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CHAPTER 6.  DOUBLE OR NOTHING 
 

.i. 

 Here it is Wednesday morning already.  Ever since George’s party last Saturday night, I 

haven’t found the intestinal fortitude to dive back into the tale of Young Rich at Tahoe.  There 

have been so many other things to do…  

 Sunday after our brunch at the French pastry shop, I drove Mack to the airport for his 

flight to LA and came back home in a daze of disbelief.  Try as I might, I can’t think of the last 

time a guy ever said he loves me.  Oh, wait, it was Steve, the poet, in 1972, a hundred times.  

There you go, more than 40 years ago.  Good grief!  I’ve got fifty years on him.  Sure, I’ve heard 

about those mythical young guys who like old men, but I never figured to meet such a unicorn, 

much less one who likes me. 

 Monday morning I emailed the Treasure Galleon to Johnny and then breakfasted with an 

older woman friend, again at the pastry shop.  When I commented on my romantic consternation, 

she poo-pooed my confusion and advised abandoning myself to unrestrained passion.  Good 

advice, I’m sure, but I’m sorely out of practice. 

 At lunch Jason hauled out his laptop and showed me the model website they’ve cooked 

up.  He explained the items I’ll have to write and suggested we get a good photo of me.  Seems 

Deirdre wants to shoot me, so to speak.  I was delighted, and when I praised his work, he 

revealed that in fact Mack had put it all together for me, which was even more delightful. 

 Johnny called just then on my cell.  He wondered if I really need that last section about 

George’s party and all the friends.  I feel it shows how different gay life is today than when Rick 

could only meet a kindred spirit literally like a ship passing in the night.  Next he remarked on all 

the Mack and Kevin stuff.   “It’s strange, Rich—like they’re characters in your story.” 

 “They are,” I admitted.  “All of you are.  It’s like a reality show about an old man telling 

a story of long ago.”  

 That afternoon, again to avoid diving back into Young Rich’s tale, I doodled on my next 

Aztec icon.  It will be Huehuecoyotl, the Old Coyote, who among other things is the deity of 

youth, sexuality, and male beauty.  Satisfied with creating an abstractly pornographic motif 

useful for a multitude of designs, I took off for the gym. 

 Kevin, his curly wreath now fuchsia, was treading a mill in a somber state of mind.  

Concerned, I asked the matter, and he said, “Liam doesn’t want to have sex until he’s sure he can 

trust me.  How in the hell am I supposed to get him to trust me?” 

 “You know, Kevin,” I ventured to advise, “I bet Liam just wants to be sure he loves you.  

So all you can do is be lovable.  You’re good at that, darlin’.” 

 Then in brighter spirits, my young friend remarked on the Mack scenario, and I babbled 

on about ridiculous May-December romances and the absurdity of an old man in love.  Kevin 

said, “It’s not absurd, Rich.  I think it’s sweet.  I bet you just want to be sure you love him.” 

 Fortified by our mutual counseling session, I rolled on home for a full evening of playing 

with that sexy motif.  By bedtime I’d constructed an intricate border for the icon, and then I let 

myself wonder affectionately how Mack’s doing in Los Angeles. 

 Yesterday morning I was all stoked to start this new chapter but got distracted with a new 

graphic thought about my naughty motif.  That was just as good, since Deirdre and Lynn called 

late morning and hauled me off to a picnic-hike up our local lookout mountain.  My stamina isn’t 

what it used to be, but with occasional rest-breaks I managed heroically.  At the summit Deirdre 

took several photos of me, one of which looked halfway decent in the little view screen. Though 

the joyous company of the young lovers was invigorating, I got home in the evening exhausted. 
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 Today I’m again feeling all fired up to write, but guess what—I’ve just now remembered 

those blurbs I’ve got to write for the website.  Darn!  

# 

 Honestly, I got up this morning fully intending to resume the voyage of the Faerie Prince, 

and I will do so, promise.   

 But first, let me exuberate appropriately about this historic date.  The first thing I heard 

on NPR this morning was that the Supreme Court has validated gay marriage across the country.  

All these years of struggle have paid off with triumph.  Blessed be all my brothers and sisters 

whose courage and strength have won the righteous battle for our honor.  

 I stood in the kitchen in stunned gratitude.  The decision yesterday to uphold Affordable 

Healthcare had already amazed me as a too-rare sign of judicial sanity.  Now this thunderbolt of 

justice, as our President calls it.  I gave a cheer and over my grapefruit half celebrated that I’ve 

actually lived long enough to see my outlaw life validated. 

 Besides the socially momentous nature of this occasion, I can’t help noting that today’s 

decision has happened exactly fifty years to the week after we left Young Rich prowling Tahoe 

in search of love.  You can weigh the irony of that chronological coincidence after reading this 

next chapter.  I’ll bite a bullet now and pick up the tale where our hero naively thinks that he’s 

managed to dance his way through a minefield.   

# 

 Our pirate Tricky Rick has now become a legitimate sailor called Richie Rich (Ignore the 

unfortunate comic book reference.), on the glittering treasure ship Sahara.  He relished the 

glamour of the betting crowds, the noisy fragrance of money in the air, and his glorious role in 

the fickle game of fortune.  Settling into the easy rhythm of shifts and breaks, after work Rich 

slept the sleep of the righteous and then played away the afternoons with Oná at fen or beach. 

 The juxtaposed work schedules meant Rich didn’t have to see Barbie all that much.  First 

was in the mornings when the girls got up and ready for work.  Happily reunited with Oná, he’d 

be cuddled up with her on the couch cushions and already asleep for at least an hour when the 

girls would quietly get up and have breakfast.  He’d wake up just enough to mumble, “Good 

morning, ladies,” from his pile in the corner.   

 The second passing of ships happened in the evenings, after and before respective shifts.  

When the girls got off work they’d make dinner for the cohort.  Rich truly did appreciate Martha 

and Barbie’s dedication to the female calling and blessed their nurturing hearts.  He was also 

impressed by their teamwork in cooking, their coordination of tasks like chopping veggies or 

browning onions and keeping an eye on the recipes, all the while chatting blithely about the 

process.  He’d never before encountered such sheer sisterhood and was touched.    

 As you can well imagine, with such a convenient arrangement and Barbie clearly posing 

no threat to his faerie virtue, Rich quickly forgot all about looking for another place to live, and 

his thoughts turned again to romance.  Afternoons with the pooch at the beach he’d amble about 

on parade scanning the prone bodies on the grass round about and wondering where all the boys 

were.  Then he’d lie down on his towel to watch clouds move swiftly across the sky and take a 

fantasy romp with lovely Lane.   

 Afternoons with Oná at the fen were joyful with nature dances and intimate imaginings 

with Lane.  Rich wrote in the journal about that Thursday’s flight of fantasy: 
 

Dear Me, 

 …Whirling around, I started hearing the theme of Ravel’s “Bolero” in my 

head, and it swept Lane and me into its crescendos.  Flowers of sheer, 

fragrant blessedness bloomed inside us.  After the blaring finale, I fell 
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down on the ground panting and wondering again if maybe I’ve lost my marbles.  

Such bliss as this simply isn’t normal for human beings.     

 Gathering up my remaining marbles, I headed home for dinner.  The girls 

had made a pan of spaghetti with hamburger, cheese and pecans.  It tasted 

great, and everyone enthused over it.  I noticed that Martha and Barbie both 

seemed a bit subdued, not saying much and mostly looking at their plates.  

The Twooth must have noticed too because he asked if they were okay.  Martha 

assured us they were fine, but Barbie had a blank expression, almost puzzled. 

