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CHAPTER 8.  GRAVIDITY 

.i. 

 Right after Mack’s birthday party I spent some time reworking the Honeymoon chapter 

and then fired it off to Johnny for posting.  Soon I got calls with feedback from the group, and 

there were some rather interesting perspectives.  For instance, both Kevin and Lynn were 

troubled by Rich-Richie’s conjugal “duty,” considering it tantamount to being a sex slave.  I 

figured that’s how most women have had it throughout history and got no argument there. 

 Carol was disturbed by his plan to divorce Barbara afterwards, feeling that this was an 

awfully cynical attitude.  Perhaps that’s so, but I guess it’s the only way he could find hope in the 

desperate situation.  A light at the end of the tunnel.  Janet was impressed by his sincere attempts 

to relate affectionately to Barbara and totally understood the pet syndrome.  She said, “I think 

most women would welcome being cherished and loved like a pet rather than like a servant or 

household appliance.”   A poignant point. 

 Mack said only how sorry he was for me going through that ordeal.  Clearly embarrassed 

at seeing intimate details of our affair in print, he refrained from comment on the mentions of 

that subject we’ve yet to discuss.  Let’s not rush things.  

 Johnny and Jason commented on how sad it was to see poor Richie getting sucked into 

the straight world, even though he held tight onto his gay identity.  Johnny gave me the most 

constructive criticism when he remarked, “You know, Rich—in the next chapter there should be 

less stuff about all of us nowadays.  It kind of distracts me from his story.” 

 Joking, I urged him to give me more exciting material to write about, but I’ve taken his 

point to heart.  Besides, nowadays all of us are in quite happy situations, and such are usually 

fairly boring subjects to write about.  Over the next week until the wedding, I promise to write 

only (more or less) about Barbara and Richie’s several months of pregnancy.  I don’t know if the 

title I’ve concocted for this chapter is a real word, but that’s what I intend it to mean, the term of 

pregnancy.  Here goes. 

# 

 Trying to act like a straight guy meant that Richie had to convince his inner faerie to 

settle down, maybe like go into suspended animation?  They had many a talk about that, but the 

little guy always put up a fight, arguing and throwing tantrums.  Richie thought of that part of 

himself as a winged boy much smaller than Cupid, with a special tiny arrow, cute as a bug.  But 

the bug refused to hibernate.  During the past two married months, his faerie buddy had taken 

occasional cat-naps, but see an attractive male, and he’d snap wide awake.  Unable to put him in 

a pumpkin shell or stuff him into a lamp, Rich tried to ignore his constant noise, but he knew that 

sooner or later, he’d probably have to slip the sprite a mickey.  

 Otherwise, acting straight was a no-brainer.  Pretending to be Seattlitic, Rich just put on a 

civil face with blinds drawn behind his eyes, constantly reminding himself where the sausage is 

supposedly supposed to be hidden.  Swagger and maintain a macho demeanor in all situations, 

and remember that other males are to be dominated and subjugated.  Females too, and then some.  

Make it clear you’re the boss, and your way is always both right and wise.  Oh, and always walk 

around like you’ve got a broomstick up your butt—or wish you did.   

# 
Dear Me,  

 …Holding hands, Barbara and I sat on the bench on our front porch, a 

lofty perch above the street, to wait for Gene and Martha and go out to 

celebrate of our first day of classes.  She leaned close and asked, “Are you 
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okay, Richie?  You’re so quiet, sweetie.”  I hastily claimed that I was fine, 

but she asked, “Are you afraid about the baby?” 

 “No.”   That wasn’t what worried me. 

 “Well, I am,” she said and laid her head on my shoulder.  

 “I know, darlin’.”  What more could I say?  After all, she’ll have to 

do it all.  I’ll just be watching. 

 We shared more moments of silence gazing out into the gathering dark, 

streetlights casting their glowing spheres here and there, till Gene’s 

Volkswagen pulled up at the curb.  I helped Barbara carefully down the high 

steps, and we clambered into the beetle’s tiny back seat.   

 With wife on arm, so apparently straight, I swaggered into the loud and 

crowded Red Robin.  The bustling hangout was a bright hubbub of shouting, 

laughing, and milling, pushing collegiate folks.  Following Gene and Martha, 

we worked our way with great difficulty through the boisterous crowd.  To 

play my role to the hilt, I didn’t look directly at any male, but even with 

my eyes downcast, I was assaulted by the rounded seat of one guy’s pants.  

Aware that with my big baby blues I’m a pretty good-looking guy, I gave 

appreciative women aloofly masculine looks.   

 We finally crossed over to the table being held by Betsy and the 

Twooth, right beside the great wide windows.  They look out into the dark 

where the delicate arc of the Queen Anne Bridge fades off into the night, 

spanning the chasm over a canal. 

 The others already had a martini and a draft beer respectively.  

Perusing the menu, we waited for service with scattered remarks about 

impressions and experiences from the first day of classes.  I said something 

witty about my class in Polish.  Everyone was laughing when the waiter walked 

up to the table, and we all stopped in mid-giggle.  A stunning Norse god in a 

white shirt bursting at the chest buttons, he was either totally unaware of 

his magnificence or joyously reveling in it. 

 I didn’t let myself look long enough to guess which.  Instead I glanced 

around at my friends who all sat there transfixed and muttered their drink 

and dinner orders.  Gazing out the dark window (where his reflection hovered 

like an angel), I nonchalantly ordered an Olympia beer and a hamburger, 

medium rare.  He asked significantly, “Would you like anything with it?”  

Involuntarily, I turned to the vision of his smile, seeing exactly what I 

wanted with it, and quickly drawing the blinds shut, I ordered onion rings. 

 The frantic buzzing in my head was from my inner faerie, whom I’d come 

to think of as Tinker Bo.  He was in a perfect tizzy.  To put him back to 

sleep, I talked about my first day’s Intro Russian class and my students’ 

difficulty learning the new alphabet.  By the time I got done, my friends 

were bored and Bo was fast asleep.   

 Each appearance of the incredible waiter cast a subtle enchantment over 

us.  Once Gene remarked, “Wow!  He should be in movies.”   

 Our celebratory dinner progressed with the usual conversations, and in 

one of my many lapses of attention, I remembered what celebration used to 

mean to me.  I’d be up on a barstool dancing a crazy cumbia.  At the thought 

dancing on a barstool here in the Red Robin, I chuckled ruefully.  

 Barbara noticed and asked, “What’s funny, Richie?”  

 Quickly inventing, I said, “Oh, just thinking about that funny movie 

the other night.”  Like Professor Fate, I commanded, “Push the button, Max!”  

Everyone laughed as intended.  Give me the lines, and I can play the part. 

 Back at home, I obediently performed the requisite task—without even 

seeking inspiration in images of a waiter.  Nonetheless, when we lay back 

supposedly sated, Barbara soon asked into the dark, “Didn’t you think that 

waiter was handsome, honey?”   

 Curious if maybe she’d been fantasizing about the waiter instead of me, 

I answered lightly, “Sure, for what that’s worth.  Why do you ask?” 
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 “You never even looked at him.” 

 “Sure I did,” I said, vividly recalling his reflection.  “I saw he had 

a nice nose.” 

 She laughed into the dark, and said goodnight.  Reminded, my buddy Bo 

played around with images of more than just the waiter’s nose. 

