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Chapter 6 Waiting Out the Storm
A Fisherman’s Guide to Bottomdwellers
(in case God comes looking for the rest of us)
Down here among the bottom dwellers, men have no reservations about finding women better than themselves to live with.
At first glance a person might think this pairing up would happen in Spring when all the world is abloom with love. However, among street level men, it's far more likely to occur in the Fall just as the temperatures start to dip into the 20s. That's because men are like rats. When the air gets a little nippy, rats want to move indoors; to sit out the winter in comparative comfort. The same can be said of bottom dwelling men who instinctively know how to earn an inside living space by saying nice things to females and cutting back on the jive bullshit.
"You're looking mighty fine, baby," could translate into a warm bed and three hot meals a day, if whispered into the right lady's ear. Or, at the least, it might get him shared body heat on those coldest nights in January when ice blankets the windows facing north, and you need to leave the faucets running so the pipes don't freeze.
So it isn't by accident when bottom dwelling men take another look at the women around them in mid-October. They have three million years of evolution pushing them forward.
My boy, Bucky, for instance, moved in with me last November. Now that it’s March, thank god there’s going to be a wedding. And thank god it won't be mine. Don't get me wrong, I'm a big believer in marriage, having been married four times myself. It's just that the first thing I look for when I enter a sanctuary are those bright, friendly EXIT signs marking the way out.
That's why I have to admire Bud's courage for getting married again after his two previous disasters. Within the hour, Confederate Bud will become husband to a woman I have never even met before. Which isn't really surprising when you realize he’s only known her for twelve days. Me and Bucky and my best guys, showed up for the festivities at 2 P.M. on the dot, because Bud told everyone the first two rounds of drinks are on the house.
So by 2:30 the party is in full swing with over 100 people crammed into the four rooms of Dan's Bar and Grill. All of a sudden, out of the clear blue, up pulls Houston driving a brand new red Camaro. Nobody in Old Louisville has even heard from Houston in over a year, figuring he either moved back to Texas or died.
"Where ya been, Bro?" asks Injun Sam, shaking Houston's hand while dragging him to a vacant barstool.
"Did you move back to Texas or what?" asks Bucky, slapping him on the back.
Houston plops down on the chair and raises his hands. "Hold up now, partners. I've been on the road for five hours. Who do I have to fuck to get a beer around here?"
"I'll get it for you," says Shy Dougie . "What kind, Miller or Bud?"
"The only real beer, son," says Houston reaching into his pocket and pulling out a fifty. "Budweiser, of course." He hands Shy Dougie the cash, takes a gulp of his bottle, and charges into his story.
“I’ve been staying with a sugar mama down around Johnson City, Tennessee.” She bought me this car here because I’m the best she ever had.” He shifts his gaze to the street where the Camaro is on display in front of the windows. Bottom dwelling boys love talk like this. Bottom dwelling boys tell each other this joke:
Question: How is a woman like a piece of linoleum?
Answer: If you lay her right the first time, you can walk all over her the rest of your life. And so it goes.
The boys all “ooh” and “ahh” at his good fortune, but me and Janice are a little older and a little wiser. We know Houston’s old lady is letting him drive her car, as long as he does his little factory job and pays the monthly and the insurance. As soon as she gets tired of Houston’s antics, she’ll take the car back to be used as bait for the next boy floating past.
It’s like when you see an old man living under a bridge and he’s got this dog that follows him everywhere; any scrub can own a dog and any woman can own a boy. I know firsthand about owning a boy since I own one named Bucky. I know how comforting it is to sit by the pool tables and ask my boy for a cigarette, watch him put a Marlboro Red between his full lips, light it and draw a puff into his lungs to make sure it’s glowing brightly before handing it to me.
Right now, Bucky is listening contently to Houston’s tales of living life high on the hog. “Whenever I feel like it, I tell my old lady that I’m headed out for the weekend and I drive off. I just have to be back for my shift on Monday morning.” Yeah, right, as if that relationship is going to last.
I also have my doubts about the couple soon to be joined in the bonds of Holy Matrimony (as in Holy Matrimony Batman! What a fine mess this is!). They got engaged just six days ago. Maybe Tammy said she wasn’t putting out until she had a wedding band on her finger, and Bud figured six days was as long as he could wait. The spectators to the ceremony have been quietly placing bets for days on how long this fiasco will last. I lost my five bucks when both parties, bride and groom, actually showed up. Other people have their money on two weeks, or a few months. No one is willing to bet on a year.
So I offer Bud a shot of Tequila and usher him into a corner where I ask him straight out: “Did you fall in love with her that fast?”
“Kat, she’s got 64 cable stations, a truck, and a two bedroom apartment in the East End with a clubhouse and a pool.”
I try a more direct route. “Bud, you do love her, right? You’re not that big an asshole, are you?”
Bud thinks over his answer before replying. “She seems really nice, you know. But 64 cable stations and an F-150 pickup! Wow! I just can’t wait to have my hands on the steering wheel.” And so it goes.
Now that I clearly understand Bud’s motivation, I wonder what Tammy is getting out of this, so I go fishing. “So, Bud, how long has Tammy been divorced?”
“How did you know she’s divorced, Kat?” he asks, waving to a friend. “Well, it’s no secret. She’s been single almost two months now, but her ex is really a nice guy. That’s him standing right over there.” He points toward the side door. I turn around and see a middle-aged man of moderate means, standing with a blonde woman in her twenties. Tammy’s past is that close, and she’s eagerly shoving her rebounding ability in her ex’s face. There, that’ll teach him AND his blonde bimbo!
I figure I’ve gotten the answers to my questions so I tell him, “You and Tammy have fun on your trip.” I step away and Bud goes back over to his soon -to- be bride. I go over to update my bet with Flattop Chris. I put my five bucks on four months.
So Tammy’s buying herself a boy, while I’m just renting mine. The higher ups think owning a boy is a sex thing, but it’s not. I knew one lady who was 76 and her boy was 44. They may have been doing the bumpadee every night, but odds are they hadn’t done the wild thing in months. It’s just comforting to own a boy when you’re too old to believe in fairy tales anymore. It’s like love, only better: you don’t cry as much when you own a boy. Hearts too broken to cry, souls too bitter to mourn. Doves marching with wings dragging the ground.
Me, my boy, and our two cats live in Old Louisville, a safe haven close to downtown. It’s four blocks wide and five blocks long. I want to be sure you understand exactly where this is, in case you decide to visit. Two blocks in either direction could put you at risk. Old Louisville proper runs from West 2nd Street to West 6th Street and from St. Cats on the north to Cardinal Boulevard on the south.
Dan’s bar and grill sits facing Ormsby, which is about dead center of Old Louisville, and is more of an Irish Pub than a pick-up bar. You can pick up a girl at Dan’s, but most of the ladies are in relationships. No one ever gets married at Dan’s, not ever. Okay, Confederate Bud is getting married, but not to one of the usual suspects. He’s gone outside our circle and is marrying Tammy and 64 cable stations. He’s marrying someone he’s only known for two weeks.
Maybe once you get past 32 that’s the only way to get married, fast and blind. Tammy is mid-thirties and Bud is pushing 40, both of above average height and I.Q. Confederate Bud is so called, because he’s the curator of a three-room Civil War museum located in a small building in back of the Folsom Club. Bud also travels into the Deep South to participate in Civil War re-enactments. He’s proud of saying he once saw Mel Gibson riding a horse during one of these pretend wars. He says they’re going to use the scene in a war movie.
Suddenly, Bucky rushes over to me and says: “I almost forgot to tell you. Tabitha is having her kittens right now!”
"Well when did that start?"
"Just before you got here, while you were still at work. Injun Sam and I were at the apartment when Tabitha started screaming, and kittens started falling out her butt. We were drunk, and we got - you know - really nervous.”
"You should have stayed and helped," I scold him. "It's too late now for me to check on them. It won't be long and the ceremony will be under way."
Injun Sam walks over when he sees Bucky and me fussing. "Don't holler at Bucky about the cat. I got scared too, and I was in prison for two years." His face melts into a smile as he makes his voice sound higher and he says, “I don't know nothing about birthin' no babies, Miss Scarlett.”
I can't help but laugh at this ex-convict's really bad impression of a scene from Gone With the Wind, so I let Bucky slide.
Houston is standing near-by and takes my hand, pressing my palm to his lips while looking deep into my eyes. "I'm sorry to see such a fine lady as yourself in such distress. Please accept this southern gentleman's sincerest offer of assistance."
"It’ll be okay," I tell him, pulling my hand out of his grasp. "Bucky is just an asshole, that’s all." I turn to Bucky and tell him, "But try to be good from this point on. Don't make me spank you in front of all these people!"
"Ooh! Spanking!" coos Houston. "I always knew you were freaky, Kat!" We all laugh before they take off to the bar to scare up some more mixed drinks.
Tom the Hair guy is already at the impromptu nuptials, having the dubious honor of being the Best Man. The way that Tammy keeps eyeing him, maybe she agrees that he IS the Best Man. And so it goes. Tom is dressed in full leathers with a tan leather fringed jacket. It reminds me of a jacket I once saw a man wearing at a musket-firing contest in Indiana. Although I was married to my third husband at the time, I had been so attracted to this stranger, that I followed him from a distance through two buildings. I never quite saw his face, but his long black hair and the way he carried himself was so magnetic that I was pulled along for about ten minutes. The man in question was definitely not Tom. Tom is straight, but in touch with his feminine side. Tom is in his mid-forties and the Wigmaster at a local theater company. Every time he mentions his job title, I can envision Tom using a tiny whip to keep his wigs on their little stands. Like the rest of us, he was physically more attractive decades ago. Tom is not my tall handsome stranger, but the coat seems familiar.
I walk up to Tom, giving him a kiss on the cheek. “Tom, you look Mahvelous Dahlink,"
“Kat, my love, how are you?” He completely envelops me in a hug. “I was married to my 2nd wife in these leathers. The pants may be a little tight, but I can still fit into them. I borrowed the coat from Cadillac,” Tom says turning to a man standing close to him, and pulling at his arm. “Cadillac, you’ve met Kat, haven’t you.”
As Cadillac turns around to face his friend, he looks down into my eyes. The man is amazing with lush black curly hair, dark eyes and full lips. He has a closely trimmed black beard and is at least a decade younger than Tom or myself. “I don’t think we’ve met,” says Cadillac, shaking my hand before putting it to his lips. This continental greeting is a bit overdone, but still sweet enough to make me giggle.
Tom keeps lumbering up to the bar, buying his companion one bourbon and coke after another. “Good to meet you,” I purr at the yummy stranger. He’s obviously Tom’s lover, Tom being bi-sexual. Cadillac heads towards the bathroom to see a man about a horse.
“Isn’t he great?” raves Tom.
“You’re right, sweetheart. He’s a real looker. Why do all the great looking ones have to be gay.” Tom looks puzzled for a moment, then bellows into a laugh. “Kat,” he spews out in a hushed voice, “Cadillac isn’t gay. He’s just a friend, although a nice three way might prove interesting. In fact, he says he can get it up with anyone, anytime, anywhere. Well, as long as the anyone has one of those” he explains pointing to my crotch, “instead of one of these,” pointing to his own.
“Well, my, my,” I stammer in my best Southern Bell drawl. I pretend to fan myself with a hanky, while giving the tall handsome stranger a lustful stare.
At that moment Bucky appears out of nowhere, stepping between Tom and me. “Come on, Kat, they’re starting the vows.” He steers me towards the middle of the room. I not about to stray far from Bucky anyway, because I know the secret: everyone at a bar is broken. If you know anyone long enough and well enough, there’ll be something to take him or her askew. There’ll be something that makes them unacceptable as a marriage partner. The fly in the ointment is usually the size of an ostrich. And I know another secret too: Men don’t change. If you meet him at a bar, you’ll be looking for him there the rest of your life. If he is ‘between jobs’, he’ll be mooching off you until you drive him away with a gun. And no man at a bar can ever get it up regular. Period. End of Story. Well, Cadillac says he can, but that’s yet to be seen.
