Fruit Stains

Susan reaches the door and places her hand on the knob. Before she opens the door, Susan looks back at me and her mouth opens. I can tell she wants to say something, but it’s one of those awkward Bill O’Reilly moments when your mouth starts to speak before your brain has decided on what it actually wants to say. So she stands there, her mouth frozen in an O-shaped pattern, as if someone hit the pause button on a VCR. 


“ I’m glad I stopped by too,” Susan finally says, even though we both realize that’s not initially what she wanted to say. “ Mark mentioned you were seeing someone named Laura. You both should join us for a weekend at my cabin. Here’s a business card with my phone number. Give me a call sometime.”


Her phone number! And it hits me that I couldn’t have proposed to Susan. I don’t even know her phone number!


Susan opens the door to my apartment as I mentally prepare the speech I plan to give to Laura to explain Susan’s presence in my apartment. I need it to be a good speech, but not so good that it sounds rehearsed. Polished speakers never sound sincere. But when the door opens, it’s not Laura on the other side. My father is waiting in the hallway, sobbing uncontrollably, but since he forgot to take a number, it is two hours before I finally get to talk to him. When I reopen the door hours later, I find him sitting on the hallway floor. His head is buried in the baseball cap he’s holding in his hands and I can see his bald spot. You never quite realize how weird someone’s bald spot is until you get an aerial view of it... it kinda looks like crop circles. And then the flashback occurs and I start to recognize the clothes and baseball cap and realize my father was the sobbing homeless person outside the bakery earlier today. That crop circle pattern is unmistakable. Plus there’s some raspberry jelly on his bald spot that I must have inadvertently dropped on his head when leaving the bakery. 


I feel kinda bad not recognizing my own father outside the bakery, but in my defense, people look much different when they’re not wearing their sanity. He really does look quite scary with his scraggly hair, unwashed clothes and unshaven face. If you saw him walking down the street right now, it would be really weird since he’s standing right outside my apartment door. He’s not so creepy that you would cross the street to avoid him, but he does look creepy enough that the thought would most certainly cross your mind.


I look at my father, uncertain what I should say. There’s not a whole lot to say in these situations when you’re trying to maintain the well-established guy code that prevents men from explicitly acknowledging that another man is crying until he brings up the subject first. Unless of course you’re making fun of him behind his back for crying, then it’s OK.


“ How did you get up here?” I ask, trying to bring up a topic other than his crying. “ The building usually has pretty tight security.”    


“ Your buzzer was broken, so I tried to sneak in as another tenant was leaving. But, your landlady caught me and started yelling at me to leave before she called the cops.”


“ So you join the ever-growing list of people who have had the misfortune to encounter Mean Old Miss Bostwick.”


“ That’s not a very nice nickname to call her,” says my dad.


“ It’s not a nickname. That’s the name on her birth certificate. Evidently her parents weren’t too fond of her either. Everyone hates her. She’s pure evil. She’s David Hasselhoff when he put on a goatee to become Bad Knight Rider-level evil.”


“ Well, I thought she was very nice behind that gruff exterior. She was just looking out for the safety of her tenants by questioning me. And I understand, because quite frankly, I’m looking pretty wretched right now. She said she didn’t let people who looked like deranged killers into her building so they could just waltz right in and murder her tenants. But then I said I was looking for you, and she decided to make an exception just this once.”


My father enters my apartment and plops down on the sofa as his sobbing, which had momentarily stopped, restarts again. Although I should be sad to see him cry, a part of me is secretly happy. All my life, I wanted my dad and I to communicate with one another and help each other when we were down. It makes me sit back and wonder how many drugs I must have been taking to think that might actually be a good thing. I’m not emotionally equipped to comfort others. I can’t even stop myself from giggling every time I see someone fall down. Even handicapped people. 


