate, Joyce was in the bathroom touching up her appearance, had been at it for half an
hour and he was goi ng t yet?$he cesetvationsiaberfaE n 6t you
seven! o but only g cntheeesame a CRAGHandalcry andthe endt 0 v
sound of hiccupwveeping

Dond6t bother to knock, turn the knob; don:
respected at Peytonbés place, which was just e
the doordowma nd how t hat would have jarred his shol
still have found Joyce in there on the tiles, on her knees, face pale as sleet, tears dripping
down among bits of shattered mirror. Mixed with what Peyton, in his godawful naiveté,
thought at first was spilled talcum.

He even wondered why shedéd taken a hand mi
perfectly good one on the medicine cabinet.

And then; and then.

The higher you are, the farther you fall.

Peyton would have believethybody else on earth to be a snowbird, including Jimmy
Carter, Ronald Reagan, and his own mother (who at least mingled with an artful crowd).

But Joyce Finian???

He hadsuspected her of catching a summer cold, from all that lounging in front of the
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air conditioner, and of trying to conceal it lest he think her contagious.

Eyes brimming, nose running, dab dab abbadab, sniff sniff sniff. Face flushing
painfully, then bleached out again except around her darkrimmed eyes and dampchafed
nostrils. Peculiacurlicues: trying to explain the pressures of tension, of being a woman, a
shortish slightish young Liberal Arts magoit was incredible, having to respond under such
straird he was a jolly male giant with a big loud voice, how could he understand wHhaddhe
to go through every day, every night, all her thinskinned jitters, her amdelign insecurity?

So what else could she do but lay out a line of fine white powder on the glass?

Toot her own horn, and thén

0 it was like being inside one of her peoatds. Thereat Giverny or Argenteuil, able
to see through Monet 06s 0 enjike okibguata Seuratadmd hei ght er
seeing it whole, but at the same time each tiny dot was separate and distinct. Each a burst of
pure, intense coldr

0 like sailing over a rainbow.

All it took was Pixie Dust.

At the cost of a gram or two a week.

Which could run you two, three hundred dollars, depending on your dealer and the
mar ket ; whereas Joyceds takehome pawm hardly t
extra hours at the Excelsior.

And | ately shebéd been grinding her pearly
night so she couldndét sl eep; her nerves were
and she felt utterly humiliated unbosomingdadf this way, to him.

Didnét want you to see me | ike this.

Never wanted you to know.

Well guess what, he had and he did; and thanks to Being Involved, he felt a certain
responsibility. Racking his sedfbsorbed memory for some warning sign he miigivie
detected and avertdécdb ut hadndét, so couldndét, so here th
he with not the slightest clue what to do. Having prized his snoot too highly to subject it to

California cornflakes, what the devikll did he know about #ir abuse and disuse?
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When had she begun? Before shedd met hi m?
racked his brain all over again for some recollection of chafed nostrils before then. Made over
with makeup, per haps? dnBeodddthastulft® popewhis hought t |
pressures, the weightiness of his fulfillment.

So what might Dear Abby/Ann Landers suggest?

To seek counseling, of course; get some therapy from qualified professionals.

Actually that sounded fairly sensiBleJoyce semed to agre@ arrangements were mailde

drove her to the first session, stayed in the waiting room reading a revidve &tunt Man

over and over while she broke the ice and tested the dvated came out radiant, full of

resolve, intending to go cold tunkeyou could do that with cocaine, it was all psychological,

she would recover scétr ee and be good, hebd see; he woul
proud of herself. And bursting with pride they went back to his place and made genuine love

for once, dispesing with the yotnow/menow to chase after simultaneity.

All it took was a little discipline.

She would be good and disciplined and never touch the stuff again.

Or at least cut back.

Control her use.

Go for days, weeks without it, not acting like addict.

She wasnot .

Shewasnodt .

(And he really didndét want to go too deepl
then had provided too thin a scab.)

Missing sessions with her counselor. Trying another place, not liking their attitude
either: thg were hostile and arrogant, suspicious of her. She wanted to talk but not to listen.

When Peyton tried to fibe supportiveo (fatal g
not. More often, as time went by and he tried to let her be, to let glidgs

Hanging around Saturn Street in exasperated suspense, not wanting to go out, no
appetite for anything; picking and snapping at the elastic on her fancy underwear, saying it

made her feel itchy. As though bugs were crawling over her, getting ledskin.
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And at work it was worse. THéo-NazzE|l ect i on Eve issue didnot
Joyce was leaving early and coming in late or not at all, doinghessoherent work when
shewasthere. Given a warning, then given notice, Peyton demaadiagrieve but Bonzo
saying no, the grounds were too shaky, Joyce had to be let go; there were reproofs,
recriminations, she departed and disappeared

Letting her phone ring a dozen times at a stretch, figellying a recording i T h e
number you have di ab andwheshe wenttd \(enettpe Streeitthe ser vi c
curtains were gone from her basement windows, he squatting down to peer in and find the
Gondola scuttled, vacant, postcards gone from the wall

Badgering t he Ex-oevhee personwhg lad rio ideagvhoaloycel 6 m
Finian might be; g gustfllingrigsupervison wHo evould sagionly o an | C
t hat Joyce di dnadandpossiblkneverrhadtr e anymor e

Appropriating he A.K.A. personnel recordsbut of course Joyce had been the one
who maintained those, and there were lacunae aplenty where she herself was concerned.

The lady vanished into thin air, whichever way Peyton turned.

*

A bad time, bad atmosphere, after Reag6é s unf oreseen | andslide
ThatOldTi me Revolutiono stood Ilittle chance agai
Righteous, their declaring all who opposed them to be inspired by the Antichrist.

The night after John Lennon was killed, Peyteeard a scratching at his door and
there she was. Looking brittle of body, pasty of face, hair like black cobBwrelnsorseful
maybe, but uncommunicative. Where was she living now? What was she doing for money?

Had she gone back to Semibrokenoff, aractly what part had he played (did he play) in all
this?

No answers.

Just that generic holohe gesture.

Thus she came and went that winter, like something out of unhappy Celtic legend: a
muted banshee who slipped away before the dawn. Peyton tstdyimg home every

evening he wasndét in the classroom, abandonin
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might show up; though when she did, he felt oppressed by futility. Playing Pieta: Joyce
huddled in his lap under a quilt, watching Late Latev@hwith her face pressed against his
neck, shivering. They saw several old movies in this ménhke Lady from Shanghai, The
Glass Menagerie, Of Human Bondégaone of them very cheerful. Heavy flicks.

What reinforcements could he enlist? Two, threes he urged a return to therapy, a
detox center, a hospital; but away she would run and not come back for days or weeks.
Shoul dndt he be makeherstomgsoraehow] havena straitmdked mady and
t he phone pr edi alherel :Coneandékeder awatiamto the funigh e 6 s
farm before she breaks loose and vanishes again!

God damn it, he hadno6t asketdkesitsdol.be cast ir
There was a fine |ine between iwanteithersdment and
of it.

There was also the obscure fear that They would cite him somehow as being liable,
culpable, blameworttdy you mean yolknewshe had this problem, yet you stood idly by and
did nothing? (I tried! | offeredl ) You t r i leastdoodletioh the/tesupaper, a t
we 6 d g someredito u

Another night of heavy flicks: Friday the 13th of February, Peyton in the tub when he
heard a scr at c hi n gecatéhiag abhfs chantbenelanm @dwsl wragpedw s a
around him, he rarotanswer; truly your forgiveness | impldre

She stood at his front window, staring out between Corinthian columns, while Peyton
dressed and explained that shedd caught him g
Enterprises was suffering a finaalotrisis, wild schemes had been hatched to stave off
bankruptcy, the | atest t aki rSgrambledaSegee Shawi s mi dr
broadcast live on KLOFM.

