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CHAPTER 4.  ENCHANTMENT 

.i. 

 In a word, coming back to Seattle was harsh.  Rick still couldn’t think of it as coming 

home.  After his Mardi Gras escape, he painfully felt the awesome abyss, like interstellar space, 

between his former life in New Orleans and this purported life in Seattle.  His first few days back 

at classes and at work at the sorority were anesthetized by hallucinatory memories, and seeing all 

the Seattlitic faces again gave him the heebie-jeebies, like watching robots. 

 That Sunday evening the sisters had Rick and the other chums over for a big welcome 

home dinner, and he chattered on and on about the Mardi Gras madness.  His account was 

seriously bowdlerized with no mention of tupenny uprights but was colorful and wild enough to 

impress his sedate friends.  Over the dinner they also talked about various plans for the coming 

summer.  No one had any but Betsy, who was thinking of doing summer school.   

 Though in a tiny lobe of his brain Rick was imagining going back to New Orleans, with 

the Woodrow Wilson running out at the end of the spring quarter, he’d probably have to get a job 

here in Seattle.  That noxious prospect and the disaster waiting to happen, Desai’s departure, 

were simply more than he could bear.   

 When things got too awful to think about, Rick had a facile way of ignoring them and 

distracting himself from oppressive reality with lovely fantasies.  He now turned to a favorite 

metaphorical activity, stalking the rare and elusive nookie bird.  You should know that this 

gustatory delicacy is distantly related to the famously inedible frumious bandersnatch.    

 The big news was that by mid-March it started drying out a bit, and later there were 

occasional bright and even partly cloudy days (heavy on the cloudy part).  Flashes of sun were 

invigorating.  By early April there were whole clear days of earth-warming and –drying 

sunshine.  Rick celebrated the sporadic appearances of magnificent Rainier with spirited dances 

on the deck and took Oná on wonderfully bright spring walks. 

# 

 Rick’s correspondence with His Holiness Henri I continued rapid-fire.  The epiphany of 

St. Norman in the Basilica was credited with “hatching” the Pope into life at last, and his letters 

grew much more alive than all the glorious delusions of the HCBC.  His recurrent professions of 

love for Rick were both simpler and more convincing. 

 Quite early along, Henri managed to see the movie “Zorba,” and they both ran out and 

bought the soundtrack record.  He played his in convocation with his Bluejays in the Music 

Room of the Napoleon House, and Rick danced madly on his deck in his Greek way.   

 The pontiff continued to perform the sacred dance for them both in La Casa, sending 

reports on chums and crowds.  He lamented the invasion of the Third Room by younger novice 

carousers with no sense of rhythm.  He even ran into Desai and had a long, impressive talk.      

 Part and parcel of Henri’s hatching was moving right after Mardi Gras into the Ursulines 

apartment with Paul.  His remarks on the new relationship weren’t explicit, but considering the 

one bed in the place, Rick could read conjugality between the lines.   

 Hatchling Henri also advised of nights spent with Tony in Rick’s old bed on Audubon 

Street.  It was hugely gratifying for him that Henri was experiencing his old lovers and serving as 

his dancing viceroy on Decatur Street.  Vicarious is a lot better than nothing. 

 By early April Henri finally fessed up to being in love with Paul.  There was nothing 

ecumenical about it in the least.  His simple admission was incredibly touching.  The difficulty 

was that early on Rick had written about possibly coming back to New Orleans for the summer 

and living with Henri, who excitedly hoped to get them the fabulous penthouse in the Sultan’s 
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Harem house on Orleans and Dauphine, and when that fell through, he got a lead to a palatial flat 

on Chartres.  Now Henri’s love for Paul changed all that.   

# 

 Let me digress a moment to remark apropos young Kevin’s first inning with Liam.  I 

truly appreciate his success in making it to first base.  With Rick’s history of home runs you 

probably think he had no experience with such hard-fought ballgames, but not so.  Seattle’s 

pitchers were formidable.  To mix sports metaphors, when it was finally Rick’s turn at bat, he 

came out swinging.   

# 

 In early April Rick’s advisor Professor Abernathy, caught him after the History of 

Russian class to talk.  He noted Rick’s lack of social contact with classmates and with friendly 

concern advised him to go to the Russian Club meetings and get to know some other students.  

Being a grad student and excellent speaker of the language, apparently Rick had something of an 

obligation to help the poor undergrads struggling to learn Russian.  He figured that it might be a 

good hunting ground for the wild nookie bird.  Here’s what he wrote after the meeting. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …The Russian Club meeting was in a classroom where about a dozen youths 

sat in vague groups at the desks.  I took a desk in the middle of them.  

Backsliding into beauty bigotry, I surveyed the flock of turkeys.  Some toms 

spread nice fans and waggled passable wattles though.   

 Stragglers entered, joining this or that bunch, and the last to arrive, 

a tall guy with a proud crest of brown curls, was apparently without flock.  

He walked gracefully over and sat at the desk beside me, smiled at me, brown-

eyed, for twice as long as legal in Seattle, and then turned his delicate 

profile to the front where a pasty, pimpled kid was calling us to order.  

 I kept a sidling eye on this strange bird, from first glance clearly 

not a turkey, and definitely not a bandersnatch.  While he listened to the 

club’s mundane matters, I checked him thoroughly up, down, and out:  a 

boyishly voluptuous mouth, finely curved nose, and lanky, with great posture 

(i.e., hot body).  He was expensively dressed:  fluffy sweater, linen pants 

that looked sinfully soft, fashion-plate shoes.  It looked like I’d finally 

found me a fine-feathered specimen of the exotic nookie. 

 The nonsensical palaver of the meeting droned on, and while pretending 

to listen, I felt my neighbor looking at me.  Not to spook him, I didn’t 

move.  Then the pimple at the front of the room suddenly asked me to 

introduce myself.  In Russian, I greeted them as friends and named myself 

Ruslan Romanovich, (an alias chosen long ago for just such a club), and 

rattled off graduating from Tulane and now blah-blah at U-Dub.    

 That apparently being the meeting’s last business, the others stood up, 

but the rare creature next to me stayed sitting and greeted me formally in 

good Russian.  He was called Ilya, truly, with a Russian mother.  As though 

he was following me, we walked together toward 45th Street with Ilya telling 

Ruslan about his sophomore life living with clueless parents and his 

attendant emotional difficulties.  Appreciating his subtle, graceful stride, 

angelic face, and brown curls, I decided to make things perfectly clear by 

asking if he had a boyfriend.  For a moment Ilya looked down blushing and 

then said a couple, but not for very long.       

 At the big street, Ilya stopped and said he had to get home by five or 

his mother would worry—and that long bus ride back to Olympia.  He promised 

to see me at next Tuesday’s club meeting.  I asked if he’s by chance a 

prince.  His great-grandfather was one.   

