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CHAPTER 9.  POSTPARTUM 
 

.i. 

 The wedding was in the late-afternoon to avoid the worst heat of the day and came off 

perfectly, all greenery and flowers.  The lovely bride Lynn wore a long green gown and a daisy 

diadem with gold lace and carried a fragrant bouquet of orange blossoms.  George’s short-skirted 

version flattered his muscular chest and thighs.  Deirdre, Jason, Jammes, little Jet, and I were in 

flower-hued tuxedos, respectively gold, crimson, pink, lavender, and periwinkle.  Jammes liked 

the thought of being a pink penguin, albeit a tall, thin one.  Our shaman wore diaphanous white 

with glittering rainbow sequins and a headdress of bright feathers.   

 Under an arch of dark green vines with red-orange trumpet flowers, the tableau must’ve 

been surreally colorful, like early Technicolor.  The wedding photographer, a handsome young 

man not immune to an appreciative cruise by an elderly gentleman, was obviously thrilled by the 

photogenics of the setting and celebrants.  For atmosphere, there was an ethereal harpist also in a 

green frock, and the guests all held a white lily, a long frond of fern, and a rattle that looked 

suspiciously like a maraca. 

 The ceremony was blessedly simple and pragmatically sweet.  For the wedding march 

there was a recording of a lovely song I’ve never heard before, naturally about loving and 

staying true.  I paid most attention to my solemn pace escorting the bride down the walkway.  

The rainbow lady naturally spoke on the meaning and specialness of marriage, and then they did 

the rituals with rings, whereupon at the shaman’s signal everyone waved their ferns and shook 

their rattles.  I appreciated the primordial cultural display, great community involvement.   

 I was also proud of pink Jammes for the reverent way he presented the ring on its cushion 

to gold Deirdre.  To be on more of a level with lavender Jet, who was presenting at the same time 

to green Lynn, he went down on one knee in a knightly gesture.  Fortunately it’s okay to weep at 

weddings because an old man in a blue tuxedo was obviously overcome with emotion. 

# 

 The newlyweds paraded up the walkway to the accompaniment of rattles, leading us in a 

noisy procession across the lawn to the white-tented pavilion and wedding feast.  Deirdre’s 

mother’s side of the family is Greek, and her mother and aunts cooked and served an awesome 

array of Hellenic dishes for what she called her “slightly obese Greek wedding.”  The ouzo and 

retsina flowed freely.  It was an unexpected treat for Aimée and Rich, who always go to the 

annual Greek Festival.  When one of the aunts heard Jammes call me “Papou,” she mistakenly 

figured I’m Greek and gave me an extra heap of moussaka, which was out of this world. 

 Now I’m going to tell you mostly about some significant conversations that took place 

over this wedding weekend.  Relying on my good memory from recording many meetings, I’ll 

try for something close to Johnny’s earlier recording.  Sorry if I can’t reproduce all the nuances.  

The gist is the point.  The first took place at the wedding dinner. 

 Mack and I sat at a table with my family, Carol, Janet, and Jet for a lively meal.  Right off 

Aimée announced that Jammes was chosen in the lottery for the international baccalaureate 

charter school they’d hoped for, we all congratulated him.  Then the parents compared notes on 

boy-children and got to know each other.  The subjects of the notes meanwhile reveled in the 

scrumptious food and goofed around like the boys they are.   

 In a private moment, Mack leaned close and whispered, “I saw you making eyes at that 

photographer guy, Rich old man.” 

 “Can I help it if you got my juices flowing, darlin’?”  
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 “Thank goodness.”  In a flood of affectionate juices, I watched him attack a dolma.  He 

swallowed and asked, “Why you looking at me like that?” 

 “Just wondering what on earth’s wrong with you.”  Mack stared in dismay.  “I mean, why 

in the world are you interested in an old geezer like me?” 

 “Can I help it if you ring my bell?”  His smile rang mine. 

 Before we’d finished our baklava, the band started playing, a Greek one with bouzoukis 

that stirred up sentimental Gin Mill memories.  Jammes and Jet ran off to play with some other 

kids who were dancing about.  I could’ve happily joined them but didn’t.  We adults had more 

retsina and baklava, chatting about this and that, and then the next interesting conversation 

happened.  Janet asked Aimée, “Do you think your son will be straight or gay?” 

 I’d never raised that question with them but naturally was curious.  Aimée didn’t bat an 

eye in her reply.  “I don’t even want to guess.” 

 “She asked me that too,” Carol said with a pat on her hand.  “How would we know?”  

 Mack laughed.  “Mothers always know.  Mine knew long before I did.” 

 Rich sagely remarked, “Well, at least Jammes knows the options.  He can work it out.” 

 Pleased with my son-in-law’s sagacity, I said, “That’s right.  I certainly wish I’d known 

what the options were when I was his age.” 

 “Good thing you didn’t,” Carol said.  “Not there and then.  Dick could’ve wound up a 

dead duck, like poor Matthew Shepard on that fence.” 

 “You’re probably right, Carol.  It is what it was.” 

 “Who’s Dick?” Aimée wondered.   

 “That’s what they called me as a teenager,” I explained.  “I grew out of it.” 

 Mack returned to his topic.  “Don’t you think your mother knew?” 

 “She didn’t have a clue—not until I told her many years later.” 

 Janet asked, “What did she say?”  

 “All she said was, ‘Oh.’  And we never said anything more about it.”  

 Rich remarked, “Well, I sure hope Jammes will tell us when he decides.” 

 “And whichever he decides,” Carol said, “I think all you should say is, ‘Oh.’” 

 That was when the band struck up the theme from Zorba, and I had no choice but get out 

there and dance. The party went on till after dark and fairly well wore me out.   

# 

 Mack drove me home, where we shared an athletic evening delight by candlelight, this 

time on my bed, and lay about afterwards in luxurious languor.  The third conversation came 

about because I caught him looking at me seriously and asked, “What’s on your mind?” 

 He shrugged.  “Just you.” 

 “You looked like you were about to say something.” 

 “What’s there to say?  Except maybe I love you.” 

 “Same to you, darlin’.  Sure you don’t want to talk about something?” 

 “Like what?” 

 “Oh, maybe us—our relationship?” 

 “We have a relationship?” Mack asked coyly.  “What would you call it?” 

 He had me up against the wall.  “Well, uh…  Intimate friends?” 

 “That just sounds like a nice way to say ‘fuck buddies.’” 

 “Oh, no!  I didn’t mean it’s only sex.  Mack, darlin’, I really am in love with you.” 

 “Same here, Rich.  So what does that make us?” 

 “Boyfriends?”  He shook his head.  I was cornered.  “Lovers?” 
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 “Lucky guess,” he laughed.  “So now what?” 

 I knew what but asked anyway, “What do you mean?” 

 “Oh, that’s right.  We don’t want to rush things, do we?” 

 “You know, there really is something seriously wrong with you, darlin’.” 

 “No refunds or returns.  I’m yours.”  He displayed his branded hand. 

# 

 Having left you hanging with Richie’s flight back to Seattle, Saturday afternoon I’d 

planned to get on with the story, but instead Mack and I went hiking in the mountains.  In the 

evening we ventured out of our love-nest and went as usual to the Titsling for some socializing.  

 Per their agreement, Jason and Johnny were “working” opposite sides of the nightclub, 

pirates cruising for booty.  Kevin was lounging on a barstool looking quite available, and we 

joined him for a beer and another curious conversation.  Though alone, he was in high spirits.  

“Liam’s off on a date with some chick named Peggy,” he said dismissively. 

 “And you’re okay with that?” Mack asked. 

 “Sure,” Kevin shrugged and then laughed.  “Bisexuals need to keep in practice.” 

 “So Liam’s a bisexual now?” I asked, impressed by our friend’s rapid progress. 

 “He says I’m his best buddy, but he wants women too.  Don’t ask me why.” 

 “Well, dude, if that works for you…” 

 “Not to worry.  He’ll get his macho on and then come home to daddy.” 

 “You sound awfully sure of yourself, darlin’.” 

 “We talked it through and agreed to be fuck buddies.” 

 Casting me a meaningful look, Mack said, “Oh, like intimate friends?” 

 “That’s right.  And I’m going to make another one tonight.”  

