
I can’t help feeling tense, shaken up and like hell about the 
movie I saw with you last night. How am I supposed to 
overcome so much violence? I feel it inside sometimes. Not 
just sometimes, a lot of the time. Wading through the shit I 
get so weary. Then something happens. It’s like something 
connected with what we keep avoiding, what you never 
want to talk about. Then you say something that just pulls 
the trigger, and I go berserk again! I get so crazy sometimes, 
but not the cool way people used to talk about.  

I’m here, I’m here! I’M HERE!  It’s just like in high 
school when I felt separate from everyone. Maybe I’ll never 
grow up. Maybe the evolution that people call growing up is 
really just forgetting your dreams and your original reality. 
Becoming mature may be just becoming part of the crowd: 
faceless, a faceless mutant.  

Whose voice am I speaking in? My voice or someone 
else’s, like yours is in my mind or is it in yours? So how 
could you forget three men being beaten to a pulp while 
they slept, just because their hair was a little too long?  Did 
you only remember the captivating desert scenes with 
horses, cattle and the occasional Native American? I 
suppose it’s easier to remember the beautiful things. I really 
want to tell you how I feel, but how can I without causing 
another fight? I’m sick of it. I’m a man, and I’m expected 
to accept violence, to not be bothered by it. I’m supposed to 
be rough and tough so that I could kill you or anyone else if 
I had to survive. The American dream? Irrelevant.  

You and I have been together for about six months, 
and I love you so much I can’t stand it sometimes. But you 
and I are completely different people. I can’t even voice my 
opinion sometimes, or you’ll shoot me down. I can’t really 
please you. Every woman seems to want a man who’s the 
strong hero type. A knight in shining armor that you 
women have been brainwashed into believing will one day 
come and save you is supposed to come instead of me, sweep 
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you up and carry you away. I’m not that guy, baby, but I 
don’t want to tell you that because I don’t think you even 
realize that you think that way. If you did see it, I’m not 
sure you’d still want me.  

Well, I’ve thrown out a few ideas to you, but as I 
suspected, you seem to be coming from left field, and I just 
can’t cope with any of this anymore. Maybe I should just 
check into a nut hut or a booby hatch like good ol’ Jack, 
’cause I think my head has flown over the cuckoo’s nest for 
the last time. But then again maybe it’s this planet that’s 
totally blind. There is no direction in any of our lives any 
more, except how quick we can profit or get pleasure. A lot 
of good that’s doing all of us. 

*** 
“How come you always shut up so tight whenever we 

get into some tiny disagreement?” you ask me with your 
eyes squinting.  

“I don’t know, Mary. Why don’t you try and answer 
that question?” That’ll keep you from nagging me for a 
while, and maybe it’ll help you figure a few things out.  

“Good night,” you say curtly. 
“Good night, dear.” 
You turn over, look at me and say, “You know this 

isn’t going to last much longer if you think that every little 
scuffle is cause for an argument.”  

“How can you say that to me? I don’t understand.”  
“Yes, you do. This just won’t work if you think that 

every disagreement is an argument. I mean how else can 
people communicate?” You open your arms in query.  

I sit up fast. “So you think that the only way people 
can talk is by arguing—constantly?”  

You just lay there, close your eyes and pretend you 
don’t hear me. But you can’t do that to me. I just asked you 
a very important question. So what would I like you to do? 
What would be the best thing you could say to me right 
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now? In order for you to feel worse for what you just said 
and did and for me to feel better—no, that wouldn’t be 
right. I guess I really want you to feel good, but not at my 
expense. I’d like you to sit up next to me and put your arms 
around me and tell me that you love me no matter what I 
believe in. I’d like you to stop contradicting me all the time 
and quit looking for faults in everything I do and in every 
theory I have. Each one has taken me years to develop 
through disputes and struggles. Each one has come through 
years of careful considerations and calculations and is now 
refined and polished. Yes, I know most of them appear 
quite out of the ordinary, but I’m amazed that many of the 
problems that continue to exist on this planet have not yet 
been solved. These little ideas are just some simple 
solutions….  My arms are wrapped around my legs while 
my shoulders curve comfortably. I wish you would take just 
a few moments and remember the sandy beaches we 
enjoyed when we were just friends—and I wanted you to be 
my lover. You seemed so intensely involved in what I had 
to say then. But now you keep negating things I say before 
I have a chance to fully explain. Why? Why, why do you 
just lay there?  

“Hey, are you asleep or something?” I touch your 
arm. 

“No,” you squeak.  
“Then will you please answer my question?” 

*** 
Morning breezes push white sheers over the bed and 

cover two bodies pulsating with energy.  
“Hey, I can’t see your face.” I whisper and pull the 

white from your face. “Oh, that’s so nice, but help me—I 
need to see your face!” 