# 

 Richie’s Russian class met on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday mornings.  After a break 

he had Polish class, and then in the afternoons a linguistics class in Phonetics.  On Tuesdays and 

Thursdays were Serbo-Croatian again in the morning, and in the afternoon an intriguing class in 

modern Russian poetry.  For his literary bent, that was the icing on the cake.  I wouldn’t blame 

you for thinking this a less than scintillating curriculum.  For him, however, it was enthralling.   

 Walking back and forth across campus between apartment and Smith Hall, he was like an 

excitable horse with mental blinders, not letting himself look at the passing student bodies.  Out 

of sight, out of mind.  That did a pretty good job of stultifying the horny sprite in his head, but it 

was like walking through a featureless fog. 

 It was so much easier between classes to be at home alone in the apartment—since 

Barbara had started her job at the French department office—no boys to avoid looking at.  With 

all the time available between classes, he could’ve gone back to swimming at the University 

pool, but that would have been like jumping into the fire.  All Richie needed was a parade of 

scantily clad swimmer bodies to avoid looking at.  Besides, he didn’t want to risk running into 

Lane again.  Remember:  out of sight, out of mind. 

 But let me tell you, there were some real sneaky Petes out there.  No matter how blindly 

Richie staggered around campus, how carefully he hid in the library, or how obliviously he sat in 

a class, more often than not some guy would manage to intrude on his field of vision, maybe just 

a part of him like an arm or the back of his head, and if those parts were at all attractive, the sight 

would knock him for a loop.  Out of sight, out of mind.  A fragile philosophy that. 

 Sometimes in those solitary hours at home, he’d dance about in the living room to his 

records of Vivaldi, Bach, etc.  Since the glorious autumn weather held all week, before the rains 

would inevitably turn the gold to soggy leaves, on Thursday afternoon he took Oná to Ravenna.  

Quickly losing his shirt, he danced a Tahoe dance in whirling circles around the sunny grass, 

soaring on wide wings across the sky.   

# 
Dear Me,  

 Yesterday morning [Saturday] I escorted Barbara on errands she could’ve 

done alone or with Martha, a shopping trip downtown (ostensibly for a new 

pair of unmentionables).  Much as I tried to keep smiling and engaged while 

we wandered the aisles in stores and inspected items of feminine apparel, I’m 

sure my boredom showed.  At least I was useful as a beast of burden, but the 

heaviest load was not letting myself eyeball passing males.   

 Happy to be off from her work, Barbara was bright and cheery enough for 

the both of us.  We had a festive seafood lunch at the Space Needle 

restaurant and watched the lovely city passing around us, then the western 

expanses of Puget Sound and Olympic peninsula.  As always, we found something 

inconsequential to chat about over lunch and on the bus ride back home.  To 

be kindly honest, whatever we talked about didn’t make much impression on me.  

By now I’ve gotten used to operating on automatic pilot, only paying enough 

attention to cope with questions.  That was all part of playing it straight. 

 That whole afternoon we thoroughly cleaned the apartment, the mindless 

chores of scrubbing and sweeping a great way to zone out.  Even though 

Barbara and I don’t have much to talk about beyond mundane things, we’re 

always perfectly civil and pleasant.  She naturally has no interest in my 
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arcane academics, and conversely, I’ve got no idea what she’s interested in, 

besides liking nice clothes.   

 One of my personal rules, a corollary of the Golden one, is that 

everyone deserves kindness and respect, so like a proper husband, I generally 

acquiesce to Barbara’s ideas and decisions.  When you get right down to it, 

it’s all the same to me whether we do this or that, go here or there.  I 

simply have to make it through these next several months as patiently as 

possible and live with the consequences of doing the right thing. 

 In the evening Martha and Gene came down to our place for a dinner of 

meatloaf, and when they left, we sat around with our books.  Curled up in my 

big chair, I looked out the picture window into the dark recalling places 

where people spend Saturday nights in revelry and gaiety.  Dancing.  But not 

here.  A memory appeared like a film on the black screen of the night:  I 

walk my usual route down Toulouse Street, my shadow from the streetlight 

outpacing me along the ancient brick walls, toward La Casa, mi casa, de los 

Marinos.  I can smell the muddy river and rotting blossoms of New Orleans and 

feel the pounding merengue music from the corner, just like last spring.  

Over the swinging door the modest sign LA MARINA…  When the film faded, the 

window merely reflected me and my wife in domestic bliss, like a Norman 

Rockwell scene.   

 Afterwards, lying in bed in the dark, Barbara slightly snuggled up to 

my shoulder, such gestures usually a cue, but hoping to procrastinate for at 

least another night, I just lay there on my back.  She lightly stroked my 

hairy chest and asked, “Richie, honey, are you happy?” 

 To be gently honest, I said, “Not particularly.”  To make it kinder 

still, I stroked her hand and added, “But that doesn’t matter.  I’ll manage.”   

 “I just want to make you happy.”  

 Recognizing this call to conjugal duty, I obediently let her try. 

# 
 

.ii. 

 The rains started the next morning, and Richie’s dances on campus or sur l’herbe in 

Ravenna ceased.  While Barbara was off at her job, he’d make do with the living room, careful to 

avoid corners of furniture in leaps.  It was splendid having actual music.  Dance put him onto 

another plane, into another reality.  His academic studies did something like that too, but on a 

mental or intellectual plane, if there was any difference.  Whatever the plane, sex was irrelevant, 

simply a mechanical activity.  He found it relatively easy to turn off emotionally and get on with 

tasks at hand.  If you don’t think about what you’re missing, soon you won’t even miss it.   

 But living off the emotional grid was problematic.  Cutting off or denying sexual 

emotions means that other less desirable feelings start leaking over the edges.  Flashes of anger 

over stupid little things, almost rage reminding him of his father’s furies.  Sometimes, briefly, 

he’d suffer from inchoate fears or depression.  When Barbara wanted him to have a wedding 

ring, Richie numbly put on one that she chose, gold, with a tiny diamond.  He wore it as just 

another piece of the straight costume, but it still put him in a major funk for days. 

 In this unbalanced psychological state, Richie somehow stayed minimally functional in 

the marriage, reasonably cheerful and personable with Barbara and friends, and maximally 

focused on his studies.  His inner faerie slumbered fitfully, and to the outside observer, he was 

apparently a happily married man.  He had the ring to prove it. 

 October and November were Barbara’s fifth and sixth months and a time when the 

pregnancy was really starting to show.  Richie was fascinated to watch the bulge growing in her 

body.  She seemed to be content with their quiet lifestyle, her job, and of course, having her 
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sister Martha so close by.  The girls spent a great deal of time together and conversed with each 

other for hours, a blessed relief from husbandly companion duty.   

 It was great with Martha and Gene living just up the street, like a family circle.  Gene 

graciously drove them places in his bug, rainy jaunts into the Cascades or around the Sound, just 

to get out.  But they didn’t see much of Betsy or the Twooth anymore, those single people out 

somewhere gallivanting.  Not like married folks who sat around at home vegetating, or more 

specifically for Barbara and Richie, ‘carnating.’  

 One evening in late October, over dinner Barbara remarked out of the blue that she 

wanted to have the baby naturally.  Confused, Richie had to learn about anesthetics and such.  

The upshot was that she wanted them to take lessons in something called the Lamaze method.  

The other husbands in the classes looked just as stunned as he felt.  Doing the exercises with 

little Barbara’s body made the whole thing glaringly real for him—too real, and after class he’d 

virtually be comatose.  When the few classes were over, they were supposed to keep practicing at 

home, but in about a week, they stopped the exercises, and neither mentioned it again.   