That afternoon at Dan’s, promises are exchanged, much liquor is consumed, and the bar owner, Dan the Man, is happy with the register tape. Afterwards, Houston and Bucky drive the Camaro down to Stevie Ray’s Blues Club on Main Street, and I go home to do dishes and check on the newborn kittens.
I know I can trust Bucky, so I’m not concerned when the guys still aren’t back at midnight. One o’clock has me worried, but the two revelers are warmly welcomed back at two in the morning. Houston immediately stumbles into the bathroom while Bucky stays in the front room eagerly giving me a proposition.
“Kat, Houston says he’ll give us $400 dollars to do it,” he sputters out.
“To do what?”
“Come on, Kat. You know. He wants to watch us fuck. He’ll give us $400 to watch us fuck.”
I just laugh to myself because I know what that means. Given the opportunity, “just watching” will turn into “just touching” and then “just joining in”. And beyond that, I think back on a truth I learned on Star Trek. At the end of one episode, Mr. Spock the Vulcan tells an adversary, “You may find that the wanting is better than the having.” At 46 I can’t imagine some man being satisfied to pay me four hundred bucks just to watch me fuck someone else. After Houston gets his rocks off, he’d probably want part of his money back anyway. No, no, too messy. Better to just bide my time and keep a friend.
“Bucky, I just can’t see it happening,” I sigh as Houston opens the door to the bathroom.
“O.K. Bucky,” says Houston bluntly, drying his hands on a towel. “Are you guys in or what?”
“She says, no. Sorry about that, Houston. Seemed like a good idea to me,” he says, shrugging his shoulders.
“What’s up, Kat?” asks Houston shifting his gaze towards me while throwing the towel on the bed. “400 bucks to watch you guys fuck.”
“Yeah, right. As if you got 400 bucks after being out half the night.”
To my surprise, Houston pulls out his wallet and shows us four one hundred-dollar bills. “I’ll even up the ante, Kat.” He reaches into his front pocket and pulls out two fifties, throwing the money on the bed.
“It won’t happen, Houston,” I tell him, handing him back his money. “I’m with Bucky, period. I don’t have much control over my life, but I say who I fuck and who I don’t. Anyway, how about your sugar mama? Wouldn’t she mind you doing a three-way?”
“What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her,” says Houston. And so it goes. Houston puts away all the bills except one. “I’ll give you $50 just to sleep in the same bed with me, Kat. Fifty fucking bucks and you keep your fucking clothes on.”
“I’ll sleep on the floor, Kat. It doesn’t matter,” offers Bucky.
“You’re on, Houston.” I sit down on the bed, while Bucky lays down on the floor. Houston holds me until four in the morning, at which time I’m awakened by a feeling of cold wetness. I reach around to feel Houston and he’s covered in cold urine. This ex-Marine sergeant has pissed his bed. Well, not his bed, MY bed. There’s nothing left to do but change the sheets, turning the drunken soldier from side to side as I put dry sheets and blankets on the bed. Then I take off my soaked clothes and lay down naked in Bucky’s arms, covering myself with his sheet. About 8 A.M., Houston wakes up and flies into the bathroom, grabbing his duffel bag on the way. He leaves right after breakfast and I never see him again. But the fifty bucks is appreciated, especially after him pissing the bed a second time during the night.
Kole’s Bar
So Bucky and I decide to head downtown. We’re passing through Koles Bar and Grill about 11 A.M. and even at that time of day, there’s a dozen people in there, drinking drafts one slow sip at a time.
If you want proof of why ugly people shouldn’t breed, Koles has to be Exhibit A. The women there are just as ugly as the men. Rumor has it the owners pay ugly women with bad wigs to sit there, to encourage the men to drink more. No one has actually seen money trade hands, but I've heard the same story from a number of sources. After midnight, you can find the freaks there: one-armed guys and midgets, for real. It’s like a drunken circus or a bad rerun of Jerry Springer. Of course you have your terminal junkies, your dime store alcoholics, and skanky whores who are 10-karot crazy. There’s always someone selling cream or razors or earrings or a CD Walkman- anything someone can steal and unload fast. At some point the bartender will flush these vendors out of the bar, but on a busy night, these guys might get to bother people for ten minutes. That’s usually long enough to finance a dime bag.
Even if the women are ugly, everybody needs somebody once in a while. Just throw a flag over her head and fuck her for Old Glory. My third husband use to say that, but he ended up impotent after we divorced. I saw the medical reports that proved he couldn’t get it up for a year. The doctors gave him pills to lower his blood pressure, and they gave him stress tests. I figured the women he tried to mount were so ugly, his dick refused to do battle, even for a warm bed and a free meal. Ralph use to say this too: “If you’re willing to fuck the ugliest woman in the bar, you’ll always have a place to sleep.” And so it goes.
Tiffany’s
In all fairness to Koles, however, the bar has only three neighboring businesses: Tiffany’s; Girls, Girls, Girls; and Blue Movies (voted the college age crowd’s most popular adult store in 2001). So after having a burger at Koles and a slamming back a couple more drafts, me and Bucky decide to head around the corner to Tiffany’s. It’s like two in the afternoon by now we’re sitting there drinking three dollar beers and watching the tittie show. There’s this white woman at the end of the bar who is wearing a red silk evening gown with her huge breasts almost falling out. Bucky goes up to her and puts a dollar between her boobs, and gets a little feel.
The Anna Nicole wannabe says, “Thanks,” and then adds, “It’s 36.50 for a lap dance.”
Bucky comes back over to me. “She says it’s 36.50 for a couch dance,” he whispers to me in all seriousness. Whereupon, I practically burst out laughing.
“What’s so funny?” demands Bucky.
“Well, maybe she’s worth more than the usual 10 or 15 bucks, but why 36.50?” I look down the bar at her, with those torpedo boobs and her tight little waist. “Is the extra six dollars and 50 cents for like taxes or something?” I say the last part loud enough for Anna Nicole to hear, and she gets insulted and discouraged and calls someone on the pay phone by the front door. “I’m taking a taxi to the next bar,” she says. “I’m getting outa this dive,” she says. Honestly, it’s just hard to justify 36.50 for a lap dance when you can get a blow-job for 20.
I even had a couple of guy friends who were waiting for a bus to go to Labor World at 5:35 A.M., and this girl comes up to the bus stop and says she’ll blow them both. So each of them takes her up on her offer, doing the deed in the bushes there by Eastern Parkway, one getting his dick sucked while the other one looks for the bus. After the guys are finished, this girl says they should give her some money for her efforts, which seems only fair, but the guys explain they’re headed to Labor World, and all they’ve got between them is seven bus tickets. They need two tickets to ride the bus, so they give her five Tarc tickets and their heartfelt thanks as the bus pulls up and they climb on board. Blow-jobs are cheap around here.
After Anna Nicole leaves, Bucky starts giggling too. He knows if she had cost 15 or 20 bucks, I would have “loaned” him the money. I've done that before. I would have gotten a free show myself, by just taking my beer to a table in view of the dancing section. That way I could watch discretely as My Boy’s eyes filled up with lust. At that point I would shuffle My Boy out to the car and get a little right there in the front seat. It’s best to strike while the iron is hot. That’s why it’s always best to wear a skirt when hopping from one tittie bar to the next. And ladies, remember, leave those pantyhose at home, they only get in the way. A garter belt and no-run stockings are the only way to go.
Everybody Loves Bucky
A woman always wants to keep her boy happy. This is especially true with me and Bucky, because everyone loves Bucky. As long as there's free beer and good smoke, he's an attentive audience. Sometimes Bucky will even tell stories to the Lost Boys. Once he told this story about his mother, Ann:
Once upon a time, Ann went to Florida and went out on a raft at the beach. She fell asleep and the tide pushed her out to sea. Before she could be eaten by killer whales (Cadillac breaks in at this point insisting there are no killer whales, only killer sharks) Ann was awakened by leaping dolphins who created little waves which pushed her back to the beach. Bucky credited the dolphins with keeping her alive so that he could be born. Son of the dolphins; child of the sea. Who wouldn’t love this guy?
After we exit Tiffany’s, me and My Boy go home for a sec. Of course, after the days festivities, me and my boy end up between the sheets. He's on top and riding me like he's a jockey in the Derby when Bucky starts moaning, "Jenny, Oh Jenny". I do something I never do, I stop him in mid-stroke.
"What the fuck," I ask him. "Who's Jenny?"
Bucky looks at me and starts rocking again, "It's Jenny, Kat." He closes his eyes and cries out, "Jenny Jones! Jenny Jones! Jenny Jones!" He absolutely breaks on through to the other side in spite of my uncontrollable laughter.
As he's settling in beside me, I smile and tell him, "Bucky, you're watching too much afternoon TV."
The Woman Who Wants to Kill Me
Then we decide to go to Winn Dixie to pick up something for supper. We're somewhere in the middle of the 1300 block of South 3rd we hear this freak screaming “You whore bastard”. It always takes me a minute to figure out what’s happening, so we look around and see what's up and we see this bitch named Donna Perkins who has tried to kill me like a hundred times. Donna Perkins is 44 years old and lives at - well, I don’t really know where she lives. She told the cops she moved to 1222 S. Shelby Street, but I went there and it’s a bank parking lot. She lives somewhere with her three sons: three more good reasons why ugly people shouldn’t breed. She drives a white 1987 Cadillac Silverado, license tag 9087FX.
Donna Perkins dated Bucky three years ago for one month, three years ago for one month, and she believes that if I were dead, he would go back to her. This case scenario is so not true, but she believes it would happen because she’s a nutcase, 10 karat crazy.
So we get to 3rd and Ormsby and there she is again, having toured the block. “My brothers are going to stomp you, Bucky!” screams this apparition from hell as she flies past in her truck. Bucky raises his fist screaming, “I’ll stomp on you bitch.” We head west on Oak Street and people begin to gawk as she stops her freak-mobile in the middle of the street to bellow at us. Finally, we make it to the parking lot of Winn Dixie and I figure she’ll just give up and go back to Camp Street, since there are so many people around. It’s Sunday about 5 P.M. and there are mothers with their kids and the black men who pretend they’re security guards checking out people coming and going. So me and Bucky are just about to step up on the curb by the coke machines when here she comes, racing out of nowhere. Mothers are pulling their kids out of the way and everyone is screaming. I kick her left bumper as she goes past and I shake my fist in the middle of the driving lane telling the bitch to stop.
Luckily I don’t carry a gun with me, because if I did, I would have drawn my gun out of impulse and shot her twelve times through the head, and then who’s gonna end up in trouble? Me! Me who almost got hit. Me who put up with her shit for three fucking years and I've never even really met her. I've never had a beer with her, or even a conversation. It’s hard to hate someone you wouldn’t recognize on the street. It’s like hating the Gross National Product. But if I, Katrina Jean True, ever get run over by a white pickup truck with a canopy on the back, and I’m lying there on the sidewalk with my guts splattered all over the curb, you have testimony in my own hand - Donna Perkins did it.
Carriage House Ghosts
By the time me and Bucky get through shopping at Winn Dixie and sneak home, I’m madder than ever at everything and everybody. So I hand My Boy a twenty to go play at Dan’s while I do the dishes and bang my head against the wall. It’s really cold outside, anyway, with snow still lying around in piles from February’s blizzards, so I don’t mind being inside all safe and cozy all afternoon. I start reading one of Anne Rice's books, Queen Of The Damned, and I guess one of the ghosts gets mad because a book lifts itself off a tabletop and throws itself into the middle of the room. And I say to myself, "Self, just look at that: a book just threw itself into the middle of the room." I pretend that I don't see what just happened; because I just don't know what the right thing to do is when objects start getting tossed about by ghosts.