AThe Mighty Yellow Tee, you knoweé We neec
get |  wilhwenkr la necktie, for moral supporté t
Still with us?o

He came out of the bathroom in some haste. She remained at the window, her back to

him, it still retaining its voluptuous curvature even while the oé$ter ebbed and waned.
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AAhé | realize this is radio wedre talking
She turned around.
Peyton had grown somewhat accustomed to her hollow-bfiakowning eyes, but
tonight he was struck by how infinitetiry they seemed: all tears shed. The very pupils losing
their Glocka Morra glint, dissolving into the irises to form two black liles
He changed his mind, he wouldndét go, Bonzc
without him, he would stay here with Ber
And then; and then.
A lass and a lack.
Like that scene at the end of the origilmalasion of the Body Snatchevehere Kevin
McCarthy and Dana Wynter hide in a cave fromthepoglo pl e whodéve replaced
Danads exhaustednddaoard &wak g u-statahkee raveng\we r , bo
becomea podperson with coldblooded eyes in a blank masklike face, one of the chillingest
i mages in Peytonodos ymiudtrier eveattd hiyrogu 6meemonreyx:t ! !
ANo, you go on. o Schug to sightenphig tie dsettfe diis collarr d |, re.
Al 611 come back | at erteetheehe®é.l very monotone, I
He might have invited her to come with hin
Considered asking again for a current address or phankenuthought better of that too.
She walked him down to the silver Porsche, grimaced at it, declined his offer to drop
her anywhere. They embraced briefly, along former lines: her arms around his neck, his hands
upon her rump.
ATake care sof Fyowmregalnf. .0 M
Al will, 0 she said.
So he left her; and they parted.
The Scrambled Seguendeavor did not pan out. Sargent Poach kicked things off by
suggesting th&lo-Nazzdo a hardboiled exposé of his invisible parrot, Egbert Soufflé, and
went on abouhow morose Egbert had been since his lover Omelette fléw off
fid to that big cage lined with newspapers in the sky! Egbert never driris, drut
hebs frequéntsihythurhat o[Raeeg patrqtv oEigchee:r t ?Hq u awwg g k
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ASo | e thimsandrallyowlasminute Valentine shoppers with something new from
Gino Vannelli, called O6Living Inside Myselfébd
*
Act as t hough not NaNazyzenjeys unlmded lifeepdtentiab s 1 f t h e
Stroll on over to the campus Book & Supply Stdag in extra bristol board and India ink for
drawing all the cartoons off the top of your head. Every one a guaranteed chucklebuster!
ACI aptrap Gives YoYouNMeendt alls Gl alpo.ndg JicWhaant Voy a
Ok ay! Noban Assheld 0
Hadi ng the cashier your Mastercard, she ha
youdre over your | imit.o Astu@niosnh meomte,b oidmp ced
par® the students in line behind you clearygphsurethroat®
To the phone thewith an assumption of dignity, calling up Mastercargessir, over
your limitd must be a stupid computer error, of course. Plain as the nose on a Derente face.
|l f youdd |l earned nothing el se forhackwhatyouky Pi er
musb but al ways pay most of your debt s, my boy,
Demand a statemeathtung tout de suitdind one already in your mailbox, from the
bank. Good news here, at least; interest rates on savings were going thraogt anel so
too, cartoorst yl e, was the top of Peytonbdés head whe
account cleaned out empty.
Goggle and boggléwo computer errors? Somebody impersonating him? 8ome
Pieta pifiata.
When had she managed it?
Ample opportunity, over the past year; access to all his vitals; clerical expertise.
Perhaps shedd been biding her time for months
He signed affidavits, closed his savings account, cut up his Mastercard; did without
from then on. Did without many thingssuchas his silver Porsche, lost before long to the
repo man. Why not report -ghfeendripped medffe pol i ce?
royally in order to obtain controlled substances. No, | have no idea where she and her sweet

ass are, which makesitkih of hard (you must admit i1tds dif
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the former and return it to my parlor mante

0 yeahsured

She hadndét gonefsdMafgrlLas, tivhosahgle Bob
c hai n an do batvhatmight haverbgdecause Peyton owned no gewgaws.
Otherwise they too could have been heisted and handed over to some Semibrokenoff
entrepreneur.

The ElsewNo-Nazzfolded; the Dilated Nazztrils scattered; the Mercury Theater
showedAtlantic City,and there to take yourind off reality was Burt Lancaster selling
cocaine when he wasnodot watching Susan Sarandoc
juice.

And yet there were depths still to be charged.

At the steamy end of May, having just given a final exam, he wenttbe8&turn
Street to change his sweatechr ough shirt . Coming down t he h
Ghosty sound of dragging chains, followed by a tremendous BOOM that turned out to be his
disconnected dreadnought hitting the floor. Deposited there byBoycei an, who must ¢
had a key cut by hook or by crodk et my love open the dabexcept that a sudden wind
bl ew through the gaping hole in Peytonés wind
him, giving them all a start.

Joyce in tougkchick clothes, nanakeup, eyes no longer halfiut but widefopen
than hedéd ever seen them and not with | ove ei
handtruck, and loading the air conditioner onto it was an undeniably beautiful woman,
wholesomebuttery like the young ey Jones oDklahomalor Carousel,but with a top
sergeant 6s haircut.

AYi kes, 0 she said at the sight of Peyt onos

Al suppose you t hthatkow)yaodauifientg@ i aigowood sh e al
thundered.

But those were the only wasdhe would get in, as the wigged Ms. Finian opened
her mouth.

Molly Bloom endsUlysseswith a monologue; Joyce Finian took her banshee leave
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(and Peytonds air c¢ ond-pgandspiteuttfadeatdotexecuted di at r i
asifbyanetche6s scribe with a diamond point for en
She didndédt need Asnowd anymore, shedd foun
deluded by Peyton but knew better now, knew I
reduced her ta helpless slobbering whore night after night, making her feel defaced and
dismembered and why? why had he done it? because he was a fraud and a sham and a very
bad man whodéd never | oved her not once, who
anythingbut strip her naked and devour her, stab her and shoot her with his rotten Thing that
would serve him right if it shriveled up and withered on him, women were far better off by
themselves, with themselvdsy themselves and they were taking this air comadér not only
b e ¢ a u s earnadihamddeservedo have it but as partial reparation for all the outrageous
atrocities inflicted on Joyce and womankind, all the misery, the nausea, it masiekidren
she had to let him kiss her, she only did itshese he drove her crazy, and afterwards she
always had tavipe her moutnt hat 6 s right, oWl PE HER MOUTH
Even then, through all the diamepdinted crosshatchery, he realized this last bit had
been swiped from BetQf HumBreBoridge6s conni ption fit
And, like gimpy Leslie Howard, he could do no more than dumbly take it. Too late
for sarcastic ripostes; no swordplay could parry her perforations as his vessel cracked from
side to side, twisting in the venomous wind, eyes ears nose throat saogjtycaingested
i YU PRICK she hissed.
And vanished, she and faegerted Shirley Jones, together with their handtruck and
the a/c a trois.
Then, at last, all was darkness and silence.
*
Change the locks. Wedge the windows when not there. Bdothreat all times.
Make no effort to replace the air conditioner but do without, do without. Answer the phone
onlytoheal t 6s about your parents, Mr . Derente, ai
fact , itdéds quite badé

Of course it is. Of course thare.
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And: at | east this way | wondt have to tel
Then: could she have somehow been the caus
circuslike demise? But no, that would be impossible, unless she was fiendishly clever by half.

Yet: why daibt that? Had he himself not been targeted from the start, turned into a

shaverands hor n pat sy? Hadnot her every gesture b
plotted in advance, right down to that shiver
Butd

No: it was a classiMaguscase, straight out of John Fowles. Right from the very
beginning shedédd been putting hi-andtitersand t h her
tee hee heés

0 could youfakea blush?

Wel | é

Like Miniver Cheevy, hehought and thought and kept on thinking; coughed and
cursed and called it fate, and kept on drinking. Like Egbert Soufflé, he drank alone a lot that
bleak dehydrated summer.

What about Abby/ Annds -faadrvmecres? n eFeafizegbett iints;t
him just yet. He did accept a prescription of little yellow pills, handy for deadening the
senses. And the appetites: off came his Lumpy Humpty Dumpty weight, twenty pounds by
Labor Day, thirty more by New Year os.

