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WEIGHT

by Mehmed Begic

oove is a four hundred twenty kilo
weight.

It hangs on every tree,

in every glass of water,

in every wakening, while you open
your eyelids,

raise your gaze, brew your cofee.

20 pence, please



Growing up, | had few
aspirations other than
to be famous.

I didne want to be an actor or a musician

or anything in particular; I just wanted to

be known. I subscribed to magazines like
e&ntertainment o eeklyoand ePremieree I would
watch an hour of television each day, beginning
with Entertainment Tonight and continuing
through with Eetrag Access Hollywood, or
whatever celebrity-themed show was on at the
time. I scoured the pages of eanity eair looking
for the latest high-class gossip, seeing which
studios were feuding with which stars and
what movies almost never got made. I lived my
life in a whirl of fantasy, pretendinge hoping
othat Ellen earkin would come forth and admit
that she was my mother, while @e . tearfully
announced on television that yes, he had bore

a son out of wedlock some 1o years earlier in

a moment of © ennedy indiscretion. I dreamed
of gracing the cover of a magazine e ogue only
pays @100 to its cover star, because everyone
knows what an honor it isa I thought that an
Academy Award was the crowning achieve-
ment of a job well done.

Today, however, I am growing more and more
disinterested in a world in which I once felt so
comfortably lost. Then I had fantasies; now I
have guilt. As a child, I looked to the movies for
almost everything. Perhaps it was my youth, or
perhaps my naevete eor more likely, a combina-
tion of bothe but I believed in the moviese
ability to teach.

Now I dond know if I believe in cinemas ability
to do anything.  hich is not to say that there
arend good movies being made. There are, but
more ofen than not, they are never seen. A de-
cade ago there were less than 00 movies made
a year. oast year there were over eo) movies
released and distributed throughout the world.
Only a handful were seen in the  .S. and even
less world-wide ewhere movies do only a
fraction of the businesse. So, when there is an
important movie, say @ ogville,ethe impact of
any message is negligible because no one sees
it. In such an oversaturated market all most
Flms can hope for is to preach to the converted.
o ith the eoception of the few political pundits
who may have seen Michael Moores @owling
oor Columbineg everyone who saw that movie
knew what they were geting into, and most
likely agreed with him, just as the majority of
people who fed to “The Passion of the Christ”
were similarly looking for penance.

As a child I was always able to separate the
people who made the movies from the fnished
product. I possessed suspension of disbelief.
And while I could identify the actors from their
work el never once mistook Harrison eord for
Han Solo or Indiana eonesel couldnd separate
the stars from celebrity. Carrie oisher was Prin-
cess oeia was o ebbie Reynoldsedaughter was
now a budding novelist. I accepted it all. I un-
derstood why eohn-eohn would make «Georgea
oor me: I bought it. out something must have
changed. oecause while stars have always been
chosen, now there is stifer competition to reign
supreme. It’s becoming increasingly di®cult to
separate civilians from celebrities. Now stars
weep when they are awarded anything, thank-
ing every one from their agents and lawyers to
God, who personally ensured that they made

it to the @ odak Theater on time. Gwyneth
Paltrow can win a eest Actress trophy not
because she turned in the best performance, but
because she has the wallop of a publicity tour-
de-force, full page ads in every industry paper,
and of course, the support of the Hollywood
community.

o e got it all wrong. Andy o arhol didnd say
“In the future everyone will be famous for ff-
teen minutes.” What he said was “In the future
everyone will be famous. For ffeen minutes.”
And that this was a warning, not a prophecy:
this we also failed to hear.

To not acknowledge the correlation between
Fflm and celebrity is to deny the medium its
meat. Common sense would allow one to
believe that one could not eoist without the
other, but now we can see this is wrong. If
every behind-the-scenes person responsible for
the production, distribution and marketing of
a flm were to suddenly disappear ‘celebrity’
would persist. @ame now encompasses such a
broad spectrum of people that nothing is lef
untouched. Through the guidance of publicists,
managers and studios stars are persuaded
esometimes, undoubtedly, outright forcedeto
do whatever it takes to ensure their status, as
well as that of whatever project they may be
promoting, all in an efort to maintain a certain
level of fame and power. Opening grosses are
all that count.