 Not wanting to get into the dangerous game of trying to figure women 

out, I accepted that they were fine and helped Gene wash dishes.  Afterwards 

I went into the bathroom to wash up for work.  Coming back out, I found 

Barbie alone sitting at the table with a glass of wine.   

 She looked down at her hands and said, “Richie, dear, I’ve got 

something to tell you.”     Worried that maybe I’d said or done something 

rude or wrong again, I plopped down to listen.  She said, “I missed a 

period.”  Her brown eyes got big in surprise or fright. 

 I wondered, “What?”  [Believe me, Rich knew absolutely nothing about 

the menstrual cycle.] 

 Barbie composed her features and whispered, “I may be pregnant.”  No 

words came out of my open mouth.  She continued, business-like, “I’ll make a 

doctor appointment tomorrow.”  

 Then from outside Gene hollered to come on or we’d be late for work. 

# 
 

.ii. 

 Stupefied by the announcement, Rich dabbed his Keno tickets that night like a ghastly 

machine.  On breaks standing like a zombie out in the dark by the lake, he kept hearing those two 

words, may be, those two cruel words.  Maybe or maybe not.  Suddenly everything depended on 

a roll of the dice, and this bet was double or nothing.  On the three am break Rich finally let 

himself scream his pain and fear out over the dark waters of Tahoe.  

 Friday afternoon he retreated with Oná to his marshy refuge like a wounded creature, 

wandering listlessly among the hummocks and waterways.  Tormented by the probabilities, he 

luckily stayed conscious enough not to get lost and made it home by suppertime.   

 Barbie welcomed him with a drink and the news that her doctor appointment was for 

Monday afternoon.  That left them both in limbo for the next two days.  Rich could tell that 

Barbie was terribly distressed too, but he didn’t know what to say.  He followed her example and 

kept a pleasant smile and easy manner through the meal.  

 In that manner Saturday passed without incident or reference to the situation, and supper 

was eaten with conversation as amiable as before Thursday’s bomb.  The others all seemed even 

better than Rich at putting things out of mind.  The main news was Gene’s plan for their Sunday 

evening off, dinner at a Chinese place in Carson City.  Rich wrote later about that day off. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …Overtime seems to be a frequent thing, and I love it for the extra 

dough.  Getting home two hours later yesterday morning, I found the girls 

already up.  Since it was also their day off, and they’d be around the 

apartment, Barbie let me sleep in her bedroom.  Lying in her bed was 

disturbing, but I was too tired to agonize. 

 When Gene and I got up around one, for the first time, I had the honor 

of escorting the cohort to the Sahara’s beach for a sunny afternoon on the 

lawn.  We spread towel around my usual spot, and they made the requisite 

remarks on the beauty of the lake.  Unveiling my Speedo, I was keenly aware 

that no one but Gene had ever seen so much of my skin. 
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 When I lay down, Barbie looked away.  Her green one-piece went well 

with her auburn hair and showed for the first time her smallish breasts and 

round hips and thighs, quite shapely as those things go, but of scant allure 

for me.  The Twooth mercifully distracted me by commenting on how hairy I am.  

Hairy faeries appreciate homage from the hairless. 

 Instead of being all by myself and Oná, with this company I felt more 

attuned to the grassy society.  We chatted just as casually as the 

vacationers.  Like everybody, we wandered down to the sand to test the cold 

water and shiver.  Promenading about the lawn, we watched the sunbathers bask 

and roll around like seals, a few like walruses.  

 I watched a group of three guys arrive and settle several yards away on 

beach blankets.  One of them, a fine blond, peeled down to a riveting red 

Speedo.  Stretching like a tawny cat, he lay down on his yellow blanket, 

raising two superb scarlet convexities.  The other two guys in drab black and 

blue suits weren’t half bad either.  The focus of my attention being 

unmistakable, Barbie innocuously asked, “Are they flits?”   

 Letting her silly, genteel term pass, I replied emphatically “I 

certainly hope so.” 

 They all laughed, and Martha said, “Richie, you’re terrible.” 

 “No, I’m not,” I said.  “We need a lot more faeries around here.”  

Nobody laughed. 

 On another meandering walkabout with Oná, I observed that Two Red Hills 

had turned over and become one scarlet mound.  His nod of approbation made my 

blood boil.  To cool off, I left the pooch with the bunch, ran across the 

sand, and dived headlong into the icy lake.  Surfacing a few yards out, I 

swam frantically back to shore and scrambled out on already numb, bluish 

feet.  My friends thought I was crazy, but the guy gave me another nod, so it 

was well worth the discomfort. 

 …Till now we hadn’t needed to fit all five of us into the VW, so our 

early evening drive to Carson City was a tad cramped.  Being larger, the 

Twooth sat in front, and I was squashed up in back with Martha and Barbie.  

The latter shifted back and forth between her sister’s and my laps.  Chatting 

brightly, she sat on my thighs like on an uncomfortable chair.  Her weight 

and mashing of my personal space gave me the freaking heebie-jeebies.  

 Cap’n Gene took us on a tour of the town, charming with picturesque 

steeples on the hillsides, white spires in the sunset.  The first truly 

western town I’ve ever seen, Carson City had a curious cowboy-saloon feeling.  

The Chinese restaurant was fancier than I expected, all hung with paper 

lanterns and streamers, candles and flowers on the tables.  I had shrimp 

fried rice and got a taste of everybody else’s dish as well.  With all of us 

stuffed to the gills, the return trip in the beetle was even more cramped. 

 On the dark ride home, I talked to the guys some more about living and 

working a nocturnal schedule, stressing that it doesn’t work to mix and match 

with the diurnal.  So it behooves us guys to stay up the rest of the night, 

or till as late as we can manage.  After all, it isn’t the days but the 

nights that we’ve got off.   

 Gene and Twooth bought my argument, so I avoided a repeat of last 

Sunday’s solitary night.  It was great in their company, because we didn’t 

have to talk about the current ticklish situation.  We wandered the other 

casinos trying our luck here or there.  Gene lost a bit at blackjack, the 

Twooth won a modest amount at roulette, and I almost broke even playing six-

spots.  From a careful distance, I caught Daryl’s eye at his blackjack table 

and got a glance of greeting that sufficed for comfort in my lonesome night.   

# 
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Dear Me,  

 …Barbie’s doctor appointment was for two in the afternoon.  She got 

some time off, and I met her at the Sahara hotel.  She looked cute and 

chipper, but I could tell she was all tense.  A few words of greeting and we 

walked down the road, a couple blocks south and over one, with even fewer.  

Several modest shops and offices huddled in a line between groves of those 

towering conifers.  At the doctor’s door, Barbie bravely took my hands with a 

tight smile and said, “We’ll see, Richie.”   

 Waiting outside awash in elemental terror, I staggered over into the 

neighboring grove where the giant pines lofted their crowns into the sapphire 

sky.  Conquering my panic, I embraced a vast trunk and sank my face into a 

canyon in its craggy, cracked bark.  That’s how I discovered where the Tahoe 

air gets that mysterious hint of vanilla. 

 Barbie soon came out of the office with a yes.  One month.  Then she 

burst into tears.  Though reeling inside, I instinctively put my arms around 

her and let her cry for us both.  Quietly, face still to my shoulder, she 

asked hollowly, “Are you going to marry me?”  Without an answer, I took her 

by the hand, and we walked back down the street.  