 Raising my beer in salute, I said, “Spoken like a true pirate.”  

 Mack and I proceeded jubilantly to dance around for several good numbers courtesy of 

the Kissing DJ Lars.  Meanwhile, Johnny disappeared, and Jason started dancing affectionately 

with a striking punk boy who seemed equally intent on him.  My energies held up longer than I 

expected, having hiked all afternoon and missed my disco nap.  But it was still early when we 

lovebirds left the young pirates to their adventures. 

# 
 

.ii. 

 Now it’s Monday morning after a blissful Sunday with my new lover.  We spent the 

afternoon in my canyon basking on boulders and splashing in the stream and both caught a tad 

too many rays. Today we’re back to the grind with Mack at work and me at the computer.  So 

it’s time get back to Richie’s tale of imminent fatherhood.  This time, come hell or high water, 

I’ll try and push through the chapter without commercial break or even station identification. 

 Richie got back from San Antonio by mid-afternoon and found little Barbara bigger than 

ever.  She was very excited and relieved to see him and then asked if he was okay.  I still clearly 

remember the cocky way he replied, “Never better.”  He was in great spirits realizing that all this 

would soon pass.  Heeding the sad lesson of his father, Richie was excited by the prospect of 

being a free faerie again, a gay divorcé.  Soon he’d simply be a gay man, who’s oddly also a 

father.  Stranger things have been known to happen. 

 The next several days raced by with Barbara’s belly getting more and more enormous, 

and she lay on the sofa or bed to keep the weight off her feet.  They didn’t talk about the rapidly 

approaching due date, but with a cheer, Richie’s inner faerie ticked each day off his calendar. 

 Come the last day of February, his excitement was almost unmanageable. 
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Dear Me, 

 …After my Russian class, I ran in spurts back to the house.  Barbara 

hadn’t felt any contractions yet.  After lunch, and Morphology class, I took 

my time returning, suddenly struck with fear of this future soon to crash 

upon me.  I stopped walking and leaning against a dark evergreen’s trunk, 

tried to calm my pounding heart.  The tree seemed to help. 

 It also helped to repeat a quote from a new Sci-Fi novel that Gene 

loaned me the other day called “Dune:”  “Fear is the mind-killer.”  That 

sounds like something my beloved Desai would say.  Once he read my palm and 

said that for some period I’ll live a double life and have two children.  Now 

the double life doesn’t seem so far-fetched, but no way two kids.   
 

 Richie’s new-found courage held out for the next couple days while Barbara lay about, as 

she said, feeling like a beached whale.  They wondered aloud if the baby was ever going to 

decide to be born.  On Thursday afternoon contractions started, and after some hours of labor, 

just before midnight on March 3, 1966, she gave birth to a girl. 

# 

 Before returning to Richie’s journal, you should know that what follows is exactly what 

he wrote on the momentous occasion.  Whether a truly psychotic episode or merely his attempt 

at a Kafkaesque literary device, he describes what he felt like, and it’s what I vividly recall.  
 

Dear Me, 

 …We waited for hours, and shortly after midnight, the doctor came out 

and told us it’s a girl.  He said Barbara was doing great and we could see 

her tomorrow morning.  Instead, they took Gene, Martha, and me up to the 

window in the nursery where a nurse showed us the tiny black-haired creature 

that’s my daughter.  The others made enough appreciative noises for the three 

of us, because no word or sound could express the instinctive, primordial 

connection I felt with this new being.  The family graciously escorted the 

stunned new father back to the house on the knoll.  With congratulations, 

they left him alone to go to pieces on the living room floor. 

 Now I’ve suffered some major emotional collapses in the past, fits of 

uncontrollable weeping for various romantic woes, but nothing even remotely 

this monumental.  Writhing on the carpet, I wailed and moaned over this 

profound shift, this sea-change in my very self.  I’m no longer an innocent 

boy, but an initiated man, a progenitor.  There’s a new generation of me.  

 I felt the new identity burst out of my body, burst out of my old self, 

like shedding my old skin.  In the sobbing anguish of new fatherhood, I 

begged my lost lovers to save me, but no one came.  Finally, after much 

snorting and sniffling, I looked up from the rug, and my heart stopped. 

 There beside me sat a beamish boy, nude, cross-legged, smiling sweetly.  

He said, “Dear me!  Aren’t we being a bit melodramatic?” 

 This was insane.  I hid my face on the rug.  A crazy dream.  That guy 

sitting there was simply a hallucination of me from that last summer in New 

Orleans.  His long hair, blond from sun and lemon-juice and his sun-tanned 

nakedness—back then when I’d felt sexier than God.  For a long moment there 

was silence, and hoping I was sane again, I dared to look up.  

 Stretched out on the carpet beside me, he said, “What’s all this 

bawling about anyway?” 

 Feeling like in a dream, I reached out to touch him—nothing there.  I 

knew that.  I shook my crazy head to clear it, but he was still there.  Okay, 

I thought rationally, so it’s a gorgeous hallucination.  Since I clearly must 

be anyway, I played crazy and asked, “Where did you come from?” 

 “Why, I do believe a stork just dropped me off.”  He laughed liltingly.  

My head started swimming, and the room seemed to spin.  Suddenly he leapt up, 
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and stood over me, his cock perky, and said.  “Come on, Richie, time’s a-

wasting.  We got stuff to do, places to go.”  

 Hiding my eyes again in my sleeve, I begged, “Please go away now.”  I 

peeked out again, and he was still standing there with a long-suffering look.   

 While I clambered up from the floor feeling dizzy and utterly 

disoriented, he said, “Don’t be rude, darlin’.  It’s time to start packing.  

You promised soon as the kid’s born…” 

 “No, we’re not going yet.”  Remembering my new baby daughter, I knew 

that much at least.  “In a few more months—when they’re both doing okay.  At 

the end of the term?” 

 “Well, if that’s how it’s going to be…” the phantom sighed again and 

sulked.  I collapsed on the bed, exhausted, and he lay down beside me, 

untouchably unreal but oddly comforting. 

# 
Dear Me 

 Waking up yesterday morning alone in bed was certainly odd, the first 

time in many months.  Then I recalled the hallucination of last night, that 

phantom faerie, and laughed into my pillow at the schizoid episode.  Suddenly 

I remembered that I have a daughter now and sat bolt upright.   

 Energized, I leapt out of bed, ran past cereal, toothbrush, and closet 

and raced out the door into a bright, blessedly dry morning.  On the short 

walk to the hospital, I stopped at a florist shop for a deep red rose for 

Barbara, the new mother.  A very butch, well-built guy put the flower into a 

slender milk-glass vase for me. 

 [I will crassly interrupt the narrative with a sentimental note.  Now 

nearly fifty years later, I still have that single red rose safe on tissue in 

a baby-food jar.  It’s brownish gold and a perfect blossom.] 

 Leaving the shop, I thought how the guy sure looked like a cowboy.  At 

that, the phantom appeared at my elbow, nude as before and remarked, “I bet 

he’s hung like a horse, darlin’.”   

 To collect my wits, I stopped walking and shut my eyes.  “Go put some 

clothes on, you… you...” 

 “Forget that Tinker Bo shit and call me Ricky.”  When I opened my eyes, 

he was gone.  

 Before going into Barbara’s hospital room, I paused in the hallway, 

struck by the philosophical significance of this moment.  Here I was, the new 

father about to see the new mother for the first time after…  This was the 

first moment of a new chapter in our lives.  Oddly, I felt as unreal as 

Ricky, like a character in a dramatic novel or film.   

 Barbara was lying in bed holding the baby and beaming with motherly 

triumph.  I truly felt fatherly pride, another instinctive emotion, as I made 

over the sleeping infant with the fat ruddy face and swatch of fine dark 

hair.  She let me hold it, and strolling around with the tiny creature in my 

arms was a mind-boggling experience.  Weighing almost nothing, it was a whole 

new human being.  In total awe of this creation, I couldn’t say a word.   

 Barbara said, “What will we name her, Richie?”  I stared blankly, 

amazed not by the question but by the pronoun.  Suddenly the “it” in my arms 

was a “she,” my daughter.  In my silence, Barbara explained, “We need a name 

for the birth certificate, sweetie.”  Not knowing what the baby would be, we 

had never really discussed a name for it—her.   