Tears are streaming down my father’s face which is now red and puffy from crying; it looks like a botoxin injection gone awry. Despite the tears, his face looks dried and cracked by wrinkles. It has a whole Grapes of Wrath motif going on. Teardrops fall from his eyes and seep into his wrinkles before falling off his face. I’m not sure if he’s crying or being irrigated. I look at my father’s face and suddenly realize how old he looks. I see my legacy in his face - what I am to become when I grow older - and it frightens the hell out of me. Your parent’s face is the world’s scariest mirror - even worse than those unflattering, overly fluorescent department store mirrors  that always make you look like you have scurvy.


But maybe I’m just being biased. I guess it’s natural not to see your father as being attractive. Sometimes you think of your dad as some old creature barely hanging on. But then, you find these old black and white photographs back when he was nineteen and was absolutely handsome and dashing. Unfortunately, my father was never like that. He was pretty much ugly even back then. He had the type of face that only Darwin could love. His overbite was so bad that when my grandmother tried to frame photos where he was smiling, the glass of the picture frame would break. Luckily I got my physical appearance from my mom’s side of the family - though I could’ve done without inheriting the inability to grow pubic hairs until I was seventeen.  


My father continues sobbing as yellow gelatinous substances start to flow from his nose. I imagine it’s what the citizens of Pompeii must have seen on their last look back. Especially since my father is wearing his “Pompeii rocks!” T-Shirt today. I want to comfort my father, but can’t bring myself to move closer to him. He really looks repulsive right now. Crying really doesn’t make sense from an evolutionary stand-point. The purpose of crying is to convince others to provide comfort, but the person crying looks so repulsive that you don’t even want to touch him. I think nature should make crying a much more attractive endeavor - maybe develop something like magenta tears. Or glitter tears. That would be cool. But I suppose those ideas might backfire too. Maybe people would provide less comfort because who wants to get magenta or glitter all over their clothes? About the only people in the world willing to provide comfort anymore would be drag queens and girls who shop at Target.


I overcome my trepidations and hug my father on the sofa, carefully positioning myself to avoid as much nose goop as possible. It’s one of those hugs that has the absolute minimal amount of physical contact while still qualifying as a hug.
So I sit on the couch, hugging my father and giving him awkward duck-duck-goose style head pats. While hugging him, I look over his shoulder and notice the message light on my answering machine is blinking and my gut tells me it is from Laura. I wonder how long it’s been flashing. My heart starts to beat quickly, almost in rhythm with the blinking of the answering machine light, and I want to call Laura right away. I wonder if it’s bad etiquette to check your machine while someone is sobbing on your sofa. I know it’s really rude to keep playing with your Nintendo Gameboy while someone is sobbing on your sofa (mainly because my father just told me that five minutes ago), but I think the answering machine should be allowed. I decide to hold off on checking the machine. My father has momentarily stopped sobbing and I seize the opportunity to ask him what is wrong.


“ Your mother is leaving me,” he says while blowing his nose. “ It turns out she’s been cheating on me for the last three years. Our phone was ringing yesterday and I picked it up and the guy she’s having the affair with had the nerve to call our house. I wasn’t supposed to be home so he must have been expecting her to pick up because he asked her to marry him before I even said a word. And then he must have realized it wasn’t her so he hangs up on me right away.”


I can’t believe I accidentally proposed to my father! That’s more fucked up than teenagers whose parents still walk them to school everyday. But I couldn’t have accidentally called my parents. I would never waste a speed dial button on them because they always screen their calls and pretend they’re not home when I call. They keep telling me I’m just being paranoid, but I’ve actually called them while staring directly into their living room window just to see what they’d do. Evidently, on their scale of priorities, I’m above the “Set it and Forget It!” rotisserie cooker informercial, but below reruns of the Press Your Luck Whammy. Then I remember that last Christmas they gave me a cell phone with their number pre-programmed on speed dial as a gag gift. I would have removed the number from my speed dial, but I have never been able to figure out how all the menu options on my phone work. The one time I tried to erase their number I ended up accidentally switching my long distance phone carrier and placing a subscription for Teen People magazine, which is evidently for those few readers who feel there aren’t enough photos of Josh Hartnett in their regular People magazine issues.