Then they start in with the thumping while I'm pretending to read. My cat leaves her kittens, goes over to a space in the middle of the floor and just sits there looking at something that simply isn't there. Thump! Thump! Thump! goes the ghost like a fist hitting wall over the entertainment center. Then there are footsteps shuffling out of the room. Our cat looks towards the kitchen for a while and then returns to her newborns.
So I put in a video and turn the sound up LOUD so I can't hear the noises, and I watch Field Of Dreams until I fall asleep about midnight.
When I wake up my boy and I are in the French Quarter in New Orleans. Of course I have a craving for Chinese food, not Cajun - that would be too easy - so we find this tiny Chinese restaurant which serves Dim Sum on Saturday mornings. We put our name in at the bar and they say they'll beep us when they have seating available. We walk out into this lush tropical garden in back of the place. It's so nice to be back in Na-or-lins and away from all the snow, and I start teasing Bucky and doing kung fu. I can smell the earthy fragrance of fresh dirt right after it rains. I pretend to give him a kick to the ribs, and I can smell pork pot stickers being fried up in a wok and…bang, Bang, Bang, I'm back in my carriage house and somebody's at the door. It’s 2 in the morning and Bucky is home, tore up from the floor up and wanting funds to go out again. Of course my response is “No, and Hell No.”
Bucky gets absolutely livid and I have no idea what he’s going to do next. He goes over to a small box and he gets money out and throws it at me.
“I was saving this money you gave me to buy you something nice,” he explodes. “But I don’t need any fucking money you gave me,” and he throws the wad of ones at me. He takes off his watch and tosses it onto the bed.
“I don’t need anything you ever gave me,” he says continuing to strip down, discarding his shirt and shoes, socks and jeans. So he tells me now, as he’s standing by my bed in just his boxers, “If you don’t tell me you love me right now, I’m going to take off my underwear and run away and you’ll never see me again.”
I’m always sober when people around me say stupid stuff like this, which is why I can’t help laughing as I get out of bed and move towards the front door.
“You think this is funny, Kat? Well, I’m going to count to three and if you don’t tell me you love me by the time I get to three, I’m going to run away, for real.” He throws his boxers at me, and counts, “One, two…”
When he gets to “three” I take two steps back, open the door, and Bucky runs down the steps, onto the courtyard - into the blackness of a December morning in the Ohio Valley. I open a window and look out to see him just standing there, in the middle of the yard by the clothesline, naked as a jaybird. He looks up at me slowly and says, “Something got turned around here, Kat. Can I come back inside?”
Whenever I think about how angry men get me, I picture Bucky holding his family jewels in the snow, alone, in the dark, asking to come back inside. Scenes like that help to keep things in perspective.
Hustlers
One good thing about Bucky is I can trust him. When he's out I know he's not hustling the streets like some bottom dwelling men I've known. You see, if you're male and a bottom dweller and live in Old Louisville, you've had to make a choice sometime on whether to hustle or not. You don't have to be cute, and Bucky is cute in a muscular sort of way with blonde hair. If you're a guy, and you've got an ass and can suck and you're under thirty, the fags will want you. The fags will come cruising along in their Caddys, waving their bucks and asking if you have a match, just like they don't have a lighter coil in their Caddy's dashboard.
When I was first single in Old Louisville, I decided to hang out at the Town Cafe', which was a gay bar six years ago. I'd sit and drink my berry wine cooler and I felt quite safe from guys who'd try to pick me up. There weren't a lot of dikes either, so I figured it was cool. But as I sat at the bar these hustlers would come up to me and plead their case that they weren't really gay, they were just hustling these old guys for money or beer. These hustlers started buying me drinks to prove they were really straight. Looks like that would have gotten the fags angry, but it just worked them up into a frenzy.
You see, fags like you if you're a queer man, but if you're a ladies' man and will still suck a dick, they get a sense of power from it. It's the challenge, like maybe they can turn you, or like maybe they don't want you to like it, they just want you to do it. So these hustlers were really making a killing just by flirting with me.
I was unaware of it until I started going with Bucky, but these hustlers told each other that I was their girl. Robin - this gay who runs with hustlers - (that's how he told me to say it: ‘gay who runs with hustlers) said that Troy and Rubin and Red Headed Rick met up at this corner store on Hill Street. My name came up and they all started fussing over me. It's funny because I was never going with any of them.
Except Troy of course, which turned into the shortest relationship I've ever had. He moved in with me at 2 p.m. on Wednesday because he was so fine three years ago. About 5 p.m. he left to run the streets and he called me at 4 a.m. Thursday morning. He told me he had a guy with him who was college educated and wanted to fuck both of us for $300. So I said, "Your bags are in the hallway, thank you for your time and have a nice life."
The drag shows at the Town Cafe' were three dollars at the door. It was 70s disco music turned up loud and strip shows with guys in drag making their butt cheeks bounce up and down. I'd sit there with the guys and I had a ball. I liked all the glitz and the garish music. I like WWF wrestling in the same way, and I guarantee there's a connection between the two. I could have hung out at the Town Cafe' longer, but the dominates were frustrated because I didn't have the right equipment between my legs. The old queens really did despise me after awhile too, especially MOTHER who earned her reputation by being a royal bitch to everyone except her pretty little boys. I can't really blame Mother, though. I've got this thing for pretty little boys myself.
Old Louisville River Rats
Ya gotta love old Louisville because it's got it all: Fags, hustlers, freaks, ghosts, straights, all different races, and everybody crammed into a space of a dozen blocks. I saw a map of Old Louisville once that showed it starting at Broadway on the North - but I never did buy that. Sections of downtown want to be included in our hood, but it just ain't so.
Our hood is made up of the original mansions built by the millionaires who didn't want to live right downtown before the turn of the last century. Saint James Court was the first Louisville suburb. These houses were built for millionaire's families when they had ten kids apiece. Stone, brick, stained glass windows, fireplaces, hardwood floors and oak staircases. There's all the stuff left behind by the rich before they swept further out in their Caddys and BMWs. Just like rats swarm into boxes left behind by people, us bottom dwellers have split up these relics into apartments and live there for cheap. My place is down the sidewalk past Magnolia Street, past the horse hitching post, up the concrete stairs, between the English Countryside stone porches, past the 22 room Victorian mansion, into the tulip and iris filled backyard, over the brick walkway, back, back, back to the carriage house.
A carriage house was the servant’s quarters way back when. The horses were downstairs in the stable and if there was a fire, the slaves would run down there to put out the fire and save their home (and thereby the horses). The landlady, Ms. Gray, keeps her car downstairs and here I am up on the top floor, just me and Bucky and the ghosts. I want to tell you about Ms. Gray because she is so fucking cool. She's 92 years old and she'll hire young men to repair on her house. Then she'll sit out in the back yard in her lawn chair and watch them work. She'll even tell them straight up that she'll pay them a dollar an hour more if they'll work with their shirts off. Ms. Gray is so fucking cool.
She is totally in love with this guy in his 60s whose name is Frank. He adores Ms. Gray and lives in the apartment adjacent to hers, but he's always in her kitchen when I come past. He was in the British Air Force until he retired and he just throws his retirement check into the pot with her and they take care of each other. She'll tell you all about her past love disasters, and then look at Frank and pat his hand and smile.
I don’t usually mind the ghosts. They absolutely hate tapered candles and will take them out of the candleholders at night and place them laying on the kitchen table, side by side.
One time, I left the apartment and came right back because I had forgotten something, and the ghosts had lined up my beeper, two books and a candle, right down the center of the foyer. I hadn't even had time to walk all the way to the bottom of the stairs and they had done all this. Usually the ghosts are respectful of me, saving the wall banging and stomping around until after Bucky and me are out of the apartment. Usually they're pretty quiet while I'm at home.
Overall, I'm pretty much content with Bucky. I figure he's too dumb to cheat on me. Fuck love, fuck emotions, fuck forever. Things are going just fine, thank you anyway.
It’s like Shy Dougie tells me, “Given enough time, a human being can learn to tolerate just about anything.”
Chapter 2: Derby Mini-Marathon
Although why love happens and how it evolves shall forever remain a mystery, I have no doubt whatsoever about when love came pounding on my heart's door. It was the afternoon of the Derby mini-marathon in the Year of our Lord 2001.
What Fat Tuesday is to New Orleans and St. Patrick’s Day is to Chicago - that’s what Derby is to Louisville. It is the frozen world of winter waking up during the first week in May, shrugging off its deep slumber to find Spring waiting on its doorstep. A whole fortnight of activities have grown up around the Run for the Roses over the last five decades, one of them being the foot race that happened to run right in front of Cadillac’s front door.
I remember the exact day because Cadillac entered the pub so blitzed out of his mind, so tore up from the floor up, that he was using his friend Tom the Hair Guy as a stabilizer. Of course, Cadillac was telling everyone who would listen about how he was awakened that morning. Cadillac loved to talk and people loved to listen when Cadillac talked. It was a good relationship between teller and tellees.
Being a newcomer to Old Louisville, Cadillac had been startled awake that morning by a bullhorn shouting words of encouragement to runners streaming past Central Park, followed by cheers from the crowd. He had thrown on some faded jeans and a black tee shirt that said on the front I WOKE UP THIS MORNING BROKEN TIRED AND STICKY. It looks like there should have been a punch line on the back, but I guess the front said all there was to say.
Cadillac stumbled down the stairs from his third story apartment to see what all the excitement was about. His apartment faced the back alley, and he was surprised to find people sitting on his front lawn, yelling and waving as people jogged north up 4rth Street. It’s not as if the spectators were cheering conquering heroes, it was more of a “Hey, look, there’s Joe from the coffee shop” sort of thing. Not really competitive, just a kind of homespun friendly. Families and friends would start to gather along the route after breakfast with their fold-up chairs and coffee cups, waiting to wave at the participants as they lumbered past.
He decided to make his way through the crowd, following the runners while staying on the sidewalk heading north, past the Rite Aid, through Winn-Dixie’s parking lot, on to 5th street, past Teddy Bears gay bar, and up to Tom’s apartment building. He picked up a pebble and threw it against Tom’s 2nd story window, which is the traditional way of getting a friend’s attention in Old Louisville. Waking his friend, they had proceeded to partake of a buffet of alcoholic beverages and anti-depressant pills. And life was good.
All the Usual Suspects
Which is why, at some point in the early afternoon, the two merrymakers decided to enter Dan’s pub through the open side door to share their revelry with friends and acquaintances. I include the term “open” side door because Dan’s has two side doors, one of which is bricked up on the inside. The fraternity of drinkers inside can tell automatically when a pub virgin walks up, because they'll start pulling on the handle of the faux door. People inside will just chuckle and go back to their beers. It’s like an I.Q. entry test: if you can’t figure out how to get inside, you don’t need to be inside. We had all gone through it so no one feels the need to lead outsiders into the fold, unless they had some obvious gifts to add to the mix, like a Harley or mammoth tits.
As Cadillac and Tom enter the pub, they're blasted by the Bangles' Walk Like an Egyptian blaring from the jukebox. The afternoon revelry is being enjoyed by Janice, her fiancé Winston, Bucky and me, and a nice assortment of Lost Boys. Janice is doing the Texas two-step around Injun Sam, who is a huge dark man, more sturdy than fat. Injun Sam is watching himself dance in the mirrors that decorate the back wall. It isn’t like he’s conceited; he’s just always trying to improve his dancing style. The rest of us, on the other hand, are just getting as drunk as humanly possible and gyrating to the music.