 My first impulse was Jacqueline, a lovely name I’ve always appreciated.  

[Forgive another aside, but that was the name of an aunt, and of course it 

might have been suggested by Jacqueline Kennedy.  But Richie appreciated it 

mostly as the name an enormous lesbian barmaid who was Tricky Rick’s guardian 

angel in the Gin Mill.]  It goes well with our surname, a good poetic rhythm—

dactylic.  Barbara happily agreed.  Fortunately, Martha and Gene arrived 
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shortly and took over holding and admiring baby Jacqueline so I could run off 

to teach my Russian class. 

# 
 …All day Ricky hung around, sometimes as that sexy hallucination, at 

others invisible but making sly comments in my head.  In my afternoon Syntax 

class, he made a frivolous remark about the gray professor and the desiccated 

subject matter and left me in peace.  His absence was a chance for me to 

concentrate on my treasured study, albeit of a desiccated subject. 

 On my way home, he showed up again, radiating enthusiastic energy and 

wanting to go swimming.  Of course that was impossible because I had to go to 

the hospital and get Barbara—and Jacqueline.  Ricky sulked and complained 

that I‘m no fun at all.  Then to my relief, he disappeared. 

 Late in the afternoon Gene brought us back home, and I helped Barbara 

up the front steps while Aunt Martha carried the baby.  She and Gene stayed 

to fuss over little Jacqueline, and she made dinner for us all.  The fuss was 

actually by all four of us in tag-teams, oohing and aahing over the baby.   

 What must a new-born infant with no concept of the world, much less of 

other beings or such things as faces, think of our smiling, leering grimaces, 

close-up visions of inexplicable things making mysterious sounds?  Even if we 

actually were disturbing, confusing apparitions for Jacqueline, her pudgy 

face registered no reaction.  Maybe she still couldn’t really see anything.  

If she could hear yet, I hope our noises were comforting and lulling.   

 Over our spaghetti-and-meatballs, Gene asked what her nickname will be.  

Averse to the usual diminutives, to be unique and/or perverse, I suggested 

Jake, and looked to Barbara, who was holding her.  Still beaming in the bliss 

of new motherhood, she probably wasn’t thinking straight when she said, 

“That’s a cute nickname, Richie.”  All the naming of folks today gave me an 

odd sense of power, like a patriarchal glow. 

 Just in time for apple pie and ice cream, Betsy and the Twooth arrived 

like two wise-guys to pay homage to the newborn.  Dessert was delayed while 

they made faces at baby Jake and cooed at her.  Waiting for it, the Twooth 

and I left the adoration scene and went out onto the front porch.  When we 

sat on the bench, he asked, “How’s it feel to be a daddy now, Richie?” 

 “Well…” I hesitated, considering.  “Maybe… existentially distressed?”  

The Twooth just chuckled, and I improvised, “I’m feeling swept along by some 

force, like in a river, Barbara and me.  This whole thing—I mean baby Jake…  

All I can do is go with it wherever… Actually, Richard, I feel like I’m 

losing my marbles.” 

 The Twooth patted my arm and said, “I’m sure it’s a shock, but you’ll 

be okay.  I know you will.”   

 I appreciated his confidence but confessed,  “I have hallucinations.” 

 “Sounds like fun,” Twooth laughed.  When I didn’t, he got serious. “Be 

strong.  It’ll be fine.” 

 Suddenly Ricky appeared beside me, nude again, and said, “He’s right.  

It’s gonna be okay.” 

 I nudged the Twooth and pointed.  “There’s one now.”  He saw nothing. 

 The Twooth hesitantly, cautiously asked, “What do you see, Richie?” 

 “Oh, nothing,” I lied.  “Just joking.”  I stood up and said, “Come on.  

Let’s go get some pie.” 

 Ricky giggled and said, “I guess I better go look for our marbles.”   

 “Shoo,” I said, pretending to brush a bug off my sleeve.  He obligingly 

disappeared. 

# 
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.iii. 

 From that first evening with their new baby, Barbara and Richie might as well have been 

hypnotized.   Jake instantly became the focus of their entire world.  In a trance, they held and 

coddled her, watched her sleeping in the crib, leapt in concern to any sound she made, got 

excited by any movement of her unbelievably small hands and feet, tried to entertain her with 

bright colored things, and generally acted like fools.   

 After a consuming weekend of baby madness, Richie returned to classes, wandering 

around in a total daze.  Evidently parenthood causes acute obsessive behavior.  For a couple 

days, he even forgot to work on the thesis but then got a grip and buckled down again. 

 Immediately the parental routines got fixed, of course.  There were the bottle rituals of 

heating and testing on wrists and then the riveting spectacle of Jake actually drinking from it, her 

tiny mouth indescribable.  The rites of sleep-time were just as detailed and enthralling as they’d 

sit by her crib watching over.  There was no resisting the protective compulsion.  The other 

ceremonies of baby-care were much less enthralling.  Barbara did the first couple changes but 

insisted that he enjoy the privilege as well.  Diapers were an exercise in scientific detachment. 
 

Dear Me,  

 …Barbara and I are fortunate, we’ve heard, because Jake has been 

sleeping well for a few hours between feedings and for long parts of the 

night, so we’ve been able to sleep reasonably well ourselves.  But late last 

night, her fourth, she woke us with little cries and seemed hungry already.  

While I walked with her, shuffling around the dark living room and rocking 

her in my arms, Barbara warmed a bottle and went back to bed.  To feed Jake, 

I sat in my big chair, and her wide dark eyes gleamed in the dim glow of the 

streetlight.   

 Looking up, I was disgusted to find Ricky standing in the shaft of pale 

light.  For three days I’d thought he was gone for good.  He tossed his long 

hair and said, “I’ve been waiting to meet our little Jake-girl.”  He bent 

over and grinned down at her.  “Hello, honey.  As your faerie odd-father, 

little princess, I grant that at least three of your wishes will come true.”   

 Unimpressed, I whispered, “Please go, Ricky.  Jake needs to sleep too.  

I need to sleep.” 

  “I don’t think so,” he chuckled.  “She looks awake to me.”   

 He was right.  Her dark eyes moved around as though she might even see 

him.  I knew that was impossible, but accepting Ricky’s presence, I said, 

“Where have you been?”  

 “Dancing in the Gin Mill,” he answered off-handedly. 

 “That’s no fair,” I snapped and irrationally asked, “How can you go 

places without me?”  

 “Easily,” he laughed and stepping back, began a slow Zorba-dance in the 

streetlight.  The pseudo-reality of his dance made me feel faint, and when I 

came to, he was gone.  Jake was sound asleep in my arms. 

# 

 The following Friday was Barbara’s birthday, her twenty-second.  Martha arranged that 

they’d all go in together on one terribly expensive present for her, a cream-colored cashmere 

sweater that she’d long wished for.  They gave it to her at a dinner for the whole bunch in the 

good old Red Robin.   
 

Dear Me, 

 …I dreaded going there and seeing Lane again, but what could I do?  We 

sat at our usual big table near the wide windows and took turns holding baby 

Jake.  When a different waiter showed up, Gene asked him where Lane was.  The 

guy told us he had a hot date and winked suggestively.  I suppressed a groan. 
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 We did the gift first thing, and Barbara was so surprised and pleased 

that she burst into tears.  There were toasts all around to the great mother, 

and the Twooth observed that if Jake had just hung on for another week, they 

could’ve had the same birthday.  

 My toast was simple:  “Here’s to my first wife!”   

 We all drank to Barbara as she looked at me, puzzled.  “First wife?”    

 “Sure,” I said seriously.  “You’ll always be my first wife.” 

 “He’s right,” Gene remarked helpfully.  “Strictly speaking…” 

 In the same spirit, I joked, “And you’ll always be Number One Wife in 

my harem.” 

 Betsy chimed in, “Now he’s into polygamy.”   

 “Perish the thought!” I exclaimed with honest horror.  We all laughed, 

and Barbara was placated by the explanation and humor.  The truth was that I 

feel enormous respect for her after all she’s been through without complaint.  