The pointless nature of It AllFirst one, then a couple. Initial promise of joy followed
by grief and pain. The bektid schemes, the besthemed lays resulting in hearts broken,
spindled, shredded, mulched. So why keep struggling? Why not commit some form of
suicided if not physial, then by becoming a sapphophobe, a misogynist, an insulated all
around misanthrope?

But even that was denied him.

His folksdés estate not yet settled, the ClI
haunt ed Saturn St r e edckerbox walkapibgthetinterstate @anratdp. anu s , ¢
One sweltering August night he was packing his books in soggy cartons while listening to

ASheds Got Bett e Duamptht&meBwen sudderlydhere caimeca u mpt vy
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scratching
OWhoodés that?
0 Please. Is Jog there?
0 No! Go away.
0 Please. Is Joyce there?
o0 NO!l Go away!
And they might have kept that up for quite a long time had Peyton not wrenched the
door open and found Young Shirley Jones, looking wholedauttery beautiful and
heartbroken.
Joyce lad disappeared from their place. No word, no note, money missing. Shirley
had searched everywhere, asked everyone else, found not a clue.
0 Join the club.
0 No, she talked about tiatabout yod
0 | doktshe did.
0 No no, no really, I thin& | mear® she &ltd about what she saddwhen she
thought aboutd she got soé thatds one reason | was h
hereé to you.
d Oh.
Al'l things considered, it didndt much mat:t
Young Shirley eithé in a way that wuld be far worse, her loving either or both of them,
and they unable to save her from her jitters and restlessness and insecurity; from living in
dread of what the darkness hides.
We candét be responsible for that.
But if only they@dksmowrormo rugp oma ttiheemtsee,l v e
Peyton retrieved a bottle from a soggy halfpacked carton and he and Shirley shared it,
hand to hand, sitting shoulder to shoulder on the carpet in that accursed hot apartment,
mourning together.
It was very late andery dark when the bottle got emptied, but they continued to avert

faces from each other as they wiped the moisture from their eyes. She offered him the air
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conditioner back; he said no, you might as well keep it; she handed him a scrap with her

number, alsing him please to call if he ever heard anything. He never did; so he never had.
And that was the |l ast time heb6d been that

to anybody, till a couple of years later when Skeeter Kitefly came skating out of moteher

sweep him off his feet and bloody his noseé.
His hand was cramping badly by midday Sunday, when he looked down and found it

had written a gon@to spelledout case study of himself and the Girl of his Dreams. Against

all orders: aneatlylettered spillof-guts in black and white. Putting it on paper was like

ripping a bandage off a hairy clotted chest wound.

Or so at least it should have felt.

I n fact it felt as though hedd finished ta
but either way done with and out from under.

(Mmph.)

(Good God.)

He considered the Significance to History of the document before him; and the

Curious Person to whom it was addressed.

It appears | have told you the story MY hard, hard life. Whib |
suppose makes you mgtite amieconfessor. Or confessress. Or
confessri® take your pick.
|l 6m sorry | hung up on you.
|l hope it didnét hurt your feelings (
| never meant to give your grief.
| hope you will forgive me and forget it.

|l havendédt done very well by women in
start doing better.
|l want to do better by you. Mor e t he

Apayi ng daskif mybeing allrearéexcept for the rest of me)
could have lent some sort of meaning to Life.
Perhaps the true meaning or purpose of Life ig~tdiD a meaning
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or purpose for our lives.
Each otherds, i f not our own.
In the meantime, | would like to go paying attention to you.

Yours,
Peyton Derente

P.S. Did I ever tell you how much | love the way you talk?

(So much. So much.)

*

He stuffed this into a manila envelope, slapped on all the stamps he could find, and
mailed it off toWheeuville first thing Monday morning. It would presumably arrive the next
day, and Skeeter being a fast reader and quic
giving his Tuesday exams he ran home and sat by the phone all afternoon, all @llening,
night, into the next AMeé
Letter delayed by the Christmas rush, of course. Annoying but understandable. And
then there was that plurgero windchill, too; postmen freezing to mailboxes, letters trapped
in ice floeseée
Wednesday todayd it was so coldche had to put on longjohns, a thermal sweater,
two pairs of socks, and a ski mask (to save his nose from frostbite) before he could head out
to wrap up finals and resume papergrading at
office as the day draggeduddily on. Seeing dismal images of Skeeter in tears, Skeeter in
dives, Skeeter with bottles and razors and ropes, Clarence the Dodge Dart broken down on
lonely roads, buried in snowdrifts so there would never be a response to his confession, never
awod or a |l ook or a touch again from that min
At l east in here he wotdngidgrwihtthe hoaneves thato he ar

Snow White had told him next to nothing, and

himallinall, andstilhedd botched it. And i f you were | o
always Dream Girl and hedéd 4ghmughtaeof her out fi
Campbell 6s Soup.

All out; none safe.
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However agnostic you might believe yoelfgo be, there were all those Calvinistic
axegrinders in your genes and maybe theassomething to predestination: those three had
been his foreordained soulmates, he had failed them all, and what possible promise of joy

could ever be left to him nowWhat chance of being saved (for want of a better word) from

what hedd coughed at and cursed at and call ec
Damnation.
Indeed.
ATHEREyou are! o0 said a deep voice, jolting &

Not GoFoC, though; just Tim the lunaxy intern.

AWhao?o

5t

I didndét know you weabautnytermipaer2 Theonsai d Ti r
sorta due today? You know, the Art History dne

Al am aware of the subject. And that ité

‘N

Tim held out a single slip ofigk paper.

AKind of short, dondét y o uwHIERUWEIRRPAQT Peyt on ¢

AOh, thatds just a message. Myd iptafpse ra | lwe l
written, pretty much, but not typéds e e , I was gonngi ulsfer imgnd ®®» mme
typewriter |l ast night? But it sorta broke,
|l ate 6even if the moon fell outta the skyd bu
typed and everything, | prom8ed

Peyton crammingdifgraded exams into his briefcase, struggling into his coat and
scarf and skimask: Al tédd bett eisredidgtonowmowgood it

andinmyboxby5PMt t he | atest. 0

AHey, thanks, ma n ! | owe you one! o

AWedl |l aw)b sBBid Beyton as he pounded away
rattletrap stairs, out the door and through the cold West Quad, past Brecknock Hall and
Haller Hall, the Amphitheater, the New Library, the Book & Supply Store; skidding on

patches of ice arounddhrozen pond as he ran to the Student Union. In through its double
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doors, down another staircase, around a corner and into a Game Room pretty much
deserted

0 except for a pintsized young woman in a-fireginered UWSM sweatshirt, its
hood too small taontain a great whomp of hair the color and fuzziness of a {iirinee
peach. Her back was to him as she played MsMrat whanging at the joystick with many
unnnnhsandgrrrrs and cries of selencouragement, cheering herseldon

0 as Peyton paused foreath, peeling off his skimask, feeling his heart try to force
itself out of his mouth. Watching her with a trace of wonder that anyone so short could loom
so large in a persono6s |ife.

As if he could ever have simply put her out of his mind; forgadigrhing she might
be likely to think or feel or say or do. Quite a woman, Little Fan.

He came up behind her and said hello.

She let out a highpitched shriek, whirled arouindt e sus t o pi eces, Peyt
ASorry. | got your nleeststaggre®0 I take it vy
AMaybe, 0 she gasped, one hand clutching he
AWell then, o0 he said.

She reached out her other hand, caught hold of his elbow, clasped it with an
expression of nettled forbearance. She, too, pausing for breath.
AAhéo said Pddattdooau hi miEdDE w
And try as she might to keep it back, to

rn

horizontal fissure from spreading across her face, the splitkicking grin from shining forth. No
way to hide the light or cap the gladsome spirit: let imgtlyou dismay.

He took her fineboned hand off his elbow and raised it to his lips.