Denny is being aloof, as usual, sitting with Winston while watching Janice dance. Denny knows that as soon as possible, Janice will stir up some kind of fight with Winston. Her fiancée will then leave the bar in a huff and Denny will swoop down on Janice to ‘comfort’ her. It’s a viable script, having been played out a hundred times in the last three years. Shy Dougie, Cowboy Bob, Kim and Robert, and Jay complete our merry posse.
Kid Rock’s I Wanna Be a Cowboy Baby starts playing from the jukebox when Injun Sam sees Kat and Cadillac and Cowboy Bob reflected in the mirrors and starts laughing.
“We should have a contest, Bro,” he says putting his arm around Cowboy Bob’s shoulder.
“What kind of contest, you old drunken injun?” says Cowboy.
“A contest to see which one of you guys in the worst dancer, Bro,” laughs Injun.
I jump right in. “Hey, I resemble that remark. I may be dance impaired, but at least I’m better than Cadillac.”
“Hold on there, Bobalouie,” says Cadillac. “I may be bad, but I’m not as dancing dyslexic as the Jay.”
“All dance contestants to the middle of the floor please,” says Denny, jumping in the game. “Cadillac, Kat, Jay, and Sam, you ignorant slut, get out there too.”
“Always happy to show the Wa-shi-shu how to dance,” says Injun, beginning to move his hips to the rhythm of the song.
So we’re all out there dancing to Break Stuff when Cadillac starts waving his arms around in wild thrashing motions and clears the rest of us from the floor. “Stop the music please,” says Denny. “We have a winner.” It’s all in good fun, and Cadillac takes the prize, a fresh pitcher of Bud with all due humility and grace.
And then the music slows and the mood settles when Patsy Cline’s “Crazy” starts playing. Janice draws Winston, her fiancé, from the crowd to an empty space between the tables, leaving Denny behind to glare. When you’re dating someone’s fiancée, it’s difficult not to do a lot of glaring. I mean, there’s the whole Camelot thing: dating the king’s woman behind his back. There’s the long looks, but not too long. Fingertips glancing off each other as darts are handed from one hand to the other. Janice gives a long look over Winston’s shoulder, singling out the one face in the crowd frozen with despair. She smiles discretely then closes her eyes tightly, as if to say, “I’m really holding you in my mind. Don’t be jealous. I’m really dancing slowly with you in another dimension.” How odd to realize years later, that these moments of quiet longing were the best love had to offer. Thank god that yesterday is a time, not a place. If it were a place, some people would be willing to give up all they possess to go back to visit one golden day.
At some point, Cadillac decides he’d like to dance with someone besides himself. Since I’m the only other woman in arm’s reach, I’m volunteered by the Lost Boys as a not-so-virgin sacrifice.
“Go ahead, Kat, Cadillac needs someone to dance with. It’ll be O.K.,” says Bucky.
So on a sunny afternoon, in a tiny pub in Dixie, I slip into Cadillac’s arms…and it’s a perfect fit. I can hear Patsy Cline wailing about love gone wrong, and then the music dims and disappears. I can feel Cadillac’s soul completely surrounding me, as we move slowly between the tables in the back. Cadillac moves his arms from around my waist, putting them over my shoulders and as I close my eyes, the room fades into a white space, without ceiling or floor. We are just two spirits melting into each other in some dimension known only to lovers. Somehow, only the Cosmos knows why, my life has changed in the span of 90 seconds.
I regain myself as I notice the music has changed to “Chain of Fools”. It’s already midway through the first verse and Janice and Winston have already returned to their table, leaving Cadillac and me as the focus of all eyes, including a very jealous Bucky.
“Cadillac, the song’s over,” I say, putting my hand against his chest to push him away.
Cadillac stops dancing, and through a drug induced haze asks, “Is that all I get, Kat? Is part of a dance all you can give me?”
I quickly back away into the protection of the group, leaving Cadillac to fend for himself.
Tom waves to him. “Cadillac, snap out of it man. Come sit down and I’ll get you another Bourbon and Coke.”
Obediently, Cadillac marches over to his friend, giving me a final glance before falling into the chair.
I give Bucky a smile and a quick peck on the cheek. “Are you ready to shoot some pool, Kim?” I ask turning towards her table. “I promise to let you win.” We both chuckle.
“You don’t ever let anyone win, Kat, I know better. I’ll beat you fair and square,” says Kim putting quarters in the table and beginning to rack the balls.
I can’t help but look back at Cadillac. He’s just an acquaintance after all, no more. He’s too young and I’m too determined not to allow anyone into my life. But somehow, this man has torn down all my walls with just one dance. I shoot a game with Kim, and she wins (finally) because I scratch on the 8.
Peter Pan and the Lost Boys
As if on cue, my cell phone sings a happy little tune. It’s a message from Jay, who is sitting at the bar beside Shy Dougie.
JAY 4/27 3:56 p
Just wanted to see
If my new phone works
I’m happy for the distraction, looking towards the bar and waving. I message back:
KAT 4/27 4:04 p
Hello Jay Wazzup
Your phone works fine
I can’t help but smile as I push the send button. Jay is another lost boy who is spending mucho time with Cadillac. It’s like Cadillac is Peter Pan and all the Lost Boys want to join him in his adventures. I guess that makes me Tinkerbelle, one more fairy in Old Louisville going practically unnoticed. Janice is definitely Wendy. Janice takes care of us by feeding us at bar-be-cues and taking care of us when we’re sick. She arranges small dinner parties around the holidays to make sure we're all OK.
Jay is the ultimate Lost Boy, having just turned 50. He’s often referred to as Einstein Jay, because he sports a shock of white hair that gives him a mad scientist look. But Jay doesn’t have an evil laugh. Jay wouldn’t hurt a fly. He does occasionally have diarrhea of the mouth: a question goes in one ear and the answer falls out his mouth, no matter how embarrassing the truth may be. After years of smoking weed, Jay is terminally honest. He’s also the mellowest character you’d ever want to meet. Jay has been known to ask probation officers he just met to join the Lost Boys outside for a safety meeting, which is just not a good idea. Jay never says anything bad about anyone, at least I’ve never heard him, and I’ve known him for six years. Ya gotta love Jay.
Which, I suppose, is why everyone showed up for his Big 5-O party. His friends had been buying him whiskey and gingers all night, when Dan and Man offered him the Naked Lady drink. This concoction is the ultimate birthday binge: five liquors served in a nine inch tall glass which is embossed with three naked ladies holding hands. This stunt should be performed by professionals only, please don’t try this at home. Jay downed the concoction in 15 minutes, but 4 minutes later he was headed towards the side door. Serendipitously, Jonna happened to be walking through the same door, when Jay vomited all over her pretty teal satin slippers. He then turned to the right to continue his rampage by upchucking in front of the windows, to the nauseous merriment of all inside.
Jay knows how to party. Jay is a party god.
JAY 4/27 4:09
I’ll grab a drink Scrabble me
I look towards Jay and mouth “O.K”. Sounds good, because I like to play Scrabble. I was even called the Scrabble Queen until I got too good, and now they call me the Scrabble bitch. (That’s MADAM Scrabble Bitch to you, sailor). I love to play with Jay, because he doesn’t care who wins, just as long as he can sit there for a while and watch time pass while moving the tiles around.
So Jay comes over, but we end up shooting pool instead because Cadillac wants to play pool and Cadillac is Peter Pan. Me and Bucky and the Lost Boys are all just bantering, watching Cadillac show off on the pool table, occasionally playing air cue stick to the music, when this G.Q. guy steps up next to me. He's fucking eye candy, but I'm busy shooting the breeze with my best guys. I can see him edging closer to me, till he's finally at my elbow. He smells clean, not like cologne, just like dial soap.
"You're Kat, aren't you," he says, drawing my attention away from my guys. They all look around me to see who's invading my space. "You're Katrina True, aren't you," he repeats, confidently but quietly.
I stiffen up a little, but not a lot, because my guys are backing me up. I cross my arms and look into these gorgeous blue eyes. "You have me at a disadvantage, sir," I say in my harshest tone of voice. "Do I know you?"
"Not yet," he answers, throwing on a smile that would knock an angel on its ass. "I heard you talking and I figured you had to be Katrina True, the lady who wrote the little books."
I'm a little flattered to be sure. "Well, you know my name, but I still haven't heard yours."
He extends his left hand, and I follow with my left. "I'm Mark. I found your books behind the computer game and read them. Hope you don't mind." Every old woman needs a fan that looks like this. "As soon as I get my student grant Okayed, I'll pay you the $10 for them." Gorgeous and broke too. In any other world, that combination wouldn't be good. In my world, however, it's opportunity knocking.
"I'm glad you liked the books, Mark. Do they call you anything else, if you don't mind my asking? Mark seems a little formal."
Mark's body language relaxes into an 'ah, shucks, mam, kinda stance. "I don't mind you asking at all. No, I can’t remember being called anything else."
“Well, do you have any characteristics that might set you apart – besides your obvious GQ status?”
“I’ve been told by people who know that I have a very high IQ.” He bows slightly as if wanting to satisfy my curiosity.
“Like Mensa smart?”
“Exactly right, Katrina. I happen to be a card carrying member,” he tells those standing near.
Having been properly introduced, I turn to the Lost Boys and say, "Hey, guys, this is Mensa Mark". Cowboy, and Injun Sam and Denny and Shy Dougie give the 'hi' wave. All the guys all go back to watching Cadillac shoot pool while the eye candy goes back up to the bar.
I briefly push my way in beside the new guy. “Can I buy you a beer,” I ask.
“Only if it’s a Corona, dear heart,” he says smiling.
“A Corona it is,” I instruct the bartender, handing him a five and walking away.
Trash Talking
I put up my quarters and wait patiently, enjoying the games until it’s my turn. Some of the guys will rack the balls and let me break because I’m a girl, but Cadillac will have none of it. So he breaks and I say, “Looks like you’ve got the big balls, honey.”
Cadillac takes a draw from his Marlboro Red and plops it in an ashtray. “You have no idea, Kat. Not yet.” He’s so arrogant and I just love it.
He puts in three stripes and misses, so I have the opportunity to put in at least a couple. I shoot and make the 6 ball and the 3, and I figure I need to do some more trash talking. “I just love hitting balls with sticks,” I purr menacingly. As I lean over the table to cut in the 5, my hand accidentally brushes his 13 ball, so I put it back before leaning over to shoot again.
“Just put the balls anywhere you want them, Kat. It’s all about you anyways,” Cadillac growls. I look up from my shot directly into those dark eyes and notice that he’s focusing on my breasts, which are dragging on the green felt tabletop. I look down to see what is drawing his attention, and my double Ds are almost tumbling out of my low cut blouse. A woman tries to impress a man with her mind and personality, and all they’re impressed by are bumps under her blouse. “Are you getting an eyeful, Cadillac?” I let my eyes stray to his crotch, where it’s obvious my attributes haven’t gone unnoticed. I bank the 5 into a side pocket, but the 2 ball eludes me.
“Can’t we hurry this up a little?” I say. “This game has lasted longer than some of my marriages.” Trash talking; it’s all part of the game.
He comes closer to me, taking slurp from his bourbon and coke. “So how many times have you tightened the noose…I mean tied the knot…Kat?”
“Oh, I’ve been married for twenty years, Cadillac,” I laugh. “Just to three different men.”
“So you’re divorced now?” he inquires.
Cadillac is the perfect straight man. “I prefer to think of myself as between marriages,” I say, delivering the punch line.
Cadillac chalks up and begins to line up the 12 when he draws up and instructs me to move.
“I’m just standing here,” I say, placing my hand on the rail opposite him.