And enormous gratitude for the way she now manages our lives to care for 

little Jake.  I offered another toast:  “And here’s to the newest member of 

the tribe!”  As we drank to her, Jake emitted a small obstreperous noise, and 

Barbara and Martha rushed her off to check out the diaper situation.  So now 

I owe her one—it was supposed to be my turn. 

# 

 Barbara and Richie shared most of the repetitive routines of parenthood evenly, switch-

hitting on every task.  It made him feel alive again, an utterly new feeling of being half of a close 

team with a mission, quite unlike his emotional coma during the pregnancy.  In the next few 

days, Ricky popped up occasionally and mocked him for being such a straight daddy, but he 

pointedly ignored the annoying pixie.    

 Not so enchanting was the one task Barbara and Richie didn’t share.  Daily he’d go into 

the grungy basement with a hamper of soiled diapers.  After rinsing them out in the dented utility 

sink, he’d wash them in an ancient hand-wringer machine that growled and wiggled like a 

copulating animal.  With the still mostly rainy weather outside, he’d hang up the wet white flags 

up to dry on ropes between plumbing pipes.   

 The day after Barbara’s birthday, Saturday, turned quite bright, the sky nearly blue, and 

so he used the clothesline in the back yard, a small fenced area of scattered bushes and greening 

grass. Jake went through several a day, and he’d missed yesterday’s load.  So there were a lot of 

diapers to hang up.  
 

Dear Me,  

 …Before I’d pinned up the first diaper, Ricky showed up, briefly 

prancing around like a naked goat, and said, “Thank goodness you’re finally 

out of that drab dungeon.” 

 I said, “Go away.  I’m busy.  And for Chrissake put some clothes on!” 

 “Busy,” Ricky giggled and was suddenly wearing my familiar clothes, 

tight green corduroys, madras shirt, and leather sandals.  “I suppose a harem 

does keep one busy.”  I ignored him and kept on pinning up diapers.  He 

danced around again and returned to confront me.  “Listen, sourpuss.  Losing 

our mind doesn’t have to be boring.  It should be fun.  Here’s a joke:  What 

do you get when you cross a burro with an onion?” 

 This was beyond my endurance.  “I don’t give a damn!  Get serious!” 

 “Okay, darlin’.  Let’s get serious about plans for moving on.”  

Flapping out another wet diaper, I froze.  “It’s only a couple months more.  

We’ll need a place to live—and there’s all the stuff to move.” 

 “Not now,” I whined and pinned up the wet diaper.  “Leave me be, 

please, Ricky.  I can’t—“ 

 “—Sure you can,” he interrupted.  “Listen to me, hot stuff, you need to 

get cracking.” 
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 “Later.”  I couldn’t stand it.  “Now just go away!  Get!” 

 “A little ass that’ll bring tears to your eyes,” he said, guffawed, and 

disappeared. 

 Hanging up another white flag on the clothesline, I couldn’t help but 

laugh at his dirty joke. 

# 

 Though Richie had given them no thought for a couple months, during the next week, 

like little Bo Peep’s sheep, some of his cows came home.  Four response letters arrived to his 

four applications for doctoral study next year.  The two offers were from Yale and the University 

of Michigan.  He’d figured on being a shoo-in for the latter because of Papa’s position, but 

academically had long harbored dreams of ivy-smothered Yale.  All that weekend, the choice 

between equally generous fellowships, one at a great university he’d already seen and one only 

dreamed of, was an agony. 

 Naturally, Barbara was thrilled about possibly going home to Ann Arbor and her folks.  

As well, both Martha and Gene had been accepted to Michigan, no doubt for similar reasons.  

Richie was terribly leery about anything like last summer’s contingent at Lake Tahoe.  With no 

idea of what criteria to use, he chewed on the quandary like a dog on a bone. 
 

Dear Me,  

 …This afternoon was partly sunny, and I interrupted my grocery store 

run with a short walk to Ravenna.  On the walk Ricky showed up, properly 

dressed, with a tentative hi and silently ambled along beside me.  When we 

got to the park, he rolled hooting down the hillside to my dancing green.  

When I walked down the slope to join him, he urged, “Brighten up, sunshine.”  

Then he led me into a dance.  We gamboled about for a while and then flopped 

on the grass.  For some reason, Ricky seemed like a real buddy.  When he 

smiled at me, I felt irrationally happy.  Then I again fell into my quandary.     

 Soon Ricky remarked, “You know what, Richie?”  Of course I didn’t.  He 

stated with conviction, “We’ve got to decide for our self.  Remember, we’re 

leaving at the end of May.  Where we go next year is our own business.” 

 His reminder shocked me.  I hadn’t actually thought of it in those 

realistic terms and argued, “But I’ve got to think about what Barbara and 

Jake will do next year.” 

 “Why?  That’s their business,” Ricky said gently.  “That’s divorce, 

sugar.  They don’t call it splitting up for nothing.”  While I sulked, he 

continued, businesslike.  “Of course I don’t have to point out how 

illustrious Yale will be for our academic career, Richie.  And just think 

about those secret Yale-boy societies and their kinky rituals.  I bet we can 

score some major nookie.” 

 “I’ll think about it,” I said and closed my eyes.  If I left Barbara at 

the end of May, I could move somewhere temporarily till going to Yale—or they 

could go back to Michigan right away.  That way I could stay in the house and 

in the summer teach and wrap up the thesis.  But why not split with Barbara 

at the end of the summer term?  Then we can just go our separate ways.   

 When I expressed this thought, Ricky howled a long, drawn-out no.  “We 

are not,” he stressed, “not waiting three more months.  What am I supposed to 

do with myself?  I will hibernate no longer.” 

 I was adamant. “You’ve got to, Ricky.  After all, you can’t do anything 

without me.” 

 “Says who?  We’re free spirits, darlin’.  You can keep on playing your 

straight act, but myself, I’m going hunting for a nookie bird.”  

 “That’s just plain crazy.  Listen, buster, you only exist in my mind.” 

 “Says you.  Besides, there’s a bunch here in your head.  Really 

scrumptious nookie birdies.” 
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 “Those are bats,” I said and got up, leaving him lying there splendidly 

naked on the sunny grass.  I had groceries to buy. 

# 
 

.iv. 
Dear Me, 

 At the breakfast table this morning I sat with baby Jake in my arms, 

watching an array of vague expressions pass across her tiny face.  Barbara 

brought me cereal and coffee and sat with her own breakfast across from me.  

I figured her smile was in appreciation of the paternal scene.  “Richie, 

dear,” she said tentatively, “when are you going to decide?”   

 I couldn’t find the courage to commit yet and answered, “Soon.”   

 “Well,” she said, pleading, “We’ve got to answer in the next few days, 

honey.  You have to make up your mind.”  She gave me a stern look, adding, “I 

want a decision by dinner this evening.”  

 With that ultimatum, I went off to my Russian class in the same 

cowardly state.  An hour’s moping on the quadrangle, Polish class, and then I 

came home for lunch.  Barbara was sweet and cheery over our sandwiches, as 

though there were nothing important hanging over our heads.  I still didn’t 

have the guts to say what I really want to do.  It would mean talking about 

divorce—now!—not at the end of the summer, but right now.  No way was I ready 

to do that.  

 Afterwards I sat with Jake while Martha took Barbara shopping.  The 

time alone with her was an opportunity to play my music.  I put on the Mozart 

clarinet concerto and sat in my chair holding her.  Fascinated, I watched the 

flow of expressions on her face in response to the splendid sounds, her very 

first experience of real music.  How glorious that it was Mozart.  

 Well into the concerto, Ricky suddenly perched on the overstuffed arm 

of the chair and whispered, “Guess where I’ve been.” 

 “I don’t care.  Just go away.”   

 “You don’t have to be so mean,” he pouted and moved over onto the sofa.   

 I had nothing more to say to him, but he stayed right there, slouching 

almost lewdly and looking terribly bored.  Shortly, when the Mozart put Jake 

to sleep, I got up and gently put her down in her little crib.  Ricky was 

still there glowering.  Before attacking thesis again, I went out onto the 

front porch to think, and he followed me, plopping down on the bench in the 

same provocative attitude. 

 “Will you please just go away?” I begged. 

 Ricky sat up straight and said, “Okay—since you said please.  But 

remember, your old lady wants an answer by dinnertime.” 