# 

 While the language and linguistics classes were exciting and fun, it was the poetry class 

that really captured Richie’s imagination.  The works of the Symbolists, Acmeists, and Futurists 

ignited a spark of poetry in him, making him feel much more sensitive to the use of words.  Even 

in English he’d find himself bemused by the sheer poetics of a phrase. 

 The girl he knew from last year, Ronnie, was in that poetry class too.   What with Richie 

now being a married man, they were on an easy, amenable footing.  Ronnie and he competed in 

translating poems by a possibly insane Russian Futurist named Velemir Khlebnikov.  A good 

example is a section he translated from the long poem “Zangezi:”  
 

Fleegitives across the blue sky, 

Nilusive flocks of nihillusions, 

They flood into otherverses. 

Flighnauts flying in selfar space! 

They flee into the uneverse, 

A torrent of winged thisity, 

A deluge of cosmic notity, 

In the sky’s farever of attimes. 
 

 No doubt Richie’s fascination with this beautifully strange poetry says something about 

his mental state.  It’s also testimony to his appalling lack of academic guidance that he decided to 

do his master’s thesis on Khlebnikov’s poetics.  At the time this seemed an inspired subject for a 

degree in Slavic Linguistics, if not very significant in the larger scheme of things. 

# 
Dear Me,  

 …Last night we went to see the Beatles’ new movie “Help!”  It was so 

utterly nutty that I felt completely purged again.  I mean, sacrifices and 

shrinking potions, Buckingham Palace!  Gene was the only one who appreciated 

the absurd humor as much as I.  What disturbed my sleeping sprite though, was 

the catchy refrain in the theme song:  

 

Help me if you can, I’m feeling down, 

And I do appreciate you being ‘round. 

Help me get my feet back on the ground. 

Won’t you please, please help me. 
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It was the song I should be singing to Barbara, I realized, since she’s now 

become my best friend.  I truly did appreciate her “being ‘round”—and getting 

rounder every day.  Tinker Bo kept singing it in my ear, sarcastically, but 

sounded sincerely plaintive.  When I told him to shut up, he had a snit and 

nastily accused me of getting fat.    

 Nasty or not, my faerie self is right.  What with Barbara’s wonderful 

wifely cuisine, I’ve been putting on pounds around the middle.  My splendid 

flat stomach isn’t all that flat now, my navel distinctly an ‘innie,’ and 

I’ve got incipient love-handles.  If I don’t want to lose my slender, boyish 

figure, I’m going to have to cut back on my chow. … 

 [Richie’s resolution was soon tested by Thanksgiving:] 

 …Having the largest kitchen and most commodious dining room, we had the 

coterie over to feast at our place.  Actually, the Twooth was absent, off 

with his family on the shore.  So we were six, Martha, Gene, Betsy and her 

on-again, off-again big boyfriend Bob who speaks rarely and always seems to 

be somewhere else. 

 Barbara and Martha cooked madly all day, and there was great 

camaraderie and gratitude around the groaning table.  By blabbering fairly 

continuously, I avoided eating very much of the fowl and fare, but I lost it 

on Martha’s dressing and gravy.  To celebrate I had only a small piece of the 

pecan pie.  A big surprise with dessert was Betsy’s happy announcement that 

she and Bob are going to get married in January.  Amid all the 

congratulations, I watched Bob smiling serenely and silently, either happy or 

horrified.  This is when I learned the many social uses of an idiot smile. 

 Throughout the feasting, I struggled with the thought that today is now 

the fourth anniversary of being with my first love, blue-eyed Peter.  When I 

started my traditional lament for what should have been, Bo told me to shut 

up so he can get some sleep.   
 

 Clearly under the influence of his poetry class, the next day Richie started writing a poem 

about Peter.  The premise was that he’d come upon a high-spirited colt down by the riverside, 

only just managed to stroke its velvet nose before it galloped away, unbroken.  For days he 

obsessed with the poem, massaging every word, tweaking them for just the right tonalities.  His 

inner faerie called him a nutcase.  Ultimately, he decided there were no words for what he 

wanted to say, or perhaps he just didn’t know the right ones. 

# 

 The week after Thanksgiving, Barbara decided she was getting too pregnant to work 

anymore and left her job in the French Department.  Having her home during the days 

immediately meant big changes in Richie’s life.  She didn’t care for classical music, so no more 

parlor dances or musical accompaniment in general.  He had to study in strange quietude.   

It must have gotten to Barbara too.  Soon she sent him out to get a radio which she tuned to a 

fairly gentle popular music station (with lots of Beatles music).  That proved a passable 

background for Richie’s studies because he could easily tune it out. 

 Though it wasn't conducive to schoolwork, he sometimes took long walks under his 

trusty black umbrella, sloshing along the rainy December streets, way too wet for Oná to deal 

with.  One afternoon he wandered into Ravenna and stood a long while under a dripping tree 

enjoying the solitude.  Looking down to the creek and its fateful horse-tails, he thought 

poetically how this was a time of rain… 

 It reminded him of the hit song he’d heard on the new radio called “Turn, Turn, Turn,” 

apparently with words from Ecclesiastes:  “To every thing there is a season, and a time to every 

purpose under the heaven:  A time to be born…”  Yes, indeed, this was, and also a time to be 

borne.  He took comfort knowing the months left in his tenure as a husband would soon pass.  
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 That same evening in an after-dinner conversation, Barbara actually raised the subject of 

sex.  Very apologetically, she said she was too pregnant now for them to “do it” anymore.  Not 

about to object to this fantastic reprieve, Richie assured her that it was fine.  Here was license to 

forget about sex entirely.  Complications arose.  Switching off his sexual side also seemed to 

shut him down physically and mentally.  He started feeling sluggish, only vaguely operational.  

To mask the vacancy behind his eyes, he practiced Bob’s enigmatic grin.  It looked to everybody 

like he was happy as a clam, when, in fact, he was merely unconscious as a clam.  

# 
 

.iii. 

 For the holidays the little family went again to visit the girls’ parents in Ann Arbor.  

Martha and Barbara took Oná on a plane, and Gene and Richie drove.  Rather, Gene drove.  

Never having learned to drive, Richie rode shotgun and read aloud from a book Gene brought 

called “The Lord of the Rings.”  His description of the trip may provide literary commentary. 
 

Dear Me,   

 …Somewhere in eastern Washington, I pulled the book out of his bag to 

find that it was Part II of the trilogy, “The Two Towers.”  The synopsis of 

Part I was quite dramatic and confusing, but at least it gave an idea of what 

was going on.  I read out the table of contents for Books Three and Four, and 

since we were taking pot luck anyway, Gene chose to start in Book Four with 

The Taming of Sméagol.  We met the two characters, Frodo and Sam, strange 

creatures called hobbits, struggling through the barren hills of Emyn Muil, 

probably not unlike the barren hills we were passing through.   

 From there on, as Gene and I rolled into wooded Idaho, things got 

increasingly confusing and ominous.  And by the time the hobbits encountered 

the disgusting creature Gollum, we were profoundly hooked, confusion be 

damned.  The best part was that we could stop for literary discussions 

whenever.  By nightfall, I’d read through Book Four.  We both were freaked 

out by the scene in Shelob’s lair and impressed by the cliff-hanging setup 

for Part III, Return of the King.   