If T dond care about movies anymore, it
because | don’t have to. There is no mystery lef
to them. Perhaps this was something o on Trier
was raging against in “Dogville;” there will be
no special feature on that © ©© because anyone
with a paint roller and some bright lights could
set it up. Compare this with “Titanic,” where
the true star of the show was eames Cameron
for having the know-how to split a replica

of the legendary liner, and the line is clearly
drawn. Cameron managed to do something
few others could: remove the actors from the
equation of a successful fim. This isn’t what |
want from movies: I want choosing a movie to
be like going to the theater, high hats and all.

out perhaps it is not the market or crass cult of
celebrity that is ultimately to blame. In the end,
it is all of us who are responsible; aisowith our
diverse tastes, third seo, and desperate want of
dissemination of information. It is we, as a race,
touting our newest, smallest phones; wagging
our internet connections in some modern-day
pissing contest. o e are all responsible for the
state of movies, in what is now, the true sense
of art not only imitating life, but bowing down
and surrendering to it.

RoSupa

NSTEAD OF DOING THIS

y Mehmed Begic

It would be good to be stepping down a

dear street now

One of those that lead to your favourite

MORNING IS DISTANT
by Mehmed Begic

lace
fo a park Ien thinking about trains
or a cafo Nameless
with a drink whose taste Ieve remem- Endless .
bered And their weary passengers
oantasizing about eealted goals would be the%r reaspns
good their stories
oinding lost conversations Musm nvites you to come
Travelin rp
Oh, yes & your thoughts from those trains

Changing trains at kind stations like

Montpelier
at stations | ¥nd halfway

that at this very moment
03:03 AM

somewhere

for whatever reason

are leaving someone

Endings
by Jane Flet

One day I will leave you

or you will leave me

and one of us will break down,
question,

demand answers which will
never come

and the other will fuck on with
abandon.

IN THE MORNING MY ROOM SMELLED LIKE SADNESS.

by Sarah @ nowles

“Hi,” he says; he says “hello.” And stumbles a litle, looks up sheepishly. | was not ex-
pecting his face behind my door, the glass around his eyes. His hands deep Tsts in his
sweatshirt pockets, he starts whispering a messy confession; “Oh god,” | say. “Sshh, come
inside. Come here.”

I cand understand a smart boy gone stupid. I cand¢ understand where he came up with
this. “Sarah | want to tell you something.” Tell me something then, go on, what is it. Tell
me dil theres no more to tell. Go on and on, go on.

Ien inappropriate with these things. Ian warped about them; I verge on rude. To me, it
sounds like hes got a speech prepared, like someone helped him with the words, the
eoecution. My name is planted at the start of every sentence, Sarah this © Sarah that. Hes
known none sweeter, he’s scared of falling hard. His sentences meander, he gets oF track,
stops and looks me square in the eyes. “Sarah,” he says. “Sarah.”

My name sounds funny coming out of his mouth. The sounds fall of of his tongue, one
syllable and then the next, my name echoing o the walls of his skull all week, the sad
hum of it sliding about. | start to foat away from it, and when he begins again, for a mo-
ment I forget he means me.

I want him to be quiet. I prop a pillow behind his head, let him pull me towards him. My
head is on his shoulder, his arm curled over my hip. He says hes got some more to say
but it’s all the same thing from the start once more, only now he’s sorry he’s not beter at
this, sorry he doesnd¢ know the right things to say. He is warm and I can smell the rum on
his breath. My fngertips draw circles in his hair, and in my stomach I'm sad that he’s got-
ten himself so twisted. I feel sorry knowing full well that later I will laugh at him with my
friends back home, call him foolish and misled. I feel sorry that he is so sure of the twenty
percent of me he knows. That he’s hanging onto words | speak just to fll dead air. That he
waited so long to fnd a home in something shallow and unprepared. | don’t know what
else to say, so | simply say, “Okay.”