# 
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 There was a week of fevered anticipation, and finally it was Tuesday again.  Rick wrote: 
 

Dear Me,   

 …Waiting at the entrance to the building, I planned to waylay Ilya and 

snatch him away from the meeting.  Jogging down the sidewalk and waving, Ilya 

ran up to me like an elegant crane and wrapped me in fluttering wings, 

whispering a Russian endearment in my ear.       

 Without discussion, we two birds of fine feather immediately ditched 

the meeting and flew with long, flaming tails trailing back to Little Sweden.  

Fortunately Ilya didn’t even notice my NEED NOOKIE NOW sign.  Once inside my 

golden nest, I put on Stravinsky’s “Le Sacre du Printemps,” Ilya’s 

preference.  Though appropriate, I’d have gone for “The Firebird” myself. 

 I led Ilya by the hand out onto the incredible deck to show off my pet 

mountain.  He took my other hand as well and led me into a whirling rite with 

the music, round and round, hooting and whooping with laughter.  By George!  

It was the mysterious mating dance of the crested nookie fowl, harbingers of 

spring. 

 Somehow I steered Ilya back into my bower.  Circling around the room, 

ritually fluttering and displaying our plumage, we lunged in for swift pecks 

on cheeks and noses, coyly avoiding the lips.  I tried to maneuver my eagerly 

bobbing and hopping suitor toward the bed, but Ilya resisted deliciously.  I 

finally managed to jab my pointy tongue straight into his mouth. 

 The kiss knocked us down onto the bed, breast bone to bone.  Ilya 

wiggled under me, moaning through his nose in avian ecstasy.  Slave to my 

gonads, I reached down between us to touch his desire.  Ilya also reached 

down—and pulled my hand away!  With a heave, he wrestled us over and sat up 

on my hips with a look that would ignite a stone.  One of us sure needed to 

get naked pretty damn quick.  I started in on his belt buckle, but he grabbed 

my hands.   

 Brown eyes panicking, he whispered in Russian, “No. God, please no!”   

 I stopped, horrified, switching to English.  “No?  Why the hell not?” 

 “Oh, Ruslan, I can’t!”   

 I stroked the longing in his soft pants.  “Sure, you can.  Let’s get 

these old pants off.” 

 Ilya struggled up off me, crying, begging, “No, please.  It’s wrong!”   

 I leapt up right behind him, almost shouting, “Wrong!?  What’s wrong?”   

 Ilya’s tears started.  The record chose that moment to be over.  In the 

silence he mumbled, “To do that…”  He turned to the wall and sobbed, “…to do 

those sick things.” 

 “Sick?!” I sputtered, furious over our coitus so stupidly, 

unnecessarily interruptus.  In spite of my outrage, I tried to focus on his 

real problem.  The poor baby has to be a victim of some vicious orthodoxy.  

No wonder the boyfriends didn’t last long.  They never even got to first 

base.  “Okay, Ilyusha,” I sighed, “Let me guess.  You hate yourself for being 

gay, right?”   

 “But I’m not a queer,” he sniffled miserably.  “I’m just not.  I’m 

sorry.” 

 “Not as sorry as I am.”  I stroked the soft sweater on his back, surely 

cashmere, and added (in Russian), “You’ve got to love yourself, dear one.” 

 “I have to go.”  Turning to the door, he tried to smooth his lovely 

feathers. 

 “Okay.  If you change your mind,” I said, “you know where I am.  But if 

you do come back, Ilyusha, you better be ready to rock and roll.” 

 Letting my self-loathing Russian prince out the door with a resigned 

bye, I went out to watch him go down the stairs and was startled to find 

Betsy standing in the hall by her door.  She lifted her brows eloquently and 

asked archly, “Can I borrow your sign?” 
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 “Sure.”  Pulling the useless piece of trash off my door, I handed it to 

Betsy with a sly smile.  “Maybe it’ll work for you.” 

# 
 

.ii. 

 Today while I was eating my egg salad lunch over a bargain book catalog, I got a call 

from young Johnny asking how the story’s coming along.  I said it’s coming along.  He asked me 

to email what I’ve got so far for him to read, and he’ll get it to the others.  The idea of doing this 

thing in instalments is comforting.  When I told Johnny about Carol and Janet looking into how 

to make it widely available for free, he said he’ll ask Jason, the computer pro, for ideas too. 

 I emailed it to him right up through the previous page, which is actually a rather good 

spot for a break.  Now things will start getting serious for Rick, if still nonsensical.  You might 

say this is when fate steps in, but I don’t believe in fate.  Suffice it to say that this story would 

never have happened were it not for a perky Pekingese named Oná, the fateful pupdog.  And 

now the course of events sped up and as I said before, got serious.  

# 

 The following weekend was the holiday celebrating the ritual slaughter and resurrection 

of another deity.  For Rick, the holiday meant time off to celebrate the spring now burgeoning 

everywhere in flowers and new leaves under sunny skies.  On Good Friday afternoon he took 

Oná to Ravenna and danced with her on the hillside feeling like a magnificent striped feline 

frolicking in the spring.  Then he skipped festively back to Little Sweden, planning to return to 

Ravenna on the morrow.  The weather was too splendid to be indoors. 

 The letter was waiting for him.  With trepidation he went out on the deck to open it.  

Frances wrote that on Monday afternoon Desai had been caught with his expired student visa.  

They’d taken him away, and he’d be deported back to Bombay on Friday—today!   

 That disaster that had been hovering over him like the Hindenburg exploded in flames 

and crashed down on Rick’s head in a crown of fire.  His wail of woe poured out over the 

treetops and down the hillside to the lake.  With Zorba on the phonograph, he danced on the deck 

for Desai who was being carried off—at this very moment!—to a galaxy impossibly far away.   

 Rick wailed and lamented the loss of this beloved friend and father of his soul until time 

to feed the Sisters of Perpetual Appetite.  Afterwards, feeling like a wounded animal, he went 

straight to bed and hell in a hand basket for most of the next thirty-six hours.  Betsy kindly called 

in sick to the sorority for him.  It wasn’t exactly sleep, but a delirium lasting through a rainy 

Saturday and into a sunny Easter morning.  He awoke feeling okay but still rather delirious.  

 Here’s what Rick wrote about that holiday: 
 

Dear Me, 

 …On my way back from the bathroom, I ran into Betsy in the hall.  She 

marveled that I’m again amongst the living and said Richard the Twooth’s 

parents had asked us out to their place on the shore for a cookout in the 

afternoon.  

 I rode with Betsy and her new boyfriend Bob, that fellow Little Swede, 

in his fancy car.  He’s a nice fellow, but I still wouldn’t have recognized 

him outside the context of the breakfast table.  We followed Gene and the 

sisters in his VW around to the south end of Puget Sound. 