My heart sinks as I realize that my phone call may have ruined a marriage. Not necessarily a good marriage or even a marriage that even had a modicum of benefit to society, but a marriage nonetheless. I need to set the record straight. 


“ Dad, mom’s not cheating on you,” I begin, but am interrupted before I have a chance to finish my confession. 


“ She is,” he interrupts. “ I confronted her about the phone call and she admitted she was having an affair and I gave her an ultimatum. Me or him. Actually I said 90% me; 10% him because I didn’t want to appear too pushy. But then she told me she didn’t love me anymore - that she only stayed together all these years for you kids. Evidently, she didn’t want to give you kids the satisfaction of seeing us break up. She packed a bag and said she was going to marry the new guy.”


It’s hard to think of my parents getting a divorce. Why divorce after 25 years of marriage? At the very least, they could have divorced while I was growing up so I would have someone to blame for the disaster that is my life. I’m completely shocked. I can’t believe my mom cheated on my dad. It totally stuns me to think my parents’ marriage was all based on lies and deceit. I always thought it was based on bitterness and an inability to get along with anyone but each other. Yet when I look back, there were subtle signs that things weren’t perfect between them. Like those years when they wrapped each other’s Christmas presents in half-filled out divorce papers. In retrospect, I suspect that was a good clue. 


“ Do you still want to stay together?” I ask my father.


“ I don’t know,” he says. “ I think so, but I don’t know if I could trust her again. I know I would get all suspicious and start jealously pacing back and forth every time she was five minutes late.”


“ But you’ve always done that,” I say. 


“ I know,” my father says. “ But now I would actually have a reason to be suspicious. To me that’s a whole lot worse than mere conjecture. I don’t know if my heart could take the stress. I’m already on heart and high blood pressure medications.”


I wish my dad wouldn’t take so many medications. He’s like a walking pharmacy. I almost expect him to charge me an insurance co-pay just to be in the same room with him. He’s on about ten different medications, including one for a urinary tract infection that he no longer has. He just gets along with his urinary tract infection support group too well to admit that he’s cured.


But I understand how my father feels about the betrayal. Laura cheated on me once and it devastated me. I’ve hurt Laura in many ways over the years, but I’ve never cheated on her. I don’t have many things that I can be proud about in my life, but that’s right up there with getting my novel published and my Guinness World Record for having the world’s largest tin foil collection. Well, my former record anyway. I had to relinquish the title after an ex-girlfriend, who I actually met at a Guinness convention, got mad at me and destroyed it. Of all the people at the convention, I just had to date the woman who held the record for building the World’s Biggest Microwave Oven. 


I don’t blame Laura for cheating on me though. We were arguing a lot when it happened and she found someone who made her forget her worries for a short while. It just hurt that I couldn’t be the one who could make her troubles go away. Despite the unfortunate circumstances, I begin to feel a bond with my father. It feels nice to finally have something in common with my father other than a really hairy butt. I know I was a big disappointment to my father growing up. He was embarrassed that I wasn’t popular. And that I wasn’t an athlete. And that I once showed up at a family reunion wearing Daisy Duke shorts. But that wasn’t entirely my fault - Cosmo said it was an “in” look for men that summer. Well, I thought that was what the article said, but in reality, two pages of the magazine just got stuck together for reasons which are best left unsaid. 


My father and I continue to sit on the couch. I can still see that raspberry jelly blob on his bald spot. The jelly is kind of dried now, in that gummy sort of way. As my father rests his head on my shoulder, I actually feel like I’m growing closer to my father. This is the longest physical contact we’ve had since the time I was 8 years old when my father had a heart attack and fell on top of me during a game of Twister.


“ I don’t know what I’m going to do without your mother,” says my dad. “ She’s always taken care of me. You know, as I was walking over here, I realized that I don’t even know if we have a gas or electric stove.”


“ If it makes you feel any better, I don’t think mom does either.”


“ She’s leaving me for someone named Tyrone. I’m 53 years old and I have never met a Tyrone in my entire life. I mean, how does one even meet a Tyrone?”