# 

 In spite of our recent judicial inspiration, these last few pages were quite painful to write, 

as I’m sure you’ll appreciate, though so much of it was just transcribing.  To bring the tale down 

to that brutal question was a push so I could get to the gym and thence to pick up my grandson 

Jammes from his adventure camp kayaking trip.  After that was dinner out and a disappointing 

movie with an old friend, who is nonetheless somewhat younger than I.  And there wasn’t a 

moment or the strength to write any more of the pain over the weekend.  It’s, as I believe 

Mehitabel the cat once said, “the eternal struggle between art and life archy” 

 Two things took me away from my noble efforts, Mack’s getting back home on Saturday 

morning and the fact that it was Gay Pride weekend.  After I gave my Viking a warm welcome, 

we went for brunch and then downtown for the parade and festivities on the square.  Everywhere 

the mood was jubilant over Friday’s landmark ruling and the new inclusive country we now live 

in.  Starry-eyed with joy, Mack danced with me by the bandstand, and I reveled in the ancient 

emotions he awoke in me. 

 The celebrating crowd around us was also fascinating, largely very young and outlandish.  

Uniformly outlandish, one might say.  In attempts to be seen as individuals, the kids had so many 

tortured or neglected hairstyles, mangled or mongrelized wardrobes, indecipherable tattoos, and 

improbable piercings, often all on one and the same body, that they all looked alike.  It was the 

rare crew-cut, plainly dressed, and unadorned dork who really stood out from the crowd.  Or old 

folks like me, of course. 

 The first gay pride event I ever attended was in DC, maybe in 1974 or 75.  Again, four 

decades ago.  I proudly wore a beige T-shirt that innocuously said, “A day without human rights 

is like a day without sunshine.”  Pride events became a habit for me, and in 1982 my then lover 

and I wound up on the front page of the Denver Post for the celebration there.  While not out on 

the street demonstrating to legislatures, conventions, and such, I still claim some small share in 

this historic victory.  And so does Tricky Rick if only for being a faerie pioneer in the dark ages 

of the early sixties, several years before Stonewall. 

 In the later afternoon we went to a dance on the roof terrace of a fancy new hotel and 

found most of our other young friends, including Kevin, who looked quite “lovable” in a yellow 

tank top, scandalously short cutoffs, and glittery flip-flops.  I remarked that Tricky Rick would 

have heartily approved of his pirate attire.  We had drinks and only danced a bit to save our 

energies for later. 
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 Mack and I took some pizza back to my place and lay around recuperating with music 

and intimacy.  Refreshed and invigorated, we got to the pride party at the Convention Center at 

ten and found a huge crowd, the gang of young friends, and favorite DJ Oona at the console—

like the Titsling on steroids.  It almost could have been La Casa de los Marinos at Mardi Gras, 

but for no whores or sailors. Three hours of jubilation was enough, and then I happily went home 

with Mack.  That was my first time in decades to sleep in someone else’s bed. 

 Sunday was also a day off from work on TWAS as it was a family trip into the western 

mountains to take Jammes to a week-long music camp, his first time away from Mom and Dad.  

The ride was also my first time out of town in months and very welcome, particularly for the 

splendid mountain and canyon views.  We got home late in the evening, and I called Mack with 

an affectionate good night.  This affair is turning into a lot more than I ever imagined possible.    

 Now here we are on Monday morning, and I can pick up the story of Richie Rich again.  

# 
 

.iii. 
 Holding Barbie’s hand was as much for my comfort as for hers.  I 

followed her lead down the street in a solemn state of shock, wondering how 

this can have possibly happened.  Simple:  through my own stupid, bestial 

fucking.  Why didn’t I even think about using a rubber?  Of course, if I’d 

had to put one of those ridiculous things on, none of this would’ve happened 

in the first place.  So I have no one to blame but myself.   

 Shortly, her tears having stopped, Barbie spoke up.  “I’m so sorry, 

Richie.  It’s my fault.” 

 I was touched.  “No, I’m sorry, Barbie.  I was the one who—”  

 “—The stuff I used just didn’t work,” she said.  I was speechless.  “It 

was a contraceptive foam, but it didn’t…”  Then her tears flowed again. 

 We went back to the hotel for her to work out the day’s shift and said 

bye at the door.  Her expression seemed bright and brave, a lot more so than 

I felt as I wandered out onto the lawn at the beach.  Dutifully eyeballing 

the rare tender males grilling on the grass, I flopped down fully clothed and 

agonized.  Insidiously, I soon realized the import of Barbie having used some 

“stuff.”  Had she been hoping…?  Well, if so, she certainly got her wish.  

 Feeling horribly trapped, I wandered home, picked up Oná, and again 

fled to my marshy maze.  Several dances eased the pain somewhat, but not the 

horror.  I was left with the ache of having lost every last shred of my 

virginity, of my elemental innocence.  Then Oná and I took a desperate nap on 

the flowery glade, which steeled me for the evening. 

 Over dinner, Barbie announced the news to Gene and the Twooth, and 

words can’t express my discomfort.  She was impressively calm and matter-of-

fact about the whole thing, but I remained frantically speechless.  On the 

ride to work, when the guys started in about “doing the right thing,” maybe I 

was rude in requesting their silence.  The right thing is of course a 

supremely subjective concept, and as yet I’ve no idea what it is for me. 

# 

 The next day Rich got a letter from Henri about his blooming love affair with Paul.  They 

had moved into that palatial apartment on Chartres Street and were having a lovely summer.  The 

enviable news simply sharpened his torment, which was worse than any ever suffered by the 

novice martyr St. Norman in his exile.  The afternoon escapes were a mainstay of his suspect 

sanity, all week long bouncing mindlessly back and forth between beach and fen, frantically 

seeking relief from the reality he couldn’t bear to face.   

 Oná roamed around impudently investigating sun-drunk neighbors at the beach but 

perversely only bothered girls.  The scarlet-bottomed guy didn’t show up again, a grief which 
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demanded daily sobering dips in the lake.  On Friday, Rich set an amazing record of nearly 45 

icy seconds.  The blue tinge wasn’t as obvious now on his brown-as-a-berry body. 

 The fen was a far better place to agonize actively.  In his dances Rich found a perfect 

hurricane roaring inside his head.  In the week of afternoons, with his beloved Desai’s Hindu 

wisdom from the other side of the world, he succeeded in downgrading the mental monster to a 

mere tropical brainstorm, and then to manageable cerebral squalls.  

 Suppers with the others were as usual delicious and chatty as the cohort expertly avoided 

mentioning, even obliquely, the matter at hand.  Rich found that every time he looked at Barbie, 

he simply couldn’t believe that inside…  And whenever he didn’t look at her, he could feel her 

waiting, watching him like a bird watches a snake—or like a cat watches a mouse.  But he wasn’t 

anywhere near ready to deal with her perilous question. 

 A monkey wrench fell into Rich’s confusion at supper on Thursday when Cap’n Gene 

announced that he’d arranged with Mr. Andy, game boss for Blue Keno, for the girls to switch 

jobs.  They’d get trained on Friday evening and start on Saturday night as Keno runners in those 

ugly desert-striped short dresses.  Rich recoiled at the thought, but since he was a sage in these 

matters, he again stressed that to switch schedules they really had to stay up extra late that night 

and sleep even later on Saturday. 

   This new coordination of schedules caused Rich great trepidation.  It meant that the 

cohort would all be awake at the same time, and what would that do to his free afternoons?  On 

Saturday, just to be safe, he got up extra early and spirited Oná off to the fen, where he blithely 

danced around ignoring his problem.   

 Back at the apartment, Rich found his housemates up and wondering where he’d gone, 

likely fearing the rooster had flown the coop.  Offhandedly he said he’d just gone for a walk, and 

they all gathered up their stuff for the afternoon at the beach. 

# 

 Here I am again writing about things that happened exactly half a century ago.  This 

coming Sunday is Independence Day, July 4, 2015, as was Rich’s next Sunday in 1965.  He 

wrote about that Saturday night at work in the casino. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …My mechanical dabbing of numbers on Keno tickets was punctuated with 

business visits by our new runner girls with their proxy tickets.  Martha and 

Barbie seemed to hold up well as our shift stretched into the wee hours.  