 The Twooth’s folks, a warm and pleasant, round-faced couple, were 

grilling a huge salmon just caught that morning.  Their place is on a bank 

maybe twenty feet above the water.  The shore of Puget Sound curves around an 

inlet facing mostly west, and a broad expanse of it can be seen from their 

tree-studded lawn.  Golden Oná was in canine heaven, running about on the 

green grass and yapping with the resident cocker spaniel, black and white. 
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 A pitiful survivor of my own private earthquake, I needed solitude and 

begged off from the group to go down to the water.  There were steps down the 

steep wooded and bushy bank.  The tide was out, and a few feet of muddy, 

stony flat edged the sharply rising bank.  The water barely lapped on the 

shore, only moving with the breeze.  The afternoon was wonderfully brillig, a 

balm for my bruises, though I still felt half-dead and half-mad from the 

agony.   

 Not far down along the narrow sunny beach, I stopped to sit at the foot 

of the bank in the shade of a white-flowering tree.  Watching across the 

wide, glistening water for slithy toves, I gingerly felt around the gaping 

hole in my chest, the wound I’ll now wear forever. 

 Some while later, my uffish thoughts were interrupted by a couple 

walking up the beach holding hands, a hallmark of the frumious ilk.  They 

didn’t see me resting there by the Tumtum tree.  The male, blond as any 

hereabouts, was stunning, and remember, that’s coming from someone newly 

risen from the dead.   

 The female was burbling something I didn’t care to hear, her gaze off 

across the inlet where the borogoves were all mimsy.  When the male noticed 

me, he flashed a blue-eyed smile that locked on mine.  Instantly I recognized 

his noble species as my own.  He gave a small wave of his wingtip in 

greeting, and I saluted his magnificence with mine.   

 The gleam of gold on his feather-finger.  How horrible—a splendid 

nookie bird in captivity.  The poor creature!  His tender look begged me to 

save him, to free him from the Jubjub bird.  But what could I do?  I blew him 

a kiss.  Then the wife turned and was startled to see me.  I simply said hi, 

and she hurried her captive off along the tide-flat.   

 I was so sad for the sweet bird in his cage, but I did indeed feel 

risen from the dead, blessedly alive again, a whole new animal—a tiger.  And 

the world itself seemed new too, a magical, incomprehensible jungle, where 

I’ve simply got to rely on my tiger instinct.  A surge of wild animal power 

made me gyre and gimble on the stony wabe.    

 Much relieved but still grieving, I eventually went galumphing back to 

the crowd at our cookout.  The salmon was fabulous, as were the local 

oysters. 

# 

 The Monday of the following week was Rick’s birthday, his twenty-third, and entering 

his twenty-fourth year was a good time to get his locks shorn, but not too short.  By now his hair 

was down to his shoulders and rather a pain to take care of.  It was a little traumatic for his self-

image as a fringey faerie, but Betsy said the new cut was sexy, so he was satisfied.   

 He didn’t tell her (or anyone else) about it being his birthday and went with Oná to 

Ravenna for a private festival in the frabjous afternoon.  Taking off his shirt, he lay on it with the 

sun on his back and watched some teenaged boys kicking a soccer ball around.  Oná scampered 

around with them until she got tired of never catching up with the ball.  Once, the prettiest boy 

chased the ball to Rick’s slope, stopped it, cast him a shining glance, and kicked the ball. 

 Watching the beamish boy race away, Rick thanked the universe for the birthday present.  

In celebration, he jumped up and did a tiger dance on the hillside, wondering if maybe spring 

might prove to be the miracle cure for Seattlitis.  First there was that look from Ilya, and now this 

soccer player had actually looked at him too.  It was exhilarating to finally be visible.    

 At the sorority several of the sisters complimented Rick’s haircut, and regardless the 

source of admiration, it made him feel even better about the shearing.  That evening he went to 

see “A Shot in the Dark” with Peter Sellers as Inspector Clouseau, hands-down the funniest film 

he’d ever seen.  After the fits of laughter, he felt purged, flushed, scrubbed clean of the noxious 
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crud accumulated in the past year.  Now he had a whole new year to make into something truly 

super, callooh, callay!  

 In the theater lobby Rick ran into Barbie with Richard the Twooth, who both liked his 

haircut.  Rick was pleased to see them out together but sad that clearly the spring hadn’t cured 

the Twooth of Seattlitis.  His eyes stayed studiously averted.  Barbie invited Rick back to the 

apartment with them for a drink and pooch-visit.  I’ll let him describe the visit. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …Sipping at a scotch and soda, I cuddled little Oná and chatted.  When 

I asked Martha where Gene was this evening, she explained that he was lying 

low for a while—because her real boyfriend Tim was coming from Michigan to 

visit for a couple days.  Big of Gene, I thought. 

 Then she laid it on me.  Could I possibly let Barbie stay at my place 

tomorrow and Wednesday nights to give them some, you know, privacy?  The two 

twin beds in their bedroom, as I well knew from sleeping in one over the 

holidays, were too close together for private activities in one to go 

unnoticed from the other.   

 Barbie gave me a plaintive, waif-ish look.  To consider me as a 

solution, they must really be scraping bottom now this night before.  Why in 

the hell was the Twooth just sitting there and staring at the opposite wall?  

He apparently has a great big apartment.  But when you get right down to it, 

I figured, for a girl to bunk with a queen is actually a nice safe sort of 

situation.   

 Trying not to hesitate for too long, I weighed hospitality against 

inconvenience.  Of course, I’ve got the big double bed, but I’d have to wear 

pajamas, something I hate.  Ultimately, I casually allowed as how a house-

guest would be okay for a couple nights.  The sisters were very grateful, and 

the Twooth actually gave me a momentary glance of thanks. 

# 

 Tuesday evening after the feeding frenzy, Rick went over and met Tim, a toothsome, 

slender fellow with bright brown eyes glinting with possibilities.  Yes, indeed!  Tim was a 

nookie bird in frumious plumage.  Rick would’ve gaily blown Tim’s cover, so to speak, but the 

cute guy was Martha’s party.  After a short walk with Oná, he escorted Barbie and her overnight 

bag back to Little Sweden. 

 While Barbie rocked and read, Rick wrote a letter to Henri highly recommending last 

night’s hilarious film.  Then Barbie decided to go down the hall and visit Betsy, and he relished 

the solitude.  When his guest returned, they agreed that it was time to go to bed.  While she was 

in the bathroom, Rick changed into a T-shirt and sweat pants, the best he could do for sleep 

wear.  Barbie came back in a long nightgown.  Lying down at a good distance from the girl, he 

felt weird in clothes but quickly managed to fall asleep.   

 As a gracious host, in the morning Rick walked Barbie part way home, only turning off 

for his Serbo-Croatian class.  That evening after feeding the females at the farm, he came late to 

the big dinner at the apartment with Martha and Tim, just in time for dessert.  Tim kept giving 

Rick brazen looks, taunting his inner beast, but he managed to restrain the tiger and be properly 

sociable with everyone.  The Twooth was there, as well as Betsy and Bob. 