“I know what you’re doing. Women like you want to keep in a man’s line of sight.” He is dead serious when it comes to winning or losing. “Just stand over there by your drink and your man, and let me beat you.”
I do as directed, and he puts in three balls in a row. He calls the 8 off my ball in the corner, leans over to make the kill, and I step into his line of sight, placing my double Ds on a standup table. “Kat!” he says, his voice rising as he tries to concentrate.
“Come on, Triple A, I’m almost 50. I can’t be that distracting.” I slide my arm under my boobs to display them better. “Some woman’s gonna beat you like a rug someday,” I tell him.
“Well, that may be so, but it won’t be today and it sure won’t be you.” I still don’t move, so he concedes, “O.K. Kat, I see how it is.” He lines up the shot, shoots and of course he makes it. His buddies start shaking his hand, while Andy slides two quarters into the pool table for next game. I go over to Cadillac and put out my hand for him to shake. He takes it, squeezing it firmly.
“I’ll beat you next time, Cadillac.”
“I don’t doubt it for a minute,” he says. “I don’t doubt it for a minute.”
Squeezing Diamonds and Immortality
I go up to the bar and order a rum and coke and Steve the bartender notices I’m wearing a T-shirt that says, "I'm writing a book and there’s a Whole Section on YOU!”
“That’s a really funny shirt, Kat,” says Steve, placing the drink on a square white napkin. “Is being included in one of your books a good thing or a bad thing?”
I tell Steve that depends upon the person. “It’s like this friend of mine who sent out Christmas cards saying, ‘Have a merry fucking Christmas, May you get what you deserve.’ I guess it depends upon whether you’ve been naughty or nice.”
“Put me down on the naughty list,” says Tom the Hair Guy under his breath. “It’s a lot more fun that way.”
Flattop Chris is sitting at towards the middle of the bar and eyes me warily. “I’m afraid to say anything anymore. I’m afraid I’ll end up in some book of Kat’s.”
Perfect time for a punch line: “Can I quote you on that, Chris?” I ask.
“Augh!” screams Chris and we all chuckle. He calms down and asks, “No really, Kat, how can someone get into one of your books?”
“That’s easy Chris. All you gotta do is fuck me.”
“Augh!” screams Chris again, and we’re all laughing.
I try to clarify. “Really, sweetheart, all you’ve got to do is do something unusual. Like you could stand on the bar and pull your pants down.”
“Augh!” screams the bartender.
Chris continues to dig himself in deeper. “I can’t do that, Kat. Steve would bar me out forever and then have me taken downtown for indecent exposure and I’d have a record and a fine and spend the night in jail.”
I consider all that and tell him, “Chris, it’s a small price to pay for immortality.”
“Yeah, Kat, I’m sure you’re right,” he says rolling his eyes. “Hey, Kat, show us your tits.” This is Chris’ way of getting out of the spotlight. The guys at the bar all join in, “Yeah, Kat. Show us your tits!”
“My tits look just like everyone else’s,” I say.
I hear Injun Sam behind me say, “Maybe, Kat, but you’re still one Zesty lady!”
I look down to the end of the bar under the TV and this new guy, Mensa Mark, is have Crazy Kelly throw a cigarette into his face. He's holding his mouth open and trying to catch it with his lips from a distance of maybe three feet. She keeps missing, usually throwing it into his eyes instead. Which brings up the old adage, "It's all in good fun until someone gets an eye poked out…and then it’s hilarious." The cigarettes are bouncing onto the bar, but occasionally one will fall on the floor and G.Q. will go down to retrieve it. This brings up another old adage, "While you're down there anyway, could you just…"
I turn to Steve, the bartender and smile. "That new guy is going to fit in just fine."
“Oh, yeah Kat, that reminds me,” says Steve. This guy, Erik, dropped past a letter for you.” He fumbles through papers around the cash register. “Yeah, here it is. Erik said it had something to do with your writing.” The bartender hands me a white legal-sized envelope with “Katrina” written across it.
I take my rum and coke and sit down beside Bucky to read it.
‘KAT,’ it starts out,
‘I need h-e-l-p!!! Whatever you say your time is worth, I’ll double that! I want to do a book much like yours. I am fifty years old, and sick and tired of being called a, diamond in the rough… (a piece of fucking coal?) It is my time! Remember Superman, when he could place a piece of coal in the palm of his hand, SQUEEZE and a large diamond would appear…It is MY TIME!
‘Remember Moses when God said, get your ass up this mountain; I’ve got ten things for you… It is my time!!
‘I’ve been SQUEEZING this thing since I was ten, (and I am not talking about sexual organs either). It is my time! A vision (dream) if you will, a porthole in time and I have too get through it now or R.I.P. Peace my ass, I am a fucking diamond. It is MY TIME! I have been applying pressure, SQUEEZING this thing for about forty years…It is my time!
‘I want you, well, to edit, I guess. Do the art work; put all the grammatical errors straight. But above ALL else, let it FLOW like the Mississippi!
‘I haven’t had a pen in my hand in ten years. So now I must go and dig up old graves. No problem…photographic memory… Grave digging of past remains four, five pages per week. When I was forty-three I dated this young lady who was drop-dead, mouth watering, All of that; something to EAT. She was twenty three (Name: Katrina!) this relationship lasted about six months. She had two black cats (You, have one). Put me on a Ferris wheel, turn me upside down. I am dating a very pretty lady, forty-six, who has one black cat.
‘Don’t make me keep SQUEEZING this thing alone, Kat. Help me become a diamond! IT IS MY TIME!!! Erik’
“This is really weird, Bucky,” I say, handing him the paper. When you start putting out books, you just never know who’s going to dredge up.”
Tom the Hair Guy and Cadillac come up to our table. “We’re headed over to the Chili Parlor,” says Tom.
“I think me and Kat are headed home pretty quick, too,” says Bucky, leaning towards me to establish territory.
“Well, Kat, it was good to see you again,” says Cadillac, extending his hand.
“You too, Cadillac,” I say putting my hand in his. He puts his left hand over mine, holding it just a moment too long, before releasing it. And I somehow know that my heart has found home. At long last…home. Suddenly, there’s a crash at a table by the dart board.
A woman is screaming. “You stupid, mother fucker, why don’t go back to your Yankee mama.” It’s Janice, right on cue. “Look at this mess you’ve made!” she says, pointing to an empty beer mug, which has fallen on the floor.
Winston grabs Janice’s purse and starts going through the contents. “Just give me your fucking keys, bitch, and you’ll never have to come back to my apartment ever again!” Janice grabs for her purse, tearing it from Winston’s hands, and sending it crashing to the floor also.
“You psychotic whore. I don’t ever want to see you again,” screams Winston, heading towards the door. Denny has moved out of the way of the lovers, but now, right on cue, he squats down on the floor to help Janice pick up her purse and her glass. Winston exits the bar and Janice begins to cry.
“I don’t know why he treats me like this,” she says through her tears. “I try to be good to him. I clean the house and cook his meals and…” She breaks down in sobs as Denny puts his arm around her.
“Yeah, it’s time for us to head on home too, Kat” says Bucky, motioning to the couple.
Cadillac says, “That’s why I’m not in a relationship. I’d never put up with that nonsense.”
Pathologically Faithful
Over the next two weeks I find out that there are lots of problems finding home in the arms of one man, while actually living with another. Even in the worst of relationships, usually one person is ready to give it up while the other person is not ready to move on. Me and Bucky are just like this. It would be impossible for me to fuck Cadillac while still living with Bucky, because I’m pathologically faithful. While men have come and gone out of my life after blatantly cheating on me, I remain genetically programmed to be faithful to one man at a time.
The hardest part for me is the final act of the relationship, when my ex-lover tallies up how many women he’s actually fucked while pretending to be faithful to me.
Shy Dougie tells me that whatever the tally is, I should say, “Well, good. That makes us even.” Shy Dougie is funny in a really twisted way. I like that in a man.
All I can do with Bucky still hanging around, is fantasize about Cadillac, and I start doing that a lot. The thing that really starts driving me crazy, is the tribal tattoo around his left ankle. While lying beside Bucky at night, I imagine taking off Cadillac’s loafers, then, starting at the tattoo, using my tongue to go up the inside of his calf. I think about slowly proceeding up the inside of his thighs towards his tight full balls and semi-erect dick, one slow reverent kiss at a time. That’s the thing that men don’t realize about me. It isn’t the actual act of some man riding me hat drives me crazy, it’s sucking some guy’s dick that makes up my 2 a.m. sweats.
While sitting around the pub one afternoon, Cadillac notices me checking out his tattoo.
“What are you looking at, Kat?” asks Cadillac in an arrogant tone of voice.
“I was wondering if that was a yen-yang symbol around your ankle,” I reply, trying to hide my lust from Injun Sam and Cadillac and myself.
Cadillac props his leg up on a stool beside Kat. “I designed it myself…” he says as he points out the various symbols he’s used to make up the tribal. But all that I can look it is the inside of his thigh. I wonder what kind of under shorts he’s wearing, or if he’s wearing any at all. “It’s pretty nice, isn’t it,” I hear Cadillac saying through a fog, only to look up from his crotch into those dark Croatian eyes. “The tattoo, Kat. It’s pretty nice, isn’t it? I designed it myself.”
I snap back into the moment. “Yeah, I need to get a tattoo myself someday. Does it hurt to get one?”
Cadillac and Injun Sam laugh. “It’s just like the bumper sticker says,” chuckles Sam, “TATTOO CHARLIE’S…DAMN RIGHT IT HURTS!” We all laugh and it feels so good to be among friends.
“One of these days, I’ll get brave and get a tattoo,” I say in my best defiant little sister voice.
“I’ll go with you when you’re ready,” coaxes Sam, his brown arms crossed in front of him. He leans forward against the table. “In fact, I was thinking that when Bucky is out of the way, we could go out and eat or even something more. It’s been a while since I’ve had a little,” he says giving me a wink and a nod.
“It’s been a while for me too,” I say, stumbling into the conversation. I glance at Cadillac. “It’s been two long months for me.”
Cadillac leans back in his chair and blurts out, “Well, then, let’s fuck.” It’s as if he expects me to just say, “O.K., take me to your cave.”
Instead, I laugh out loud and say, “Here’s Sam wanting to take me out, and whatever, and he’s trying to be polite. And you just say, “Let’s fuck” like I’m supposed to just get up and go with you. You’ve got big balls, mister, I’ll give you that.”
“Well, Kat, you should know. Maybe you saw them while you looked up my shorts!” Cadillac has lowered the boom.
I shriek with pretended insult, a mixture of shock and happiness at anyone being so direct. This isn’t how people talk to me. Cadillac believes that he’s obviously the better man and can provide stud services at the drop of a hat. “Anytime, anywhere, anyone” is how he puts it. Cadillac has Triple A service, and I’m aching for a test drive. As fate would have it, Bucky walks through the door at that moment, holding forms from the YMCA. I follow Bucky to a table in the corner.
“I need you to help me fill out these financial reports so that I can get in for good. The rent is just $50 A YEAR! And I only have to stay at the Y one night a month,” explains Bucky.
“Sounds great, Bucky. You’ll never have to worry again about having a place to stay,” I say, trying to sound enthusiastic.
“If you’d take me back,” he starts in “I’d never have to worry about a place to stay.”
You see, that’s the great thing about marriage – the divorce papers. You can tell a guy you’re living with to move out, and he’ll whine, “Okay, but I’ll have to come back to get my backpack on Thursday. And I’ll be back on Sunday with my cousin to get the lamp my mother gave me.”
But when you’re married, a woman can slap those divorce papers on the breakfast table one morning and the point is crystal clear: get the fuck out by the time I get back home tonight. It’s over. I’m fucking through with all the shit you’ve put me through, period. Divorce papers may be one of the top three best things about getting married.