A(Shniff)o went Skeeter, after awhile, as
AWel |, if you think |1 6&6m never goiobnlgl toov ewal soho kt
your incivility, thist i me é (shni ff) éi snét Otikeagnalwaheryitr eat wo
crawls out of its shell. You see I 6m ready t
to kiss my hand? Thermods | ots more of me, yoc

Al think, 0 said Peyton into her ear after
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be able to bluff your way through it. o
AThrough what ?0 (Smooch.) ABi ol ogy?o (€
ASocial wor k. Tal ki ng |hat. aBpimgrasurragtd | edge s,

Wendy to wayward Lost Boys. 0

AThat 8¢ hergldts more than one way of gr owi ng
BoogaBl oo Angel to Pinocchios. 0 She | et go
l and on her fsewetmuchiltove egd you, id 6s |ike |
coémon! o

AWhere to?o0

Why, anywh edroet,to diinedodut taBumadrout to smooch my

5t

honeybunch. o

Putting on her own coat, earmuffs, mittens, a stocking cap instead of temédio
hood; describing a Cabbage PatodheMalpdlohting i ot s he
over a secret presentoadmhnetdadzlelmpwytdiessimg, bati m f or Ct
Peyton would love it and she wou)tkglbvave t o ki
and yanking him up the stairs.

Al swear, whatd ldbeganatded uptwithischoohaadsmerbaademyself

and everything, On®dRagRyYrntme |aysa hme. ocn o w! Oh
AMmph?o
APl ease dondt be mad b udteinlyout leiterdnd bhe sayss 0 me ¢

sheés willing to forgive you if youoéll crawl
first. o

AExciting prospect. o

They went out into the December twilight, the-hithst fury of the whistling
windchilld

Alst sio COLD! o6 Skeeter yelled, fumbling off
over here these fogged up and theze oved | e mme j ust tuddkayoem i n my
Now, warm me uf o

She buried her face in Peytonobsdiggngat front,
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on down with abrupthpointed chin till nothing facial was left visible except a peeking
upward deglassed gaze.

Candles in the wind? Not these magic campfires, perfectly round, perfectly clear,
piercing the gloom like bably | ue M& M6 sby somé cordebtibrery gyrotechnic. Ah

yes: the eyes again. The eyes again.
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Chapter XXII

Angelmaking

Sunday mornings at the Cheval were heralded bwth&ldof an extrahefty Elsew
Reflectobei ng flung against each subscriberds doo
subconscious as a BOOMdchmop!or [ Laughter]; but todayds cre
and sanguine haunches, as a steady-plilsap offset by thé&zzzzof a toyland fire engine.
Both coming from an unclothed undercover dowdrmful of Skeetebooty.
(Therebs worse ways to wake up on a Sunda\
But a vagrant echo of tehuddc ont i nued t o Ilinger in the b
irksomely, tweaksomelyikle a rogue mattress spring. Little by little he disengaged himself
from arms and legs and mumbled objections; patting a tush, nuzzling a nape, easing on out of
the sofabed.
Shorts, slippers, robe, and the red fez that Bgotyr | s wor e sahteebd haggl
Istanbul Grand Bazaar: an ensemble lending you a distinct resemblance to the legendary
Major Hoople ofOur Boarding Houséame. Hrummf! Hakkaffl Egad, lads!
Bzzzzzzzgoes your raspburied treasure.
Imitation Opium, but bonafide risibility.
Plus exuberant salubrity; brightminded curiosity; cleverpants creativity; eiengyle
impact; kind warm loving heart; and a really dynamite bod. Adding up to seven virtues
(blessings, benefits, advantages) that mold a goodly vessel that holds a wealtér ahat

can quench your deepest, driest, slearonest thirst.
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(Step into the bathroom to empty your own waterwealth.)

Turn up radiator. Retrieve newspaper. Take it into a kitchen still smelling richly of
yesterdayds bakeat hoomls, and agle strydeldrambab dlde r , ci nnan
Wunderlich family recipe. Bring out cobbler scraps; pour glass of juice; put coffee on to
brewd all this on ponderous tiptoe.

Booty-girl had frazzled herself foolish these past two months, working evenings and
weekmds in Radiology Records while taking a fu
thelongav oi ded Bi ootseewhatgood Kndwinghama frog digests flies is going
todomycar eer as a social worker! e Frogs have c

Soon Valentineb6s Day Peyton had decl ared h:
Quid Pro Quo Singl&emester College Scholarship, enabling Skeeter to scale back her
weekend work hours and so reclaim her half of his sofabed. (Half? Make thttirtead
meke that threqquarterd A TMEI 6 m not a kept woman! o shedd s
at a moment of supreme intimacy.)

(Au pr s de ma blonde, qudil fait bon dor.

All right now. Settle down to breakfast and the Surideflector. February 26th: a
date that put another flea in your ear, to keep company with the dvagvast echo.

Coul dndét imagine why, unless it was another L

Anyway: editorial on David t hfeisskdebbl e Boy,
cocoon to kiss his mother for the first ti me
cartoon, | ousily drawn, sounding the fAWher eos
farewell appearance @aturday Night Live.Eulogybr t he EIl sew Travelers,
dropped another NBA game by a neacord margin. Society photo of Robert S. Hallowday
and Pretty Young Starlélodeld
Al am trying to eat here, 0 Peyton gnarl ed.

Such, such were the joys of 1984, which so many punditsgead so many years
cringing and flinching from; as though Big Brother was to have popped up, prepackaged, at
the stroke of midnight on January 1st. Well, doublethink thad dBig Yuppie had arrived
instead. Watching you, all right, with one eye bent taWaiyout and the other toward
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consumptiod like Prince Prospero in his castellated fastness, revelling while famine and
pestilence devastate those without. (Niberewas a cartoon idea. Too bad Peyton had
been discurrented, left under the spreadingtchesit t r e e é)

Turn page. Raise brows. Get up from the table and head for the sofabed, where
Booty-girl was now ensnuggled with the big stuffed squirrel (fabric, not taxidermic) that

Peyton had given her for Christmas and Skeeter had named Churl.

ALootkhiag . O

AHj ckrr h?o

Al sndt this the one you called the Dough (

AWhaweat Skeeter, opening sleepstuck peep:
squinting at -BeR&mdalta Riilslisnbguryyoung t el evangel.

i Oh LUosiwd 0

AWell put, o said Peyton.

A big spread on the little lady too, with a heaabtshoulders portrait shot and another
in profile, both wearing the expression of bemused bamboozlement often seen in pictures of
Marilyn Monroe.

Pamel adbs wasoanalisspiry: after high school
career as singer/dancer/actress in Paris/London/Manhattan, ending up four years later as a
Bunny at the Playboy resort hotel in Great Gorge, New Jersey.

(AShe al ways s akiFranbden notling buehér ubhderpadts In ¢

always used to add, 0 Skeeter cackl ed. AGues:
AThen | discovered Jesus in my heart, o Par
(AGod knows who she discovered in her pant

This epiphany had takgnl ace whi |l e wat chi ndgestshavesRe Vv . Ho
Me Showa program syndicated nationally but lost in the shadows of Pat Robertson and Oral
Robert® until Ms. Pillsbury shed her cottontail and joined the JLM choir. Quickly featured
assoloist,the as a | ay Aapavac) | ame r t {hfed the secondtMnse nt y
Beckett (Howie divorcing his fiftyish incumbent), Pamela was now by all accounts the star

attraction and boss | adJesuslLowthVd&Momegleatnhe s ho w¢
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Howi eds ol der foll owers aghasto-34lmarket,be | vi ng de
least with a line of JLM hovto videos on meditation, fostering miracles, improving your love
life, and making killer investments.

The Gospel According to Doudirl: not onlycanyou have it all, yowughtto have
it all, with an emphasis on the Here and Now. Why waste time waiting till some old afterlife
to enjoy your Goegjiven rights?