 They walked with Rick and Barbie back to Little Sweden afterwards, where Betsy broke 

out a new jug of Tavola, and Rick put on the soundtrack of “Black Orpheus.”  This impromptu 

party was the Twooth’s first time to Rick’s digs, and he greatly appreciated the deck, though 

there wasn’t much view at night without a moon.  Once the extraneous people left, Barbie and 

Rick got ready for bed same as before. 

# 
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Dear Me,  

 After writing to you yesterday afternoon about the successfully chaste 

night with a woman in my bed, I did trough duty for the sorority sisters and 

then had dessert at the real sisters’ dinner party, a delicious custard 

Martha calls Pompadour Pudding.  Sadly, I couldn’t sample the tempting Figgie 

Pudding the Tim kept offering me with his big brown eyes.  But I told my 

tiger he’d simply have to sleep tonight.  In the jungle, the quiet jungle… 

 Writing to you this afternoon, Old Me, I’d rather not mention last 

night, but for some sick reason you may want to remember the experience.  [I 

do, for no good reason.]   

 I slept soundly dreaming of my tiger a-prowl through the dark jungle, 

like in that Henri Rousseau painting.  Then something moved—maybe Barbie 

bumped my shoulder—and still half in dream, some instinct made me seize the 

body lying next to me.  How we got my sweatpants down and her nightgown up, I 

have no idea, but I mounted the female with all the finesse of a rooster in 

rut.  Barbie simply lay docilely under me accepting the brief insertion.  

Before you could say, “Cock-a-doodle-doo,” the cock-a-deedle was done with an 

imperceptible climax.   

 Rolling off her, I muttered, “I’m sorry.”  I pulled up my pants and 

since Barbie said nothing and didn’t even move, pulled her nightgown down.  

Then I buried my face in the pillow, mortified.  Wondering what on earth she 

must think about my crude seduction.     

 Cowardly, this morning I left my violated guest sleeping and snuck out 

of the room.  In the bathroom on the cold reality of the toilet I cursed my 

miserable weakness and stupidity.  After all my resolution and revulsion, I’d 

just screwed someone without any desire—just for the sheer animal sex of it.  

And a woman!  For the first time in my life, a stabbing pain of true regret 

twisted in my gut, but strain as I might, I couldn’t pass it.  Humbly 

repenting my brutishness did no good.  It’s not true that any orgasm’s better 

than none. 

 At breakfast in the main house, I sucked on coffee along with other 

sleep-logged boarders.  Jim raised an eyebrow, probably having seen my female 

guest.  Better acquainted after last evening, Bob gave me a half-hearted 

morning-after greeting.  I stirred the viscous grey remorse of my oatmeal, 

unable to appreciate its brown sugar and plump raisins.  All of a sudden a 

loud cricket-chirp started.  I couldn’t tell where it was coming from.  Just 

as suddenly, everyone but I got up from the table and marched like soldiers 

out the door. 

 Naturally, I had to go see what in the world was going on.  The 

crickets were going wild. By the time I got to the front door, the others 

were out in the street—which undulated in mysteriously slow waves under them, 

the big sycamores shaking wildly.  I grabbed the door frame to steady myself 

and felt the awful chirping coming from the house itself.  First the brick 

chimney on the fraternity next door crashed across our front yard, and then a 

stone one down the way collapsed in a heap of rocks. 

 The earthquake lasted about a minute [scoring a serious 6.5 on the 

Richter scale, as I learned later].  Cowering in the doorway, I wasn’t really 

afraid, just frozen in awe.  There was something magical about the earth 

moving like that.  I considered the medieval notion of natural disasters as 

divine retribution for the wickedness of mankind but flatly rejected that.  

My foul deed wasn’t wicked, just something animals do all the time.  I found 

it easier to accept the earthquake as a stern message to avoid such 

misbehavior in the future.    

 When the quake was over, it seemed like another different world, one on 

a new angle or level.  I raced next door and upstairs to find Betsy crying in 

the hall.   Barbie was crying too, huddled on the mattress, too terrified to 

talk, even about last night’s diddle.  She was awakened by the bookcase right 
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beside the bed tipping over and dumping my books everywhere.  My philodendron 

got scrunched. 

 I was profoundly grateful not to have to speak about the dirty water 

under the bridge.  Waiting for the girls to get dressed so we could go check 

on Martha, I wondered again with chagrin what poor Barbie must have felt 

about that summary hump in the dark with not so much as a kiss.  Perhaps it’s 

unkind of me to doubt she could’ve enjoyed it any less than I did.  When they 

were ready to go, Barbie gave me a bright, friendly smile conveying neither 

rebuke nor absolution and hopefully no memory of last night’s regrettable 

experience.  Maybe the trauma of the earthquake has given her amnesia.  I’d 

like some of that myself. 

# 
 

.iii. 

 Yesterday evening’s invite to dinner at George and Mario’s house was a pleasure.  Mack 

told me they’ve got a nice place on the edge of town but neglected to mention the spectacular 

grounds and swimming pool.  Jason and Johnny came also, and the six of us lounged poolside 

with drinks enjoying the western evening light.  I asked George about upcoming engagements, 

and he spoke excitedly about a gig in Cincinnati next week and another at the end of the month 

in Mobile.  Mario said he’s hoping to get a role for him with the Lyric Opera of Chicago.  It 

sounds like his career is off to a good start. 

 Very soon Johnny brought up the subject of my writing, which he’s now calling my 

memoir.  To my surprise, he’s already copied it to our friends, so everybody there had read that 

first installment up through the feathery fiasco with Ilya.  I found their enthusiastic compliments 

a bit unnerving.  Jason commented that he’d found the Mardi Gras sequences “smoking hot,” and 

George particularly enjoyed all Henri’s papal folderol and the return of St. Norman to La Casa.   

 Mario was the one to ask what really happened behind the banana tree with Nikos, and 

Mack explained the literary trick for me.  Johnny thought it was a perfect way to make the reader 

envision the most mind-boggling sex acts.  I laughed and explained using that one-word trick 

because I simply couldn’t describe what did happen.  Just like Rick couldn’t write the love scene 

in his holiday novel.  I again refused to say precisely how Rick ravished that sailor boy. 

 George commented on the sequence with Ilya that his problem is still so common with 

gay youth today, especially those raised among fundamentalists.  Jason thought Rick’s phrase 

“vicious orthodoxy” a perfect description of those types.  Self-consciously, Mario asked if Rick’s  

hunt for nookie birds meant he was looking for big dicks, and with a wink at his embarrassment 

concerning that touchy subject, I explained that the term was now much broader —for any bird 

capable of producing nookie in appreciable quantity. 