I throw my hands in the air. “Come on, Bucky. We’ve been through all this before. It just doesn’t work between us anymore. I need my space.”
Bucky glares at the other men in the bar. “Yeah, I know what you think you need, but you’ll never find anyone who’ll love you as much as I do.”
I lower my gaze and my voice. “I hope that after all this is over with, we can still be friends. I hope we don’t lose track of each other forever. I believe that you’ve been faithful to me, and I respect that.” I see Bucky shift nervously in his chair, but I overlook it.
“Are you ready to go home?” he asks impatiently, once again eyeing Injun Sam and Cadillac and a couple of guys at the bar.
“Sure, but I want to come back for Karaoke tonight.” Bucky takes my hand as we stand up. He leans forward to give me a kiss on the lips, but I turn my head quickly enough to have it land on my left cheek. We say our “See you laters” and we head to my place for supper and a nap.
Underage Karaoke
When we get back to the bar that night, I try not to look too obvious as I scan the crowd for Cadillac. I see him sitting in a booth in the back in the dark with some other dudes, and he’s drinking real heavy. I want to shout out, “Don’t fucking drink yourself to death or I’ll kill you with my bare hands,” but I put up a song instead and sing “Born to be Wild”. I think about just touching Cadillac’s arm again and smelling that heavy mixture of motor oil and Petiole oil, but as soon as I shift towards his booth, Bucky and Ellis tense up like they’ll break any guys legs that I talk to. So I go up to the bar and sit on a stool and order a rum and coke, and then another rum and coke, and I can feel him in back of me before I see his face in the mirror. In my head I want to scream, “You stupid mother fucker, what the shit do you want from me?” Instead, when I turn around, it’s just Cadillac, looking small and vulnerable, hardly more than an acquaintance, really.
“Wazzup?” I skip off him, turning slightly towards him. He puts his elbow on the bar, forming a wall between me and the girl on the next barstool.
“Nothing much,” he says, “I’m just beat.”
“Have you got a song up?” I ask, drinking in the sight of his lips and earlobes.
“I already sang two songs before you got here, Kat.”
“Sorry I missed that. Whaja sing?”
“Let’s see,” Cadillac says, trying to call up information while pushing against a wall of intoxicants. “Yeah, I got it. I sang, Truckin’ and I Want Your Sex.”
“I don’t know that last one. Is that really a song, or just an invitation?”
Cadillac puts his arm around the back on my chair. “It’s whatever you want it to be.” He reminds me of the saying, “You got to put a hook in the water if you want to catch a fish.” Cadillac always rises to the bait. I want to tell him, “Bucky’s spending the night at the Y, come over about midnight and I’ll draw you a hot bath and pat you dry with towels stolen from Holiday Inns.” I want to say, “We can lay under the air conditioner and fuck under clean white sheets till we drop.” Instead I say, “I’m with Bucky tonight.”
“Maybe we’ll do it another time, Kat,” he says backing off. “I’m exhausted anyways.”
“Have a good sleep,” I say, slipping off my barstool to go back to Bucky’s table. The bar is packed by now, and the front of my body glances off Cadillac’s as I squeeze past him, and I’m grateful for the crowd, grateful for the touch, grateful for his breath on my hair.
Later that night, I’m walking home by myself and I hear the sound of my footsteps glancing off the cobblestones. When I come to the turnoff to Cadillac’s apartment, I almost stop in. But I don’t know if he’s awake, or if he’s with someone else. I’m not ready yet to risk myself, and he’s never even told me if he thinks about me when we’re apart. I start to cross the street and my spirit turns right so it can join him in his dreams. My body misses the touch of his hand so much that, I can feel my blood burning like acid while running through my veins.
I walk under the black towering oaks, past a reconditioned gaslight streetlamp, across the empty concrete street. Once again, my footsteps are falling on cobblestone. My mind won’t allow my body to scream, so it makes my eyes wet and I feel the warm teardrops on my cheeks. I’m glad it’s dark and late and there’s no one around to say, “Hey, are you O.K.?”
I tell myself what I know to be the truth: “This emotion is just like a 24-hour virus of the heart. This emotion is just like having a good meal: you eat, you feel full, you shit. It’s nothing more important than that.” My footsteps are falling on concrete, my footsteps are falling on cobblestone, my footsteps are falling on grass.
I go through my entry door, up 14 steps, unlock the yellow door to my digs, and I’m home. I collapse into the overstuffed chair that sits across from the entertainment center. Ching curls up around my feet, begging for my attention. She’s had a rough day of eating, shitting, chasing toy mice and sleeping. I kick off my boots before grabbing the arms of the chair to push myself upwards, heading towards the kitchen. I notice the smell of stale water coming from the sink. I tell myself, “Self, you need to put your dirty dishes in the bottom of the fridge.” This cuts down on the amount of mold between dishwashing days.
I pour some Meow Mix into Ching’s bowl and lumber towards the bedroom. I strip down and throw on an oversized wife-beater, and dive into the feather bed. Then comes the knock at the door. I’m up in an instant. “Who is it?”
I Try to Be Nice
“It’s Bucky.” I feel my body tense up. “I want you to go the Mag Bar and have a beer with me.”
I know it never works out right when me and Bucky do things together but…I try to be nice. “I’ll meet you there in five,” I say. “I need to put my clothes back on.”
“O.K.” says Bucky, and I hear him thump down the stairs. I throw on my jeans and a blouse and I lock the door and head down the steps through the screen door and into the night. As I turn left towards the alley, I notice the tip of a cigarette glowing in the shadows and I realize its Bucky.
“I told you I’d meet you at the bar,” I say firmly.
“I just thought I’d wait here to see who walked out with you,” he says menacingly. It’s so dark that he’s just a black figure under the trees.
“Fuck you,” I spew back. “It’s not your business who I see or don’t see. Not anymore.”
“Yeah, you’re right. I’m sorry,” he says, satisfied he’s gotten his point across. Both of us realizes that at anytime, anywhere, Bucky could step out of the bushes and attack me and whoever I’m with. It’s the whole, sick, O.J. Simpson scenario - The oldest way to keep a woman under your heel. Bucky joins me as we walk down the alley together and into the glow of a street lamp.
Entering the Mag, I go up to the counter and order a Fuzzy Navel, putting $3.00 on the bar. When I get my drink, I step back so Bucky can order something. He hands me a dollar, fully expecting me to pay the other buck fifty to get him a bottle of Bud. “I gave you $7.00 down at Dan’s!” I whisper to him.
“You don’t mind paying the extra,” he says in that brutish way that used to be so cute, but is now just plain irritating. I’m frying with anger inside…but I try to be nice. I cough up the extra buck fifty and we go into the back room where the pool tables are. Seven Counties Kenny is back there playing the Star Wars pinball machine, and he comes over to us after his quarters run out. "Good to see you guys,” he says. “What’s going on?”
I say, “Not a whole lotta. Where’s your lady?”
“We broke up, this time for good. She’s just a bitch. She called the cops on me again for beating her up. Now really,” he says, trying to look as innocent as possible, “if I wanted to beat her brains out, would she still be walking around calling the cops?” Kenny shrugs at the end of the statement and he and Bucky both laugh quietly. “So I’m just out checking the scene,” he turns towards Bucky and winks, “if you know what I mean.”
We all know what he means. He’s called Seven Counties Kenny because he gets a Nut Check at the first of every month from Seven Counties Mental. He’s been documented as being too nuts to hold down a job. So the first of each month, he beats his girlfriend senseless then runs off to chase anything stupid enough to hold still long enough to let him stick his dick in. And so it goes.
“You got a job, Kenny?” asks Bucky.
“Oh yeah. I’m pulling a few hours at the liquor store of First Street. It ain’t much, but it’s cash. I called in sick tonight, but the owner’s cool about that, this being the 1st of the month and all.”
“I’ve got to drain the lizard,” says Bucky, putting down his beer. He gives me a peck on the cheek to establish territory before leaving. When Bucky is three steps out the door, Kenny starts hitting on me.
“You need to dump that loser and let me move in with you.”
I need that like a hole in the head. I could tell him what a turn-off he is, but…I try to be nice. “You’ll be back with Lisa as soon as you run out of money.”
“Yeah,” shrugs Kenny, “but there’s a whole lot of young pussy between here and there.”
“You really help out your pitch by saying stuff like that,” I tell him.
“It’s the way all guys are for real, Kat. I just say what I want to.” Seven Counties Kenny just snickers to himself, and I wonder if he’s right. Is that the way that Bucky thinks, or Cadillac thinks? Is Cadillac just a sexual carnivore ready to rip my heart out? I know I can trust Bucky, at least, I think I can trust Bucky. Can I trust Bucky? I notice Seven Counties backing away as Bucky stumbles around the coeds between the door and me. Bucky picks up his drink and Kenny sulks off. I decide to go on a verbal fishing trip.
“Bucky,” I whisper to get his attention. “Bucky, I’ve got a friend who says he can list the names of six women you had sex with, while we were living together.” His gaze immediately shifts to Seven Counties. “No it’s not him,” I say with my eyebrows furled as my voice gets more insistent. “They say you had sex with at least six other women while we were together. Is it true, or not?”
“No, it wasn’t six. It was more like four or five,” replies Bucky. My mouth just drops open. I had just made that up. Most men would have denied it flat, but here is Bucky, stupid as ever, dumb as a stone. Bucky looks as if he could kick himself. He knows he’s made a bad mistake, not by fucking those women, but by telling me.
“Oh, well, four or five women is O.K.,” I whisper angrily. “Just as long as it wasn’t an even half-dozen! I’m going home you stupid mother fucker.”
Mack the Knife
Bucky starts after me, pulling on my sleeve as I weave my way through the people with pink hair. “Let me walk you home to be sure you’re safe,” he insists. My apartment is just half a block away, and I walk through the gate with the heart in it, through the bottom door and up the 14 steps to yellow door. I unlock the door and turn towards Bucky.
“Goodnight, Bucky.”
“I think I should spend the night here,” says Bucky while pushing the door open with his left hand.
“I don’t want you spending the night here again, not ever. I don’t want men sleeping in my apartment. This is MY space, MY space!”
“I can just sleep on the couch.”
“You can catch the 12:36 bus back to the YMCA,” I tell him.
“I think I should spend the night.”
I am screaming by now. “Why the FUCK can’t you hear me? Go catch your fucking bus and get the hell out of my apartment!” He’s just standing there like he’s stupefied. I think to myself, “Maybe he doesn’t want to spend money on a bus ticket so I hand him $2.00 more for bus fare. Bucky steps into the hall and I lock the door fast. “The guy downstairs doesn’t need this screaming at 12:15 A.M.,” I murmur to no one.
Bucky starts screaming, “You’re just going to have another man come up here after I leave.” This is when I should get my fucking gun out of my dresser drawer, but I want to be nice. With Bucky standing in the hallway screaming, I draw myself a bath and Bucky goes away.
2:23 A.M. There are all kinds of things I want to do in the morning, but I won’t be able to do them because HE’S at the fucking door, beating on it. He wants to know if I’m still home or if I’m with a man or if I’m somewhere else with a man. Bucky tries to bust the door in, throwing himself against it.
“You fucking BITCH where are you you FUCKING WHORE let me in I know you’re in there you STUPID FUCKING BITCH where the FUCK are you you’re probably out with some GOD DAMNED MOTHER FUCKING COCAINE ADDICT.”
This is when I should probably get my gun out of the top dresser drawer and just start firing through the door but I always try to be nice, and I decided a long time ago NOT to buy a gun because I knew I’d kill somebody if I did.
So Bucky goes down the stairs (2:41 A.M.) and starts throwing pebbles against my window while reciting his YOU FUCKING BITCH speech. I don’t go to the window. If I do, he’ll just be screaming at me till 5 A.M. Then he’s back to banging on my door again. He throws himself against the door…once, twice…On the third try the door shoots open.