“ I don’t know,” I tell my father as my mind conjures disturbing images of my mother surfing the Internet looking for sites devoted to naked pictures of guys named Tyrone.


“ Do you think Tyrone is a good name?” my father asks.


I’m not sure how to answer that question. It feels like one of those trick questions like when your girlfriend knows you’ve been at the strip club but she asks where you’ve been anyway just to see if you’re going to lie about it.


“ I mean, Tyrone,” says my father. “ That just sounds so masculine. Why did my parents name me Melvin? That has to be the least sexy name around.”


I don’t even know why my dad is complaining about the name Tyrone. Laura cheated on me with a guy named Ray-Ray. I was temporarily lower on the sexual food chain than a guy named Ray-Ray. And that’s pretty low to start with. It’s only a couple of rungs higher than guys who shave their balls for religious purposes.


My dad continues, “ I mean, when was the last time you saw a porn star named Melvin? Your mom wouldn’t even say my name during orgasms because she said it killed the mood.”  


“ You know, dad, do we really have to talk about this? It’s making me queasy.”


“ I’m sorry,” says my father. “ I’m probably driving you crazy. I should go.”


“ Stop being so sensitive. I just want you to talk about something other than what mom says during orgasm. Do you remember that list of topics that you’re not allowed to discuss with me?”


“ What list?”


“ The list we started about ten years ago when you started to describe to me how bad mom’s vagina smelled while you were giving her oral sex towards the end of a 7 day camping trip.”


“ That list is still in effect?”


“ Yes, and we can add things mom says during orgasm to it.”


A momentary silence follows, before my father finally talks again.


“ We haven’t had sex in three years. That’s a pretty big dry spell, isn’t it?”


Three years without sex... Most guys wouldn’t call that a dry spell; they’d call it elementary school.  


“ I know she’s not attracted to me anymore,” says my dad. “But I don’t understand why things went downhill. I look in the hallway mirror everyday and I don’t think I look any different than I did when I was 20.” 


“ Dad, that’s not a mirror in the hallway. It’s a portrait of you when you were in your 20's.”


“ I suppose that would explain why I saw someone’s signature on my neck every time I looked in the mirror in the morning. I always thought it was just a cute prank your mother would play on me. To think of all the hours I wasted trying to vigorously scrub it off every morning.” 


I worry a lot about my parents getting older, even more so now that I know my dad is going to be all alone. My dad doesn’t see himself getting older, but the signs are becoming noticeable. His face is beginning to sag and everything about him seems more fragile. Last week, even one of his sperm came down with a broken hip. It was easier knowing my parents were looking after each other. Now I’m going to have to visit once a week to make sure my dad hasn’t fallen in the tub. My grandfather died after slipping in the tub. It took days before someone found him - which was kind of odd seeing that my grandmother had taken three showers in that same time span. I can’t imagine what it would be like to find someone who has fallen in the tub. OK, I can imagine it, but my odds of actually finding Demi Moore naked in a tub are pretty remote. But parents are different. I could maybe live with finding a naked parent in the tub, but actually having to physically assist said naked parent out of the tub is asking way too much.


“ Everything’s going to work out,” I say, trying to console my father.


“ I don’t think it will,” says my father. “ I hope you never know what it feels like when the person you would have given up your whole life for tells you they no longer love you. It’s the worst kind of emptiness.”


And I don’t know what to say. There are some types of pain that just won’t go away even if have the right words or the right  keg of beer on hand.


“Do you think I was a good husband?” my father asks.


Truthfully, my dad wasn’t a good husband. He was always working late. Wasn’t a good listener. And wasn’t big on physical affection. Anytime my mom tried to kiss him in public, he would turn his head so she kissed his cheek. He would smile when she kissed him, so I think he liked it. But I could always see this little squiggle of disappointment in my mom’s lips when, almost immediately after the kiss, he’d wipe off her saliva with this light blue handkerchief he always carried with him. Growing up, my brother and I had trouble pronouncing the word handkerchief, so we just called it the Mommy eraser. 


But I know my dad’s not ready to hear any of this, so I say quietly, “ You were a good husband.”