He falls asleep with my name on his tongue.
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We Were All There

by Derek Nacho Nason

I havend seen a dawn lately,
because dawn is gone.

And I havend seen a sunrise
owe were all thereo

because the summer has fown.

20 pence, please



Four Poems by Jack Ric

1. o.
The girl peeling buter The waitress rinses the cofee cup,
onto curling toast water tumbles round the rim.
in purple, behind the glasses of milky cofee She does this in the same wave of sunlight that,
and opaque fresh-orange juice o0 seconds before,
she poured the contents of a teapot
has hair that is dark, long, into the litle glass on the counter.
hopeless as Christmas. Her lef arm extended,
the tea fell a foot and a half before catching itself,
She leaves a plate of detritus: heart futering
cigarete packet in the bright glass,
bus tickets black shirt,
tissues arm extended
and the tea rushing like a declaration,
A couple like the hopes
take her table. of every man in here,

sat, watching his cofee.

The Man,
His Dog
and The
Pi1geon

by Oscar Chunk

One thing I won’t forget was
caught a dithering pigeon, mz
It flapped on the floor after tl
let it fall, remonstrated with h
the dog to finish the job. The
was something that needed tc
to the right. Everyone turned
He turned and caught my eye
next I looked, the man held tl
of the dog; now he had its at
bunch of nettles, but he did i
remained standing there, han
down the path, his dog snuffl

spinning wheel of the man’s |



hold

3. o.

I’m guting half-made, world-old o e are shedding our skins everyday.
Tsh. Things with half a jaw

and fesh that’s bone As I walk the early April rain

with bone that’s fesh down from her door,

and dark, stinking organs that are smaller I dond know whether

than your dreams tonight. to be glad or grieving.

Today I saw a horse with almond blossom on his back The wet, fresh blossoms.

he was eating in the meadow, his The cold sunburst.

tail was like your hair, he

was all muscle, hip and shoulder, with
the blossom weightless

on his back and fanks.

the moment I saw a dog catch a bird. A man in pink and brown cycled through the park; his dog, unleashed,
ybe old or lame. It was fair game, anyhow.
ne silent jaw had snapped shut, let go, snapped shut and let go. The man noticed late, and slowly got off his bike,
is dog. He peered at the pigeon. He leaned over. He pointed at it, mouth shut tight as a clam and tried to entice
dog stared back, all slavering chops and absurd indifference. The man slowly span around once; he knew there
» be done but not what. He peered at the pigeon, leaning over it. There was a bang amongst friends, somewhere
sharply to look. No one else noticed the man and his dog, and the pigeon.

and at this point I cast my gaze down to my pad, shielded by my cap. I don’t know what I missed, but when
e pigeon, limp, by its wings. He held it in such a manner that the pigeon’s head lolled lowest. He held it 2ft clear
ention. I couldn’t see entirely but the head might have been awkward. With a look left, right, he tossed it into a
t slowly and lightly, as you might throw a ball back to a kid, just after you decide not to kick it. He
Is at his sides. He turned and looked right at me and seemed to ask what more does one do? He turned to look
ing the base of the nettles and the sun poked through to spread shapes of sunshine over the scene, over the still
ike.



| Didn’t Know There
Was a Union

Ayoung lad is siting on one of those red
bum-proof benches in one of those glass
bus shelter places on a train platform.
The platform is raised above the houses.
The platform is empty and dark. It feels
suburban.

Our man is sloping forward idly reading
a folded copy of FHM. Waiting for the
train, | suppose. All is quiet.

An older gent walks by a few feet in front
of the hut. Forties. Non-descript.

Soon he walks back again, unnoticed by
our boy, and appears to look at him. He
continues on his way. A litle. He pauses
and then turns and walks towards the boy.

He sits down, close, on the bench.

Quiet night.

He agrees.

Mm.

He pauses just enough to have paused
and then,

Fify quid for a hand job.

Our boy, moving only his head, turns to
look up towards the man. He sighs gently
through his nose and looks back at his
magazine. With no hint of emotion or
original thought, he says,

Two hundred.