 Amid general hilarity we went inside to the dining room, a high-ceilinged, many-

windowed space in which the large table didn’t look all that big.  The eastern views were 

sweeping panoramas of valleys and low mountains.  Mario had made us enormous amounts of a 

marvelous paella, which we devoured avidly.  Jason told us about Deirdre and Lynn’s wedding 

plans for about six weeks hence at the nature center in the nearby foothills.   

 Then our hosts talked about their adoption plans which are still in the research phase.  

Johnny asked if they wanted a boy or a girl, and it turned out George wants a girl and Mario a 

boy.  Mack suggested they try and get a discount on two, but I warned that when it comes to 

having kids, one and one makes three.  I listened to the table talk in increasing wonderment at the 

new freedom of the gay world.  How amazing it is to have lived to see us set free.  Only half a 

century.  Now if I can just live long enough see some other social stupidities eradicated, but I 

fear that may be wishful thinking. 
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 Mario had orchestrated the dinner so that Liam arrived to join us for a dessert of rowdy 

rum cake, a special Puerto Rican recipe.  Kevin’s heartthrob had been at a community college 

class in Spanish literature and was currently struggling through passages from Don Quixote.  

Liam is excruciatingly attractive, especially when he smiles with a twist of the lip that gives him 

a dimple.  I found out he’s indeed Black Irish.   

 When Mack asked me if Rick had ever bagged an Irishman for his United Nations list, I 

admitted he hadn’t and remarked archly to Liam that it still isn’t too late to join the club.  He 

blushed nicely and innocently asked what club.  George kindly explained that this old man was 

once a gay Don Juan with conquests from all over the world.  It was my turn to blush nicely.   

 Mack remarked that Liam really should read the memoir I’m writing, and Johnny ran out 

to get a printout from his car.  When he got back with the sheaf of pages, Mack announced to the 

group that he’d read in the afternoon that Rick bangs a girl.  Everyone was scandalized.  I 

claimed it was an accident, just a mindless and animalistic mating.  Jason said he’d once had 

anonymous sex like that, and so had everyone else.  But the companionship in misdeed didn’t 

make me feel any better about Rick’s terrible hospitality and weak will. 

 Over our post-prandial coffee, Jason brought up his thoughts about what to do with the 

stuff I’m writing.  He figures it’s great for Johnny to copy it to his gay history class, but to “put it 

out there” somehow for free should be a snap.  We can just set up a website with the memoir for 

free download to the world.  Johnny added that then it will simply be a matter of publicizing it 

being available.  I have a hard time seeing that as a simple matter, but didn’t comment.  Mario, 

ever the business man, suggested making it a wiki sort of site, something like gaymemoirs.com, 

where gay people can post their life stories for people to read for free. 

 I hugely appreciated my friends’ synergy on my story but told them I’m taking a break 

from the writing for a bit to work on something else—a coloring book—and finish the drawing 

currently under way.  Maybe I can get back to the memoir in a week or so.  I explained that it’s 

icons of Aztec deities.  As might be expected, they were nonplused by the weirdness.  

 On the way back to my place, Mack wondered about some of the strange words Rick 

used in that Easter sequence on the stony beach that he’d read this afternoon.  He didn’t know 

the nonsense poem “Jabberwocky” by Lewis Carroll, and so I recited the first verse for him.  I 

said Rick had apparently used those words to reflect the nonsensical nature of the new world he 

found himself in after rising from the dead.  Mack thought that made sense. 

 Mack came in to see my Aztec drawings, which I’d not bored him with before.  I showed 

off the icon of Chalchiuhtotolin, The Jade Turkey, god of young warriors, my first foray into 

martial art, which he found remarkable.  With a hug, he called me a turquoise turkey. 

# 

 This morning after breakfast I zipped off that account of last night’s dinner and with a 

second cup of coffee, immediately switched from word processor to graphics program, spending 

a couple hours on a cameo figure of a monkey blowing on a conch shell.  It’s to be an accessory 

in the icon of the God of the Wind, Ehecatl.  At any rate…   

 I was still cleaning up the lines when Carol called to say she and Janet had thought of a 

strategy for distribution.  They figure we can find some gay organization website to post it, 

maybe in instalments, as a free e-book.  I was properly grateful for their creative thought and told 

Carol about Jason’s thought to make a website to do just that.  She said she’d talk to him. 

 As we were saying goodbye, she mentioned getting the email from Johnny and assured 

me they’d get it read soon.  Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to dive back into the pixels. 

# 
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    For the next several days I swam around in that virtual sea of black and white pixels, only 

coming ashore for the schedule of daily activities like meals, gym, family, Mack, etc.  I find the 

“envisioning” of my drawings just as engrossing as the “articulating” of my writing, and I can 

drift off in a trance over either as I tramp along on the treadmill.  Perhaps there’s something 

psychologically revealing about me that I like to tread barefoot on the mill. 

 One morning while I was playing with designs for a circular pattern, Carol called again to 

give me their reactions to the first instalment.  Both liked the holiday novel episode and Rick’s 

wild Mardi Gras experience, of course, and felt the Ilya debacle quite poignant.  Oh, and Janet 

will be seeing Jason next week for lunch to talk about the website idea.  Fortunately, the too 

damned many women thing and Ronnie affair didn’t particularly bother the women.  Janet was 

concerned, however, about Rick’s retreat into a fantasy world of nookie birds.  I told her that it 

will only get worse as Rick starts believing in magic. 

 Apart from going dancing at the Titsling that Saturday night with my young friends, 

including Kevin now with a blond wreath of curls and the divine Liam on their latest rendezvous, 

I worked all weekend on eye-wobbling details of the god’s regalia.  When Mack came over 

Sunday evening, he passed on a rumor that our pirate friend managed to board Liam’s ship but 

had no details on what booty was snatched. 

 Here it is now a Wednesday, and I’m weary of my visual digital game, surely as hypnotic 

and addictive as the video games that stultify today’s young folk, but at least a productive 

activity.  On my Ehecatl icon I still have the weird crest and the birds of the directions to do, but 

they’ll wait while I turn back to my verbal digital game. 

# 
 

.iv. 

 After the earthquake, Rick very quickly swept the dirt under the rug along with that other 

ugly dust ball of a summer job and gave it no more thought.  Barbie never referred to their 

dalliance in any way, and whenever he’d show up for a walk-date with Oná, their friendly 

relations continued as before.  The big thing was that the earthquake ended Martha’s liaison with 

Tim, and Gene moved up to the A-Team in her affections.   

 In the magnificent spring Rick started sitting between classes on the grassy Quad by 

Smith Hall to sunbathe, the way he was used to doing at Tulane.  It felt odd since no one else 

was doing it, but tanning wasn’t as weird as the guy that rode a unicycle all over campus.  

Besides, being conspicuous was good advertising.  Rick hoped his shirtless manliness might 

attract some appropriate attention, but no.   