I grab two butcher knives, one in each hand, and Bucky falls into the apartment. In spite of the raised knife in my right hand, Bucky launches towards me. I begin to sling my arms about wildly, slashing at the air with the butcher knives I’m holding. 30 seconds pass while I totally black out mentally and when I open my eyes, Bucky is in the hallway and his face is bloody.
“Just leave me the fuck alone,” I say, slamming the door. I don’t hear anything outside the door and then, slowly, I hear Bucky say, “O.K. Kat, I’m leaving. My fucking face is bleeding. Jesus Christ, Kat, what are you thinking? I’m leaving, Kat.”
I can hear him dragging himself down the stairs. I take off my clothes, I put on a tee-shirt, and I crash into the bed sheets. 3:12 in the A.M…3:12 in the fucking morning.
Gypsies Tramps and Thieves
There's this quip in the paper about: "Woman, 10pm Central Park grabbed in privates by man who asked her for a light." OK, so where's the news? What was your first clue? When a man shouts at you "Ya gotta light?" the appropriate responses are:
NO
Say nothing
You must have mistaken me for your bitch
Walk on and walk fast. Here's the secret: No man ever needs help from a woman, not ever. A man can always take care of himself. If you do "help" a man, he'll curse you behind your back at best and curse you to your face at worst.
If a man shouts, "Where's Brook street" from his car, interpret that as "I've got my dick in my hand, come take a look." Respond appropriately with middle finger and a "fuck you".
A man is holding a sign that says, "Will work for food." Interpret that as "Take me to your house so I can case the joint and rob the place when you're gone."
Some guy is coming towards you, walking past he says, "Ya gotta cigarette I can buy for a quarter?" I once tried this at high noon on Oak Street with Scotty.
Scotty gave this guy a cig so the guy says, Ya gotta light?" Scotty gives him a light. This guy says "Hey man, I'm hungry ya gotta dollar and thirty seven cents I could borrow?" See, that's the thing that cracked me up. $1.37. It's usually "some change", followed closely by "Has your woman got some change." So Scott gives him like two quarters and the guy says, "You live around here?" That was enough - point proved. No man ever needs help from a woman. Not ever.
TRUTH #36: It's often very difficult for the subconscious mind to exorcise the idea of Hell.
TRUTH #37: Whatever history and philosophical system we build for ourselves is the truth for us.
Pegasus Parade
JAY 5/2 4:00p
Pegasus Parade in about one and half
Hour Cadillac is driving You going?
I’m a little surprised to find the message on my phone. It really doesn’t sound like something Jay would have written. Why should Jay want to know if I was going to see Cadillac drive in the Parade?
KAT 5/2 4:12p
Boogie and I are in front
Of Freddys Bar
I send the message and smile. Really, Boogie, my grandson and me aren’t at Freddy’s yet. We’re climbing aboard the 4th Street bus, headed North towards Broadway. Maybe Cadillac really is arrogant enough to want to make sure all his friends know he’s driving a classic Cadillac in the parade?
I know I've made a mistake by taking a bus when the TARC turns right on Oak Street and heads toward the East End. We pass 2nd, 1st, Preston, Shelby, and finally turn left onto Brook.
“Broadway’s coming up. We’re going across the street and then up to Liberty before heading back west,” calls out the bus driver. There’s an unhappy stir among the passengers.
“Let us out of here,” cries one black lady with three infants and a stroller.
“I can’t do that,” replies the driver. “It’s not safe. It’s not a registered stop.”
“We’ll take our chances,” replies the black lady’s sister. She grabs the hands of two of the infants and stands up.
The driver smiles to himself as he opens the doors and the bus empties out. He’ll have no trouble the remainder of his route and can now take his time back to the terminal. It’s a win-win situation.
The Parade starts at 5 P.M., as Boogie and me and the baby are still fighting our way up towards 4th Street. It’s so strange to see all these different groups of people standing around waiting for someone to tell them where to line up. It’s like sheep without a shepherd. There are young men in band uniforms, girls in formals getting onto floats, horses being unloaded out of the back of trailers. Boogie, me, and baby Alex go under the overpass, down three blocks past waves of people already seated along the parade route, and we veer off into a Thornton’s gas station to get a pop.
When we get to 3rd Street we give up, finding a place to sit on the sidewalk. We put the baby up front, closest to the parade, and begin to watch as motorcycles and police cars lead the way for bands and floats and massive balloons. An hour and a half pass and we still haven’t seen Cadillac.
“How’s about we head up Broadway towards the end of the parade and see the parade in fast forward,” I ask Boogie. She’s more than happy to snatch up my nephew and head out before the infant has time to become too bored. The end of the parade will have to be coming up soon. We walk on, block after block, watching as more and more participants seem to materialize out of thin air.
As we walk past the Kentucky Fried Chicken at Floyd and Broadway, we notice the place is surrounded by cop cars. There’s got to be forty white cops surrounding about a dozen young blacks. They’ve got them corralled in the parking lot, blocking them from getting to the street that leads to the projects. It’s like a whole 1960’s newsreel. Someone in the white crowd next to us tells me that one of “those niggers tried to rob the place.” Boogie and me try not to look at the spectacle, but how you are suppose to not look? Two more cop cars pull up and a black cop gets out and honestly starts handing out donuts. How are you supposed to not look? Boogie holds the baby a little closer as we cross the street to get away from the scene. I notice a couple of the black girls slipping through the cops and into the crowd.
“I wonder if the guy who held up the place is even there by now,” I say. “He’s probably already back in the projects watching the show from a third story window.”
When I finally see Cadillac, I wish I had brought my camera. He’s eagerly scanning the crowd for friends, when he catches sight of me standing among the merrymakers. He’s driving a baby blue 1964 Chevrolet convertible, with a political dignitary and his wife in the back seat. He had been telling everyone at the pub he’d be driving Rick Pitino, but I guess that didn't pan out. He looks almost regal with his thick hair pulled back and tied, dressed in a navy blue suit and matching tie. I stop walking and lean against a lamppost.
“Who’s that, mom?”
“I know him from Dan’s honey. No one important.” I smile to myself while Cadillac drives on past trying to look snooty. At one point, he checks his rear view mirror, scanning the crowd. When he doesn’t see what he’s looking for, he turns his head to see if I’m still standing there, still looking. I chuckle and give a mock salute towards the convertible. “What a fucking egotist,” I murmur to myself.
“What’s that, mama? Who’s an egotist?” asks Boogie.
“Cadillac: the guy driving the convertible. He’s so hung up on himself.”
Boogie acknowledges my viewpoint. “He really is cute mom. Maybe he’s so stuck on himself because he’s just something really special. He’d look great at family reunions.”
I think to myself, “He’d look good in my bed on a frosty morning,” but I shrug it off and keep walking. I wonder if my desire will eventually overtake me, like an eagle overtaking a rabbit.
I’m alone inside the ranch-style suburban house when I begin to hear rain hitting the roof. “I’d better shut some of these windows,” I say to myself as I close a couple in the kitchen, and then the living room. The wind starts blowing harder outside as I climb the half flight of stairs to the bedrooms. The first door I come to is covered with cobwebs. This was Anna’s room. “They took Anna away about six months ago,” I say to reassure myself. “It’s time that I go inside.”
I turn the doorknob and press my shoulder to the edge of the door, forcing it open. Inside there’s a large expanse of hardwood floor leading to the one window in the room. I approach it quickly, noticing the wind is sending the white lace curtains billowing into the room as the storm becomes more violent. The window slams shut when I touch it, and I turn back towards the door to leave. It is only then that I notice the large rocking chair blocking my way out. Seated in the rocker is the skeleton of a little girl, clothed in a long blue dress, her empty eye sockets trained on the window. I fall to my knees, placing my hands on the skeleton’s lap, looking into her vacant face. I stroke her blonde hair. “Anna, they told me you had died. They told me they took your body away.” I’m crying now, with the rain beating against the window. I look outside to see what she must have been looking at when she died, and see only the driveway. And then the realization hits me. I take the child’s bony hands in my own. “Anna, you must have sat here, day after day, waiting for someone, anyone, to come to visit you. I didn’t know you were so lonely. I didn’t know you were dying. Forgive me, Anna. Forgive me.”
Suddenly, there’s a clap of thunder and I sit straight up in my own bed, my cotton nightgown clinging with sweat to my breasts. “I must have had a hot flash,” I say to myself. Ching, my black cat, stands up in the grayness and stretches at the foot of the bed. I'm panting shallowly as I say to myself, "I was dreaming about…" Ching crawls into my lap and I ask her, "Let's see, now, what was it?" There's a burst of light followed closely by a second clap of thunder. And then the skeleton in the chair comes rushing back into my mind like a ten foot wave returning to a coastline. I find myself drowning in despair as I stroke Ching and then pull her to me. "What is it Ching? Who could this child be, sitting there all alone, for months at a time?" I think back on a few of the children I know, but Anna and Alex and Devon are all alive and well. "According to the shrinks," I tell the cat, "a child in my child should represent my inner child. But that's silly. I'm not dying…" I feel the tears on my cheeks before my brain catches up. I release the cat so I can bury my face in my hands as my body begins to sob. "Oh, my God, Ching. The dead child is me."
When daylight finally wakes me up a second time, I make a promise to myself to resurrect me, whatever it takes. So I'm walking through the alley between 3rd and 4th, close to Magnolia when I happen across a stack of magazines being tossed out. They're Art Magazines, so I begin to look through them when I come across a reproduction of a wooded landscape. There's a brook flowing through the center of the picture that eventually becomes a small waterfall towards the bottom of the page. As I stand there in the alley surrounded by garbage cans, I look closer and swear that I can almost see someone there in the painting flitting in and out of the patches of sunlight that peak through the canopy of ancient trees.
A Field Trip and A Flo
"How long has it been since I've been in the country?" I wonder to myself. A plan begins to form in my mind, a way to get the hell out of dodge, ASAP. "Wouldn't it be great to take the Lost Boys to Cave River?" I whisper to the parked cars. "Now, who has a van," I wonder aloud, taking the top three magazines back to my apartment.
That evening, as I'm settled in with my Lost Boys in a corner at Dan's, I'm about the shoot the idea of a fieldtrip at them when in walks Cadillac.
"Boy, did I fuck up big-time last night," he tells Jay, pulling a chair up to the end of the booth.
"Ya mean Flo?" asks Tom the hair guy.
"Boy do I ever!" he spews out, not even stopping to wonder how his friends have already heard the tale.
Shy Dougie wanders into the conversation with, "Well, did you want to chew your arm off this morning when you saw her laying on your elbow?" We all snicker.
"I know, I know," Cadillac sighs. "The whole Coyote ugly thing." He sets his Bourbon and Coke on the table.
"Well at least you got a blowjob," says Injun Sam, who is always into getting anything that looks like sex.
"At least a blow job...” adds Cadillac "…and a whole lot more." Our hero hasn't let down his gang as they all give a victorious nod towards Cadillac.
So I insert, "And once again, love rears its ugly head." My best guys laugh at my comment.
Cadillac becomes irritated. "I didn't say anything about love now Kat."
Janice throws in, "Well maybe it's 'lust rears it's ugly head'". The gang chuckles.
"Cadillac, she's going to be tracking you down like an animal for a while," says Winston, trying to bring Cadillac back to reality. "Flo will be in here all the time, just waiting to pounce."
Tom leans forward. "She's been pregnant twice in the past three weeks by three different guys." We all laugh, knowing how true it is.
I wade into Cadillac's roasting one more time. "She's got you for at least a month now. It's just like the Wheel of Fortune: Once you win a prize it's yours to keep." My best guys explode with laughter.