“Why?”  
“Because.” I try and pull you closer. 
“Tell me.”  
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“Because I want to know who I’m making love to. 
Now get this stuff off.…”  I get a little rough when I pull 
the curtain, so you say, “Ow, watch out what you’re 
pulling.” You hold the curtain with both hands and stop me 
from taking it off. You wrap it around so tight, then pull it 
off slightly so all I can see are your breasts. I pull them and 
suck them till I’m hard.  I tickle you slightly as I do this 
and you squeal, saying, “Hey, who do you think I am 
anyway?”  

“I know who you are.…”  
“Yeah, I’m Gladys from next door.”  
No, I can never mistake this part of you. You seem 

to dance with the sheer white around you. It slowly slides 
off your taught shimmering skin. You show off your 
beauty, and I enjoy you lavishing yourself in self-love. I’m 
so stiff all I can think of is home, my home inside you. 

*** 
“Ooh,” you take a long sexy sigh and I want to crawl 

back inside. “It can’t be that late. I’m still tired. Besides it’s 
Sunday, or Saturday, and I need my sleep.” You put your 
pillow over your head. I grab it off.  

“Hey you,” I smile, “what about the party? I 
thought you were gonna help me.” I’ve been holding the 
clock since I first looked at it.  I try to put it up on the top 
of the bedstead, but it falls off and into the garbage instead. 
The alarm jams on, so you start to yell, “What the hell are 
you trying to do to me!”  

“I—I—I’m sorry, honey, I—damn it, where’d it go? 
Ew, what the hell did you put in here?” I get it out and 
shake off my hand and then wipe it off with a used tissue.  

“TURN IT OFF!”  
“I—I’m trying to, damn it, what’s wrong with this 

thing? Oh, I think it’s broken or something….” 
“Oh, quit your whining and give it here.” You yank 

it from my hands look at it and shut it off. “There now 
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wasn’t that easy?” 
“I—how did you do that?” 
“I swear, William, you must go out of your way just 

to irritate me.” You look at it closer, squinting because you 
can’t see the nose on your face without your glasses.  

“It’s five thirty.” I stand up.  
“This says... oh my god, it’s five thirty?” 
“Yup.”  
“Where are my glasses?” You look around 

frantically. 
“Next to the bed where you left them.”  I point to 

the night table. 
“Where?” you say, patting around.  I leap over the 

bed to help, but I kick you instead and you fall on the floor, 
hitting your head on the wall. 

“Oh, honey, I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean….” 
“Ow. Oh, I know you didn’t mean to, but will you 

please just give me my glasses?” 
I slip them on your face and kiss your nose as I do. 

“I’m really sorry.” 
“That’s all right. I’m sorry I was so crabby getting 

up.” 
“You should keep track of these, you know.” 
“I know.” 
“You know you’re blind as a bat without them?” 
“Well, I’m not that bad.” 
“Yes, you are... you remember last week when you 

put my pants on and walked around all day wondering how 
you lost all that weight?” 

“Well—” 
“Well?” 
“A—I do set my glasses here every night, or every 

night since I moved in here.” 
“Yes.” 
“Well, I set them here, but I always seem to forget 
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them.” 
“Well, it’s only been a few weeks. Maybe you should 

let me hold them on my side of the bed, and then I’ll give 
them to you in the morning.” 

“I’ll think about that one.” 
“It’ll keep you from thinking you’re skinnier than 

you are.” 
“What do you mean by that?” 
“Oh, when you put my pants on, well, it must have 

been quite a shock to find out you’re just as plump as 
ever….” 

“What?” 
“Oh, come on, you know I’m just kidding. You know 

I think you’re perfect. You’d probably be ugly if you lost 
any weight.” 

You look bewildered. “Are you kidding me?” 
“No, but I seriously think we have to get our little 

asses out of here so’s we can get the party stuff.” 
“Okay, okay, but I bought a bunch of stuff for the 

party yesterday.” 
“That’s right. Did you get the chips and dip shit I 

asked you to get?”  
“Well, I got some.…” 
“Some? Okay, okay, we’ll get more, but what about 

the keg of beer, did you order that?”  
“I—I got some of that too….”  
“What do you mean? No, don’t tell me!” I run 

through the halls and tear open the fridge. Bright light 
blasts me as I find you didn’t get what I asked you to get at 
all. “MARY!” I scream through the house.  

You run into the kitchen, “What is it? Are you all 
right?”  

“You know I’m okay. Tell me what it is that you 
bought us here, Miss California?” 

“Now, now, William, don’t get m—mad. Didn’t you 
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just look into the fridge?” 
“Yes, I did but all I could see was a bunch of rabbit 

food. I asked you to get party food, and this isn’t party 
food… so I’m asking you what is this?” I’m so pissed that 
my head burns. I just bring a woman in here, and what do I 
get?  She tries to make everyone healthy—AT A PARTY?  