 In Montana we ran into weather.  Most of the night was blowing snow, 

some even drifting, but Gene wasn’t troubled.  I dozed off, but he kept on 

driving and only woke me around three because we were coming into an ice-fog 

that was building up on the windshield.  While he struggled to see, driving 

slowly through the haze, I wrapped up so good I could barely see and standing 

up through the sun-roof, scraped the ice away.  I got caked in ice too, 

miserable work.  Then Gene got us behind a big semi where we could follow 

along comfortably in its fog-shadow.    

 With the dawn, we’d gotten most of the way across South Dakota, and I 

back-tracked to read Book Three.  We learned a great deal about Middle Earth 

with a whole new cast of characters and exotic settings.  I was enchanted 

with Treebeard, the mobile tree.  By Iowa, we’d finished that too and agreed 

that the tower of Isengard and the palantir were powerful mythic creations.  

 Late afternoon saw us in Iowa City, where I’d arranged a stop-by visit 

with Jane, my old merengue partner for so many nights in La Casa.  She’s also 

married now —to a writer in the famous Writers Workshop there.  They live in 

a rural area in a white clapboard house.  As beautifully blond as when we’d 

debauched together four years before, Jane welcomed Gene and me with cups of 

tea.  Her husband Jim was off at school, she said, and her new baby son was 

asleep in the bedroom.  We looked at each other with wonder at what our lives 

have become.  We asked each other if we were happy, assured that we were, and 

smiled blissfully to prove it.  In about half an hour, we had to push on, and 

I hugged Jane.  We didn’t say goodbye, just waved.  
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 Evening caught us going into Illinois, and Gene finally admitted he 

needed sleep.  We stopped in a grubby little motel for beds and slept all 

night like the dead.  In the early morning we cleaned up, shaved, and hit the 

road again, arriving in snowy Ann Arbor by mid-afternoon.  By that time my 

brain was numb with the long travel, the trip a blur of mountains, Middle 

Earth, snow and ice, endless plains and towns, and several walking trees. 

# 

 Gene took off the next day for Monongahela again, and Richie had 2 ½ weeks without 

studies to occupy his mind, just the larger family with Papa and Nana.  They made frequent trips 

into downtown Ann Arbor for restaurants or shopping, and he was impressed how well Papa 

drove in the snow.  In fact, it was the most snow he’d ever seen, even more than the past year’s 

holiday snow in Seattle.  The cold wasn’t really all that bad, they insisted, since the temperature 

was only in the upper 20’s, but as a true hot-blooded Southerner, he considered anything under 

freezing absolutely arctic. 

 On one such outing, Richie popped into a bookstore for the whole set of J. R. R. 

Tolkien’s trilogy.  As the five of them did things in shifting groups, he found times to visit 

Middle Earth from the beginning.  There was a fantastic easy chair in the downstairs family 

room.  Early on he got to Bilbo’s eleventy-first birthday party and his speech to the assembled 

hobbits: “I don’t know half of you half as well as I should like; and I like less than half of you 

half as well as you deserve.”  Richie laughed so hard and long that he almost passed out.   

 Of course, there was a family ritual with the Christmas tree, not at all religious.  He did 

the manual labor of lugging it around and setting it up on the base.  It reminded him of the tree 

he’d cut back home in Arkansas and dragged home through the snowy woods.  This family’s 

decorations and piles of presents were much fancier than Richie’s family had ever had.  Being 

absorbed into it was a warm feeling, and he almost felt engaged in the holiday spirit.  

 For the whole holiday there was deep snow all around the folks’ house.  The open hillside 

was blindingly white across the valley to the other hill.  Richie sometimes sat on the cold porch 

and contemplated the alien scene of bare tree branches against the white ground and colorless 

sky.  It was hard to believe there was any such planet as Seattle, any little pagoda perched on 12th 

Avenue, or that just inside was a woman with a belly that kept on getting bigger and bigger. 

# 

 During the snowy holidays, Papa was warm with Richie, while a bit professorial.  During 

their long, intelligent conversations about history and politics, Papa would smile at him with 

open affection.  By the end of the visit Richie felt like he’d found a new father.  The warmth he 

felt from Papa was way more than he’d ever felt for his own father.  They hadn’t been in touch 

since that short letter back in September about expecting the baby and that equally short pleased 

reply from his mother.  (Barbara had made him sign a Christmas card to them.)   

 It wasn’t possible to get to know Nana in the same way.  Always busy at something, she 

said little except when they were at meals together.  Then she talked brightly about trips they had 

taken, recalling fond memories they all shared.  Richie noticed early along was that Nana was a 

virtuoso of the pleasant smile with nuances ranging from simple contentment through mild 

amusement to outright jollity.  Over the holidays Richie added several expressions to his own 

acting repertoire of useful smiles.    

 The big entertainment for the holidays was going to see the new James Bond movie, 

“Thunderball.”  It had plenty of violence but wasn’t as good as “Goldfinger.”  For New Year’s 

Eve they stayed up for a champagne toast to 1966, and feeling grandiose, Richie toasted his new 

family, giving what he intended as a beatific smile.  For New Year’s dinner, Nana laid out a total 
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feast with prime rib and Yorkshire pudding, half a dozen vegetables, and two pies, including 

mince, his favorite.  All his waist watching went right out the window. 

# 

 A few days into January, Gene got back from Pennsylvania and spent a while with the 

family.  At the end of the week he, Martha, and Oná took off in the VW for the long drive back 

to Seattle, and the next day Richie and Barbara flew.  For most of the trip they sat quietly, read 

magazines, and napped.  His journal records a later conversation. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …Hours later when we were passing the summit of Mt. Rainier, I told 

Barbara about falling in love with the fabulous peak last year when first 

coming to Seattle.   

 She suddenly asked, “Did you enjoy the holidays, honey?” 

 Looking back, I had to say that yes, I did, and putting on a grateful 

smile, remarked on how wonderful Papa and Nana were to me, all the great food 

(patting my stomach), and how glad I was to be away from the snow, even if it 

was back to the Seattle rains.   

 She laughed and stroked my arm.  “Richie, I’m glad—you’re happy again.” 

 “I don’t think I’ve been unhappy,” I involuntarily argued with an 

innocent smile.   

 “But not really happy,” she sighed.  “Are you now?” 

 “Enough.”  Further evaluation of my happiness was unnecessary.   

 Barbara squeezed my hand.  “I wish I could do something, sweetie, you 

know, to help.” 

 “Don’t worry, darlin’.  You’re helping me get my feet back on the 

ground,” I said.  Truth be told, I did feel fine now that she didn’t expect 

sex from me.  Life is so much simpler without…  She seemed content with my 

answer.   Later as I lugged suitcases through the rain up our long steps, I 

felt a flash of happiness being back to this odd pagoda house on the knoll.  

And another flash realizing that now we’re coming into the home stretch. 

# 

 That first morning at home when they got up and Barbara take off her nightgown, Richie 

was shocked that her belly suddenly looked so much bigger than before.  She said the baby had 

even started kicking.  That afternoon she called him over, and feeling the movement inside her 

abdomen made him weak in the knees.   

 Starting this eighth month, the pregnancy really took over their lives.  Though Barbara 

continued to cook, Richie tried to do most of the household chores so she wouldn’t exert herself, 

per her doctor at the University hospital.  He’d never realized how dirty a place could get in just 

a couple days and quickly came to appreciate Barbara’s efforts in picking up after him.  Doctor’s 

orders were also that for proper nourishment, she was supposed to drink a pint of brown ale 

every day.  She didn’t like the thick, dark beer, nor did Richie, but she did it for the baby. 