The going rate’s Ffy.

I’'m not in the Union.

...l didn’t know there was a union.

1 didn’t know there was a going rate.

The youngster sits up straighter a litle,
raises his elbows to shoulder level and
arches his back.

I’ll give you a hundred, an extra Ffy if
it’s good.

He returns to his hunch and, in an
unfussed kind of a way, looks at the man
again, briefy glances at his crotch, sighs
again and nods.

The man reaches into his leF inside
pocket, removes his wallet and pulls out
two FFies. He pauses cautiously and
looks at the lad, who raises the tip of his
FHM to show he’s not going anywhere.
He is paid. He leans forward and stufs
it into his back lef jean’s pocket and goes
back to reading FHM.

The man does nothing.

The youngster turns a page and looks up
again.

Hurriedly, the man pulls out his item,
holds the bench with both hands and
leans back.

The youngster, unhurried, reaches his
hand over and takes a hold. Without
looking, he moves his arm in a gentle
rocking motion, scratches his knee with
his magazine and continues reading.
The man groans.

The motion continues.

Nothing is amiss. They are facing out over
the houses, close but unaware of each
other. A train passes. The man’s head
pressed against the glass, he is looking up.
Say my name.

I don’t know your name.

Call me Margaret.

He thinks briefy

...Maaargaret

The moaning continues.

That's it. Yeah, that’s it. Uhhhh.
Maargaret.

Oooh yes.

The lad speaks, almost mocking but more
monotonous,

Maaargareeeet.

Uh. Uh. Uh.

A car horn sounds angrily in the middle
distance, briefy distracting the young-
ster’s gaze.

You're a very naughty boy, Margaret, I'm
going to have to... ... Oh. ... Rightthen.

He slowly lifs his hand; Ficks it a few
times, turns and wipes the inner of his
thumb and forefnger on the man’s arm.
The lad rubs his palm harder on his own
thigh, goes back to the twisted magazine
pages that face him.

The man continues to grip the bench on
each side and rest his head on the glass
behind him. He is making breathing out
noises through rounded lips, his entire
body relaxed, motionless, his trouser legs
moving gently in the wind.

The boy looks at him again, bends his
chest to his knees and looks around the
ground. He leans to his lef and picks
something up. He straightens it out with
his fngers and puts it in the man’s mouth.
He waits, pulls out a lighter, and lights it.
The man inhales deeply before leting out
a slow, easy exhalation of smoke.

Atrain draws in and slows. The lad
stands up and, without closing it, rolls up
his magazine and holds it in his lef hand.
That’s my train, he says.

...Righto.

The lad looks back at the man.

Mm? Oh. I didn’t think your heart was
fully in it, he says, cautious but confdent,
mater of fact.

Fair point.

The lad goes into the bright lights of the
empty train. The doors close and the train
pulls away. Barry doesn’t move.

William Watson

She Hides
by Neil Beaver

She hides

most of the time Night Bus

she holds something back by Neil Beaver

2;&1 Bus crawls past my window

another one, like the last one

When she is speakin ! . . .
b g every ten minutes, time and time again

itis like

a voice coming from a diferent room
When she is silent

she is like a statue

though she moves

Dog downstairs barks
someone pulls their door closed
trudges down the steps

Reminds me of the time
I almost took a night bus
to see her

How important every bus seemed then
every hour another chance missed
Chance for reconciliation

for love

or a dark window

and no response when | tap

| Looked At My Hands Today
by Chelsa Santoro

I looked at my hands today
they look old

they are tired
the bones dressed
in last night’s argument

the knuckles baggy
reminders of the burdens,
the directions the body will defer to

once it has walked every inch
from palm southwest to northeast,
rested in the valley of the thumb
nestled in those litle folds;
crevasses between fesh and bone

awaken under the sliver of a moon,
a fnger nail, clipped away

lost in the dark shadows

between, until the pinky

down to the hip of the hand
which carries the weight
of seemingly nothing

but old, I looked
at my hands today



Who They Are

Nick Holdstock & Ryan Van Winkle

were the editors.