“But, William, you weren’t really serious about all 
that greasy food you asked me to get now, were you?” 

“YES! This is my apartment still. Remember you 
said this was a temporary situation, until you got an 
apartment of your own. These are my friends and…” You 
are crinkling up your face and it’s turning red. Your eyes 
look really wet and red and then you run down the hall. 
“Mary? I’m sorry, come on, where are you going?” I follow 
you into the bedroom where you pull out your suitcase and 
begin packing. “Now look, we can work this out. It’s just 
that my friends expect certain things when they come to a 
party, and I think I’ve really tried to be open to your ideas 
in the past, and, and Mary, you can’t leave now, people are 
going to be here any minute and, and, you didn’t get any 
beer?”    

“Yes, I did,” you sob between words. “It’s in the 
fridge—didn’t you see it?” 

“Uh, you mean those bottles in the fridge?” 
“What did you think it was? Root beer?” 
I try and stay calm as I ask, “What did you spend all 

that—what was it—a hundred dollars I gave you?” 
“Well, I got the veggies and dip, and I did get some 

potato chips with onion dip for it. Then I bought some 
foreign beers and some soda and some hard liquor and then, 
ah, well that’s about all. Besides why don’t you like veggies 
and dip? The last party we went to had all kinds of veggies 
and stuff like that.” 

“Mary, the last party we were at was at Jack’s 
house, and you know he’s rich. Where’s the receipt for all 
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this stuff anyway?” 
“I threw it away.” 
“You threw it... oh, never mind. I’ll just look again 

and get more of whatever we need. We really could’ve used 
that keg.”  

“Don’t you and your friends like foreign beers? 
They’re more exotic.” 

“Most of my friends are really into the American 
thing. Don’t worry. I’m sure it’ll be drunk.” 

“Just like your friends?” 
“What’d’ya mean by that crack?” 
“Only kidding.” 
“I know. So listen up, Girl, stay here and chop up all 

those veggies and answer the door while I’m at the store.” 
“What time are people supposed to come?” 
“Around eight o’clock-ish.” 
“Sure, I can do that.” 

*** 
It’s about eight thirty Saturday evening the 20th of 

January, and I’m cutting up these stupid vegetab1es that 
you promised to cut up. But you’re still in the shower. I 
haven’t even taken mine yet, and god knows when you’re 
gonna get outa there. Slice down through the top of this 
mushy thing. Why do they call this a mushroom? Mush-
room. A mushy room inside of this little thing? No, I can’t 
see anything in there. A room where one day some guy was 
locked into a room cutting veggies all day and night while 
watching toads jumping around outside through a tiny 
window. The toads laid eggs. And then the eggs grew 
trunks, so the eggs turned into little’round umbrellas. So the 
guy tries to sit on the biggest one, but he falls down because 
it was too mushy. Stupid stupid, stupid. So what the hell 
am I supposed to do with a carrot? Mom used to peel them. 
But I sure as hell ain’t gonna go through all that, red 
bleeding knuckles left from scraping the grater so you never 
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knew if there was blood in the bowl along with all the other 
strange objects you were forced to consume. I’ll just cut off 
the tops—oh yeah, and the bottoms. Top and bottom, top 
and bottom, top and bottom, top and bommon—no 
bottom. Which is the top, and which is the bottom? The top 
sticks out of the ground, and the bottom sticks into the dirt, 
so maybe to the plant the top is the bottom because it 
always looks the shittiest. The bottom always looks like it 
should point up, like me when I wake up in the morning.  
 What’s taking her so long? People are gonna be here 
any minute, and I have to take my shower and change. She 
spends a hundred bucks on bottled beer and veggies and… I 
look into the fridge. Now I see what she spent the other fifty 
on... A BOTTLE OF WINE? I’m not cutting another plant. 
Most of them are cut up into a nice neat pile, and if she 
wants them any other way she’s gonna have to do it herself. 
 “I cut the veggies!” I call to her as I reach the 
bathroom door.  
 “What?”  

“The veggies are cut, and I have to take my shower 
now. Can you do whatever-it-is-you’re-doing in the 
bedroom?”  

“Well, the light’s too low….”  
“Come on, Mary. It’s 9:00, and people were due an 

hour ago. So you’re just going to have to get out or forget 
it.”  

“All right, all right, I’m coming. Just give me a 
minute.”  

*** 
I switch the water off and open the curtain. I grab 

the towel from the rack and dry off. I hear voices from the 
L.R. Sounds like Freddy and his girlfriend, maybe.  
 I dress fast and zip a comb through my hair. I’m 
outa here. Oops, my clothes. I grab ’em and throw ’em into 
the linen closet. I neaten up the room and head out.  
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