Parts of breaks overlapped for us, and in our brief chances to talk, I was 

glad to find them still thrilled with the work. 

 In one transaction at my window, Barbie took her copied tickets from me 

with a big smile and “Thanks, sweetie.”  The next player in line didn’t seem 

to notice my short hair standing on end.  That innocuous endearment gave me 

the creeps.  I quickly rationalized it as simply a Keno runner’s customer 

service parlance but was thankful not to hear it from her again.   

 Late in my shift, after three, the game boss for Red Keno, Mr. Leo, a 

stout bald fellow in an ill-fitting, expensive suit, asked me to work 

overtime.  So when the others got off at four, I bid them good morning and a 

happy Fourth of July.  The extra hours of much lighter ticket-dabbing for 

die-hard players gave time for spurts of low-level cerebral activity, like 

musing on life on a south sea island. 

 Once free from the Keno desk, I cashed my week’s check at the window 

and with a fuller, but not appreciably fatter billfold, walked to Heidi’s 

again.  In the brightening Fourth of July morning, my tired steps crunched 

along in the gravel.  Too distraught for breakfast, I simply had a cup of 

caffeine and headed down the road in the ironic morning of Independence Day.   
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 On the next building down from Heidi’s, a simple log place I’d paid no 

attention to before, was a small sign beside its door.  It was the bus 

station, and the sign showed the schedule of arrivals and departures.  Taking 

it as a divine signal, I bought a ticket.   

 The next bus to Reno left fifteen minutes later, and I sat 

catatonically at its window not seeing the mountains and valleys we passed by 

or through with dream speed.  I was going back to New Orleans to stay the 

summer on Chartres with Henri and Paul, and then…  Tired, strained, and 

drained, I couldn’t think beyond that.   

 Rolling into the station at Carson City shook me awake enough to 

realize in horror that I was leaving little Oná behind—and abandoning my 

journal hidden in my suitcase.  [I’m gratified that he worried so much about 

Old Me.]  Then to wonder about what the guys would think when they wake up 

and find me gone for real this time.  And there it was, the monstrous thought 

of Barbie’s despair.  Suddenly I became acutely aware of the miraculous new 

being sprouting in her body.  Possibly a son!  A sudden burst of almost joy 

yanked me up out of the seat and pushed me off the bus.   

 There was another bus back to Tahoe in about an hour, good for a quick 

ham and eggs in the diner.  Still dozing, I made the inglorious return trip 

weaving fantasies around the mere thought of a son.  Without ever intending, 

by total accident, the quintessential accident (random chance?)…  Okay, so it 

might be a girl too, but we’re talking gut instincts here.   

 My ignominious attempt to bolt finally brought me, disgusted and 

stymied, back to the Rubicon shortly before eleven, well before the others 

got up, but I didn’t go into the apartment.  Instead, around back in the 

woods, I took a leak and sought a pine-needle bank to curl up on. 

The slam of Gene’s car door woke me, and he hollered, “It’s not here!” I got 

up and went inside, probably looking like I’d been slept in.  Barbie was in 

the kitchen and stated neutrally, “You didn’t come home.”  The undertones of 

recrimination, fear, and pain made me cringe. 

 To proclaim my independence, I casually lied, “I went home with a guy.”  

The three were shocked into a silence that made me regret being insensitive.  

After all, Barbie and I both were caught up in this predicament together, and 

she’d been admirably restrained.  It was ignoble of me to lie like that, but 

I didn’t apologize.  She just smiled in confusion at my falsehood.   

 Dismissing my shocking remark, Martha announced that they were all off 

to the beach again.  I begged off, claiming truthfully, but to them I’m sure 

suggestively, not to have had much sleep yet.  First though, I wrote this all 

down and then collapsed on my cushions for the rest of the miserable holiday 

afternoon, uncomfortably because they took Oná with them.  

# 
 

.iv. 

 I’m proud of myself for plowing through that traumatic week in 1965 in time to do the 

gym, an activity now even more important to counterbalance all the sitting at the keyboard.  My 

new boyfriend, if you will, young Mack showed up for a workout as arranged.  We took turns on 

the machines, one exercising and the other watching appreciatively.   

 In the sauna after, he said he’d now read the Treasure Galleon and was glad that Young 

Rich had gotten so nicely settled in Tahoe with the job in the casino, the wetlands, and the beach, 

but it was too bad there weren’t any hot guys around.  I came right out and asked him how he felt 

about the parts about him.   

 “I love it,” he grinned and asked shyly, “So I’m impressive?” 

 “Fore and aft,” I said.  “You’ve got a great aft.  But how about the party and all?”  

 “It’s really odd, you know, Rich, reading about myself.” 
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 “Well, darlin’, I’m trying to keep it clean.  Unless you want more about what we did after 

George’s party…” 

 “No.  I’m good to remember that.  But if you’re writing about us now, I’ve got to watch 

what I say.  It feels like there’s an open mike.” 

 Back at my place, we whipped up a linguini con vongole supper for Janet, Carol, and 

little Jet.  While the toddler played with a pile of plastic containers, we sat around after and 

talked about their reading of the Treasure Galleon.  Janet remarked that she had the feeling of 

something about to happen.  Carol was pleased that Jet appeared in the story.  She felt that 

Young Rich was right to look for another place to extricate himself from the cohort since the 

others meant so little to him.  Janet rightly figured it was the dog, little Oná, that kept him there.  

And Mack summarized, “Yes, indeed, the fateful pupdog.” 

 My young man-friend didn’t stay the night.  Leaving rather later in the evening, Mack 

kissed me goodnight and said in parting, “Keep it clean.”  I promised to try and so will leave that 

inexplicit evening interlude to your fertile imagination.  

# 

 Over the next week, with everyone being on the same schedule at the casino, for Rich the 

closeness of the Seattle cohort got to feeling like quicksand.  Almost every waking moment, the 

bunch hung together and inexorably drew him into everything.  As crew members on the good 

ship Sahara all night every night, the Seattle five were bound together even more closely.  Their 

lunches and breaks often coinciding, Rich lost many of those comforting solitudes in the parking 

lot, his dances on the dark deserted beach, and 6-spots in Barney’s.   

 The others seemed to thrive on the togetherness, but Rich found it claustrophobic. He was 

fine going to the beach with them sometimes and otherwise would go alone with Oná.  But the 

only way to continue his walks to the faerie fen was to get up early and take off with the pooch. 

 Returning from a restorative dance that Wednesday, he found Barbie up with coffee, and 

she asked where he’d been.  When he told her about the fantastic maze of a marsh at the Fond du 

Lac (in honor of her French major), she wanted to go along the next day.  So on Thursday they 

walked down the path with Oná and minimal, neutral conversation.   

 Stopping at the verge of his magical fenland, she looked around and said, “It’s just an 

awful, icky swamp.”  Sorely disappointed at her negative reaction to his natural wonder, Rick 

sadly figured chacun á son gout, and they headed back home.   

 On the way, Barbie asked him that question again, but he still didn’t have an answer.  He 

kept struggling not to think of that question, to pretend it didn’t exist.  He’d let himself think 

occasionally about the sur-reality of fatherhood but not about the related question of husband-

hood.  This was pure denial.  Why agonize over an answer to a nonexistent question? 