Neil Beaver

is an Edinburgh based poet. His frequently
updated blog can be found at
www.ethicaladventures.blogspotcom

Oscar Chunk

may live in Edinburgh. His piece was found
nailed to a tree. oscarwritese hotmail.com

Derek Nacho Nason

lives in Crackdon. He is the voice and soul of
the old goat. bonemachinee7oo yahoo.com

Jack Richold

jackricholde hotmail.com

Chelsa Santoro

grew up in Amsterdam. New York. She is
currently the editor of Salvage Magazine.
www.salvagemagazine.com

William Watson

is somewhere in @atin America. He says its for
research. williame william-watson.co.uk

Thank You Much






SUBMIT

Issue Three

W TheFunoftheFa

“I think I was raped.”
“What? When?”

Things were going around in circles.

“I’'m not sure. But | think | was.”

I waited for her to continue but she just looked at the slow turning wheel.
“Raped? By who?”

A balloon guy started walking towards us. Most of his balloons were red, but there were a few white ones
too.

“Look, I don’t know. I’'m not sure. Maybe | wasn’t. Never mind.”

The balloon seller stopped and sat down. He took a cigarete from behind his ear and although it wasn’t
quite a trick, I liked it anyway.

“Come on Joe, let’s get out of here.”

We walked back to the car. A boy was crying because he’d dropped his coton candy. He started stamp-
ing on it, trampling the pink stuf into the mud. | gave him a dollar and told him to buy some more. He
stopped crying and ran of. Judy yelled at him to say thank you but he was already gone.

When we got to the car | let Judy drive. | fgured it would help take her mind of things. | didn’t know if

she was angry with me or the guy that raped her. Not that it matered. I'd seen her like that before. When
she got mad, the best thing | could do was keep my big mouth shut. That made her angry too, but not so
much.

I rolled the window down. It was a warm night and | could smell fowers. The streets were clean from the
rain, the dust not really setled. | wanted us to drive for hours, my head hanging out like you sometimes
see dogs do. But she pulled over afer the second or third set of lights. She turned of the motor and the
crickets were suddenly loud.

“Mother fucker.”

“Who?”

“Bob.”

“Who's Bob?”

“He was a friend of my Dad’s.”

“And he was the one who raped you?”

“That’s what | said.”

“No, you didn’t. You said he might have.”
“Look Joe, if a woman says it’s rape, it’s rape.”
“OK, alright. So he raped you. When was this?”

I shut my mouth and tried to get comfortable; | knew I'd be there a while.

“It was the summer before | went to college. | was working in a place just across the street from Dad. He
used to come in afer work, sometimes on his own, sometimes with Bob. They usually sat at the bar and
talked about what kind of bait was best, the right length of line. It was prety boring. Are you listening?”

| said | was.

“You'd fucking beter be. Gimme a cigarete.”

20 pence.



| Fshed one out the pack, thinking how much cooler it
would have been to reach behind my ear. She lit it, took a
deep drag, then blew the words out with the smoke.

“Dad said Bob’d been married twice but hadn’t learnt a
thing. That the only thing he could commit to was a rod.
And he was defhnitely one of those guys who looks and
doesn’t mind if he gets caught. When Dad was there he was
careful to keep his eye oF me, but as soon as Dad went to
the john, he’d take a good look. It was a hot summer so |
used to only wear a t-shirt and shorts.”

“I’ll bet you looked hot.”

She broke of, inhaled and held it. Then she blew it out and
said,

“If you say another fucking word, I’'ll break up with you
right now, | swear.”

I said | was sorry.
“Yeah, sure.”
A police car approached and slowed.

“You folks alright there?”

“Yes ofFcer.”

“Got engine problems?”

“No, we’re just talking.”
“Alright, have a nice night guys.”
“You too ofFcer.”

We watched the car glide of.