 For the flood of students on the sidewalks, he was apparently as invisible as when fully 

clothed.  Once Rick accepted that invisibility, it was liberating, and he got up to do a silent Greek 

dance like Zorba on the beach.  At first he wondered if such spontaneous public dancing might 

look insane, but if no one could see him anyway…  Besides, if Seattle wouldn’t give him places 

to dance, he’d just have to dance wherever and whenever he wanted.  Spring demanded it.  

Dancing was his right, his art, and he’d make it whether or not anybody cared to look.   

 On the afternoon dog-walks, Rick went frequently to Ravenna.  While he cavorted on the 

hillside like a spastic sprite, Oná explored down in the ravine.  In these more private effusions, 

he found his silent dance evolving and growing with leaps, swirls, and impromptu poses. 

 Of one such Ravenna recital, Rick wrote: 
 

Dear Me, 

 …On this fine sunny day, a perfect après midi d’un faun, I danced in 

Ravenna again.  I’m no Nijinsky by any stretch of the imagination, but my 
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body vibrates with divine force and the music in my head.  My dance now is 

moving into slow sweeping motions and geometric forms, the way a satyr 

dances, a cadenza of lascivious prancing. 

 To my surprise, a fellow passing nearby suddenly started copying me.  I 

continued my satyr-stomp, and he curved arm for arm, lifted foot for foot.  

He had blond hair as long as my best, held back with a red band around his 

forehead, and an endearing face with a thin little beard tufting his chin.  

He was lithe in tattered jeans and rumpled shirt and had a truly joyous blue 

eye, the first I’ve found in all these months in Seattle.  Our coordinated 

movements were thrilling.  Eventually, as though by mutual agreement, we 

broke from the dance.   

 Stepping up to me with a huge smile, the guy exclaimed, “You’re 

beautiful, man!” and seized me in a hug.  When he let go, he said, “That was 

some cool ‘tie chee.’”  He flashed that smile again, said, “Peace, brother,” 

and trotted off toward a girl in an old-fashioned dress, colored scarves, and 

beads.  He threw his arm around her, and they walked off across the slope.   

 How thrilling to meet a real, live fringey, definitely my kind of guy.  

I did indeed feel beautiful but had to wonder what ‘tie chee’ might be.  Back 

at Little Sweden, Betsy kindly explained about the Chinese martial art called 

tai chi.  I really like the concept of impeccability of motion and will have 

to work on that.   

 At the sorority house in the evening, one of the girls beckoned to me, 

the one who always speaks French with the servants.  “Garçon!”  Approaching, 

I suavely inclined my head for her wishes.  She lowered her voice and said, 

“Vous êtes très beau.” 

  Maybe she’d actually seen me dancing on campus.  “Merci, 

mademoiselle,” I replied with a nod, adding, “C’est vrai?”  My interrogative 

intonation was rhetorical.  Then I sashayed saucily off to the kitchen.  

Feeling beautiful makes me even hornier, like there should be little points 

poking up through my hair. 

# 

 Longing to see some skin other than his own, Rick realized one afternoon that he could 

go to the swimming pool.  While there was ample skin, the flesh it covered wasn’t necessarily all 

that attractive.  In the journal he commented:  There were some fine backs, of course, shapely 

thighs and chests, cute noses, full crotches, and flat tummies, but too few notable buttocks.  Sadly, 

most charms existed separately, rarely more than one on a single body.   
 The wonderful thing was that swimming laps made his shoulders and whole body feel 

tuned and pumped, in other words, even more beautiful.  It was puzzling why, even in his 

revealing blue Speedo, Rick remained invisible.  Except for once.  While he was in the shower, 

he caught two freshman-type boys sneaking looks at his crotch, for what that was worth from 

typical curious adolescents.  

 Even unappreciated, Rick got to feeling like beauty incarnate, an Adonis.  Okay, a hairy 

Adonis with crooked teeth, but a red-hot number nonetheless.  He possessed such charming 

features:  fantastic thighs and chest, exceptional nose, smooth belly, and fully filled Speedo, front 

and back.  Why then, o why, didn’t anybody care?  His satyr horns were now two inches long. 

# 

 One evening Betsy snagged Rick coming back from work at the sorority with an 

invitation to the sisters’ for a ‘drinkie-poo.’  Gene and Richard the Twooth were there, and Rick 

was pleased to see Barbie paying warm attention to his friend and little to the Lionheart.   

 Gene made a toast to the imminent end of the term and to the summer to come.  They 

solemnly drank to that, and he enthusiastically announced a great summer job opportunity.  A 
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new hotel-casino at Lake Tahoe was about to open, and they were looking for summer-off 

college folk.  Gene wanted to do it and invited the rest of them along as a U-Dub contingent. 

 Clearly having signed on to the idea already, both sisters nodded excitedly.  Betsy, the 

Twooth, and Rick wanted some time to decide.  Deciding big things was Rick’s least favorite 

task, and something as big as going away for the summer would be fraught with consequences. 

 To help think things through, he wrote a long letter to the Pope.  Going back to New 

Orleans didn’t make much sense now with Henri and Paul’s new relationship and especially 

since Rick had no money to go there in the first place.  Wherever he spent the summer, he’d have 

to get a job.  In New Orleans or Seattle either one there’d be the horror of looking for one, which 

couldn’t be put off much longer in any case.   

 Now here was a strangely exciting opportunity, a summer at Lake Tahoe that even came 

with a job in a casino.  That made a lot more sense than sticking around by himself on the planet 

Abstinentia and working in some boring store or office.  With the contingent, he’d even have the 

comfort of friends at Tahoe.  Besides, if Rick decided on Tahoe, then there wouldn’t be any more 

vexing decisions to make.  It was definitely the path of least resistance.  And also, something told 

him that the famous resort would provide great nookie hunting.  

 By the next day, they’d all decided.  The Twooth would come along too, but Betsy 

decided to stay at UDub for the summer quarter.  She could live at the apartment while the gals 

were away.  So it would be a party of five.  Rick was fine with being the odd number out and 

sincerely hoped Barbie and the Twooth were finally getting involved.  And he’d go hunting. 

# 
 

.v. 

On Friday afternoon while Rick was getting ready for work at the sorority, he got a call from 

Gene.  It was the next Monday before he could write about what happened. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …Gene asked if I’d be willing to help with a kids’ campout tomorrow and 

Sunday.  One of the regular counselors had fallen sick.  It sounded like fun, 

and at work I arranged to take tomorrow off… 

 …It turned out to be fun after a fashion, but more like exciting and 

challenging.  From the very first moment of the experience, too busy for 

conscious thought, I was literally snatched out of my usual world of female 

energy (and self-involvement), and tossed into a whirlpool of juvenile 

masculine energy (with my focus now exclusively on somebody other than 

myself). 