“ You’re a good son,” says my father as he gives me a look that he knows I’m lying. “ Not a particularly honest son, but you’re a good son. I know you and I haven’t been real close, but, well...”


And he can’t finish the sentence. But I understand, because I’ve never been able to finish those types of sentences either - even when it meant losing someone I couldn’t live without.


“Listen,” says my father, “ I’ve taken up enough of your time, so I’m going to get going.”


“ You don’t have to go.”


“ I just need some time alone to think things through, you know?”


“ Yeah, I know.”


We don’t say much as we walk towards the door. That’s the good thing about talking to another guy about his problems. You both accept when you’re both all talked out. Plus he won’t be offended if you ask him to take a bag of garbage out to the dumpster on his way out. I open the door and watch my father walk towards the elevator dragging a giant black Hefty trash bag behind him and occasionally switching hands when those plastic tie handles dig into his hands too much. I look down the hall towards the elevators and notice Laura is standing at the elevator, impatiently pressing the down button every five seconds to make the elevator come faster. The elevator bell rings and the doors open. My father looks at Laura quizzically as he enters the elevator. He can tell something is wrong. The smell of break-up completely permeates the hallway. Plus, Laura gives my father the evil eye when he asks her if she would mind taking the garbage downstairs for him. 


“ Would you like me to hold the elevator?” asks my father.


Laura looks at me uncertain of what she wants to do. She finally shakes her head no and the elevator doors close and now Laura and I are standing alone in the hallway. Though only physically a few feet apart, there’s a lot of emotional distance separating us. The hall reminds me of one of those McDonald playpens with all the plastic balls - and not just because I see some of those yucky kids who stick French fries up their nose and then eat them. The hall is only a short distance from end to end, but it takes forever to wade through all the junk. Or, to use a more adult analogy, it’s like being forced to read The Celestine Prophecy.


I look at Laura’s face as she enters my apartment. I’m absolutely certain that Laura has been crying for the past hour - especially since she has some time-stamped photos that she just got developed at the one-hour photo store to prove it. The photo taken at 3:46:23 is especially heartbreaking - though I think it was a little manipulative to be holding three orphaned kittens for added sadness.


Laura enters my apartment, shutting the door behind her, and we stand in silence for several minutes. Finally the void is interrupted as Laura opens my apartment door. She says to me, "Well aren't you going to come in, too?"  


I join Laura in the apartment and we sit on the sofa. I’m sitting in the same sofa spot my dad was sitting in and feel a little gross that the cushion is still really warm. If I were my dad, I would forget about the heart and migraine medications and ask my doctor if there was a cure for excessive ass heat. That can’t be healthy - even in winter.    


“ I’m sorry to come here,” Laura says, wiping tears with the back of her shirt sleeve. “ I know we’re no longer together, so I have no right to be here, but I just really needed someone to talk to. I’ve been riding the elevator up and down debating whether I should knock on your door.”


Laura rests her head on my shoulder and I hold her close. The scene is eerily similar to what I just went through with my father. Sitting on the sofa, listening to the sound of heaving sobs. And oddly enough, Laura also has a blob of jelly doughnut on her head.  


“ What’s wrong, Laura?,” I ask as I wipe the jelly stain away with my finger.


I pull Laura close to me so I can comfort her and so she doesn’t see me lick the jelly blob from my finger. How dirty can a head be anyway?


“ It’s my sister,” says Laura. “ She’s in a coma.”


“ Oh, God, Laura,” I say as she leans more tightly against me. “ What happened?”