“One day he came in on his own. Dad was out of town,
though maybe that was a coincidence. When he was with
my Dad he usually drank beer but that day all he drank
was rye. | treated him like any other customer, you know,
smile, be nice, but not too much. He asked for twenty bucks
of change and then disappeared. | forgot about him because
Mitch started hiting on me, but it was okay, it was almost
funny. He kept trying to kiss my hand, saying all this crazy
shit about how | was a princess that would one day be a
queen.”

| reached out and stroked her hair, and she didn’t seem to
mind.

o f\yway, then Mitch starts giving me all this crap about
ow if | was in a tower he’d damn well climb up. And
I%yot a bit annoyed, | knew what he was saying. | told
him to leave it but he just kept on. Then the music began.
It was defnitely a Doors track, | don’t know which one. It
was about a girl, it sounded weird. Bob came back, walk-
ing slow, just as the chorus kicked in and it was obvious
he’d timed it, just so he could make some sort of entrance. |
wasn’t impressed but Mitch, he got the hell out of there, so
I was kind of grateful. Bob said Just look at the old boy go,
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and | had to laugh. I thought he was going to keep talking
but all he did was order. Afer that the music kept on, he
must have put the whole twenty in. It was all old stuf, but
good, a lot of Stones and Elvis, some stuf that sounded
British but wasn't the Beatles. The whole time he just sat
there, drinking and playing with an old ring. | swear he
didn’t look over once. Just sat there for an hour.”

She was looking straight ahead, maybe at the station wagon
parked in front, maybe at the dark lawns.

“Eventually the tunes ran out. The place was too quiet
afer all that noise, so | went over. He said how you do-

ing kid and | said fne. | asked him if he wanted another,
on the house, on account of all the music and he said no,
he thought he’d had about enough. He looked like he was
about to leave, not that he was geting up or had his jacket
on, just he seemed sort of ready. | asked how come he’d got
divorced. He laughed and twisted his ring and said which
one? | said either, both, and he said well, alright. First time
because | was dumb, the second because we both were. |
thought this was a bit of an asshole thing to say, so | asked
how she was dumb. He told me how she always bought the
wrong milk, every week, for two years, and how he got to
thinking if a person can’t get something that simple right,
the rest hasn’t a chance. And although this sounded stupid,
it was also kind of interesting. | didn’t know anyone else
who’d been divorced, it was that sort of town. And he had
one of those voices, the kind that are easy to hear like he
was talking on the radio.”

I saw a car approaching and was sure it was the police, that
he would tell us very nicely to just go on home. But the car
didn’t slow or stop, it just carried on by.

o) en he stood up to go. He walked to his truck in a per-
fectly straight line, I guess he could really hold it. But
he didn’t drive of right away. | could see him siting in

the cab, smoking a frst then second cigarete. He lit a third,

then rolled the window down. He Ficked it out then drove

away and if some guy hadn’t ordered thirteen beers, I'd

have gone and stood on it, you know | hate that.

Afer that it got really busy. It was some guy’s birthday
and they were playing games. | must have poured a hun-
dred shots. Earl almost had to break up a fght afer one of
them said something to a Korean guy who was far more of
a regular than any of those assholes.”

Judy always had a sof spot for them.

“I must have goten out of there sometime afer eight. Usu-
ally 1 didn’t mind walking, not if the weather was good. But
I just wanted to be home in bed. So when | saw Bob siting
in his big red truck, my frst thought was to catch a ride,
and only when we’d been driving for a few minutes did |
wonder why and when he’'d driven back. | wasn’t worried
though, this was Dad’s friend and I'd soon be home.

are no dogs on the street. Momentarily,
it seems, we can forget the dogs
on the street, forget the wars

we do not understand.

we

The roads seem okay. Dirty

with sand & salt,
the roads seem fine. There

My wet beard freezes.

flakes
stake
claim
like
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take
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pleasure
in
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Bob asked if | ever went fshing and | said a bit, not much.
That sometimes me and a few guys went to the lake by
Denton’s farm. He said You ever catch anything? and | said
no and he said no? Not even VD? Then he laughed but be-
fore | could reply he said | know a place where no one goes,
the Fsh are so bored they want to be caught. If you want to
go, it’s close. But you'd beter tell me, that’s your turn of.
And before | knew it I’d said yes and we were going past.”