AYou want to talk about t he f uttackise ? Aboui
getting faster all the time! Nothing just happens, we hawveakeit happen, and we CAN
without guilt or pain'Reallyr el i gi ous people are positive thi
pain!o

Adding to the exclamation points were homagm®tes fom latterday JLM fans:

Al get high on Pambés tal k! I just adore |

AShe makes me feel great! I | eave her sha

APamel ads worth every penny of my pledge! o

A question mark or two were donated by anonymous informants, who hinted at
offscreed t emper tantrums and ruthless cupidity.
businesslike concentration on sucéess

Mher personal totalbitchitude, 0 said Skee
senior year, and | always said she took out more than wia.pias for temper tantrunds
this one time in English class we had to use
mother is theedificeo f our family. 6 The teacher said m
like abulwark,and Droan Webster (who alwagat behind Pam so he could spend the hour
mentally feeling her up) said, B u | & & edKicelike Playtexis toh o o td@and $hén he
snapped Pamés bra strap in froourrawiNG God and e
ASSBITEHO r i ght o ut ked Droam with thel heal af hed shae,cand would you
believe she got extra credit for that? the teacher thinking she was acting out a scéfeefrom
Last Picture Showthe book not the film, as if Pamela Pillsbury ever read anything thicker
than aCosm@ 0

fifake a breath, 0 Peyton advised. AAccor di
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|l i ke getting washed in the Blood of the Lamb?~

ADrut her take a shower , 0 Sdhig eighte,raskegdr u mb | e d;
for a cup of hot coffee, and reachedlier wakeu p t oot hbr ush. APr omise
off fast, though, if Pam starts turning | oave

The Rev. Howie Beckett, an Ed McMahonish jowlster, appeared just long enough to
warm up the crowd and remind the faithful that this wasligious program. Themme eeer e 6 s
PAMelald who made a grand entrance down a backlit runway to great whoops and cheers
from the Young Urban Upbeat congregation.

She was dressed all in gold, designer gold, including an indubitable miniskirt that
providedvewer s a sparkly, above 6n6é beyond | ook a
(Hello-o-o0, hosanna!)With sweeping gestures to left and right she greeted her acolytes in the
same syrupy snippydrip voice that Skeeter had just been imitating to unkind perfection:

i Hée, everybody!! You ready to rejoice a little? Everybody clap your hands!

That 6s right, | etbds adyolieedanhdppiyttofQeybher wa
make a deal: you wondét give me any! &dad faces,

But first, a commercial.

Pam in a sheer silver |l eotard, relentl ess|
our spiritsud we 6 ve g ot figuresupktaok \Well, mawryou can do both with my

new JesusciseE aerobic video and diet plan!o

Oneand two and three and four
(Jesus Loves Me all the more)

Five and six and sevdn and eight
(When | take off ugly weight!)

AThat 6s $39. 95 for VHS, $29.95 for Beta, 0
turn off the TV, fearing Skeeter mighipture something otherwise.
fid oh GodB oh Jeead 0

fnTake a breat h, now. O
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Aéoh Holy Ghost éo

AWell , 0 said Peyton.

fid hic!d o

Aln the affluent words of Joan of Arc: o0l
A Hi Allwe need is Video GagaHee hee heehic!d oh, | forgive her for

everything! Eved hicot hese hi ccups. 0hicdfmuvset 6wheo Il ea upgohuendd sc

AYou hardly need to |l ose any weight. I 6 m

AHey! I hel ped youH®adt dtomadtt ¢ tnrtwedal ,t odipdur
agai n!, gm@erooddro One and two &md three and fourd

Al sndét it cheating to do situps in bed?0

AOh hoot ch hMxntLde kehMott hler Theresd said ju
hicoj ust gain money. 0 (Cackle.) So, what od vy«

AYoubre cowmtsemded ably

fi ONSIDERABLY? O

AAhé exponentially?o0

ABetter! You want t o chedhesdmatanomcepair of

out of place! o

il 6ve noticed that about t hem. Al so that

A H e lgavel Never knew you could ¢a hiccups with lyingn-b ed si t ups. Wa i
t el l Richard Si mmorPsaalmmyBuwtotc &rmoan,aldf enos WOMO |
she?o0

AOnly bot hered. For all her talk about he

particularly good time. O

Snort from Skeeter, now doing deep knee bg
| f she couldnét grogpgeyyou &wiAt, h steeesdt df fdnmoahkgery . yoo u
(Shoul der stretches.) Al sure wish | had t we
6Pamo

fid twenty thousand® 0

idwel | whyl thilkinhighdumbdars?f or every time | said,
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Pam! Be pissed at me for a FEASIBLEare o n'! 6 0 (S iedifeceof herifamity!s . ) ATF
Betcha her momdés t hril |l edd andtibisfter shakingghert er t he
floppydops all over Great Gorge, NewuJdersey.

doing wearingyourrobe ? 0

Peyton was a little slow in answering that it went with the fez, of course.

AWell & |1 6mé gonnaé take aé showeré now, 0 ¢
AAnNnd when | ém done, | 6d |iskeélt o dAmdnapa médur r ot
polyglot?) Feel free to be waiting there iditor beside i holding a towel for me, if you
|l i ke, unless you druther scrub my back?o
Al thinké 106d betteré finish the paper fir
stepping out of his big brown robe and dutyfilnding it over.

AWhat a sweetie, 0 Skeeter mur mured. By di
keep out of Gigglesville till safe in the tub, with shower curtain pulled and neprdsy
roaring. Then: oh my GAWuddHee hee hee hee he&hose pauchifying BVDs! Taken in
conjunction with the fez and slippers and nose and smudgestache and chest hair and leg hair
and distracted expression, they gave Peyton (hoople hoople hoople) the appearance of a pasha
whood mislaid his Turkish bath:

Nothing init, nothing in it,
But a ribbon round it.

Poor sweet honey, whodd better nod be tur
especially not over that doubtealing Dream Girl of his, with her many flaws and faults and
what Skeeter felt confident haddrea seriously fat ass. Not a trimly! tautly! rounded one,
with a capacity for turning the other cheek (cackle) or sheer jubilation dtgungthere, alive
and awake and in this beloved tub with that beloved bearskin waiting to enwrap you, and your
veryown Paramour Pasha within easy reach once and for all, now and forever.

So splish splash Gurglesville, scrafglub-dub! Sing about girls just wanting to have

fun, UH-oh! UH-oh! Favorite new song, courtesy of a compact snookums named Cyndi
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Lauper, wio in her kitschykoo habiliments looked a lot like Skeeter Kitefly impersonating

RoBynne IO6WRamma be the one to dbop in the sun;
Hopping out, dripping dry, dehyrating that everpeachy everfuzzy coif flickering like a

flamethrower irthe blowdryer, boy howdy! Put on oversized glasses and purloined robe;

collect your hairbrush and Churl the Squirrel; head for the kitchen, discover it empty.

AAre you hiding? Am | supposed to seek yc
(Silence.)

AShould | countinot 2wenty thousand f

No answer.

Oh Jeez. What now?

She climbed the little staircase to peek into the miniloft, and there found Peyton sitting
in a brown study and half a grey sweatsuit. Communinglbgogeedly with the middle
distance.

ADo you everr 7 sise yoasuked.at he
M¥yather? N o . Why ?0

Al was just thinkingéeo

=1

Not very cheerily, either; the buoyance brought by coffee and cobbler had evaporated,
and he sat sunk in gloom.
Skeeter perched on the top step and start
mean Gower, he was never really around enough TO missARmald, of course, | can get
him on the phone whenever | want, but hebds ne
She suiaced from opulent depths to watch Peyton light his longstemmed pipe.

Al just remembered, 06 he said. AfBeen buggi

my fatherds sixtieth birthday. o

AYour f aPidtes?T hvaaas saeems a | i (BrusheBréish)s hy, doe
AWhat was he | ike, your dad? I know you tolc
ti me. o

AWel |l é0 (Puf f. Puff .) AThey didnét calll

Il n his youth hedd shown bdtaréfiheiitdorchssidalal ent a
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caliber, but a Chico Marxlike love for gambling kept him plugging away on the nightclub
circuit. Hedd rehearse with racing forms proc
tours either bearing expensive presents or emptgwandpocketed. Seldom won at cards
or pool or roulette, but always paid most of his debts. Had a Chicolike eye for the ladies too,
forfilesdejoieof every age and race; but always r ema
mother. As for Antmette: it was gumbo this and gazpacho that, jambalaya every day and
lots of Gallic shrugs. She loved the world of art, visiting studios and galleries, cultivating pet
painters and sculptadsyoungish men, more often than not. Maybe she and Lucky Pierre
hadnét | ived in conventional ©bliss, but theyo
evidence of staying that way to the end of their lives.