“ You know how we always complain about how unrealistic those Hollywood chase scenes are when one of the cars always runs into a fruit stand. Well, my sister got hit by a car while working at her fruit stand. I don’t know who got hurt more - my sister or the two guys who were moving a plate of glass across the street. The hospital said she might have had a better chance of recovery except the ambulance had a hard time reaching her because of all the guys with Squeegees who wanted $10 to clean the fruit off the plate of glass. I sat by her side for hours until I couldn’t bear to watch anymore. She has all these tubes and lines going in and out of her body. She looks like a marionette that a puppeteer has lain down on a table after the performance is over. My mom arrived before I did and pancaked make-up all over my sister’s face because she couldn’t bear to look at all the bruises. There was just so much make-up. It was one of those bad make-up jobs that made my sister look more like an autumn leaf than a human face. I had to leave the hospital. I just couldn’t stay there any longer. I started to drive over here, but after ten minutes found myself heading to the accident site instead. I’m not sure why really. I just needed to see it. I thought it might help put things in focus. There was broken glass everywhere and there were piles of fruit lying around that the clean-up crews didn’t get to yet. I sat on the curb, just staring at all this bruised and smushed fruit.”


“ The car must have done a number on that fruit.”


“ No, these piles weren’t hit by the car. My sister just didn’t sell very high-quality fruit.”


I admire Laura’s strength about visiting the accident site because I don’t think I could have done it. And I sit on the couch feeling sad knowing that if I didn’t mess things up so badly this morning, I would have been at the hospital with Laura. I would have been there to persuade Laura not to go to that accident site because I know how those images just get imprinted into your brain. They haunt you. When I was 10, I saw an old man get killed by a car. I didn’t see the accident, just the old man lying on the ground with all his groceries scattered around him. I remember he had a bottle of Cremora coffee creamer - this brown colored glass was scattered all around him and the coffee creamer was mixing with his blood. To this day I can’t even picture his face. I remember the brand of dairy creamer he used, but I just can’t remember his face. It’s odd what you remember. But I wasn’t there when Laura needed me to prevent her from going to the accident site. Now I know that images of misshapen fruit are just floating around Laura’s brain like she was a drunken Vegas slot machine player. And those images won’t ever go away. Again, much like a drunken Las Vegas slot machine player.


“ I feel so helpless,” says Laura. “ I’m a nurse. I’m supposed to be able to help sick people. But, how do you help someone in a coma? I sat there talking to her because coma patients are supposed to be able to hear what you say, but it felt weird talking to someone who wasn’t listening. You think I’d be used to it from dating you, but it still felt weird.”


I’m not certain, but I think Laura just put me down. Unfortunately, I wasn’t listening close enough to be absolutely sure.


“ The doctor suggested that doing pleasant things that might seep into her memory could help revive her, so I washed my hair with her favorite strawberry scented shampoo and spent the last three hours rubbing my hair in her face. It didn’t work though. She didn’t move at all, except for her lungs which went up and down, keeping the rhythm of the oxygen machine.”


A look of self-consciousness creeps across Laura’s face as she says, “ I’m sorry if my hair smells like coma.” 


“ Shh... it’s alright,” I say as I pull Laura closer towards me so I can comfort her and so she can’t see me spit out the unrinsed strawberry shampoo that I mistakenly though was a jelly doughnut blob. 


I make a mental note to remind Laura that one should rinse twice after shampooing. While Laura’s head rests on my shoulder, I quickly sniff her hair because I’ve always wondered what coma smells like. Truthfully, it’s not a very pleasant smell. I can understand why no one has tried to bottle coma stink as a perfume. Though I think that the Michael Jordan cologne comes awfully close.


“ Is your sister expected to recover?” I ask.


“ They don’t know,” says Laura. “ I’ll be taking care of my niece, Melissa, while my sister’s in the hospital. How do you comfort a 14 year old whose mom is in a coma? And what’s going to happen to Melissa if my sister doesn’t pull through? I hate to be negative, but truthfully, I don’t think my sister will come out of it. My sister has never been much of a fighter. Even during her hippie days, at the one protest she went to she spent the whole time walking around with a razor asking all the women if they wanted her to shave their armpits before the TV cameras arrived. God, I’m not ready for her to go like this. I didn’t even return her calls the last two weeks. I was just so busy and kept thinking I would call her tomorrow. I wish I had a chance to tell her how much I loved her. That’s a part of the reason I came here today. I didn’t want to risk having anything happen to you before telling you that I love you. I think I want to get back together again, but I need to know something. Who’s Susan?”