 The Cub Scout campout was at Fort Lawton, a woodsy place in Northwest 

Seattle with a lighthouse on a point.  The parents delivered their little 

scouts and camping gear well before eleven on Saturday morning, some twenty 

six-, seven-, and eight-year old boys.  From that moment on, we five 

counselors, Gene, I, and three harried young fathers, could only try 

assiduously to contain and direct, forget truly control or lead, the swirling 

horde of kids, a cyclone of small bodies racing about and shouting for no 

apparent reason. 

 With an insane amount of ado, we shepherded the cats.  Each of us had a 

pack of five little creatures virtually sparkling with exuberance who never 

faced in the same direction, never listened to anything said to them, never 

knew what they were supposed to be doing or where we were going, and never 

stopped chattering like demented squirrels.   

 I kept my cubs moving along through a cheese sandwich lunch at the 

campsite, afternoon hike of slow progress through woods to the point, and 

tour of lighthouse.  An equally slow trek back to camp for frenetic games of 
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balls bouncing and skinny arms and legs flailing.  Standing aside to watch 

the mayhem, I observed to Gene that the three dads seemed unperturbed.  Can 

people really become accustomed to such chaos? 

 The campfire supper was hamburgers and potato salad, prepared and 

consumed with maximum confusion and commotion, numerous accidents, intensely 

emotional responses to mayonnaise or mustard, bald-faced power plays, and 

tears of injured pride or fingers.  The marshmallow roast was a repeat with 

different lines.  Largely ignored by the squabbling and scuffling scouts, one 

of the dads plodded through a stupid ghost story and then another.   

 Sweeter words were never uttered than those of another dad finally 

announcing bedtime.  That in itself was a production of surpassing 

complexity.  A bedded cub rarely stayed that way for more than a moment.  My 

five were all in one big tent, and it took a good half-hour of stern commands 

and pitiful pleas to confine them finally in their sleeping bags. 

 Gene and I shared a tent between those of our blushes of boys.  He 

asked if I was having fun yet.  Honestly, I couldn’t tell.  The ground sure 

was hard to sleep on, and I needed a pillow.  My discomfort was brief, 

however.  There was a sniveling whimper outside.  One of mine was huddling 

outside their tent crying, the little seven-ish one with no front teeth named 

Josh.  He was crying because at home he always sleeps with his big brother.  

Josh snuggled against me and begged, “Can I sleep with you?”  So he crawled 

into my sleeping bag, cuddling against my side like his big brother, and 

within moments was in dreamland.   

 Contemplating the whirlwind of the day, I didn’t go there myself for a 

while.  Then the child sleeping next to me awoke tenderly paternal feelings.  

At 16 a deranged romantic, I’d dreamed of the sons that Annette and I would 

have someday.  I’d even drawn pictures of those five beautiful boys, and 

little Josh looked a lot like the one I’d named Marc. 

 It was a curious contemplation for a gay guy, this progeny thing.  Once 

I’d acknowledged being gay, I put away all those fantasies as inoperable and 

irrelevant.  Procreation no longer a purpose in my life, I was left with 

creation and recreation, both very joyful and fulfilling missions.  

Inarguably there were ample breeders to ensure survival of the human species 

without my admittedly superior genes dripping back into the pool. 

 Reveille came pretty early, and the chaos resumed for the cubs’ 

breakfast.  It was a free-for-all over the selection of cereals, and jugs of 

milk and orange juice flowed variously into mouths, down shirts, or onto the 

ground.  Then the parents arrived, the cubs disappeared, and we five veterans 

were left to clean up in the splendid, peaceful morning in the woods. 

# 

 On the next Saturday of that magnificent May Gene took Rick oyster hunting at a 

fantastic oyster bed he’d found at the south end of Puget Sound.  At low tide they climbed 

through a fence with a bushel basket each, ran across the tide-flat to the shallows, and gathered 

monster mollusks.  Many were a good foot long.   

 Rick hoped that the outing alone with Gene would be a good opportunity to build a 

friendship.  They shared stuff about their childhoods, but otherwise Gene wouldn’t talk about 

himself.  He listened to Rick’s complaints about social life in Seattle with embarrassed smiles.  

So they didn’t make much headway beyond the congenial acquaintanceship.  

 Some of the oysters weighed in at a half-pound.  The sisters cooked them in every 

conceivable way for the rest of the week.  Of course, oysters probably weren’t the best food for a 

nookie-deprived faerie.  Under the influence of Martha’s oyster stew, Rick started feeling like he 

had a rack of antlers on his head.  But the slurping and gnawing sorority girls were an effective 

temporary antidote for the aphrodisiac, way better than salt-peter. 
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# 

 Thus encumbered with hormonal headgear, Rick kept having fits of St. Norman’s Dance 

on campus and at Ravenna and while swimming at the pool.  On the last Saturday in the lusty 

month of May, he swam in the morning, enjoying many choreographed laps and the sexy 

magnificence of his shoulders.  When he hauled himself out of the pool, he stood a moment 

watching the other swimmers and felt tremendously beautiful, like a rutting elk.   

 After lunch at Little Sweden, Rick picked up Oná for another Ravenna outing.  On the 

following very distressed Sunday morning he wrote about the experience. 
 

Dear Me,  

 …I said I’d take Oná to Ravenna, and Barbie asked, “Oh, Richie, can I 

come along?” 

 It was a battle between knee-jerk selfishness and second-thought 

civility.  Unable to come out and say, like Garbo, I vant to be alone, I 

showed my towel and mumbled, “Well, I was going to... uh… sunbathe and do 

some stuff.”  I didn’t want to mention my public dancing.  Now, lots of 

strange folks have seen, if not watched, me dancing on campus, but perhaps 

hypocritically, I hesitated to reveal my insanity to close friends.  Barbie 

said she hadn’t seen the park since last fall—before the rains came.  

Besides, I figured, she was so cool about that trickle of water under our 

bridges.  Reluctantly, I again played the chivalrous gentleman.   

 On the way to Ravenna, Barbie carried the conversation with mundane 

matters while I concentrated on keeping Oná going and not stopping to sniff 

everything vile.  Barbie talked excitedly about the summer at Tahoe and what 

she’d read about it.  The lake and mountains are exciting, but mostly I look 

forward to meeting young men for fun and games.  My remark to that effect put 

the quietus on our talk for a while.  

 When we walked out onto the park grass, Barbie found it hard in her 

shoes, nice ones with low heels, and took them off.  Crossing the grassy lawn 

with shoes in hand, Barbie did look rather cute, I had to admit, like a 

little russet-haired nymph in the classically natural setting of Ravenna.  

Letting Oná off her leash, I looked longingly over at my dancing ground, my 

fairy circle, and sadly put aside dancing for today. 

 We left towel and shoes in the shade of a tree and walked down to the 

creek sparkling in the ravine.  Oná immediately chased a frog into the water. 