 At last alone, I sat on the bench and thought about Barbara and Jake 

after the divorce.  We won’t be married anymore, and I’ll be single again.  I 

can’t really imagine them being out of my life entirely.  How could they be, 

my Number One Wife and daughter?  The thought of alimony and child support is 

sobering though.  I’ll definitely have to get a job to help pay it.  And 

after the divorce I want to be able to see them, to share a different kind of 

relationship, just not be married.  That can’t happen if I’m at Yale, and 

they’re in Ann Arbor. 

 Just then, Ricky flashed into being again.  He grinned broadly.  

“Decide yet, darlin’?” 

 I bit the bullet.  “Michigan.  I’ll take them to her folks and then go 

find a place for me.” 

 “For us.”  Ricky glared at me.  “Well, if that’s your choice…  I’m out 

of here, my dear.”   

 “Don’t be crazy,” I said, thinking how crazy that sounds.  “Ricky, 

you’re a hallucination!” 
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 “I prefer the term apparition.  But that doesn’t make me the crazy 

one,” he laughed.  “It’s you who’s gone bonkers, baby.” 

 Calmly accepting that fact, I asked, “So where are you going?” 

 “Oh, maybe down Mexico way.  I’m in the mood for brown boys.  I’ll let 

you know when I get back.”  With that he faded into thin air.  Immediately a 

hole seemed to open up in my head, like from a tooth pulled.  I went back 

inside and disconsolately tackled thesis work while Jake was still sleeping.  

# 

 The parent-trance swept Richie up and away.  Without the annoying apparition, he 

thought and felt only about Barbara and baby Jake.  Except for classes and thesis, of course.  

Parenthood gave him an external focus, a purpose for living larger than his own needs, and daily 

his affection and care for Barbara and Jake grew.   

 After the long winter cooped up in the house, parenthood was also an excuse to go on 

walks again, weather occasionally permitting.  They’d put Jake in the long-handled stroller, pick 

up Oná from Martha’s, and amble all over the place, campus, shopping streets, and quiet 

neighborhoods.  Of course, the variety meant nothing to baby Jake, who probably still couldn’t 

see any distance.  Sometimes they even made it all the way to lovely Ravenna. 

 Toward the end of March, as Richie was leaving his Russian class one morning, he ran 

into the prof from last quarter’s Russian poetry class, a nice man named Willis, maybe about 

thirty.  Willis said he’d heard that Richie was now a father, and he invited the new family for 

dinner with his own on Saturday next.  After the weeks of baby obsession, Barbara was thrilled 

at the prospect of socializing. 
 

Dear Me, 

 …Willis very kindly picked us up for the short ride to their house on 

Queen Anne Hill.  He and his wife, whose name I forget, have two little 

daughters, two and four.  Cherubs with squeaky, excited voices, they made 

noises over the baby in Barbara’s arms.  Jake’s eyes moved in apparent 

consternation at her first time seeing miniature faces, and she gave a 

crooked smile, her very first.  Our dinner conversation naturally revolved 

around the Baby experience, their own as well as ours, so I contributed 

almost as much as anyone else.  It was all so very pleasantly sociable, and 

before too long Willis drove us home again.   

 While giving Jake her bedtime bottle, Barbara remarked that Willis’ 

family reminded her of her own, the professor father and two little girls.  I 

reminded her that Willis thinks little girls are a lot easier to raise than 

little boys.  Barbara ran on and on about the cute kids.     

 When Jake was done with her bottle, I paced around the living room with 

her on my shoulder, patting her tiny back for a burp and thinking about 

Willis and his family.  Actually thinking, there, but for the grace of the 

god…  Willis seems perfectly happily ensconced among all those females, but 

of course I have no intention of winding up that way myself.  Come September…  

Whenever I think of the coming divorce, I mentally look away from that 

bridge.  It will have to be crossed soon enough. 

# 
Dear Me,  

 So today is April 3, Jake’s one-month day.  While she had a celebratory 

bottle, our bunch sang happy month-day and laughed at how silly it felt.  The 

month-iversary impressed me with how fast so much time has passed since that 

fateful day.  Looking back, it seems scarcely a week, maybe two at most.  Yet 

there have been so many days, countless hours spent with baby Jake.   

 The only thing that truly proves the passing of time is how much bigger 

she’s grown already.  Now she makes uncoordinated moves with her arms and 

legs and lifts those miniature fists to touch her bottle.  The progression is 
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fascinating.  That first time she lifted her head off the bed, Barbara and I 

cheered, and now she regularly lifts her head from your shoulder to look off 

somewhere.  Each day brings a glorious new achievement. 

 Well, Jake’s growth isn’t quite the only thing that marks time.  The 

month’s progress on my thesis may be a tad disappointing, but it’s still a 

measure.  My hope is to complete it in a month or so to get the degree at the 

end of May.  I’ve gotten a leg up on the typing the first two chapters and am 

working on the poems themselves.  The third chapter and long glossary have to 

wait for final words.  The horror is having to type it in triplicate.  How I 

loathe and despise carbon paper!  It’s a good thing Barbara and Jake 

apparently don’t mind the insane clicking of the Smith Corona. 

# 

 In the week before Easter, another prodigal cow that Richie had totally forgotten about 

came home wagging its tail behind it.   
 

Dear Me, 

 …In the afternoon Barbara had her checkup with the doctor.  At dinner, 

she said she was doing perfectly well, all recovered from giving birth.  

Whatever that meant, I congratulated her.  She added what sounded like, “And 

Dr. Jenson gave me an I-you-see-dee.” 

 Not well versed in medical jargon, I said, “That’s nice.  What for?” 

 “Richie, honey,” she said carefully, “It’s a contraceptive device.”  

Her explanation of the “coil” gave me a queasy feeling, and then I realized 

the significance of the news.  During the past months of pregnancy reprieve 

I’d managed to forget completely about sex and that someday my connubial 

duties would resume.  

 A few hours later, when Jake was peacefully asleep in her crib, Barbara 

significantly came to bed without her nightie.  I tried the close naked 

embrace and kissing, but even with the confidence of her new coil thing, my 

body didn’t respond.  Even fantasizing a boy’s body didn’t help.  Eventually 

I apologized that I’d “gotten out of the habit,” and Barbara was sweetly 

understanding.  The reprieve, albeit at the price of my supposed manly honor, 

let me fall comfortably asleep. 

 Rarely do I ever remember dreams, and then only particularly vivid 

ones.  The one last night was vivid indeed.  I was embracing a beautiful 

brown boy among flowers and greenery and feasting deliriously on his body.  

Then I seemed to draw back, away, above and saw that it was Ricky ravishing 

the dusky angel in that jungle setting.  He waved to me.  The scene went 

still, turning into a photograph, or a post card, and on the lower right, 

splashed across leaves and blossoms appeared in my own flowing script, “Wish 

you were here.”   

 I think Barbara may have been more pleased to be surprised in the early 

morning than she’d have been last night.  Uncharacteristically, over 

breakfast she asked if I liked our love-making, and I diplomatically lied.  

She glowed with satisfaction and asked gently, “So, honey, are you still a 

flit?”  I emphatically answered with the eternal truth.  Barbara smiled sadly 

and said, “Okay…  I just worry about you, Richie, sweetie.  You look so 

preoccupied.”  That’s a pretty good word for it, I guess.   

# 

 On Easter Sunday Richard the Twooth’s parents had the traditional cookout at their place 

on the Sound, and Richie took his almost ritual walk on the familiar stony beach.  This time all 

he could think about was his sanity or lack thereof, about his hallucinatory alter-ego and former 

self, Ricky. Whatever the figment was doing in Mexico, Richie half-way wished he’d come back 

soon.  At least the cheeky phantom would be companionship of a sort. 
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 In the next weeks, between renewed sexual chores and caring for Jake, Richie struggled 

to fit in thesis work.  Their family and friends chipped in on a diaper service, liberating him from 

at least the daily laundry duty.  But they wound up spending much of the time saved on longer 

walks with Jake in the stroller and Oná on her leash.  The exercise was good for them both. 
 

 In his journal Richie was fascinated by his 

adorable baby’s growth and made many notes on 

her behavior.  He learned that Jake cried in different 

tones for different things, even a peculiar little 

whine for when she really needed changing.  The 

first time he heard her make a gurgle noise, he 

laughed out loud.  