As indeed they had.

Vacationing in Quebec at the summer place of their crony Martell Delamain, a
gentleman bmeans (and pinky rings, Havana cigars, and inscrutable sources of income) who
was a friend to many familiésincluding a capitaF one in Montreal. He and the Derentes
were anchored off HauxCoudres onth€ambucaMar t 6s cushy oad cabin
halcyon day disturbed only by the WHOOMPF of the boat blowirdy sgattering debris
from helter to skelter and sinking with the loss of all aboard.

A long-winded bilingual inquest failed to determine whether this explosion had been
the result of gas fungeaccumulating in th8 a mb u kilgeos an odd spinoff from the
ongoing rivalry between Sicilian and Calabrese elements in the Montreal mob.

Either way: freakishly circuslike.

Of course it is. Of course they are.

And of course they left an estatemm nst r ously snafudd it took
through probate court. During which limistretch Peyton was not allowed to sell the
Chesterfield bungalow or even empty it of its forlorn green Buddhas and doleful carven owils.

The clan out at Lake Sexn, Quarty and Sanka and Jazzbo and all, offered poorly
camouflaged charity that Peyton declined, more than once. He tightened his slackening belt;

moved to the crackerbox walkup by the Interstate onramp; tried to throw himself into his
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dayjob and mongraph. Broken branches, fallen leaves; heave and ho.

And then the wholly unexpected legécg bumper crop, even after the tax harvesters
got through with it. He still suspected someone had misplaced a decimal point, or hit the zero
key more times thantended. How Lucky Pierre and Antoinette had managed to &egve
assets untapped was a mystery more unfathomable than the explosion that turned them into so
many smithereens.

(Puff. Puff. Puff.)

Skeeter, though longing for a Pall Mall, stayed puthentop step of the miniloft
staircase. Making no move other than to keep sifting through her wealth of yellow hair.

(Brush. Brush. Brush.)

Peyton took the pipe out of his mouth. Cleared his throat and continued.

AToo much el se hmeed maoppdned dantétt @ ntki i né
the time all |1 could think was, 06Such is Life
(pointing pipestem at near by stacks of APE pe¢
breakthroughs witibaring Deweyponly to throw it all away. Or watch it being taken away.

And | 6d hatomadweghtif 6Such is Life. 80

AfAs Per Usual, 0 Skeeter mumbled to Churl t

AThe part that bot her s nastlikedhattOPcousd, hat it |
for their sakes, I hope i1t did. But still::
over in a matter ofsecomllss nd t hen youdre gone. Forever.
Reverend Howie and your Dough Girl friend mig

They sat awlte in silence then.
Weary of confessiomaking andtaking: the confusions of absolution.
Skeeter disentangled her hairbrush, setting it down among the dpasegflaxen
threads. Split ends in need of gathering up and tying together; winkle winkie win
AfSo, 0 she said, Ais that I1t, then?0
His eyelids twitched, and turned to her.
ALately, 0 he said, Al havendt been so0 sur e

A Wel | GODI d&wak beginning to think you werevergoing to admit i8 move
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over, Pasha 0 She squeezed in beside him, found hi
ANow wedre getting somepl aceiwasStAMnued,si nce weodr

anyway?o

AMmph?o
A mean | 6ve be etalandvgoingkto his gniverdity fdr menthshnovg p i
but 1 6ve ned asrasa@esawhd®d @f hi m
ASt . Mintred the Supplicant. Youngest solI

was exiled to the Abbey of St. Jumieges near Rouen, where he constalattgdhyisitors for
money. Some say he died of a wasting fever; others that he got poisoned. At any rate he was
canonized in a package deal with his older brother, Edward the Confessor; and for centuries

his voice has been h egiaengthapurse)tbamimight eesderitsayi ng

unto Our Savior.o You coooul d call him the fir
AYoubre making this up, you turk!o
AAmMm | ? V@ei It16,s iafn ledaunt at ed kind of |joke, r
make a joke |like that.o

He sbod and struck a boulevardier pose, BVDs genteelly ex@oaadzut alors!if

Solomon Grundy wasnodét being born again on Sur

Behold, thou art fair, my love; yea, exponentially cuter than any
miniskirted Jesusciser. Thou art of a sangypimek complexia that

goeth achingly well with thy strawbergolden hair and tiny little

bright blue eyes. Verily, thine unpropped upper deck maketh my heart
go CHING. How much better is thy love than wine! and the

smell of thine ointments than all spices!

All you need, after all, is a little faith in joy.

And what better way to keep the faith, to feel the joy, than to have someone to hold
and be held by, all through the dark cold lonesome night?

So open up the yearbooks of your hearts and insaoipea LUVYA LUVYAherein, as

you join them together and go cart cart cart wheel wheel wheeling all round the miniloft.

*
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ALet 6s go out and play in the snow, 0 Skeet
ADidndét you have your fill of that yesterd
i H e yneverget my fill off u n . Cémon, you kno&wd you want

To which, of course, there could be no denial. -Grdoors then before the afternoon
was over, lugging along a flattened carton to toboggan upon in Brecknock Park, where they
found every branchandtwgf every tree encased in a glassy
built the day before had become an ice sculpture, and the snow angels Skeeter had surrounded

it with were frozen over also. She promptly fitted herself back inside one.

AThis is so COOwull ! o

Al daresay. O

AWhen | make angels in the snow, do | do ¢
last till the end of the worl d! Hel p me up.c

He braced himself and |l ent a hand. NRThe e
break thisto you, butyourmatr i al here has a habit of meltin

A(UddHdul ddbve exercised a bit more.) Hey!
thisi s a Work of Art. | 6m surprised you didnot

cords and build a snow gallery arouhdmd charge people money to see it and sell it to some

big outof-town collector for twenty thousand dollars, and you can write your next

monowhatever about it and Richard Attenborough will buy the rights for a fabulous amount

and adapt it a&andhillLband we 6l | get our Rpling$taneanedds on t he ¢
department stores will beg me to help myself to their best merchandise and the people of

Belgium will declare me their Queen, and Pamela PillslBegkett can hootch down a
runway every Sundaym Pl ayboy Bunny outfit and act out

(Now, therewas a idea.)
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Five

THE CONCLUSIONS
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Chapter XXIlI

The Ruby Hotstuff Skeeter Kitefly

And then and then came Spring, a remarkably unMidwestern Spring, with no late killer
frosttopree mpt t he redbudds full bl-missoveralsaAdhd Skeet
gave Peytonbds place a thor ougdloredcprtainsng cl eani n
yanking up the shades, letting in the sunlight, the birdsong, the wind blowing out of the west

in breezes sweetly poetic.

The wind one morning sprang up from sleep,

Saying, ANow for & frolic! now for
AYoudbr e goirnegc etpat itomr,oow saai d Skeeter.
Al am? Il n what direction?o
ASadiebs, of course! Il 611 lay in a bunch

Nothing too heartburdys he 6 s bound t o obaen da tbhuennd | teh eorfe énse ravl
kids to think od 0
i AWHose&k i ds t o think of?0
fid maybe just Pepperidge Farm cookies and frozen yogurt. What sort of wine goes
best with that?o
Cheapthought Peyton. Playing semivoluntary host to the@seimencement
Jitterfest for Mercedes Benison, BRé-be, plus her daughtand father and stepmother and
sister Alexis and brothan-law Lenny Czolgosz come all the way from Buffalo with eight

assorted offspring, most of them loudly indigdg
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Al want my MTV!o0o (bhow wheoecposuodonal gaWwbhhwin
opportunity.
There too was RoBynne OO6Ring, arriving 1in

make me | ook, yo6know,orsbsh&teld Reytondwgssing hird fullgpm o wn u p ¢
the mouth as she invarialijd since Peyton had sought forgiveness for calling her a fair
Shunammite maiden.
(AWe know what youdre gehhhhting!o said or
(Down on hands and knees is what hedd gott
RoBynneoddssnopatdenng his composure even when sh
please with kissndma k eup on it . 0O Then, just as they w

snuck up behind RoBynne to give her a doydaeh to grow a doublench.)