 Also following medical instructions of the time, they took frequent walks with a huge 

umbrella along the wet streets around the University.  With February’s occasionally dry, less 

often bright, days, they sometimes took Oná on walks all the way to Ravenna, slowly of course.  

Though sorely tempted, Richie didn’t let himself dance on the soggy lawn. 

 Some evenings they walked to the Student Center on campus just to be around people 

and shared a special treat like a piece of carrot cake.  One time afterwards, they dropped by the 

game room and played snooker, both comically inept with the cues.  Barbara was too funny 

maneuvering around her protuberance trying to make shots.   

 Week after week she got bigger and bigger until the walks were no longer advisable, and 

she lay most of the time on the sofa or on the bed.  Throughout it all she stayed smiling and 
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bright.  Richie tried always to be pleasant and affectionate, helping her with anything she needed, 

and to his surprise, concern for her automatically became the focus of life.  With sex no longer a 

factor, his faerie self was apparently comatose.  

# 

 Throughout all the caregiving, Richie paid appropriate attention to his classes.  This 

quarter was heavily into Slavic linguistics with morphology, syntax, comparative, and historical, 

each of which was a whole world of intellectual wonder for him.  He didn’t really miss the 

poetry class of last quarter, having sunk up to his ears into the poetry of thesis work.   

 You may recall my mentioning that Richie chose to write his thesis on the unusual 

poetics of the Russian Futurist named Velemir Khlebnikov.  This excessively obscure (and 

esoteric) subject occupied any free moments he could find in the routines of caring for the 

expectant mother.  Comfortable in the big chair by the picture window, he labored over 

translations and pored through dictionaries.   

 In particular, he loved the Russian dictionary that was alphabetized backwards, i.e., from 

the end to the beginning of the word.  That way you got all words with the same suffix or ending, 

a neat trick, like freedom, boredom, whoredom, chiefdom, kingdom, martyrdom, wisdom, etc.  

The problem was that you couldn’t check that one out of the library.  One day when he went 

there to check some more suffixes. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …On my walk to the Library it was dreary but vaguely dry, no sign of my 

mountain in the greyness.  With nothing to compete, the fantastic Gothic 

Library was even more beautiful.  But the cavernous nave of the reading room 

looks too much like the cathedral at Loyola for my taste.   

 On my way in, I noticed a couple guys sitting on the grand staircase, 

close together in conversation, somehow intimate.  Before instinctively 

looking away, I recognized one as my Russian prince from last year, Ilya—the 

nookie bird who flew away.  Of course, being focused on his friend, he didn’t 

see me.  For a moment I watched them smile at each other, speaking in words 

only they could hear.  So Ilya has a boyfriend now, a cute kid of the usual 

Seattle Scandinavian sort, and I felt sadly happy for him. 

 But when I sat down with my dictionary at a table in reading room, I 

couldn’t stop thinking about the beautiful boyfriends.  Or maybe they aren’t 

yet.  Maybe they’re still innocent—like I once was.  The thought woke Bo up.  

He turned over, growled, and promptly went back to sleep.  

# 
 

.iv. 

 I trust you’ll forgive me for interrupting this gripping historical narrative with an 

authorial comment about developments amongst my new young friends.  Namely, they are all 

quite taken with my Viking’s day-name tattoo and have asked me to lay out designs for theirs.  

Carol plans to use hers, 3 Water, as a logo on stationery, and Janet wants to use hers, 8 Rabbit, as 

an embroidered monogram.  Deirdre turned out to be 3 Rain, and Lynn 10 Eagle. 

 The guys have looked up their day-names too:  Jason—10 Earthquake; Johnny—9 Wind; 

Kevin—11 Crocodile; Liam—9 Deer; George—1 Dog; and Mario—7 Lizard.  Fortunately, most 

of these designs are already in good shape from my old Aztec calendar book.  We’ll just have to 

see what my friends decide to do with them. 

 Meanwhile we’re all excitedly preparing for the wedding of 3 Rain and 10 Eagle.  6 

House suggests that 2 Reed (yours truly) and 3 Jaguar (Jammes) might wear tuxedos.  That 

remains to be seen.     
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# 

 The much-anticipated wedding of Betsy and her Bob was set for January 27, with Martha 

as bridesmaid and the Twooth for Best Man.  There was a very festive atmosphere amongst the 

group for the week leading up to the big day.  A wedding party dinner (with Barbara, Richie, and 

Gene kindly included) was scheduled the night before at a fancy Chinese restaurant downtown. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …We arrived little late with Gene and Martha to find the other three 

waiting at a big round table.  As soon as we sat down, Betsy announced 

calmly, “The wedding’s off.”  We all dithered in amazement and looked at Bob, 

who wore an unnervingly angelic smile.  When I checked in with the Twooth, he 

just lifted a quizzical eyebrow.  “We had a talk this afternoon,” Betsy 

casually added, “and decided not now.”  Bob silently nodded in agreement.   

 Martha was the first to recover.  She said, “Maybe we should just go—”  

 “—Oh, no!” Betsy cut off the idea.  “Let’s have a nice dinner anyway.”   

 We were all hungry, so that was the easy way out.  We ordered a great 

Chinese feast and shared lively conversations about subjects totally 

unrelated to the current romantic disaster.  Through it all, Bob said 

virtually nothing, his smile now like a grimace.  I wanted to tell him, 

“Rejoice, man!  You got out of it.”  But I thought better.  That dinner, one 

of the more awkward situations I’ve ever encountered, proved that simple 

civility works wonders.  I also learned the importance of modulating my own 

fixed smile occasionally. 

# 

 Rolling on into February, the less wet days sometimes became verifiably dry, though 

heavily overcast, only rarely partially clear.  It was dry and sunny one day when Richie walked 

again to the Library.  There to the southeast floated Rainier, his magic mountain, its snowy peak 

hovering like a triangular cloud over the tiny Cascades.  Thrilled, he dropped his stuff on the 

pavement and danced for the joy of life.  Several people stopped to watch and when he finished, 

they clapped.  Always before, folks had simply ignored him, and he was unsure whether to be 

pleased or mortified.    

 The next day, also bright, he made it to Ravenna with Oná and enjoyed an afternoon 

spate of sun on the dancing lawn.  Few people were around, and he bounded about like a goat, 

drunk with the exhilaration of early spring, of these long months finally coming to an end, of the 

baby soon to be born.  Though Barbara and he had never spoken about their hopes for boy or 

girl, truth was he wanted a boy, of course.  On the way home, he convinced himself that he’d be 

satisfied with whichever.   

# 

 Soon it was Gene’s birthday, and the family of four again went out to celebrate at the Red 

Robin.  Richie found it a disturbing evening: 
 

Dear Me,  

 …Barbara and I haven’t been there for quite some time, nor out to other 

restaurants much either, so it was a welcome event.  We got another table by 

the huge windows, and when the waiter appeared, I looked at him and froze.  

Lane smiled at me and said, “Well, hi there.  You still Rich?” 

 I laughed and said, “No.  Now I’m Richie.” 

 “Richie Rich,” Lane chuckled and turning to the rest of us asked, “What 

can I get you folks to drink?”  He was more handsome than even I remembered.  

I tried not to stare as he wrote down the orders. 

 Afterwards, Barbara asked how I knew the waiter, and I explained about 

meeting him last year at the swimming pool.  Trying to be dismissive, I lied, 

“I don’t even remember his name.” 
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 “It’s Lane,” Gene volunteered.  “He’s waited on us a few times before.” 