I risked a question.

“I don’t know, maybe the ride had woken me up. Or per-
haps it was like my Dad asking. Maybe | was just wasn’t
thinking.

We drove on a bit further, neither of us talking. We turned
of the highway, down a small road that became a track. |
could hear branches brushing against the truck, | guess
no one did go there. We stopped and then got out. He must
have seen me shiver a bit because he opened the door and
reached into the back. He brought out a rod, some bags
and a sweater, a big old heavy thing that came down to
my knees. It had a strange smell, like lots of things mixed
together, afershave and smoke, dust and maybe sweat. But
it smelled alright, not dirty or anything.

The path twisted lef and then | saw the lake. There was a
big moon and the water looked like it'd had a load of milk
poured in. It was a good night for swimming, and maybe if
it was now | would. But | didn’t swim that well then, really,
not at all, so | didn’t, and anyway, | guess there could have
been all kinds of stuf.

We stood looking at the water for a while, then Bob went
to get the boat. | wasn’t sure | wanted to but Bob said it
would be okay, it was a nice night. So we pushed of and
when the engine started it seemed way too loud. But then
it setled down and we chugged on out towards the centre.
And when he cut the motor it seemed like all the insects
were holding their breath.

I watched Bob bait the hook. When he handed it to me |
realized this was the only rod and said what about you?
And he replied I've fshed here plenty times before. I'll let
you have the pleasure. When | cast of | tried not to make
a mess of it, but | still did. He put his hands on mine and
they were large and smelled of soap, like he'd just washed
them. He raised my hands to one side then ficked my wrist
quickly and I felt the line and my hands fow forward. |
watched the hook sink into the water and wondered if the
sleeping fsh would notice. Then he moved his hands to my
shoulders. I didn’t finch or move. | guess | wanted to be
touched, maybe just held and if he was there and wanted to,
well, that was OK.”

| took my hand from her neck and hung it out the window.
A cool breeze was starting and | remember thinking there'd
be rain by morning.

“He kept them there a while, and although | thought | felt
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a few tugs, nothing really happened. Then he moved his
hands down to my hips and said | was very, very prety.”

| felt a yawn beginning but managed to stop it.

“He shifed to get closer and the boat rocked side to side,
not much but enough to make me scared. | wasn’t quite
sure what to do, my hands were busy with the rod. He
started kissing me and then his hands were between my
legs and tugging at my shorts. He pushed me down into
the botom of the boat, but not in a rough way. I told him |
didn’t want to but he was already on top of me. He held my
hands tightly. It didn’t take long.”

ide the wind picked up a litle, not much but enough
make me wish I'd brought a jacket.

“Aferwards | lay there looking up at all the stars. | don’t
think | knew what had happened. It had been that way
with my boyfriend too. We'd been making out in the woods
and then he’'d been on top even though we’d agreed to wait.
I think until a few years ago | thought that was just how
things were. And on the drive back Bob acted like nothing
had happened. He asked when | was going to Bufalo, if |
knew people there. When he stopped outside our house he
said see you around kid. | waited for him to say something
else but he just nodded.

When | got in my mom and brother were asleep. | took a
shower and went to bed. And when | woke up next morn-
ing | must have told myself that it was just a dream or
didn’t mater.”

She started the engine.
“Didn’t you tell anyone?”
She shook her head.

“He and Dad had a falling out and then we moved away.
Last week my mom told me he’d died a few years back,
cancer she said. | guess | hadn’t thought about him much
until then.”

I rolled the windows up and we started the rest of the drive
back. | wondered what | was supposed to say. | had a few
ideas, but in the end | fgured that | wasn’t supposed to say
anything. She’d just wanted me to listen.

When we got in we watched TV and then went to bed. | was
feeling horny but at the same time, a bit nervous, like this
was our frst date. | lay next to her, wanting to touch her
but not knowing if | should. In the end she put her hands
between my legs and that was that. When we’d fnished |
lay awake for a long time, not just thinking about Bob but
about all kinds of stuf. And a few months later | started
seeing one of the secretaries.
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