 In spite of the obsession with Jake, he still 

managed to progress on the thesis.  The work was 

even more pressured because his advisor decided he 

should reorganize the second chapter and add a 

fourth about Khlebnikov’s neo-syntactical 

constructions.  In a word, this meant vastly more 

typing.  He wrote it as fast as he could and plowed 

through the glossary.   

 Barbara was very understanding and sweetly 

urged him on.  After another blur of parental and 

scholarly days, it was suddenly the Monday before 

Richie’s birthday.  Besides being frantic about the 

thesis, the prospect of turning 24 made him sick to 

his stomach.  (You’ll notice that he’s now the same 

age as my darlin’ Mack—one-third of my own.)  

 On Jake’s Christening Day  Richie couldn’t even remember what his last 

birthday had been like, and this year, all he can do is wonder how he ever came to this.  How 

could a single year hold so many changes?  Then he’d shudder to think of all the changes coming 

in this next year.  All he could do was hope that it would all be for the best in this best of all 

possible worlds.   
 

Dear Me, 

 …To give me some quiet work time after dinner, Barbara took Jake up the 

block to visit with Auntie Martha, “Unka” Gene, and “Cousin” Oná.  For a 

break before climbing back onto the Smith Corona, I put on Beethoven’s Third, 

the Eroica, which I’ve always thought more erotic than heroic, and curled up 

in my chair vigorously conducting the building rhythms through the first 

heroic passage and into that peaceful interlude.   

 In a small flash, Ricky appeared on the sofa.  “Bravo, maestro,” he 

mocked.  I was glad to see him but frowned in embarrassment.  While the 

orchestra forged grandly on, he laughed, “Hey, tomorrow’s our birthday!  Just 

think, I’ll be 21 again.”  His gloating pissed me off, but Ricky ignored my 

irritation and sighed, “You look perfectly wretched, darlin’.  That haircut!  

What have you done to yourself?” 

 Truth was Barbara wanted me to keep my hair on the short side, still 

full, like a half-hearted Beatle.  “You think so?  I don’t like it either.” 

  “Oh, well, it’ll grow out.  So did you get my postcard, Richie?”   

 I nodded remembering that jungle dream.  Ricky smirked.  “That was 

Manuelito—as good as it gets, let me tell you.”   
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       I couldn’t stand it.  “This is insane, plain crazy.  You don’t exist!” 

 “No matter…  You have acute visual vitamin deficiency anemia.” 

 “So what do you prescribe, doctor?”  

 Ricky leapt up, did a pirouette, and shouted, “Flesh!”  More calmly he 

explained, “You need to see some man flesh, sugar.  When’s the last time you 

saw a nice thigh, a pretty butt…?” 

 “I guess last May—Lane at the swimming pool.” 

  “That’s pitiful.  Let’s go to the pool tomorrow for a dose of Vitamin V 

in the old eyeballs.” 

 Unconvinced, I said, “I’ll think about it.  But now I’ve got lots of 

typing to do.  Excuse me…” 

 He smiled at me with more pity.  “I’d really love to help, Richie, but 

I’m sure glad I can’t.” 

# 
 

.v. 
Dear Me,  

 …When I woke up this morning, Barbara wished me a bright Happy Birthday 

and told me to stay right there for breakfast in bed.  I lay beside baby 

Jake, enjoying her funny sounds and the new squirming motions with her legs.  

When Barbara brought in the tray with cheese omelet, bacon, toast, and 

coffee, she told me about the party for me this evening up at Martha’s.  It 

crossed my mind that I might even get a present, which reminded me to tell 

Barbara about wanting to go swimming this afternoon.  She thought it was a 

wonderful idea, and Ricky, who’d been watching from over in the corner, gave 

me a thumb up and grinned wickedly. 

 After a light lunch, I set off for the pool.  On the sunny walk across 

the campus, I mentioned to Ricky my nervousness about maybe seeing Lane.  He 

shrugged off my worry remarking, “Life doesn’t happen that way, baby.  It’s 

never that simple.”   

 At the natatorium, he was disappointed that there were only a few women 

and some older men in the lanes.  For my part, I was relieved.  The locker 

room was quite empty while I changed into my Speedo, and seizing the first 

opportunity in a long time, I checked out my body in the long mirror.   A bit 

flippantly Ricky said, “You’re still pretty hot for an old man, darlin’.”  

[He should see me now.] 

 My first time swim since last fall was thrilling, slipping and gliding 

through the water again.  I was proud of my form, streaking along with 

scarcely a splash.  Being so out of shape though, I had to stop after each 

length to catch my breath.  Meanwhile, the old guy in the lane beside me swam 

slower than seemed humanly possible, his arms and legs moving in slow motion, 

so slow you’d think he’d sink like a rock.  I’d pass him like a torpedo and 

then hang on the end of the pool gasping.   

 Still, after a few laps I got into the zone, and my body seemed to come 

alive.  Ricky lounged on the pool’s edge looking quite bored but beautiful.  

On one of my breath breaks, he said I swim like a seal, which I took as a 

supreme compliment.  When I asked him to come swim with me, he claimed that 

being a spirit of the air and not a water sprite, he’d dissolve.  

 Laughing at his insane absurdity, I pushed off from the edge and 

managed ten laps before admitting that was enough for this time.  I climbed 

out of the pool, and Ricky remarked, “Richie, darlin’, you really should suck 

in that tummy.”   

# 
 In the still-deserted locker room as I was drying off after the shower, 

I heard a shuffle behind me at the entrance and turned to see a good-looking 

young guy with his swim-bag.  “Hunk alert!” Ricky whispered.  I smiled a 
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greeting to the boy, and he smiled back.  He walked past us and took the 

locker just down from mine. 

 I dawdled around about getting dressed, trying to watch secretly as the 

fellow unpacked his bag.  The thought that he was going to take his clothes 

off made my heart pound.  To waste time, I used my towel again on my hair and 

peeked around it.  The guy stripped out of his tee-shirt, baring a shapely 

chest with prominent dark nipples.  Ricky moaned.   

 There was another sound at the entrance and a happy voice, “Hey, guy.”  

The newcomer walked past behind me and over to the other with, “Sorry I’m 

late.”  To my dismay, it was Lane.  Then he saw me.  “Richie Rich,” he 

exclaimed with his megawatt smile, “great to see you.” 

 “Hi,” I said stupidly and shook hands.  He held mine firmly, 

affectionately, and turned to the other fellow.  “Guy, this is my old friend 

Rich I told you about—who just had a little baby daughter.” 

 Guy shook my hand with a “Nice to meet you.”  He appreciatively 

inspected my hairy nudity. 

 Lane noticed my confusion and said, “Your friend Gene told me a while 

ago—you know, at the Robin.”  He stroked his friend’s shoulder and told me, 

“Guy and I met last month—in line at a movie.” 

 Guy grinned mischievously and added, “We both had other dates—but went 

home together.”  They shared an intimate glance remembering their first 

moments together.   

 Lane started unbuttoning his shirt, a signal for me to look for my 

pants.  “I’m glad to see you back swimming, Rich,” he remarked.  “How was 

it?”  His shirt was off, and Guy’s pants were dropping. 

 “Great,” I choked and looked away to get my foot into my pant leg.  

“Ten laps with lapses,” I joked and didn’t dare look up from my task.  

 “Not bad,” Lane said.  “Don’t want to overdo it.”  

 When I sat down on the bench for my shoes, they were both splendidly 

naked.  Like Lane, Guy was sleek and smooth as a silkie.  At the thought of 

them making love, Ricky wailed in anguish behind me.  Guy bent over to pick 

up his swimsuit, his perfect ivory bottom not two feet away, exquisitely 

rounded, with a velvety fuzz on unspeakable curves.  Ricky collapsed on the 

floor in a paroxysm of lust.  To keep up a rational conversation, I said, 

hoping it didn’t sound too pathetic, “Today’s my birthday.” 

 I was transfixed as the two naked boys started singing the old dirge, 

but the most glorious version anyone could ever want.  Then, pulling up his 

swimsuit, Lane said, “You need a birthday present, Rich.”  Rummaging in his 

locker, he said, “We got this at a concert the other night.”  It was a blue 

pin-on button reading LIVE LOVE.  The profundity of that message struck me 

stupid, but I managed to thank him. 