 “Good looking guy,” Martha remarked. 

 Barbara said, “Richie, honey, you really should start swimming again.” 

 Wearing my contented cow smile, I simply nodded at her suggestion.  Not 

to think of Lane, I attended to our conversation as much possible.  When Lane 

brought our drinks, he gave me one of those high-voltage smiles.  I did the 

best happy grin I could and thanked him kindly. 

 The girls went off to the restroom leaving Gene and me with our beers.  

After only a moment, he asked, “So, Richie, how are you holding up?” 

 Unused to being asked such a personal thing, I answered half-

truthfully, “Fairly well.”  That sufficed for intimate exchanges, and Gene 

started telling me about something interesting he’d found in “Beowulf.”    

 When Lane brought our food and served me he said, “You should come 

swimming again.” 

 “That’s what I just told him,” Barbara said emphatically, pleased with 

the support. 

 Lane served her plate and said, “He’s real good.”   

 We ate in typical silence for a few minutes before Martha said, “You 

know, Geno, you could go swimming too.”  I allowed him to argue that one down 

for the both of us. 

 A few more times to see Lane till dinner was over, mercifully with only 

smiles, and on our way out, he passed me with another one and a quick, “I’ll 

look for you.” 

 Of course, I couldn’t even think about taking up swimming again, not 

with the baby coming so soon—and not with Lane looking for me.  To my great 

relief Barbara didn’t mention it again.  And anyway, I’m getting my body back 

into shape by dietary means.  

# 

 For Valentine’s Day on Monday Richie gave Barbara a standard box of chocolates and 

pretty card.  The next day was Mardi Gras, already a year now since Richie went home—since 

Saint Norman de la Casa, patron of sailors on shore leave, returned to his Basilica and danced a 

transfigured merengue for Pope Henri I.  He found it an emotional day. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …Since it was one of those rare sunny days, I took the hour after my 

Russian class for a quick walk to Ravenna, almost at a trot.  On my hillside 

dancing ground I marched in my own private parade and then did a capricious 

jig in honor of Rex.  Nevertheless, I still felt bereft.  

 Back at home after my one o’clock Syntax class, I sat with Barbara at 

the table with a cup of tea while she reluctantly worked on her daily glass 

of brown ale.  I tried to tell her what Mardi Gras was like, the mad 

carousing and dancing, the incredible crowds and fantastic parades.  She 

smiled understandingly, but I knew she couldn’t really.  You’ve got to 

experience carnival to appreciate its glory.  Talking about it just brought 

up precious memories of past carnivals and made me sad again.  So I gave up 

on the attempt and stared into my empty cup.  

 Barbara patted my hand and said, “Oh, Richie, I’m sorry it’s so boring 

here, honey.” 

 “Oh, no,” I was quick to deny, “It’s not boring.  I’ve got you and the 

baby to think about—and all the great classes.”  In a moment I added, “There 

should just be some kind of jubilation sometimes.” 

 Mid-afternoon, list in hand, I was all set to go to the grocery store 

when the phone rang.  It was my mother in San Antonio.  My father died.  

Mother sounded very calm and matter of fact describing his collapse two days 

ago, the hospital, and his sudden death a couple hours ago.  I took the news 

the same way, and since words of sympathy and consolation were useless, I 
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just assured her that I’ll be on the next plane possible.  I hung up the 

phone thinking, yes, this is a time to be born—and a time to die.  

 Barbara had been standing at my side listening, her brown eyes big with 

alarm, knowing only that it was my mother and I’d be going…  I gave her the 

news, and she hugged me in sympathy.  I assured her I was fine—because I was.  

On hearing Mother’s words, I’d known instantly that this event really had no 

effect on my life beyond making me catch a plane and leave my pregnant wife 

about to have our baby.   

 Now I recognized the fear in Barbara’s eyes and hugged her too with, 

“Don’t worry, darlin’.  I’ll get back quick as I can.  It’s still nearly two 

weeks…  The baby will wait for its Pop.”  We both chuckled at that, relieving 

our fears for the moment.  She said she’d call the airlines, but first she 

called Martha to share the news.  I dutifully left for the grocery store.   

 Walking alone along the sidewalk was a great time for reflection.  Away 

from my family now for nearly six years, I no longer feel them any part of my 

life.  That was a different version of me living with them back there on 

Penney Hill in Arkansas, and even then I’d felt no particular emotional 

connection to them.  And now Daddy’s gone.   

 Maybe we were so separate because we almost never did things together 

and rarely ate meals together.  With the café across the highway, we’d just 

pop in whenever, order whatever, and sit somewhere, counter or booth, to eat 

by ourselves.  These past months of constant companionship and meals with and 

by Barbara definitely make me feel more family than ever before. 

 Thinking about being a whole different person then, I have to admit 

that even my fancy-free faggot of the past five years was a different being 

than who I am now.  Married, I now have a strange new identity.  No, it 

wasn’t the marriage that changed me into someone else.  It was that Ravenna 

afternoon, the fateful enchantment that turned me into a progenitor.  Then I 

remembered my little buddy inside my head patiently waiting for freedom.  I 

told him it won’t be long now.  In a fit of unseemly jubilation, I skipped 

along the sidewalk. 

# 
 

.v. 

 Richie managed to journal in great detail about the trip to San Antonio: 
 

Dear Me, 

 …I got to San Antonio early in the evening and took a cab to the 

strange address I’d never seen.  It was a small white house sitting out all 

by itself in an open field with a few similar houses scattered far and wide 

across a treeless expanse in a grid of wire fences.  Walking up the dirt 

drive with my suitcase, I got over my horror at the alien place and steeled 

myself for whatever was to come.  It would only take a couple days.  

 Mother came out of the screen door very excited to see me, and we 

hugged for some long moments.  She seemed almost as small as Barbara in my 

arms.  I could feel her little sobs against my chest.  When we drew apart, 

she took my face between her hands, and her eyes were dry, light blue like 

mine, with an expression that was unreadable.  I assumed it was still the 

shock.  What shocked me was that she looked so much older than I remembered.  

She was in her mid-forties—and now Daddy was dead at fifty! 

 She took me inside to a living room full of several people in fancy 

western clothes whom she introduced as their square-dance club friends who 

had come by to keep her company before going out to their regular dance 

night.  Taken aback by the strangely dressed people, I couldn’t hope to 

remember any of their names.   

 Mother sat me down beside her on the sofa and holding my hand, 

proceeded to tell me all the details of Daddy’s demise, struck down while 
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pruning the bushes beside the house and from there on out.  The dancers had 

brought many pots and bowls of food, but I declined for the moment, my 

appetite forgotten.   

 Scarcely had Mother finished the story when my sister Judy arrived, 

having taken a bus down from her college in Kansas, a freshman aiming for 

veterinary school.  She was crying before she got in the door.  I hugged her 

and was surprised at how big she is, almost my size, as well as at how 

beautiful she looks as a dark-haired young woman instead of a gawky 

adolescent.  Mother sat her down on the sofa and told the tale all over 

again, almost verbatim.  Judy also wasn’t ready to eat anything. 

 Throughout, the group of dancers had sat around the living room and in 

the dining room conversing quietly or listening again with deep sympathy to 

the sad history.  After this telling, one of the ladies in frilly skirts and 

petticoats told Mother they had to be going now to get to the hall in time 

for the dance.   