 That afternoon Rich got to go alone with Oná to the beach and took a hasty swim for a 

shock treatment.  He wrote later about how, shivering on his towel, in his mind he is again:  
running down, down the lawn again to icy Tahoe and diving headlong into the frigid lake.  For that 

tortuous minute swimming like mad straight out from the shore.  No going back, no way for anyone 

to rescue…  The chill invades my muscles, rimes over my eyes, limbs stiffening and blood freezing, 

my body now blue as cobalt Tahoe, an idol carved in lapis, slowly sinking down into the indigo 

shadows of the immense depths.  Supreme peace drifting down, down, and disappearing forever from 

the world above, infinite relief escaping all the pain and confusion.   
 Rich awoke from his suicide fantasy with a start of horror.  How could he even think 

about damaging the divine temple of his body?  And then came the same misgivings as he’d 

suffered on the bus.   Forgive me for being so summary about these dramatic matters, but 

truthfully, his journal is an almost incoherent jumble at this point.  Understandably. 
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 But about that evening, he achieved a brief flash of coherence: 
 

 …On my two-thirty break, I made off for Barney’s to drop a buck on six, 

and ran into Daryl out front on his break too.  Squeezing my hand, he asked, 

“Had any luck yet, Rich?”  

 “Nothing but bad,” I reported, sighing.  “She’s pregnant.” 

 Daryl shuddered.  “Well, pretty boy, looks like you been a bad dog.” 

 “That’s about the size of it,” I sighed again.   

 He shook his head as we walked into the casino together, saying only, 

“Bad, bad doggie.”  Before going back to his table, Daryl added, “Good luck, 

baby.”  I lost a dollar on his parting wish. 

# 
Dear Me, 

 …My two-thirty break on Sunday morning wound up in company with Barbie 

and Martha in the austere staff lounge, new but already tacky.  Martha asked 

Barbie and me if we’d help her out later.  The Blue game boss, the same Mr. 

Andy who gave them the jobs, was pressuring her to go out with him.  He knew 

about Gene, of course, but was an insistent Italian not to be deterred.  

She’d agreed to go for a drink and wanted the two of us to come along.   

 Mr. Andy had gotten Mr. Leo to make Gene work overtime and keep him out 

of the way.  She needed to keep on the good side of her boss and figured over 

a drink she’d be able to talk him down into a civil relationship.  But she 

really needed our supportive presence.  The absurd suggestion made us both 

laugh, but Martha was also not to be deterred. 

 All changed into our civvies, we trooped into the fancy lounge, 

otherwise off limits, and got to socialize with management.  Mr. Andy was a 

dark-haired, dapper young Italian in a shiny suit, very much a Mafia type.  

Behind his style and perfect hair, my connoisseur eye discerned a very plain 

face.  At first taken aback by us attending his tête á tête with the lovely 

blonde, he was polite to her sister and friend, already known to him 

professionally of course.   

 We sat at a big round table in the dimly lit lounge, Barbie and I on 

one side like the proper chaperones we were at a discrete remove from the 

other where Mr. Andy and Martha chatted.  He ordered us all drinks called 

Rusty Nails, a concoction of scotch and Drambuie.  They were silken smooth 

and sneaky, an effective means of disposing of witnesses. 

 Barbie and I couldn’t hear anything being said across the table and had 

no energy for talking to each other.  Another Rusty Nail arrived before we’d 

finished the first one.  Getting drunk and drunker, Barbie and I slouched 

horribly in our seats.  On the other side of the table, Martha was talking up 

a quiet storm at Mr. Andy, who watched her in stunned fascination.  Neither 

of them seemed affected by the booze. 

 Barbie finished her drink and with a sweet slur asked her question 

again.  I took another drink from the waitress and again didn’t know.  She 

wondered when I’d know.  I supposed soon enough.  She said softly, “I just 

don’t know what to do.”  I cursed myself for my heartless answer.  Just as 

softly, she said, “After the baby… we can get a divorce.”  Barbie’s desperate 

tears tore me up inside with intense sympathy for her and guilty anguish for 

myself.  Though it felt really weird, I took her hand again, and we sat 

patiently with our drunken thoughts. 

 When we got up from the table to call it a night, I almost fell down, 

and the girls both looked woozy.  Mr. Andy must not have drunk but one 

because he seemed just as dapper and suave as ever.  He even drove us home in 

his Cadillac.  We nearly crawled up the steps into the apartment, and fully 

dressed, the three of us toppled like trees across Barbie’s bed.  

# 
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 Rich went on procrastinating and avoiding until Wednesday afternoon when things came 

to a metaphorical head, and he finally thought them through. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …At the fen I decided to explore its boundaries.  Oná and I took a walk 

north alongside the wetland, skirting the bog by the edge of the woods.  We 

actually made it to the lakeshore, a bank where the lake is visible beyond a 

low reedy island.  

 On the grassy shore I danced like sailing o’er the deep blue of Tahoe 

in my swift caravel [the ship we now call the Faerie Prince].  With sails 

full, I raced on the wind, but then the gale suddenly subsided, and my sails 

sagged.  All turned timeless, motionless, and idle as a painted ship upon a 

painted ocean, becalmed like my life now in Tahoe.  Up in the rigging, 

holding to the mast like Doré’s mariner, I tried to summon the wind.  I 

scanned the still sea, feeling utterly lost with a miserable weight hanging 

on my neck, like that albatross.  

 When did I kill this bird that made the breeze to blow?  What wrong did 

I commit to bring this disaster down upon my faerie ship?  Reviewing my 

conscience, all I could find were those two stupid fornications last spring.  

So I fucked a female.  I mean, that’s what the male of a species is supposed 

to do.  I simply played out my biological role automatically that first time, 

and if that had been all…   

 But the second time under the horsetail enchantment...  Apparently, 

even if she wanted me to, I simply took Barbie like a beast, without love, 

without even a semblance of desire, using her like an object, a thing.  No 

one deserves to be treated like a thing, and I’d never want that done unto 

me.  Oh, Lord, there it is, my crime.  I broke the Golden Rule!   

 In an act of contrition, I danced round and around, whirling until 

finally falling down.  Oná scrambled on top of me with sloppy kisses, and I 

knew I’d have to try and love Barbie now.  But how could I, an affirmed 

faerie creature, ever be in love with her, an unequivocal female?  Could I 

ever come to desire her physically?  Supremely doubtful.  Might our 

friendship ever grow into a romantic relationship?  Inconceivable.  All I 

could imagine was maybe a warm, close, loving kindness.  But how much must I 

care for and cherish Barbie for it to amount to love?   

 And do I really have to marry her?  Of course, Barbie has every right 

to expect me to.  If I were a girl who got knocked up, whosever fault it was, 

I’d certainly want the oaf to marry me.  There’s that pesky Golden Rule 

again.  Obviously, I’m biologically obliged to take care of her and our 

incipient child, to be a father.  My father’s a distant, angry, and 

arbitrarily abusive man, not a good role model.  Please, Lord, let me be the 

loving father I haven’t had. 

 Happily or not, my conundrum was finally resolved, and I lay in the 

grass with Oná, drifting off into the dreamless sleep of the relieved—or 

condemned.  So I got back to the apartment later than usual to find my three 

friends at the dining table awake with coffee.  Used to my icky-swamp walks, 

they weren’t concerned.  Barbie gave me a tender, hopeful smile.  After 

pouring a cup for myself, I sat down, worked my jaw a couple times, and made 

it say, “Okay, I’ll do it.”   

# 
 

.v. 

 That effusion took a couple days in and around my usual elderly routines.  This week 

while Jammes is away at his music camp, I haven’t had the usual taxi duty picking him up after 

his summer camps.  Instead I’ve been affectionately busy with my dear Mack.  You know, 

workouts, dinners, times alone together, and all that.  It’s amazing that he really seems to like 
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listening to the weird nonsense I tend to chatter about.  So today, Wednesday, he took off from 

work, and we went on an outing with George and Mario. 