The greenery and flowers were luscious, like the crisp, emerald watercress 

waving in the stream.  Barbie pointed out a curious short reed growing beside 

the water.  “It’s a kind of rush called equisetum,” she said with a 

surprising authority, “or horsetail.  It’s a really old plant—from the 

Paleocene.”  She picked a few of the two-foot stems.  

 “From so long ago!” I exclaimed.  It felt somehow magical with age.   

 “It spreads by spores—like moss or fungus.”  Barbie’s impressive 

knowledge came, she explained, from a freshman botany course, and showed me 

the horsetail’s hollow segments.  This humble rush was the most primordial 

thing I’d ever seen and definitely one with magical potential.  It was an 

evolutionary hero, survivor of geological ages, mass extinctions, and global 

cataclysms, fittest of the fit, a supernatural asexual progenitor. 

 With her bouquet of horsetails, Barbie and I climbed the slope up to 

the shady spot.  I spread out my towel for her, took off my shirt, and sat 

close by in the sun.  A small drum began a rhythmic thumping from across the 

field where someone was playing a bongo.  The beat throbbed through me.  When 

I looked over at Barbie, she smiled brightly and waved a horsetail at me, 

scattering spores around like pixie dust.  

 The drumming came from across the valley where a group of colorful folk 

were gathered, and someone started playing a guitar.  Several began a line 
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dance.  One of the guys waved.  It was my peace brother with a white headband 

this time.  Of course I waved back.  When Barbie asked who I was waving at, I 

said just somebody I ran into the other day and suggested we go over and meet 

them.  “Let’s not,” she said quickly. “They’re just a bunch of fringeys.”   

 I looked over at the group with longing.  Indeed these are the mythical 

beings I’ve sought all year long, the people I should’ve been with all these 

months.  I wanted to race right over there and…   

 She gathered up her shoes and said, “Anyway, I need to go home now.”   

 I immediately thought, great—you take Oná home, and I’ll stay here.  

But sometimes being a gentleman really sucks.  What could I do but walk girl 

and dog back home?  Casting wistful glances at the fringeys, I retrieved Oná 

from her exploration of the weeds and followed Barbie up the slope to the 

street.  For just a moment, instead of like an elk, I felt like a magic 

unicorn captured by a maiden.  Only this maiden’s no virgin, as I can 

personally attest.  

 Walking down 12th, our conversation was minimal, and Oná provided most 

of our entertainment.  Meanwhile, Barbie waved her sheaf of horsetails around 

like wands, and I mentally rubbed the itchy velvet off my antlers.  Soon as I 

got girl and dog home, I’d head right back up to the park and meet those 

fringeys.   

 At the apartment I unleashed Oná in the hall, and Barbie thrust the 

bouquet of horsetails at me with, “Here, Richie, hold these a minute while I 

get a vase.”  Holding them for her, I felt their raspy roughness and smelled 

a swampy fragrance—maybe the spores—and at that point everything turned into 

a dream.  Only in the haze of it, I was again a rutting elk, a mighty stag in 

the forest.  

 I swear to you, Old Me, I have no memory of anything beyond the feeling 

of some primal penetration taking place. [I believe you, Young Me.]  I was 

entranced, under an enchantment.  After that vase moment, the first thing I 

remember is turning up 47th past the sorority house, thinking I’ll be working 

there shortly, and I hurried on back to Little Sweden.   

 Safely in my room with a bit of time yet, I beat myself soundly about 

the head and shoulders for the idiocy I’ve wrought once again.  Then it 

became clear to me that those infernal horsetails witched me, cast a dark 

Darwinian spell over me.  That’s not to call Barbie a sorceress like Circe or 

such nonsense, but something sure as hell turned me into a mindless animal.  

At least an elk’s a lot grander than a swine, which would be far more 

appropriate.  Now it’s time for bitter remorse. 

# 

 Writing this latest took two full days, with requisite gym breaks, and didn’t come easily.  

(Discussing one’s flaws and failures takes some fancy footwork to keep from sounding defensive 

or dismissive.)  Thank goodness for all the usable journal entries with details I never would’ve 

remembered.  No, thank you, dear Young Me.  Goodness had nothing to do with it.   

 As soon as I’d transcribed that stuff about feeling bewitched, Kevin called to say he’d 

read the instalment Johnny sent, and now he really wants to go to Mardi Gras.  Of course he had 

the usual question about behind the banana tree and got the same answer.  Then Kevin shyly 

remarked that his hot pursuit of Liam is getting somewhere.  After our dancing the other night at 

the Titsling, he made it to second base, but I didn’t ask for gory details.  His sports metaphor had 

the same effect as my “shortly” in spurring the imagination. 

 After Kevin’s call, I walked over to the grocery store to shop for dinner tonight with 

Deirdre and Lynn.  Mack has some work meeting and can’t come.  On the walk I wondered how 

all Rick’s attempts to be visible, sunbathing, dancing, swimming, could have failed so miserably.  

Could the people in Seattle in the sixties (apart from one sorority sister) really have been so 
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homophobic as to be blind to his beauty?  He put it right out there, free for the taking.  Was 

Barbie really attracted to him or simply because of proximity or his animal lust?   

 As far as I can recall, and Rick certainly couldn’t, even in that second copulation, there 

was no kiss or display of affection by either of them.  This certainly isn’t looking like any love 

story.   So what kind of story is it?  I guess it’s a life story—with an improv plot.  Even when 

thoroughly planned, isn’t life still just improvisation?  What matters is how well or poorly we 

improvise.  Thinking of Rick’s public dances, maybe life is the ultimate performance art.  This 

brings me back to my personal mantra:  We are what we do. 

 Now I’ve got to make dinner.  I hear we’re also what we eat.      

# 

 At supper that evening I learned the history of Deirdre and Lynn’s relationship, now of 

two years’ duration, and myriad details of their wedding plans.  As for their history, they got 

together in a tent on a campout in the mountains and have continued their outdoor interest ever 

since.  We reminisced about our trips to the glorious national parks in this part of the country.   

 Over dessert they remarked on their reading of Carne Vale with expected reactions to the 

Mardi Gras naughtiness and sympathy for Rick’s plight.  Deirdre also read over the nookie bird 

scene in this chapter and thinks it sounds like a dream.  The memory’s also rather like a dream.   

  Later on Johnny called to see if I’ve got anything ready yet.  I promised to send him 

what’s done.  It’s at an appropriate chapter break.  He says a guy in his class has made a 

transcript of The Pirate Prince that we can use as a first chapter of the memoir.  I was pleased to 

hear that and asked if I could please make some “authorial” edits and additions first.  I’ll build in 

a wedding-day framework around telling that pirate story, add a few narrative sequences to 

characterize my new young friends, and insert a few photos for visual interest.  Now I’ll take a 

break and draw that crest and bird details and wrap up the icon of the Wind God.  Shouldn’t take 

long.  Then I’ll ship this off to my “bookie.” 

### 