( A WAUGH! ! 0 haR goBeyagam,eprolongedly.)
(AShe was enjoying it too much, 0 Skeeterdc
( A Wh at mebReytioh had said, within New Wave earshot; hence all the recent

full-on-the-mouthings.)

RoBynneds presence today sGramaoi®assionn part f
having inspired Sadiebs senior design project
had been a holy terror throughout this project, threatening more than once to go insane as she
extracted Ululu the antiheroine from antinarratinel aepackaged her, with much bossy nova
backing and forthing, into a series of sequential diptychs.

Peyton had predicted such a collaboration would result in mass disaster, but things in
fact worked out quite well: the diptychs were highly commendedlbir@Bynne objecting
only to Ululuds being insufficiently Abuilto

AY6t hink college types donoto thisppertimecli at e b
was delivering Chinese takeout by motorcycle, wearing these rully short outfits? h&nd w
| 6d deliver to the dorm at that Use OEm schooc
to watch me Iike climb back on the bike. YO s

pl ace! 0o
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Merely SAD, being an art school, made no ordinary coaffexf academic degrees,
staging instead an efhe-wall outdoor ceremony that Peyton had never yet been able to get
out of attending. Which was bad enough without having his apartment crammed beforehand
with sixteen people, most of them deafening and ninthem juveniles (ten if you counted
RoBynne OO6Ring).
Shout at Skeeter over the din: Al suppose

basset hound! 0o

3t

Oh spare us! o she hollered back. AJust k

3t

Btllhavendtorhahdvha lw offer from the placemer
Altds all Dbecauseélkoeivl thlosel davictadanpd y cthe mi d
murderessés God when am | going to start trusting my gut instinés®!

Trusting his own, Peyton donned his $fler of Arts cap, gown, and hood far ahead of
schedule, and started marshaling his munchable company out, down, and across the park to
campus. The adults obeyed, figuring he must know what was going on; and the children went
too, though it took a lot ofrgbbing and yanking in some cases.

AStep along, please! o

AOh heodsi sIkeetetanddRoBynne chorused.

By hellish chance, an ice cream truck chose that moment to go dinging past. Desi and
five of her cousins set up a clamor, while three o€@mrlgoszes chased the truck up Glazier
Street with Alexis in bullhorning pursuit. Sadie was too dazed by then to take any notice;
Carrie clucked and shook her heAdnold beamed throughout; and Peyton, thanks to
westerly pollengusts, had to keep blowimg nose into his black bandanna.

Skeeter would accuse him of rank sentimentality, but Peyton would blame his sniffles
on (a) the memory of Cathy Sue Hoopleman and (b) the presence of Lenny Czolgosz, who
still wore Brut.

*
It had al s olastsamesteat&ast, ofcouséd tblsough it woul dnodt

been, had she not overcome one final obstacle:

A got a D, I got lpassed!!Tme Bé oll 8gg! God! pbhd s«
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Having aced her four Sociology courses, she came by the Cheval toheodeain
newlyr ent ed regalia. True to Use OEm standards
gown like a plastic raincoat; but Skeeter was bouncy as all get out and kept flipping her hem
to flash a little wellshaped wellshaven leg.

AWher edbd byou haame asked Peyton, meaning t |

Skeeterds neck, from which Betty Boop swung &

3t

A admirergave it to me for a graduation present. Somebody whede 6 ve even
shared on occasion, so are you jealous?o

Meerdces or Desir®e?0

5t

5t

Both of 't hem, yoaccotnupallalcyent .()BoySocaryeoudr e go

deep to top this.o

AMmph, o was all he said, so she tried anot
Al 6m goingftwoe berextwemarnyt h, you know. 0O

Al ought to.t heYoduabtvee oommre&kwedr y cal endar | o
AWhat 6d you eaevegrgicue?n neo uad viei rt hday present
Al 6ve known you for | ess than a year. o

A Ur r & okgyhchllmecomplacent, but ASSUMEDY 0 u 6 d b e somdlitilei n g me

tokenorothed Imeanyoudr e t he one to blame for my even

AThat 6s as may be, 0 he said, but relented
|l opsided mortarboard. AvVery &el |l . Per haps Yy

Perkingupinaninstat : fiHey! thatwayy ocoul d wal k

AHar hardy har har, 0 said Peyton, Il eading

been hidden behind the drawing table. It was about six inches thick, two feet wide, and a yard
or so high; astonishingly heavyrfis size, and they had a struggle bringing it down the
staircase intact.
AJeez, whgoti nhdawee eyYou Skeeter gasped. ABi g
my thousand pairs of fishnet stockings! You

AGusesagain, 0 said Peyton. ATake your ti me
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a small sealed envelope beside the box, and holding Skeeter back as she lunged for the loot.

A Whuat t ? Do | only get one of these? I  ha

AAsk nme har . 0

Alvantanot her, | want &éem bot h! Why shoul d |

Gallic shrug: your life, my love.

She stood there for a moment, indignant fists on plasaci ncoat ed hi ps. i
you being cryptic an derthundrhi Bigdr smal® HHeawwoe gan t o
light? Permute the possibilities, combine the likelihoods, try to secondgiebksf | pick h
rightteoa® | have bot h?o0

Peyton nodded once, then againé as, with i
envdope. Which contained an antique {allmark card that read:

Come, fill the Cup, and in the Fire of Spring

The Winter Garment of Repentance fling:
The Bird of Time has but a little way

To flyd and Lo! The Bird is on the Wing.

AOh well that makes EVERYt hing clear! o0 she
had he not stepped aside and pointed to the big flat box. Skeeter promptly threw herself upon
i t: AGiI minecrowba® a pitthotkb open open open, ctome to b
isthis? Full of paper? Ohlkn@awi t 6s your monowhatsit, isndot i
you finally finish it? You better have dedicated itnb@ 0

He had but he hadndét, because it wasnot .

Skeeter stared at sheet after sheet ofplydoristol boarg each containing a quartet
of handdrawn comic stripsRUBY HOTSTUFRhey were titled, this being a compactified
character with round winsome face, tippganose, abruptipointed chin, niftily exaggerated
curves, and (in the Sunday pages) flaso®red hair.

Not too astonishingly, Rubybés comic strips

adventures growing dpwell, notup, but advancing from sperandegg conception through

childhood to adolescence and beyolshunce bounce bouncknocking over aisplay of
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A & P tomatoes, trying to cherrybomb an empty rabbit hutch, transforming a sickbed into a
trampoline and | imousine and dance hall floor
Oxidation; and ther e wer lghitéhadtgadCindetela eggpantni es (

(they were all out of pumpkins) en route to the Brownie troop bacchanal. There was her
takec har ge stepsister Gracie Underpressure, whe
even after heading off to college with theaSebar Twins (Bo and Zo) and Merv the Foreign
Exchange student. There was totalbitchy rival Tricia de Foiegras, who would hook up with
that Thriller preacher/politico, Affirmative Jackson; and there was strapping Lappish
sweetheart Bubba Rand, who wotrddnsform into the creepgrawly snowman Abe
Omminable; and there was Ruby the gameshow contestant, Ruby thetpttmmte, Ruby
the standup improv comic:
Al was in the | ibrary takipokemssinghbp when |
wouldndétumhndf sot ind been stkodwitwasdnyggéaa cut e guy
woman can sense these thingseéeo

There was Ruby demanding that her creator give her a soapbox or a stack of phone
books or a ladder to stand onsmmething i He y ! | 6m dowmowsll&h&de! 0 wi t h
HERE directed at tremendous cars speeding by,
steering wheel; and there was Ruby playing miniature boogaloo in ad#iscing montage of
hot hot Hotstuffs (some just need it but others cdingst, so nyaah to you Donna Summer);
and there was Ruby getting into all kinds of escapades, being terribly irresponsible yet blithe
as any spirit.