 At some point I’d told them about my long-time getaway not far to the north, a mountain 

canyon with a stream rushing over boulders and stands of ancient ponderosas.  We rode there in 

Mario’s old SUV and hiked the high and narrow cliff-side path to my favorite spot.  The water 

pours over three falls between mammoth boulders into a pool.  One at the foot of a looming cliff 

has a broad flat surface prime for our picnic and sunbathing.  

 We cached our picnic in a shady crevice, leapt out of our clothes, and in a trice we were 

all splashing in the pool and under the waterfalls with much hooting and horsing around, but not 

for too long because the water was pretty cold, nothing like Tahoe of course.  Soon we crawled 

out onto the boulder to dry off and warm up in the sun and chat.   

 On the half-hour car trip we’d already talked about the newlyweds’ further research into 

adoption, George’s upcoming engagements, Mario’s progress in becoming a talent agent, and 

Mack’s secret hope to do a graphic novel, a surprise to us all.  George and Mario commented 

favorably on their reading of the Treasure Galleon and appreciated their roles in the frame.   

 Our nude conversation went in other more casual directions.  At one point George asked 

if I knew how to act.  I was sorry I didn’t really, having only been in one play decades ago, and 

he remarked that Mario was after him to take acting lessons to get into movies.     

 Unsolicited, Mack suggested, “In the right kind of movie, you won’t even have to act.” 

 “No, no,” Mario objected.  “George will be Hollywood.  I’ll do the porn.” 

 “In your dreams, querido,” George said sternly.  I diplomatically figured acting lessons 

might be helpful for operatic roles, and he sighed, “That’s what everybody says—it’s just so hard 

doing something you don’t want to do.  Why do I have to take lessons?  I’m a natural actor.” 

 Mario kept his wise spouse’s mouth shut, but I decided to challenge George’s claim.  

“Okay, then…  Get mad at me!” 

 “Why?” 

 “You know why, darlin’.” 

 George stared at me and then tried on an angry face that looked like a naked Angry Bird.  

He started sputtering, you… you… and then gave up, his fake wrath fled.  “I guess I don’t know 

how to get mad on call.” 

 “Yeh,” I said, “learning how to act unnaturally takes exercise and practice, just like 

music.  That’s what Young Rich had to learn all on his own.” 

 Mario gave me a grateful look. and took out his camera.  Mack and I posed for a shot 

together by the rocky cliff face, his taller arm draped easily over my shoulder.  I obliged by 

taking one of the splendidly nude couple embracing in waterfall froth. 

# 

 Mack made dinner for me at his place, a splendid stir-fry with shrimp, bock choy, 

seaweed, and those odd black Chinese mushrooms.  Afterwards, while we cuddled on his sofa to 

his current favorite music, of course totally unfamiliar to me, I asked about his plans for the 

graphic novel he mentioned in the morning. 

 He shrugged sadly.  “I’m doing great with the graphic part, but I don’t have a story.”  He 

jumped up and brought me a folder of sketches.  There were muscular warrior figures, seductive 

females, mechanical monsters, futuristic buildings in exotic landscapes, all in fine-line detail and 

an almost abstract style.  Embarrassed by my appreciation of his work, Mack said, “I’ve been 

drawing since the ninth grade.”   
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 I was quite impressed by my new paramour’s ambition and talent and mentioned that I 

just happen to have in my bag of old tricks an outline for a graphic novel from several years ago, 

actually written about when he’d started drawing.  “Kind of historical science fantasy,” I 

explained, “with extraterrestrials, advanced technology, and a wild gay super hero.” 

 Mack’s excited interest excited my interest, and I wound up staying over again. 

# 

 Home again this morning after a night of passion, I can’t help feeling a bit guilty when 

our Richie Rich has been deprived of nookie for so terribly long.  And now he’s just agreed to 

marry a woman.  Trying to be mature about the disaster, he figured he’d just have to sleep in the 

wretched bed he’d stupidly made. 

 Speaking of beds, on that Thursday morning’s walk home from breakfast at Heidi’s, 

Barbie asked Richie to come sleep in her bed now that they were engaged.  However, he insisted 

on remaining single for as long as possible and sleeping on his cushions on the floor with Oná.  

Since the sisters didn’t abide a dog in their beds, he was adamant about it. 

 Over the next few days, arrangements for the wedding were made by Cap’n Gene and 

Martha, the designated best man and bridesmaid respectively, for a church in Carson.  Raised 

vaguely Episcopalian, Barbie wasn’t actually very religious but wanted a church.  The raging 

heathen, Rich would’ve chosen anywhere else but was in no state to deal with such matters. 

 Those first few days of the engagement were very hard for someone in a state of near 

catatonia.  As you know, relating to a female didn’t come naturally to our fallen faerie, and doing 

it with affection was even more of a challenge.  By the weekend, Rich still hadn’t even brought 

himself to touch Barbie in any sort of caress.  Spoken endearments would take even longer. 

 Saturday morning on their midnight lunch break in the staff lounge, Barbie carefully 

asked Richie if when they were married, he’d still be a flit.  His honest answer was, like Popeye 

the Sailorman, “I am what I am.  I’ll always be gay.  But I’ll try and act straight.”  Neither he nor 

she had any idea how much talent and practice that role would demand.  Rich wondered if it 

might help to get a lobotomy.  

# 

 At least the betrothed couple got off on one good foot.  Barbie didn’t care to go to the 

beach except on weekends, so Rich’s beach and fen outings were authorized whenever there 

wasn’t something else they’d “agreed” to do.  That Saturday afternoon, the cohort went to the 

faux beach behind the Sahara. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …By now I’m sporting a champion tan and draw many eyes from the 

vacationers.  My pale companions commended me on my coppery tone, but Oná 

simply wouldn’t yank down my Speedo.  They were quite impressed by my ice-

swimming, almost a minute now, and laughed at my shivers. 

 Later, I got up to stretch my legs and walked north along the sad strip 

of sand.  Farther up the shore I came to a wide meadow between lake and road 

beside a lightly wooded campground.  Across the field a group of young folks 

was standing around, some sitting on a rail fence, just far enough away to 

lose precise detail. 

 A lean youth with very black hair walked for a ways along the fence, 

and something impalpable in his shape and gait screamed of my long lost first 

love, Peter.  It was he, my beautiful Peter.  I had only to run across the 

field to him, and we’d…  It’s he I’ll marry—we’ll share our lives.  I swear 

it was like the last temptation of Christ, this vision of a happy life with 

my darling, my treasure, forever and ever after.   
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 Standing there nearly naked in the bright summer field, I watched 

beautiful, beloved Peter over there by the fence, now sitting on its rail, 

and lived through many blessed years of loving him.  But when our bliss was 

over, I turned back to the beach and the fate I’ve made for myself.  I got 

Gene to come with me for an icy swim, and he made perhaps twenty seconds. The 

girls did no more than dip dainty feet.  The Twooth claimed he has 

hydrophobia. 

# 
 

.vi. 

 As we now know, Rich’s tempting vision of marrying Peter was premature by fifty years, 

but it helped him understand that such happiness simply wasn’t an option for him in any case.  

His only option was to “do the right thing.”  He and Barbie had performed an undeniably societal 

act, i.e. conceived a child, and society’s rules at that time were crystal clear about the 

consequences, or if you will, punishment.  Rich was under the implacable sentence to wed.   

 You folks of this new century won’t think of an unplanned pregnancy as such a hopeless 

situation, what with various medical and social remedies available nowadays.  But remember, 

this happened eight years before Roe v. Wade.  And also, being born out of wedlock isn’t such a 

stigma anymore.  But nice middle-class kids like Barbie and Rich—(Okay, maybe he was just 

lower-middle or even upper-lower.)—didn’t know anything about illegal options.    