I hesitate for a few moments, not really sure how to answer the question. Or whether I should tell her that Susan was just in my apartment. I decide not to because truthfully I’m a coward and am afraid of losing Laura again. 



“ Susan was someone I knew in high school. We had a hate-love relationship. We were intense rivals in everything. In drama club, she was the first Juliet to throw lawn furniture at Romeo as he stood outside her balcony. And I was the first Hamlet to poke Ophelia with a long stick to help her during her drowning scene. Susan’s now dating Mark... it just brought up a lot of emotion. There's nothing between us." 


“ Did you love her back then?” Laura asks even though she can see the answer is yes by looking into my eyes. 


It’s at this time I really regret wearing those novelty contact lenses with the word yes in them. 


“ Yeah, I did, but that’s over. You’re the one I love.”


" Why should I believe you?" Laura asks.


" Remember our first trip together when we stayed at that hotel by the Jersey shore. We were sitting at the edge of the water, the waves and medical waste crashing against our toes. We began skimming pebbles. You were sitting behind me, your arms wrapped around my chest as you whispered, `Maybe we should have waited until everyone got out of the pool before we started to skim rocks.'I realized then that I would always love you and that most parents get upset when you hit their kids with a rock upside their head."


“ Why do you do this? I ask for a deeper answer and you give me a superficial memory. That’s not enough for me,” says Laura. 

“ Things can't go back to the way they were," she says. " I need a commitment. I'm not going to live my life like one of those girls who roll around on the top of cars in Whitesnake videos. Especially after the time I developed an infection after getting punctured by a hood ornament during a video shoot.”


“ Tell me what you want, Laura, and I’ll do it. I’ll be whatever you need me to be. For once in our relationship, just be honest with me about what you want.”


“ I want you to let me into your world completely. You love me now, but on tip toes, like you’re afraid I might hear you leaving me. I want you to love me like someone who’s never been hurt before. You want me to be honest? A lot of times, I just really hate you. I hate that you hurt me. I hate the way you manipulate me. I hate the way you always re-enter my life just when I think I’ve finally gotten over you. I hate that scared little boy look you give me every time my eating disorder pops up. I hate the way you run away every time my life becomes messy.  Sometimes, I think my life would be so much better if I never met you.”


I stand there stunned. It never occurred to me before that Laura could ever hate me. Hate is such a powerful word. I think hate is the dirtiest word in the English language - except maybe for the word dirt. 


“ Well, say something!” yells Laura. “ You wanted me to be honest. Well, there it is. That’s me being honest.”


“ No,” I say, still hurting. “ You didn’t say that to be honest. You said that to be cruel. It’s sheer coincidence that it also happens to be honest.”


“ I’m sorry,” says Laura. “ I didn’t mean that. I could never hate you. This was just my life getting messy again.”


I pull Laura close to me on the sofa and she rests her head on my chest. We’re both crying a little now. 


“ I’m still here,” I say. “ Your life is messy and I’m not going anywhere this time. I just want us to be together again.”


And I mean this. I don’t care how hard I have to fight; I’ll never leave Laura’s side in a time of need. That might not seem like much of a promise, but if you knew how badly I have to pee right now, you’d be awfully impressed. 


And Laura starts to unbutton her blouse and then pulls me towards her and undoes my belt. And I know where this is going and I’m not sure if this is the right thing to do. But I’m weak and Laura looks so beautiful and most of all Laura needs me. And sometimes being needed just feels so good.


“ Are you sure you...” I start to say.


“ Shh...” Laura interrupts as she pulls me closer to her.


 I enter Laura and we start making love - not in a passionate way, but in a slow, deliberate type of way. Just soft and gentle and rhythmic. The type of sex that isn’t about pleasure, but more about comfort. About letting someone know that you’re there for them. About forgiving each other for all the times you hurt each other and all the times you pulled away from each other when you got too scared. And I stop to think that maybe I was wrong before when I told Laura that technically you had to open your mouth to say something. Maybe just simply being there is all the words you need to say.

PAGE  
21