 I saw Mother’s look of resignation and suggested she go along with 

them.  Everyone was shocked, but Mother’s eyes lit up.  I told her, “Go on.  

You need to get on with your life.”  When Judy seconded the idea, Mother was 

up and off to change into her finery.  When she came back in her fancy blouse 

and skirts and twirled around to show off her sewing handiwork, I was 

impressed by how lovely she actually is. 

 When they were gone, Judy hugged me again and said, “Thanks, big 

brother.”  Then we dived into the piles of food in the kitchen and over 

dinner caught up on each other’s affairs.  She was very pleased about soon 

becoming an aunt to my baby.  I told her all about Barbara and the rest of my 

new family.  When full, we called it a day, and she took the guest room.   

 I took the couch in the living room and woke up on Mother’s return.  I 

hugged her and asked if she had fun.  She smiled brightly and said, “Yes, 

lots.  It’s good to dance.”  After we kissed goodnight, I lay back down and 

understood where my compulsion to dance comes from.  It’s genetic.  And she 

was right.  Inspired, I got up again and silently danced in the dark to the 

memory of Albinoni’s adagio.  

 …Over our breakfast, Mother announced to Judy and me, “I’m sorry, but 

I’ve got some more bad news.”  The news was that Daddy wanted Judy to have 

his arsenal of guns and me to have his collection of fishing stuff.  However, 

the day before yesterday when Mother was away with funeral arrangements, 

someone broke into the house and stole them all.  She figured probably one of 

Daddy’s fishing buddies. 

 Judy said she didn’t care about the guns anyway.  I just regretted 

Grandpa’s old shotgun with the scrollwork that I used when Daddy took me 

deer-hunting.  Nor did I care about the rods, but there was still a box of 

lures and flies he’d tied.  I would only miss the blue fly-rod from that one 

time he took me fishing on the Cossatot.   

 Mother said I should look around his stuff in the garage for what I 

might want.  The tools and his taxidermy pieces were of no interest of 

course.  As a filial token, I wound up taking the Sears drill in its red box 

that I gave him for Christmas when I was ten.  It fit well into my luggage. 

 [Maybe 20 years ago, I had some workmen doing something, and someone 

stole the drill too.  I still have the metal box.  The purloined legacy.] 

 …At the funeral home Daddy’s coffin was festooned with flowers (for 

which he’d never had any affinity), and a few folks hovered reverently 

around, possibly some of yesterday’s square-dancers for all I knew.  In our 

sad procession past the corpse, I was relieved to think that this was no 

longer my father.  Its face was slightly pale, composed in a strange slight 

smile apparently meant to convey peace, an expression I’d never seen on it 

before, surreal in its benevolence. 



THERE WAS A SHIP                               CHAPTER 8                                   by Richard Balthazar 

 

161 

 

 In long moments looking into the coffin, Judy wept and sobbed, but 

neither Mother nor I did.  I couldn’t guess what kind of grief Mother felt 

looking dry-eyed down at the body of her husband, but I felt only pity.  I 

felt horribly sad for him, that he’d been so unhappy in life, so furious at 

it for not being what he wanted.  Whatever that was.  He had his family, his 

hunting and fishing, but something was still missing, and it made him an 

angry, cruel man.  From my biased perspective, I suspected that he was gay 

and simply couldn’t deal with it.  Maybe, I thought, here was another example 

of genetics, and I should learn this object lesson. 

 All afternoon was spent sitting around the viewing room accepting 

consolations from folks come to pay their respects.  I slipped into a half-

sentient state and almost wore out my grieving, grateful smile.  Far too 

often I stepped outside for some sunshine.  Sheer patience finally got us 

back to Mother’s house for another smorgasbord of donated food and visiting 

well-wishers.  I politely but painfully listened to their reminiscences of 

Daddy that sounded like tales of a stranger.  They certainly didn’t want to 

hear my reminiscences. 

 …The funeral was at one o’clock—in a Catholic church.  I’d not been in 

one for a good five years, ever since walking out of that Gothic cathedral at 

Loyola a free heathen spirit, and sitting in this one gave me the willies.  

The box with Daddy’s mortal remains was up by the altar rail, and we sat on 

the front pew for the solemn pomp and ceremony.  Judy wept throughout, and 

Mother did too at times, only slowly and sedately.   

 Objectively as possible, I watched the priest’s magical motions and 

incantations and suddenly recalled that hysterical money-in-the-coffin 

sequence in “Huckleberry Finn” where the King of France talks about “funeral 

orgies.”  Covering my face, I hoped my stifled chuckles looked like genuine 

sobs.  After all, for public image it really behooved a grieving son to break 

down with emotion at some point.  

 Standing graveside in the cemetery between my mother and sister, I 

watched the box go down into the ground and thought goodbye.  But I took that 

thought no further. 

 Again we spent the evening in the company of Mother’s friends, many the 

same couples as before.  Clearly they wanted to keep us from spending any 

time alone grieving.  The family had only moved to San Antonio a bit over a 

year ago and their having so many friends already was surprising.  I did 

wonder at first who of these guys might have been Daddy’s fishing or hunting 

buddies but also took that thought no further.  Probably the friends’ method 

of constant company was helpful for Mother and Judy’s bereavement.  I found 

it a more useful way to pass the hours than if I’d just been left alone 

twiddling my thumbs.    

 Their constant presence also kept Mother, Judy, and me from talking to 

each other personally.  We never spoke about this change in our lives and 

what we’ll do now.  Though there was no opportunity, I’m sorry to say that I, 

now the sole male member of the family, didn’t ask what the females were 

facing or planning.  I was just trying to get through this and back to my own 

family.  In less than two weeks… 

 …This morning, Mother and Judy took me to the airport.  Alone in the 

car, we still didn’t speak of the future.  On the plane I wanted to sleep to 

make the time literally fly, but all I could think about was the baby soon to 

burst into this world.  Then I finally fell asleep and slept right past 

magnificent Rainier. 

# 
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.vi. 

 How’s that for an uninterrupted story?  Alright, there was one digression.  You don’t 

know about the several others, like arranging for tuxedos for Jammes and me, and a whole day 

off designing day-signs.  George had heard from Mack about interpretations that go along with 

the day-names and asked about his.  So I pulled out my old calendar book and pieced together a 

‘reading’ for 1 Dog, while feeling like some crackpot astrologer.  But it’s what the Aztecs 

believed.  I warned George to keep an open mind: 

 The day 1 Dog is important because it begins a 13-day ‘week,’ a very lucky or propitious 

week, which is ruled by Xipe Totec, the Flayed God, who’s the god of spring and renewal, lord 

of the sunset, and the spirit of liberation.  The number one, also lucky, naturally signifies 

beginnings, and is ruled by Xiuhtecuhtli, Lord of the Turquoise, who is the god of fire, lord of 

time, and the center of all things, the spindle of the universe.  The day Dog is neutral for luck or 

fate and is ruled by Mictlantecuhtli, the Lord of the Land of the Dead, god of all you’d imagine 

for such a title.  Also, the Dog accompanies the dead on their journey to Mictlan. 

 George was fascinated by the dramatic meanings of his day-name, concepts he said he’d 

have to think on, like a Tarot reading.  I asked what time he was born—11:30 in the morning—

and advised that then he’s 1 Dog Day, probably from the Aztecs’ fourth hour, which is also ruled 

by some deity or other.  “If you’d been born at night,” I told him, “you’d be 1 Dog Night.  The 

Aztec calendar actually has a 3 Dog Night.”   