"You sure were tearing up that stuff last night, and this morning too," says Jay as it becomes obvious where the deed was done.
"Come on, Jay," sighs Cadillac, rolling his eyes. "Don't rub it in."
Jay continues his monolog. "We went up to the Lord's Kitchen for lunch. Boy, did they give us a lot to eat."
"Wow," says Injun, "you took her out for lunch at the Lord's Kitchen? Did you give her a couple of cigarettes too?"
Cadillac crosses his arms in disgust. "Flo didn't go with us to eat."
"So you just gave her a couple of cigarettes and told her you had some things to do and then walked her home real fast?" says Tom the hair guy, digging the knife in deeper. We're all laughing. It's fun roasting Peter Pan occasionally. Janice turns to me and asks, "Kat, did you find some lobster to eat last night?"
"I made the mistake of going to Joe's Crab Shack," I reply. "They don't have Lobster at Joe's Crab Shack."
Jay tries to be helpful. "Maybe you should have gone to Red Lobster instead."
"Ya think?" says Janice. "So what did you end up getting, Kat?"
I can't outrun this opportunity so I run into it: "I ended up getting the same thing last night that Cadillac did…CRABS!" We're all just rolling with laughter. "That's what the little fork is for, so you can chase those tiny buggers from one ball to the other!"
I break out of the booth and head towards the bathroom before I pee my pants, I'm laughing so hard. When I come back the Winston and Janice have bought a fresh round of drinks so I slip in behind a cold Bud in a bottle. I decide to shift attention back to my new business. "I've been thinking we should just get the hell outa town."
“That sounds like a good idea, Kat” says Winston. “I’ve been trying to get Janice to go with me up to Blue River and go canoeing.”
Janice grabs her back as if already in pain, “Honey, I can’t see me going up and down in a canoe over rocks and tree trunks.”
I wade into the waters to calm them. “What I have in mind would be much less strenuous. There’s a place I have access to called Cave River Valley, up by Salem. It’s owned by my 1st husband’s family, but I can use it if I grab one of the kids to go with. I figure I’ll take Max.”
Cadillac leans in closer. “How big is it, Kat? I’ve been up around Salem, Indiana, and it’s great up there.”
Now that I have their attention, I bring on the hard sell. “It’s 100 acres of woodland. It’s got 4 caves in three valleys, and there’s no charge to use it. We just have to clean up after ourselves. It’s also really empty, especially this early in the spring. I figure we could drive up this weekend for a Dan’s field trip and throw up some tents.”
And believe it or not, that’s exactly what happens. Me and Janice and Winston, half a dozen Lost Boys, Opera Nick, and Max end up on the bank next to Cave River, pitching tents the next Saturday about three hours before nightfall. There are maybe a dozen other people in the valley who have one campsite upstream. The largest males watched us cautiously as we drove past earlier, making an informal semi-circle protecting their females. As I pass by their tents on my way to the shelter house, I notice the women have taken off their bikini tops and are just running around in their daisy dukes.
Alpha Male
As I’m heading back, I get near to where the road curves off to the right before heading up the hillside and I can see our camp down in the valley by the stream. There’s five tents and one hammock with a small fire surrounded by river stones over to the left. Everyone is standing around Cadillac, who is dead center of the group. Obviously, Cadillac thinks of himself as the superior male, and perhaps the others are beginning to appreciate his survival skills under these unusual circumstances. He’s bare to the waist with hatchet in hand, so I grab my one-use camera out of my bag and take a picture of the scene before heading down to join the others.
“The women in the other campsite are running around with their boobs hanging out,” I tell the group while heading down the hill.
“You’re shitting us,” says Bucky.
“No really. You guys out to go take a look,” I assert eyeing Injun and Cadillac in particular.
Winston considers the prospect briefly and laughs, “Fuck, I’m in. Who else wants to go see?” He eyes Janice who just chuckles and shakes her head in a ‘go ahead and play’ kind of look.
“I don’t mind taking a little walk about to explore the scenery,” says Opera Nick. “What are your thoughts on the subject, Cadillac?”
“I think I’ll stay here and put some crawdads on to boil,” says Cadillac, surprising all of us. He begins to rattle around in his backpack bringing out metal pans and dishes.
“Well, I’m headed up too, mom,” says Max.
“Go ahead, sweetheart. Enjoy yourself.” The guys minus Cadillac throw themselves into the forest, disappearing in under a minute. I look around, and our group is now composed of Cadillac and four women. Cadillac stops playing in his backpack, takes a folding chair, opens it, and sits down smack dab in the middle of our small coven.
“I guess it’s good one man stayed behind to protect us ladies,” says Janice.
“I’m sure your right,” I say. “But who will protect us from Cadillac?” We all laugh, eyeing our well-muscled bodyguard.
Cadillac doesn’t miss a beat. “I can take all you fine ladies on, together or one at a time.”
“Yeah, Cadillac, we know the drill,” I answer. “Anytime, anywhere, anyone.”
Janice goes over to face the seated bodyguard and says, “Well, what would happen if one of us just hopped into your lap like this?” Janice does exactly as promised, plopping her tiny body into his lap, crossing her legs over the arm of his chair and throwing her head back in a cackle of a laugh. I see Peg and Valerie close in around the pair, and I don’t mind moseying over myself, ending up in back of his chair.
“I ain’t scared of nothin’ ladies,” he tells us boldly.
“Well I get him first,” says Peg. “If anything’s gonna happen, I’m the only one here completely without a guy.”
Valerie moves towards the path. “You girls do what you want,” she says looking upstream. “I’ll keep watch for a while.”
As if on cue, Peg settles in at Cadillac’s feet and begins to slip her hand up into his army shorts and I start stroking his long, curly, black hair.
“Kat,” says Janice. “I wonder if Mr. Ever-ready here is as ready as he says he is.” By now, Janice is rubbing his chest while I’m beginning to nibble on his earlobe, the one with two small hoop earrings hanging from it.
“I guess one of us should check,” I purr, my lips finding the side of his mouth. In one motion I thrust my hand down the front of his shorts, pushing Janice’s hips to one side as I find what I’m looking for there between his legs. Cadillac hardens up nicely as he begins to kiss my mouth, realizing that it’s possible to change this fantasy into a reality. “I believe he can live up to his boasting,” I tell the other three women. “In fact, I’m sure of it.”
Suddenly, Valerie gets all upset. “There’s someone coming up the trail!” She looks into the forest again. “It’s the guys! They’re coming back!” Janice rolls herself off Cadillac’s lap landing ‘thud’ on the ground beside Peg. I pull my hands out of Cadillac’s pants and turn around to face the creek. All Cadillac can do is sit there in the lawn chair with his hands folded in his lap, waiting for his hard-on to go down.
Winston is the first to enter the clearing. “Those women aren’t bare-breasted up there, Kat. What were you thinking?” He is obviously irritated.
“Yeah, mom,” Max backs him up. “They’ve all got their clothes on.”
“Well, when I went up there earlier,” I tell the men, “the women had their tops off, I swear.”
“Well it was worth a trudge through the woods to find out, just in case,” adds Opera Nick.
Bucky looks over the four of us women and then at Cadillac, who finally is able to stand up. “I thought you were going to cook something up,” he says suspiciously.
“I was trying to,” says Cadillac disappointed in this turn of events. “But I guess it just wasn’t meant to be.” All the ladies chuckle as the men are just left to wonder what the heck is so damn funny.
Aliens and Ghosts
Later that evening when the sun sets and the eight of us are seated around a campfire three feet wide and four feet high, we begin to entertain each other. Valerie pulls out guitar from the van and, with the full approval of the group, begins to play a couple of standards. It’s a perfect night: early enough in the spring so there’s no mosquitoes, and late enough so the temperature lingers around 60 degrees. The eight of us are completely alone in the world. Valerie sings, “Heart of Gold” and “Take Me Home Country Roads”, and we help each other along with the words. Then someone asks her to sing something she wrote.
“Well, I’ve got a song I’ve been working on,” she tells her well- liquored audience. “It sounds like a traditional Kentucky song…”
“Quit stalling and start wailing,” says Cadillac as we all giggle. He hands the roach to Valerie, who draws on it one more time before strumming the intro. She takes a deep breath and sings:
So head on home to Eastern Kentucky
Pack up your car and see if I care,
Pack up your dreams and all of our memories.
Mountain Boy, Sky blue eyes and Honey brown hair.
Don’t tell your folks or your friends about me.
There’s no need for my name to come up at all.
Summer’s long gone It’s time that you were movin’ on.
Best to be upstream before the Fall.
We’re a very appreciative audience as we whoop and holler into the black skies and Valerie lays her guitar back into its case after taking a bow.
“I know what we need,” volunteers Max. “We need ghost stories.”
“Now don’t get scared, Cadillac,” flirts Peg.
“He’s already told us,” I remind the group, “that he ain’t scared of nothing.”
“Well I’ve got a ghost story,” says Janice. “A true ghost story.” She has our attention.
“When I was still living with my first husband, I picked up this spirit named Vernon. I would be in the kitchen and realize there was someone right there with me. You’ve felt it before, that heavy feeling on the back of your skull like someone is watching you.” Many of us in the group nod. “I turned around this one time and saw this guy with a white beard and a gray suit just standing there. I didn’t feel like he was going to hurt me, just watch over me, protecting me. I just thought towards him: What’s your name? And this name, Vernon, was just there in my mind.”
“We know what you mean, Janice,” I tell her. Others in the group are agreeing as Janice takes a deep breath and goes on with her story.
“He’s still with me, at my house on 2nd Street. Sometimes, when people take a picture of me, you can see a light in front of me that just doesn’t belong there. And things will be moved around the kitchen sometimes, and I’ll just say to myself, “That’s just Vernon telling me he’s here looking after me.”
Winston puts his arm around her and says softly, “You never told me about any spirit, Janice.”
“I just figured you’d laugh at me, Sugar. I figured you’d call me a silly old woman.”
“No, sweetheart, no. I love you, just like you are, spirits and reincarnation and everything.” Winston gives her a little smooch on her lips, and the group figures that’s sweet.
“It’s just easier to talk about things,” Janice says, “when you’re 20 miles north of nowhere.”
“OK, mom, your turn,” says Max, breaking the silence. “Tell us about your aliens.”
Bottom Dwellers and Little Green Men
We all laugh at first, but then Injun simmers things down by saying, “I know there are things out there that we don’t understand.” And then it’s on. You see, this is what bottom dwellers talk about at 3 in the morning when the higher ups aren’t around and they’re running low on smoke and long on canned beer. It usually goes something like this:
Me and A) My friend B) My brother C) A lover
Were out at A) Rough River B) Blue River C) The farm
And we were sitting: A) In a car B) On a picnic table C) By a window
When this light appeared in the sky and just floated there for a while and then shot over here and floated for a while over there and then shot back to right over where we were.
They’ll try for an hour to convince whoever is in arm’s reach that what they’ve seen is the absolute truth, but what they don’t know is that they don’t have to convince me. They are already preaching to the choir. I’ve seen THEM too. Which is why, around a campfire 10 miles outside of Campbellsburg Indiana, at around 2 A.M. on a specific Saturday night, I begin to tell what I know to be the truth.
"Well my experience with THEM has been an ongoing thing," I tell the group, trying to ease into my story gently. I've seen them over and over, and the people close to me have seen me being abducted, sometimes. My kids, Max here included, have all come to me, at one time or another, and told me how upset they were at watching their mother being taken onboard a spaceship. The kids all told me, in their own way of course, because sometimes the brain can't handle the spectacle. It's like when Jon came to me and said that she got scared when I would come home to visit because that's when the space people would show up."
"Who's Jon?" asks Winston.
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