 At least leisurely, the days flowed along in the soothing routines.  For Rich the times 

spent with Barbie were exhausting exercises in empathy and patience.  Trying to engage whole-

heartedly in her conversations, he listened for her hopes and concerns, but her thoughts and 

perspectives always seemed so alien to his own.  This was the first test of his acting talent, to 

portray caring about things that didn’t matter a whit to him, all the while wondering how in the 

hell it could’ve come to this sorry pass.  

 Barbie always acted relaxed and cheerful, her invariably pleasant expressions unreadable 

for him, the language expert.  Though he’d still made no move toward physical intimacy in word 

or deed, the next Sunday at the beach she ventured an affectionate touch on his cheek and to his 

dismay, called him, “Richie, honey.”  Trying not to flinch, he took hold of her hand, more to 

forestall further touching than to show affection, but she smiled happily at the gesture. 

# 
Dear Me, 

 …Martha had made her spectacular pot roast for supper.  While we 

enjoyed it, I tried to smile warmly whenever Barbie looked at me, a smile of 

appreciation for the child she’s carrying.  It was genuine because I feel a 

real gratitude for what this little auburn-haired woman will have to go 

through.  Avoiding that distressing topic, I noted that Barbie hadn’t eaten 

much and offered her the bowl of roasted carrots.  “Here, have some more… 

darlin’.”  That belatedly added little word, so easily said to friend or 

stranger in New Orleans, cost me dearly, but it paid off in her pleasure.   

 Cap’n Gene chose right then to bring up a necessary ritual.  “You know, 

Richie, we need to get you some rings.”  My initial thought was that rings 

could get screwed, but I had the wit to swallow that and reply that we’d just 

get Barbie one.  I wanted no ring.  Why would I ever want to advertise being 

enthralled by—no, make that in thrall to—a female?  We agreed to zip over to 

Carson Thursday afternoon and find her one.   

 All I could reasonably afford was a simple gold band.  The cost of a 

diamond was stratospheric. When we got home, I showed it to Barbie, hoping it 

would be okay.  She said it would work fine.  Shocked by her off-hand tone, I 

guessed maybe Barbie isn’t any happier about getting hitched than I.  In 

truth, I’m not such great husband material—a borderline madman and rabid 
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faerie slut, not to mention poor as an un-churched rodent.  Grateful for her 

forbearance, I stroked her cheek in a first caress.  It came naturally. 

# 

 The wedding was set for one o’clock at a Presbyterian church on Monday, July 26.  

Being off Sunday night, they’d be able to make such an ungodly hour.  When the folks at work 

got the news, there were many congratulations, which Rich tried to accept gracefully, though 

each was a bitter pill.  An older woman writer on the Red game, a platinum blond called Lucky, 

invited them to her place in Carson after for a party and wedding dinner.  Rich liked Lucky, who 

was always cheery and light-hearted, and whenever he’d say hi, she’d ask, “Who’s high?”  

 The other Sahara girls at work threw a wedding shower for Barbie on Saturday night 

before the shift, and she got presents of several pieces of risqué lingerie.  When she showed them 

to Rich on their break, he didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.  All the clichés about marriage 

annoyed the shit out of him, the lewd and lascivious aspects particularly unnerving.    
 

Dear Me, 

 …This evening [Sunday] the guys insisted I go out with them for a stag 

party, appropriately termed since a stag of sorts was what got me into this 

fix.  I agreed to, but only if there are no naked ladies.  We sat in a booth 

in the lounge at Harrah’s, and on a sentimental whim I ordered ouzo.  They 

actually had it in stock. 

 First Gene raised a glass to the bride.  We drank.  Then the Twooth 

proposed a toast to the groom.  I took an ironic sip and followed up with a 

toast to golden Oná, the prime cause of everything.  They laughed and drank 

to the pooch.  Awkward about getting personal, the Twooth looked off toward 

the bar and naïvely asked if I was excited about tomorrow. 

 “Oh, yes.  You have no idea,” I said, unable to disguise my sarcasm.  

Leaning in confidentially I said, “I’m going to tell you guys something 

you’re never to repeat to a living soul.”  They braced themselves with a slug 

of drink and listened.  “I’m as excited,” I confided, “as a samurai 

committing hara-kiri.  As excited as a witch tied to a stake!  As…  As…” 

 Twooth helped me out with, “As Marie Antoinette at the guillotine?” 

 “You got it!”  I said.  We all had a sardonic laugh, lightening the 

tone considerably.  After that short stag party, we went home to play bridge 

with the girls till three.  And then I wrote this.  Tomorrow, the guillotine. 

# 
Dear Me, 

 Being close to my size, Gene loaned me his sport coat and tie to dress 

up nicely for the wedding ceremony.  I haven’t worn a tie since graduation 

photos and so felt very gawky.  I told Barbie she looked quite lovely in her 

pretty beige and cream dress with matching hat.  I was glad no one had a 

camera.  Unfortunately, on the drive to Carson our finery took a drubbing 

from squishing into the VW.  Again Barbie sat on my lap, now draping her arm 

round my neck and as was her bridal right, making a little too free with the 

cuddling.   

 The white wooden church was one of those steeples I’d seen before, a 

kirk on the hill.  The rickety old minister, Rev. Prichard, met us at the 

door and ushered us inside to a spot in front of the altar railing.  Best Man 

and Bridesmaid flanked Groom and Bride, and the other Member of the wedding, 

faithful friend Sir Richard the Twooth, having given away the Bride, sat in 

the front pew to witness the calamity.  There was music for the bridal march.   

 At first the Reverend didn’t seem to know what he was doing, or at 

least had lost his train of thought for a moment.  The Bride and Groom looked 

at each other tenderly, fearfully.  Out of the corner of his eye, the Groom 

clearly saw the shotguns trained on Bride and himself.   
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 Of the nuptial incantations the Groom understood not a word.  The Bride 

gazed at the minister with serious attention and said she did.  The Groom 

missed most of his question.  Replying anyway that he did too, he heard the 

vorpal blade go snicker-snack. 

 The Groom put the Ring on the Bride’s finger and kissed her lightly.  

Then it was over.  Rev. Pritchard filled out and signed the form. 

 As the Man and Wife walked down the church steps holding hands, Martha 

threw a fistful of rice at us.  Some got down the back of my collar. 

# 
 …At Lucky’s little white house in Carson, she’d laid out a big table of 

food for our wedding dinner, and there was a wedding cake decorated with 

little plastic figures.  But first we had to have the party with celebratory 

drinks.  I reverted to gin and tonic.  Our party of six sat around her plush 

living room chatting.  The room was all white and gold with red accents, 

looking like a fertilized egg. 

 After wishing us wedded bliss, Lucky proved to be an entertaining 

raconteuse.  Her stories of three marriages thus far were worthy of stage 

monologues.  A fourth husband was yet to be identified.  Of course, I 

could’ve matched her scene for scene out of my salacious past but 

diplomatically restrained myself in front of my new spouse.  Barbie was 

quiet, almost in a trance, which was how I felt.  We sat there staring while, 

with three drinks on empty stomachs, everyone else got loquacious.  We heard 

some humorous episodes from Gene and Twooth they’d never have told otherwise. 

 Significantly soused, we fell on the chicken, ham, and fixings and 

demolished it all in short shrift.  Barbie and I had to cut the cake in a 

very certain way with a strange fancy-bladed knife.  Along with it, Lucky 

served us some heavy-duty coffee.  We all needed to sober up for the drive 

back to the Sahara for work.   