There | and there | and there | and

Pingponging along in boxes fouraneircthes squ
style than Peyton had ever used befdCarpeing morediemswith less clutter, a few rapid
APElike strokes, and onomatopoeia that Farf Etched could have rung chaéggshtmmt
andsquoinkeandwhumpttump-shuffa,waahboo! andyeeeeeeel AWWWWNNHH!

And they were all for Skeeter Kitefly: Walter the guinea pig who ate nothing but

hollandaise sauce, Christopher Frobbin the butterfingered lover and Leopold the Littlest
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Conehead ha ha ha, Lank the dinberning arsonist and Loretta the grdady Elvisfreak,
Momma Sleeze and Definitely Gertrude and Velvette BlewntheselleBest Friend, flouting

mystic ultimatums along with Isis and Osiris and Miss Amphie Tamine:

1) Crinkle crinkle little sack

2) | eat Fritos by the pack

3) Mixed with gin they make me high

4H)As tortillas in the skyé

And then there was the sugardaddy confessor, Ty &dlah on his back on a
freshwaxed floor, or dunking cheese wedgies in a glass of Amontillado, or struggling with a
hideous serpentine mutanth at t ur ned out to be Rubyds overs
In due course Ty Kuhn created an author named Fred who wrote a novel each night
while in bed, till he used up his sheets and so cold turned his feet that he switched to short
storiesinsteadlalladbout Li O Bitsy, the Girl-lemelfAnthi s Dr e:
so presumably on and acex] infinitum:each Him molding a vessel for each Her, out of the
amazing colossal scrunchddo wn essence t hat Shedd shared wi
The joys of the compact. Short, maybe, soon over and done with; but able to grasp
t he Great Scheme of Things entire and remol d
(AWhods Arheganhdtwhatobdswvith it?0 Skeeter as|
punch Peyton on tharm when he replied that Art was a lonely unter.)
Only a paper moon sailing over a cardboard sea; mere scenery, not reality. Let the
trickledowners claim their fantasies are, in fact, Fact: for what is Real Life, in the end, but
Raw Stuff from which iragery can be extracted? You may have to add some hype if you
dondét want it to be a ciphe, but thatoés wher ¢
Undo the hoodoo, nullify the hex! Gift of the GoFoC Magi to otherwise ordinary mortals: the
ability to make you makéelieve, to find Meaning and Purpose and bid your fears goddbye
you can fly, you caflyd
So this is Reality?

Improve on It, then.
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And when you have done so, unfold me a stoc
*
AWhat 6s the nextedttep?lon®Wk.eetfieHowado we sh
with the admiring public, and make several fortunes out of our scrumptious Hotstuff? Hold
ond O (Screeeeeeeeee.)

APresuming we survive this road trip, o0 sai

no market fo daily comic strips nowadays. TomaRebypeddl eabl e | 611 have
dowrd O
i N o 00000 !
fid to thirty-t wo pages, and turn it into a comic I
AThe first of a series! Anddo why stop at
AWel |, t he s apravddithatiwayy Yo cogldh ggifiblisk the bood o

=1

You t arek?iong t o

fd for a grand or two: limited press run, glossy cover, newsprinBgoits

fid oh yuggld o

Mor on oversized slick paper and call it
the omic specialty shops. Lots of competition there, limited shelfspace; but if the first book
sells, youmightbe able to interest a publisher in picking it up for a series. Andtben

Mt hereds all t-heshmershanddBEkEemtheariotiece A Not t
rights and firework concessionsé@é bdaxe y ! Wh at
first?o

AYoubd have gotten the card second, and it
instead of an intr® 0

A B & kthought you said | had to makethehity choi ce t o get them b

Peyton gave her a sidelong ofwey e r . AWel |l , bothrightous!|ly t hey
choices. 0

AYou ab®BKue cried, wa layooipngovey whichaneto Al wa
choosed 0

AWIi Il you kindly kelamyoyreyesonthalntergatedon t he wh
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Godbds sake please! o

AThat 6s no fun, 0 she mumped, and a moment
it behind her neck. Al just thought 1t was ¢
like The Ladyorie Tiger . O

AAhéodo he said. ABut, you see, you fill bo

Weldowrfseéo

3t

*

Skeeter having flung her lopsided mortarboard in the air, she and Peyton and Clarence
the Dodge Dart were following the elder Benisons back to Marble Orchard for a postgrad
weekend visit. But Clarence dawdled along the way, detouring around DemortiNgto d
down Pawnee Road, across South 48th Street, and past the picturesque arches that still

declared this the best of all possible entries to
CORNWALL

Up the fourlane beanstalk of Penzance Boulevard they rose, leaving behind Tintagel
and Boscaste, Camel ford and St . | ves. And t here b
uttermost brink of cloudland: and on it were the Pillars of Hercules.

A highrise hiltop was the western Pillar, outscaled perhaps by its eastern neighbor, but
that was barren andeerless while the western Pillar was in full June bloom. From its
summit, on a clear ne@ummer day like this, it was possible to behold the world in all its
vibrancy and intensity: chlorophyll glistening in every leaf on every tree, green upon green
upon green, through which brown branches wove like a box of Irish Girl Scout cookies run
riot. And the sky above was a page torn out
far as the eye could see, pushing the panorama as far as it could gy mireetion.

Skeeter kicked off her sneakers, yanked off her socks, and began capering about
barefoot . i |l earned this in Asia Minor! Ma
close to it as you c@no

AYou dondt f ooHoewtht wi Kk hot aitd dBevnt on. A AN

expect to see you go floating 6fd
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Mto Feat her Adventurel and, tra | al!o She

mulberry, skipping and spinning in her snug stehtorts and snugger-3hirt (this one posing

theqwestion ARENOT | WONDER&rUME] ,s aviftrho mewh d mpe s
hither and thither. AWoul dndét thi evdre a gr ec
taken me hang gliding. o

ATherebébs a very good reason for that.o

3t

Oh come lave IWhewner steer ed 3stabborrwr ong? C

My Gramma always said when a man gets like that, he needs a woman to knock some sense

into his head. So watch your step!o
APrecisely why you wono6t fi nderenaad hang gl i d

applaud youreffordand pick up the pieces, if necessar.y
AAw PEEshaw, 0 said Skeeter, pausing in frc

thather Grandma always told her: If you learn nothing else from life, you should know two

home truths! o

Pointing one finger: AWhen you fall down,
plaster, and move on. o0
Pointing a second: fAYou can always <catch &

get an education first.o
Waggling Mfor-vi ct or y: sihBwed ol e my
AThe Two Universal Maxims, 0 saidadfPeyton.

infinitum. | can see you passing them alongoair granddaughter, one of these decades

APuUhLEEZE! |l 6m just a grohhhgowundimgg chi |l d. o
AMmp h . Perhaps thatdés what she meant by t
AWhat 20 said Skeeter, WhaotttJBLiLL mad 0a dead h:
AYour grandmother, 0 said Peyton. AThat bi
dresser i n t heeisthedhirshdgawedr oonrhe to@d toWwandehe baak 6 0
Pointing one finger: ABobbid&, for gather.i
Pointing a second: nSafety pins, for getti

She stood there a moment as if turnediomes.
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Then: SHWEEEEEOOOP! she went, she sang, bounding over to plant a whizbang
whirligig mmmrawah!on his nose, as the west wind swept the Pillartop with a rush and a roar
to blow her perméd billowd nto a peachy fuzzy
0 so grab hold of the earth with the tips of your toes, spread your arms and stretch
your bod andeelthe power of cutiepietypein tune with the infinite: BOMuddabop-
buddabop-buddaBOPS
0 while Peyton applauded and played out the string, awaiting 8ker 6 s pr esumab

return from the heights of the sky.
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