 Suited up, the boyfriends made for the exit to the pool.  In passing, 

Lane stroked my bare shoulder and said, “We meet here most days around 2:30.  

You should come too, Rich.” 

 “I’ll try.  See you later.”  They disappeared, and I stood there in a 

stupor, stunned by his caress, the heat of his hand on my body, my first time 

to be touched by a male in more than a year.  Finally I pulled it together, 

put the wonderful pin on my shirt, and roused Ricky from his stupor.  He 

fanned himself dramatically, but said nothing.  We staggered out of the 

locker room past the pool where the tantalizing two were gliding along side 

by side in synchronous rhythms of curving arms. 

# 
 …When I got home, it felt wonderful being able to blithely say I saw 

Lane at the pool and to show off his gift.  I wore the button to my birthday 

party at Auntie Martha’s with the usual crowd.  Barbara gave me a blue sport 

coat, and I also got a shirt, a tie, and a belt.  More items of straight 

costume.  I offered profuse thanks, had an extra gin and tonic after dinner 
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to celebrate, and begged off home to get back to typing.  After all, I had to 

make up for the afternoon’s swim. 

 Not much later, the Twooth and Betsy walked Barbara and Jake home to 

our apartment.  The stack of handwritten pages left to type showed them why I 

was getting frantic.   It was only two weeks now till the deadline for 

submission.  After they took off to get Betsy back to Little Sweden, Barbara 

put Jake in her crib, and I told her I’d come to bed later.  Just another 

page or two tonight if the clacking didn’t bother her. 

 After I stopped typing, I stayed up even later to write this for you, 

Old Me, about my eventful birthday.  Actually, it’s yours too.  Here’s hoping 

you’ve had and will yet have many, many more. 

# 
 

.vi. 

 The next week seemed to evaporate, the days rushing by in the tasks of caring for Jake 

and the hours of classes a blur.  Richie typed late into the nights.  Then a week before the 

deadline, his advisor casually recommended rewriting the new fourth chapter on neo-syntactical 

constructions.  He brushed off Richie’s concern about getting the degree right now and suggested 

he just take thesis hours during the summer to finish it by late July for August graduation.  

Richie was tremendously irritated, but as a lowly grad student, he could only acquiesce. 

 With the pressure of the deadline off his shoulders, Richie went on working at a more 

leisurely pace, going with the comfortable flow of family life and on more long walks with wife, 

baby, and dog.  In a few days, however, Gene suddenly changed the game.   

 He bought a sailboat, a sleek little thing.  Though he’d never sailed anything but a 

barstool, Richie happily agreed to spend some of his new leisure time crewing.  In the shining 

May afternoons, they took the boat out onto the windy, billowy Sound for hours of bliss.   

 Gene taught Richie to hike out like a real sailor—and to duck the boom when they came 

about.  In their hours together, they spoke no more than usual, Gene sitting blissfully at the tiller 

and Richie hanging far out over the edge to counter-balance to the wind in the sail.  Our 

metaphorical mariner became a genuine sailor on the bounding main.   

 Sailing was an ecstatic escape from the land and from normal life.  It was the joy of 

sunshine, the jubilation of hiking out over the wind-blown spray, the thrill of living between the 

wind and the water.  Meanwhile, he quickly got a great tan and started feeling beautiful again. 

# 
 Probably as a reward for being such an outstanding grad student, at the end of May the 

department sent Richie to San Francisco for a two-day Slavic conference at San Francisco State.  

He arranged to stay with an old friend from New Orleans, a blue- and wild-eyed girl with frizzy 

hair named (Mad) Martha.  They’d been frequent dance partners in La Casa de los Marinos and 

shared a long history of Quarter debauchery.  
 

Dear Me, 

 …Arriving on an evening flight Thursday, I took a cab to Martha’s place 

on Haight Street near Ashbury, a third-storey walk-up.  She met me at the 

door, all excited smiles, wearing a colorful dress with scarves and necklaces 

that reminded me of Seattle’s “fringeys,” the young neo-beatniks.      

 Martha had set me up with sheets and pillow to sleep on her sofa, and 

we sat on it with glasses of wine to catch up on the past two years.  While 

describing how she’d come to San Francisco last year and was still trying to 

find a job, she opened a decorative box, took out a small twisted cigarette, 

and asked if I wanted a “hit” on an herbal cigarette.   

 I declined and relaxed on the sofa conversing with Martha while she 

smoked the odd-smelling herb.  I told her in brief and truthfully about how 
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my marriage happened, and she was understanding and sympathetic listening to 

my frustrations in Seattle, the strange drama of Lake Tahoe, the long winter 

confinement, and the birth of baby Jake.   

 Martha remarked, “Wow, Rick, you’re the last fag I’d ever have thought 

would go straight.” 

 “I’m just acting.”  I explained the plan to get a divorce at the end of 

the summer, and Martha nodded knowingly.  When I described my insane phantom 

Ricky, she didn’t seem at all surprised and hoped I hadn’t left him at home.  

In fact, I hadn’t seen him for a couple days.  

 Her own two years had been less dramatic with two quite nice affairs, 

one with a woman, which just sort of ended after a while.  At the moment, 

she’s seeing a bass guitarist guy who’s playing a pickup gig with a great 

local rock group.  Tomorrow evening she figured we’d go out to hear them.  

But it was getting late, and I had to be up quite early in the morning. 

 The morning session of the conference was the most stultifying display 

of irrelevant scholarship I’ve ever suffered.  Remember, this is coming from 

someone writing his thesis on Khlebnikov’s neologisms.  The discussions of 

obscure literary failures, idiotic essays on semantic clusters, and a 

pointless comparison of the mystical symbolism in the poetry of Lomonosov and 

Mayakovsky were enough to curl your hair.   

 The afternoon session presented even more of the worse.  Honestly, I 

felt I could do better just talking extemporaneously about my absurd thesis.  

At least my ridiculous neologisms are fun.  By the time I left for Martha’s, 

I was terminally bored, but on the cab ride to her place I was revived by the 

Victorian houses, dramatic skyline, and views of the Golden Gate Bridge.  I 

laughed to imagine a St. Charles streetcar from New Orleans struggling up 

these steep hills like the perky trolleys.   

 Over gins and tonic to unwind, Mad Martha and I chatted more about San 

Francisco and its exciting people.  When she told me there are gay guys all 

around, especially in the bars along Castro Street, Ricky popped up all 

excited, and I casually introduced my apparition.   

 Martha smiled in his general direction and said, “Hi there, Ricky.  

Long time, darlin’.”  

 Ricky giggled and said, “Remember that great dance we invented?  The 

President Kennedy?”  Of course, she couldn’t hear him, but I vividly 

remembered the leaping fandango we’d done to a pachanga beat. 

 Then Martha gently suggested we do something about my clothes.  “You 

look so straight,” she said, shaking her head.  “And your hair’s so short.” 

 She rejected the two shirts I’d packed and decided I should wear her 

embroidered denim vest to show off my hairy chest.  We added a necklace of 

big wooden beads and a thin red sash around my forehead, ends draping down my 

left shoulder.  To top it off, I pinned my LIVE LOVE button on the vest.  

Ricky said I looked like a sex-starved Apache.   

 Walking down Ashbury with Martha, my unusual costume wasn’t at all out 

of place.  Many other people on the evening street were just as casually and 

unusually dressed.  What really impressed me was that people actually looked 

at me, some twice.  It was such a surprise after Seattle where no one ever 

looks at anybody else.  And these were friendly looks, often with smiles.  

Martha said it was because the Age of Aquarius is coming soon, and though I 

had no idea what she was talking about, it sure felt like a good thing.  

 We walked a few blocks to a Cuban restaurant, and I stretched my 

gastronomic boundaries with some spicy meat mixture and strange black beans.  

Over dinner we chatted about old friends.  Neither of us know what ever 

became of little Linda.  She mentioned that my old roommate Rolfe had been 

back in New Orleans for a while last year—before taking off to Europe with 

some handsome Italian prince.   
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 From there we walked another few blocks to a coffee shop and had 

Italian espresso.  (I thought it tasted really bad.  For me, really good 

coffee has chicory.)  The place was full of happy people chattering loudly.  

