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Once she’d posted her fork derisively in what was left of her pot roast and mashed potatoes, Fiska lit another cigarette and leaned back in her chair. A splotch of cadmium red still wet on her index finger smeared the filter close to where her lips touched, a bit like lipstick. It was highly toxic stuff, but then again, so were cigarettes.
Opposite her Vico twisted around in his seat, scanning the long white strokes of torso-studded cafeteria tables. “She’s not here. Sweetie, where are you?” he whined.
Fiska flicked ashes onto her untouched pile of spinach. “I’d help you look,” she said, “but frankly I can’t tell her from half the other girls around here.” Her eyes wavered over the two colors, speckled gray and murky green, which made her think of prehistoric times: dinosaurs and primordial mud.
“How can you say that? She’s got half her head shaved.”
“God, who here doesn’t? It’s passé artsy, circa 1983. Really, I’m disappointed you weren’t more creative about selecting her.” Though her voice sounded lively, her eyes were still anchored on her plate and starting to glaze; the blurring colors of ash and spinach were reminding her of the linoleum floor of a very old man’s kitchen.
Fiska was a thoroughly inactive person, fully capable of watching television all day with no change of expression while disposing of nothing but several packs of Camels. Her tall, heavy body, when naked, had that same cylindrical vagueness that a cat’s has when you stand it on its hind legs. Her face was odd, too. As if someone had pulled on each of her features at some formative stage of her development, they all appeared – brow, nose, cheeks, chin – to be deadlocked in a competition to see which could protrude the farthest. The overall effect was a kind of grim abundance, as though she were stating her face in deliberate contrast to those who hid behind facial bones and peeked out only from the eyeholes. Among her fellow painting students, this look and her customary silence had earned her the name ‘Bitchka’ along with a reputation as a conceited poseur, neither of which troubled her very much.
Vico was her only friend. He did sculpture, though he described excitedly more sculptures than he ever began and began more than he ever completed. He’d recently convinced his two roommates to spend an entire afternoon helping him lug the carcass of a fifties refrigerator up several hills and flights of stairs to their attic apartment so he could put the television inside it. Fortunately they were both photography students who could appreciate a good project, and they did not mind opening a refrigerator to see what was on TV.
Vico’s hand darted out to nab one of Fiska’s cigarettes and tamp it impatiently on the formica.
“My sweetie! Uncreative!” He feigned shock. “What about your sweetie? He could practically be Clark Kent.”
Fiska slid aside her tray with calm precision. “Of course he’s Clark Kent. That’s why I picked him. He’s Mr. Right. The archetypal handsome male. That’s the whole point.”
“Same as mine,” Vico interjected. “She’s archetypal cute. She’s got zip. She’s a gal on the go. She waves after taxis in her high heeled shoes and calls out, ‘Hey, mister! Gimmee a break!’ and they screech to the curb: Eeeeerrrk!”
Fiska’s laugh became a cough, which became a coughing fit. She had to scoot back in her chair and hunch over. Vico ignored this because it happened so often, especially in winter. He lit his cigarette. When Fiska sat up again, snorting and wiping drips from her nose, he resumed:
“Thing about your sweetie is he looks so dumb. Like he’s never had an original thought in his life. Just like, you know… who was that guy you were pwerking at the end of freshman year?”
Pwerking was their term for sexual intercourse. It was derived from a Latin American pronunciation of the word porking, and required a rolled ‘r’ at which Vico, being Brazilian, was quite deft.
“Eugene.”
“No. Before that. With the, like, page boy ’do.” He held his hands like twin platforms below his ears and waited while Fiska stared blankly.
“Oh, him! Herb or Hank or something – you mean the Safe Sex Self Sanitizer.” Vico nodded and slouched back into smoking. “But sweetie’s not like him. He was so boring. Urban design, something like that he did. Truly the worst morning of my life. I said, Lord, please send a construction crane and take this thing out the window before it wakes up!” She inspected Vico’s napkin before blowing her nose effusively into it. “Oh, gracious, yes. He was a devout proselytizer, I recall.”
A proselytizer was anyone who uttered religious exclamations during intercourse.
“What about my sweetie?” asked Vico. “Silent or talkie what do you think?”
“Oh, definitely a talkie with that hair,” said Fiska, boring the napkin into each nostril. “She’d be your classic affirmer.”
Affirmers, nearing orgasm, repeated the word ‘yes!’
“Or a regionalist, I’ll wager.”
“Regionalist?” Fiska looked puzzled.
“‘There! There! Right there!’” Vico mimicked.
She nodded, delighted. “Actually, you know, I was a bit of a regionalist in my day.”
“Were you?” Vico smiled. “That’s probably why we we’ve been slow to name it.”
They went out the back door smack into a stinging cold wind hurling itself down the alley, where they discovered a three-foot high wedding cake resting at a tilt on a pile of crates beside the dumpsters. The whole thing was intricately decorated with rosettes and swirls, complete with a dashing groom and veiled bride at the top. They discovered it was Styrofoam underneath the frosting and concluded it must be somebody’s midterm from the culinary arts school. Fiska picked it up and carried it with them.
“Whatcha gonna do with it?” asked Vico. “You gonna keep it?” He hurried alongside her like a marionette that makes progress by prancing in place, his coat flapping loosely about him. His limbs were so fine and drawn out, he might have been modeled by someone either short on materials or unsure of human anatomy.
Fiska looked happier than normal. “We have no choice but to carry out the responsible action of throwing it off a roof. That’s its destiny. That’s why it found us.”
At Vico’s house there was a large doll that they often threw off the roof, but he agreed that cake would be a nice change. Since it was so big, they drew stares as they passed through the lobby of the freshman dormitory full of students evading the cold. Voco informed everyone, interested or not, that they were on their way to a surprise wedding, and he whistled the wedding march in the echoing stairwell.
From over the wall of the sun roof they looked down five floors at the tops of heads of a group of boys, with occasional hands and feet, playing basketball amid the bright yellow lines of the court. Fiska lifted the cake ceremoniously. The next moment, down it glided: serene, white, silent, airborne. They boys below scuffled and pushed. The cake neither rotated nor overturned but, intact and radiating a misplaced cultural mystery, sailed in a gracefully curved trajectory to land (WHUMP!) upright in the midst of the court. The boys stuttered to halts. One by one the tops of their heads changed to faces.
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