 Lucky was also on Keno duty that night and offered for Barbie and me to 

ride with her in comfort, a relief also for the old bug.  Backing her Buick 

out of the garage, Lucky asked, perhaps seriously, “You two really want to go 

to work?  I could zip you down to Vegas for a quickie.”   

 Barbie gripped my hand tightly.  For a beat or two I considered that 

temptation and then answered weakly, “Work.”  Lucky laughed and took us back 

up to Tahoe.  That night Barbie made extra tips as a new bride with good 

reason to blush.  

# 
 

.vii. 
 I didn’t want to interrupt the inexorable flow of stuff about Rich’s wedding to talk about 

this, but I took a break yesterday evening for a much anticipated workout, dinner, and evening 

with Mack.  Relaxing after eating, I gave him the graphic novel synopsis, far too long to read 

right then, and a thumbnail sketch of the characters and the quest, which is perhaps even more 

important philosophically than saving the world.   

 We went on google and looked at images of the ancient civilization in which the story is 

set.  Mack got inspired by the styles of architecture, costume, and art.  I’m thrilled.  He could be 

the one I’ve been hoping for, the artist to materialize my imaginings.  I know that this thing is a 

block-buster, but I simply don’t have the talent.  So what if I do draw weird stylized Aztec gods?   

I’m looking for a cross between Star Wars, Lord of the Rings, and Tom of Finland.  I can’t wait 

to see what he comes up with.   

 Also, I’m really pleased to see my dear Mack get excited about something other than me.  

To be frank, the intensity of our affair has been exhausting for this old guy, not emotionally mind 

you, but physically.  Okay, sexually.  Sure, it’s like riding a bicycle, but after 25 years off the 
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pedal, it takes some training to ride in a race, especially uphill.  When we set the synopsis aside, 

my wonderful trainer put me through another set of exercises designed to improve my stamina. 

# 

 This afternoon Mack called to apologize that he wanted to stay home tonight and read the 

story, maybe even do some sketches.  I didn’t have a problem with that for reasons already 

mentioned.  Anyway, Friday we’d do gym and go out dancing at the Titsling.  I was savoring the 

prospect of a restful evening of writing, albeit writing less than titillating material, when the 

merry phone rang again. 

 Jason wondered if I’d care to dine with him at seven at his favorite Vietnamese place.  

With Johnny away, he was feeling lonely, and Deirdre would come along for company.  Of 

course, I accepted.  Pleased, he added ominously, “I need to talk to you.”   

 At the restaurant I learned that Johnny’s off visiting family in West Virginia for his 

mother’s birthday, and Jason wants to talk about his absent boyfriend.  Deirdre, his best pal ever 

since childhood, and he have talked, and she suggested asking for my advice.   

 Over our huge bowls of noodle soup, he calmly explained that Johnny now wants to be a 

pirate—to have an open relationship and freedom to go marauding on occasion.  Poor Jason 

hated the thought but didn’t feel right refusing.  He was quite distraught at the thought of losing 

Johnny over it.  What should he do?   

 I stressed first that I’ve had no personal experience in open relationships or for that 

matter, in relationship counseling.  Then I put on my wise old man hat and said, “So let him—

only with some hard rules.  Remember, he’s still very young and needs to enjoy his prowess.” 

 “Thank you, Rich,” Deirdre said, raising her jasmine tea in a toast.  “That’s what I told 

him, but he’s too jealous of anybody touching his sweet little thang.” 

 “I just worry about him finding someone else.” 

 “That’s a worry in any relationship, darlin’.  Open or not.  You might too.” 

 “So, Rich, what kind of rules could there be?” 

  “You tell me what rules would make you feel okay about it.” 

 “Well, how about that I never know about it?” 

 “Jason, dude!  Not good,” Deirdre scolded.  “Then Johnny would have to live a double 

life, and you’ll lose half of him right off.” 

 “She’s right,” I said, happy to agree with her wisdom.  “Maybe a better rule would be that 

you can’t do anybody you know.  Only strangers.” 

 “Yeh, you can talk about them as much as you want, but always know you two are the 

ones who are together.” 

 Her sagacity impressed me.  I offered a spontaneous amendment.  “And no more than 

once with the same person.”  

 “Why just once?”  

 “Well, maybe twice with a very good reason,” I waffled.  “But no more, because three 

times is the charm.  Then all bets are off, darlin’.” 

 While Jason played with his noodles and pondered, Deirdre pursued the subject.  “Of 

course, an open relationship could involve three-ways, you know.  Or group sex.” 

 “No group sex!” he exclaimed.   

 “Another good rule,” I noted.  “But how about three-ways with you?” 

 “Never!” 

 “Bad word,” she snorted.  “Just say hardly ever.” 

 “But I don’t want anybody else,” he griped.  “Just Johnny…” 
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 I was going to say something about things changing but said instead, “You know, Jason, 

it’s great that you guys nowadays can talk about these things and work them out.” 

 He smiled weakly and said, “If we can…” 

 I put my point differently.  “I mean, back when I was your age, nobody thought to talk 

about their relationships or knew how, much less dared to discuss sexual mechanics.” 

 Deirdre shook her head in disbelief.  “How’d anybody ever work things out?” 

 “Basically you didn’t,” I recalled.  “A relationship just went on until it didn’t.  People 

didn’t talk about whys and wherefores or about boundaries, needs being met, or such.”  My 

friends didn’t know what to say, so I continued, “I tell you, life for Young Rich would’ve been a 

whole lot easier if he and Barbie had been able to talk about their needs.” 

 With a sly look, Jason asked, “Have you talked to Mack yet about his?” 

 “Well, not specifically.” 

 “You should,” Deirdre said and snatched up the bill before I could grab it. 

# 

 Yesterday morning after breakfast I quickly wrote the preceding and then happily 

switched back to drawing for my next Aztec icon.  That frame I concocted a week or so ago has 

places for twelve small vignettes surrounding the Old Coyote, some to be scenes of copulation.  

Inspired by my recent stamina training, I worked all day on configuring two bodies obviously but 

not explicitly in coitus.  The trick was doing it so that flipping and rotating the image made four 

apparently different couples. 

 Pleased with my cleverness, I trotted off to the gym and my fervent young friend.  While 

we changed in the locker room, he carried on about how much he loves the graphic story.  “It’s 

got so much sex and combat.  And those giants!  Wait till you see what I sketched last night.” 

 I managed to wait till after some of Mack’s special lamb chops, spinach, and wild rice to 

see his handiwork and was thrilled that his drawings really look like my fantasy.  He had some 

questions about the plot, answering which led into some more of my weird alternative history 

stuff.  Mack listened with fascinated attention and then kissed me so emphatically that I totally 

lost my train of thought.  

 Back on track somewhat later, we went out to the Titsling as planned for an evening of 

dance with the gang.  I was happy to see and hear that Lars was at the console, our kissing DJ.  

Mario had indeed managed to get him the gig, and his music was fantastic.   

 The whole gang was there, Liam included.  To Kevin’s dismay, he was with some new 

girl.  Without Johnny, Jason was forlorn but soon danced with abandon.  Our lesbian contingent 

was festive in celebration of Carol’s birthday, and a gay old time was had by all. 

 On the way home in the car, I remarked that Deirdre thought I ought to talk to him about 

his needs.  Mack gave me a dubious look.  I asked outright, “So what do you need, darlin’?” 

 Without looking away from the road, he said, “All of you.”  

 I laughed.  “Well, we’re all that’s left.  What do you want to do with us?” 

 “I bet I can think of something exciting,” he said and turned to me with a shy smile.  

“Tell me, Rich old man, do you love me yet?” 

 “Sort of feels like it—but I need another treatment to make sure.” 

### 

 