We checked out the guys and decided at least three were worth keeping.  On 

the way out, I told her about my compulsive dancing last year, and for old 

times’ sake, right there on the sidewalk amongst the passers-by, we danced a 

brief silent merengue.  I felt like myself for the first time in ages, 

totally like Ricky, who looked on with a fond smile.  

 The place to hear the band was on Fillmore Street, a small lounge 

called the Matrix, which Martha said until recently was a pizza parlor.  It 

was fairly small inside with maybe a dozen tables round about, most of them 

occupied, and a low stage at the far end of the room for the band.  We went 

to a table near the stage where two guys and a girl were already sitting.  

Friends of Martha’s, the one guy and the girl were a couple, Mark and 

Annabelle, and the other guy was Terry, Martha’s guitarist boyfriend.   

 Terry had stringy dark hair and wore an expression of vague confusion.  

He explained that he’d be playing with the band all weekend as fill-in for 

somebody, and that the girl who’d be singing had just had a baby.  In only a 

few moments, the band started gathering on the stage for the “set,” and Terry 

left us to take up his post.  Mark explained that the band was called the 

Jefferson Airplane, and they’d recently cut their first record album, though 

it wasn’t out yet.  

 During the warm up strumming and testing, two guys came in and took 

seats with the folks at the next table.  One sat directly across from me, and 

his radiant smile took my breath away.  His brown hair was sun-bleached to 

the shoulder, a virginal fuzz of beard lined his chin, a tan rippled midriff 

showed through a black velvet bolero jacket, necklaces of seashells, flowers, 

and gold chains adorned him, and what stole my heart, a Greek fisherman’s hat 

covered with pins and buttons. 

 My fascination obvious, Annabelle commented that the guy’s name was 

Lily.  I was amused, and Martha told me he’s one of the Flower Children.  

Mark added that Lily’s from Hawaii and says he’s the reincarnation of Queen 

Liliuokalani.  Ricky whispered, “And you thought we’re nuts.”   

 When the band started playing, it wasn’t just his pedigree that made me 

keep my eye on Lily.  There was a subliminal glow about his person that 

flashed and sparkled when he laughed or spoke with his friends.  Then our 

eyes would meet and hold for long, inarticulate moments.  Registering nothing 

of the band’s performance or of the new mother’s vocals, all I saw was the 

angel named Lily.  I tried to be coherent with my companions, but Lily kept 

bestowing lightning-bolt smiles on me like blessings.   

 The band’s set lasted about an hour, and even in my overcharged state, 

I did actually listen to a couple numbers of rather good popular rock and 

roll.  And the new mother sang quite well, even if I couldn’t understand that 

many of the words.  Terry came back to our table, and we congratulated him on 

a great job.  Though I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Lily, I also couldn’t 

forget that I had to get up early again for the last part of the conference.  

So I suggested that we maybe ought to go home now.  

 As we walked past their table, I gave Lily a farewell look.  He 

saluted, pointing to his hatband and his own LIVE LOVE button, red.  And he 

said, “Aloha oe, brother.”  Even his voice was angelic.  I grinned a stupid 

“Bye” and followed Martha out.  She explained that what he said is Hawaiian 

for peace and love, the themes for this new age. 

 Magically, it seemed, I was back home by Saturday evening, all fired up 

to sail through these next three months and…  To celebrate, the family went 

out for beers and burgers as usual at the Red Robin.  Lane took our table and 

made sweet faces at baby Jake.  I remarked on just getting back from San 

Francisco—and seeing a guy there with a LIVE LOVE button like mine (which I 
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still was wearing).  He said, “Oh, yeh.  I think those come from some brothel 

in Nevada.”  We all laughed, but I was shocked at that reading of the 

otherwise profound sentiment. 

 I’d saved my traveler’s tale till we were all together and then regaled 

them with my exciting Friday night out in Frisco, including my hip outfit, 

the Cuban food, the cool coffee shop, and of course the Matrix.  For 

Barbara’s benefit, I very unromantically described old friend Martha and her 

weirdness about the coming new Age of Aquarius, which this Martha and Gene 

thought quite funny.  About the guy named Lily who had the same pin, I simply 

said he’s a “Flower Child” who claims to be the reincarnation of Queen 

Liliuokalani.  That brought more laughter, but I didn’t really think it was 

funny.  I mean, maybe he is. 

# 
 

.vii. 

 I hope you’re still with me, guys.  It was a long haul, I know.  Thank goodness, Richie 

got so verbose in his journal during this dramatic time, but let me tell you, many of the yellow 

pages were nothing by ramblings about daily comings and goings, mundane minutiae, class 

concerns, thesis problems, and meaningless thoughts.  The volume of scribbling probably 

reflects his spirit coming alive again, albeit in a deranged state.  I remember that Richie kept the 

stack of pages in a folder among his books, innocently trusting that no one would read them.  

There was never any indication that Barbara might have.  As far as I know, I’m the only person 

ever to bother.  Of course, they’re addressed to me so it’s my duty, I guess. 

 The several days it took me to transcribe this chapter have also been full of comings and 

goings and mundane minutiae in my wonderful relationship with Mack and socializing with my 

new young friends and family.  Nothing really to bore you with, unless you count the progress 

Mario’s making on the day-name project.   

 A couple of these past days went to laying out the whole suite of day-signs for him.  FYI, 

the Aztecs named the days of the month (20) and numbered the days of the week (13).  Go 

figure.  Mario has signed up me, Deirdre, Jason, George, Carol, and Janet as partners in the 

business, which we’ve agreed to call Five Flower.  That’s the name of the god of games and 

music and what I called my old publishing company long ago.  It makes a great logo. 

 Mack is also making great progress on his graphics.  He’s done fabulous work for the 

stanza on the heroes’ journey and begun sketching for the next one on their battle with the 

monster machine.  He’s still playing with the animation program to set up the prototype images, 

a technical job that boggles my mind.  I try to reward him appropriately for his labors. 

 Now that I’ve completed this chapter, I’m going to switch gears and spend some time on 

the next (alphabetically) of my Aztec icons.  This one is Huitzilopochtli, Hummingbird of the 

South, their principle deity.  My concept is still coalescing, but I know it will involve a lot of 

detailed vignettes.  Lord knows how long it’s going to take to complete, but when my drawing 

energy flags, I’ll jump back on the Faerie Prince for another leg of its voyage. 

# 

 Ah, but I bet you’re wondering what has happened with our new pirates, Johnny and 

Jason.  They both captured prizes that night at the Titsling, though no real swag.  Jason reported 

little difficulty in boarding the punk’s boat.  The kid still lives with his parents, so they went to 

Jason’s and did it in the shower.  He says it was nowhere near as hot as he’d hoped, but I bet he’s 

lying for Johnny’s sake. 

 Meanwhile, you may recall that Jolly Johnny had disappeared?  He says he took off after 

a tempting frigate who had cruised him brazenly in the passing crowd.  The pursuit led out into 
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the parking lot, where the hunky guy stopped beside a car and asked Johnny if he wanted a ride.  

They sailed off to the guy’s place, a room over a garage, and did it under a mirror on the ceiling.  

Fantastic pectorals, but apparently not particularly talented otherwise.  Again, Johnny may well 

be down-playing the encounter for his boyfriend’s benefit. 

 After these initial forays, our buccaneers made a compact to go a-pirating only once a 

month, both at the same time, and to keep logs of their voyages.  I look forward to their next 

adventures but hope their ship logs will be more truthful and detailed than these.   

 Sitting with me on the sofa the other evening, Mack worried that they’re playing with 

fire, and I asked if he’s ever played with it.  He answered, incredulously, with a question, “What 

do you think I’m doing right now?”  Slipping his hand into my shirt and gently pulling my chest 

hair, he said, “I’m playing with you, Rich.”  At that point, our behavior deteriorated deplorably. 

 I certainly appreciate the compliment, but Mack’s metaphorical point may well apply to 

the both of us.  I can’t say as how I’ve ever felt it get this hot in the kitchen.  Something’s 

cooking alright, and I’ve got a hunch that it’s my goose. 

### 

 