 Dazzled by the strangeness, he said excitedly, “You know, Rich, there’s got to be 

something big you can do with all this.” 

 “I’m sure there’s something big you could do with it, darlin’,” I laughed.  “Feel free.” 

 “Let me talk to Mario.  He always knows what to do.” 

 I told him about the ideas that Carol and Janet have and left it at that. 

# 

 Meanwhile, there are some developments to report on the romantic front.  Where to start?  

Okay, Kevin.  Since the conquest of Liam, he’s been following my advice not to demand 

anything and just make sure he’s close at hand should an urge arise.  We’re told that there have 

been two more urges.  I gather the second arose rather urgently at the Titsling last Saturday night 

and was dealt with in the back seat of Liam’s car.  Who knows where that pair’s headed, but they 

seem to be enjoying the ride. 

 In his now open relationship, Johnny has yet to hook up with any unknown stranger.  

Jason and he amended their agreement, adding a rule against online contacts, which I whole-

heartedly support.  In my old-fashioned opinion extra-marital involvements should come from 

real human contacts in real situations with honest mutual attraction.  Not from product marketing 

to targeted audiences or comparison shopping for a favorite brand.  The one-time shot rule may 

cause some frustration, but I think it’s something most adults can and have lived with.  One-night 

stands can be spectacularly memorable.  

 So Johnny’s sexploration has yet to begin.  I told him that to get anywhere with anyone 

he’s simply got to go out by himself.  He can’t go everywhere all the time with Jason, no matter 

how much they want to be together.  They’ll have to build alone time into their relationship if 

they really want extra-curricular activities.  They’re planning to go out separately next Saturday 

night and meet for brunch Sunday morning to report on their piratical forays.  

 The female contingent is of course already comfortable in their relationships.  Deirdre 

and Lynn are happily wound up in their wedding arrangements, and Carol and Janet are so 
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comfortable that they’re thinking about marrying too.  This flurry of wedding bells is a bit 

unnerving after my half-century when this was inconceivable.  Let’s do the time warp again. 

 Apparently, if they do marry, Janet wants to look into adopting a baby to round out the 

family.  I asked which gender she prefers, and she said, “A boy, of course.  Jet needs a little 

brother more than a little sister.”  Whatever her reasons for that opinion, I agreed that two moms 

are surely enough female energy for the kid.  In the same vein, George and Mario are still 

investigating adoption and are inclined to a girl or two.  My best wishes to both couples. 

  Which brings me to the last pair in our group, me and my splendid new boyfriend.  Mack 

and I seem to have achieved a good balance of together and alone time.  His office work and 

graphic novel project have made a comfortable schedule for both of us.  With my life-long love 

of solitude, it works for me.  Whenever we can be together, at gym, meals, goofing off, or in bed, 

it’s a special time that this old man can hardly believe is happening.  

   In his project my young man has been sketching wildly, forging on into the second 

stanza of the story, which involves even more sex, including bestiality.  Mack finds it 

inspirational for our intimate moments.  The other day he decided that instead of a graphic novel, 

he wants to make it a series of animated videos to post on YouTube.  I frankly think that’s a 

genius idea.  He’ll need voices for the characters and thinks George would do a great hero.  But 

voice-casting is still a ways down the road.  I’m so pleased that he’s running with this ball. 

# 

 The wedding will be at the nature center out in the foothills of the eastern mountains, on 

the idyllic lawn under great trees surrounding a beautiful old mansion.  Our wedding party 

walked through the ceremony with the officiant, a wispy woman of shamanistic inclination who 

advised us how to deploy various items of ritual paraphernalia.  More than once Jammes gave 

me dubious looks, but this isn’t his first encounter with pagan folderol.  Right now he thinks he’s 

an atheist, but I expect he’ll turn pagan sooner or later.  Myself, I’m still a generic heathen. 

 With the addition of significant others and Jet’s parents, we lacked only Kevin (and 

Liam) for the gang to all be there at the rehearsal dinner, for which we took over nearly half of a 

favorite Chinese restaurant.  It has a super buffet, so Jammes was in hog heaven.  He sat next to 

Mack, and they talked briskly about computer-related subjects way beyond me, except for the 

stuff about Mack’s graphic programs and capabilities. 

 I talked with George and Mario about their ideas for the Aztec birth day-signs.  Mario, 

the promoter, was quite into it, envisioning a whole suite of personalized items labelled with the 

respective ‘horoscope’ readings.   

 Knowing my old calendar book, Janet suggested, “You should put those gods and 

goddesses on things too.  They’d make hot T-shirts, linens, cards… placemats…  I’m even 

thinking about getting a tattoo of that Obsidian Butterfly goddess on my back.” 

 “That’s what I’m saying,” Mario said.  “The possibilities are monumental.” 

 Their enthusiasm was beautiful.  “Don’t forget the calendars,” I said to toss another log 

on the fire.  “Whatever you guys want to do with this Aztec stuff, you can consider all my 

designs yours and do whatever you want with them.”  

 “Are you serious?” George asked, amazed.   

 “Sure am, darlin’.  I’m too old to work that hard anymore.” 

 Mario’s mind was working.  “Maybe we can form a company and make the stuff.”   

 Satisfied that I’d sparked their interest, I turned away from the ad hoc subcommittee on 

strategy to the young men on my left.  Jammes was telling Mack about his hopes for next year’s 

seventh grade.  He’s got to move up to a middle school, and we’ve been looking at the charter 
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and private school options.  He’s signed up for the charter lotteries, and we should know soon 

what we’re facing.      

 As soon as we’d had lychee nuts and almond cookies for dessert, I took Jammes home to 

do homework.  On the way he said he likes Mack a lot.  He’s impressed that Mack even knows 

some of his favorite video games.  I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.  Boys will be boys. 

# 

 My delivery made, I went over to Mack’s place.  He spent a good while showing me his 

animation program and all the cool stuff he can do with it.  I was overawed.  For another good 

while we discussed this second stanza of the story and optimal perspectives on the sexual and 

action scenes.  Agreeing that the climactic fight scene should morph into monumental 

fornication, we rehearsed a naughty scenario and wound up in a naked heap on the floor.  

 Cuddled up on the rug, we blissfully breathed and squeezed for some moments, and then 

Mack lifted his hand and contemplated his tattoo.  “I love it,” he sighed. 

 “It is very pretty alright.” 

 “How come you never said anything about it before?  I see you looking at it all the time.” 

 “Well, to be frank, darlin’, it kind of freaks me out.”  

 “It does?  Why’s that?” 

 “Seeing my art on you—permanent.  Like a petroglyph or a heart carved on a tree.” 

 “That’s what’s so great, Rich old man.  I get to wear your art—my day-name—forever!” 

 “I feel like a vandal for defacing your perfect body,” I confessed and stroked his smooth 

abdomen and adjacent furry areas. 

 Mack squirmed happily.  “You didn’t deface me.  Now I’m adorned.” 

 “And adored,” I involuntarily added, nuzzling into his throat and wanting to bite. 

 “Know what, Rich?  I think you should get your day-name tattoo too.” 

 “I’ll think about it,” I lied while looking at the back of my left hand.  “Wouldn’t it get 

lost in all my wrinkles?” 

 “Now you’re being silly.”  He arose from the floor in one graceful flowing motion. “I 

need to get a drink of water.”  

 “Me too.”  Awkwardly I managed to sit up.  “Think you could help me up, darlin’?”  

### 

 


