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Chapter 1

It’s 5 PM, Tuesday, January 31, 1984, on the campus of Monaghan University (or MU) in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. Lucas McQue, a fifth year engineering senior who plays on MU’s Rugby team, is doing jumping and agility drills in the Annex of the Avon Recreation Center. He’s wearing a T-shirt, shorts and sneakers. The Annex is on the second floor of the Rec Center. The temperature in the room is cool. It also needs more lighting, and has pieces of used exercise equipment lining the cinder block walls. Very few people use this area so it makes a great place to do workouts without interruptions. On the other side of the Annex is a softball pitcher and catcher working inside a netted enclosure. The pop of the softball striking the catcher’s mitt echoes around the room. 

Lucas, also known as ‘Q’, is almost finished with his workout and has only plyometric box jumps left to do. Rugby practice starts in three weeks and he wants to get a head start on his training. This April, MU will compete in the Mid-America tournament in Indiana. The winner of the tournament will move on to the national final four in Colorado. Q’s last jump is completed and he grabs a towel to wipe the sweat from his face. He starts to stretch his leg muscles when the softball pitcher yells from across the room.

Softball pitcher: Hey you! We need a stand-in batter! Can you spare about 10 minutes?

Q stands there for a couple of seconds without answering.

Softball pitcher (in a condescending voice): Come on! I won’t hurt you!

Q: Sure, OK.

Softball pitcher: Come on over. The opening in the net is in the back.

She points to the rear of the enclosure. He walks over to the net and uses his right arm to push through the opening and then moves to the home plate laying on the floor.

Softball pitcher: My name is Trish. Behind the plate is Katie.

Q: I’m Lucas but everyone calls me Q. 

Q is 6’-3” tall, weighs 195 pounds and has brown hair and blue eyes. Trish is 6’-0” tall, 175 pounds with permed red hair in a ponytail and hazel eyes. She has an hourglass shaped body with large breasts (Q estimates 36D) and a bubble type butt. Her skin is the whitest he has ever seen. Katie is 5’-8” tall, 160 pounds, with brown hair and brown eyes. Trish has on a T-shirt, tights, and sneakers, and Katie is wearing the same plus a catcher's mask, chest protector and shin pads.

Trish: Pick up a bat and get in the box. 

Q grabs a bat and steps into the batter's box.

Q: Do you want me to swing?

Trish: Honey, you can do whatever you like. Ready?

Q: Let’s go!

Q had played baseball up until he was 14 years old and feels confident he can hit any softball pitched to him. Trish has a softball in her hand, winds up and fires it toward home plate. The ball comes hurtling at Q and he staggers back out of the way at the last second. Katie catches the ball and looks over at Q, who is breathing heavily.

Q: What the hell was that?

Trish: Don’t get your panties in a bunch. You were crowding the plate (laughs).

Katie chuckles and then throws the ball back to Trish. Q is ultra-competitive and is not going to back down. He steps back into the batter's box. Trish takes the ball, winds up, and unleashes a nasty curve. The ball initially heads right toward Q and then breaks over the plate at the last second. He flinches and then stands there frozen. He’s never seen a ball curve that dramatically before. Trish throws him a dozen pitches and he can’t make contact with any of them.

Trish: I think that’s enough. It looks like you’re going to hurt yourself swinging the bat.

Katie stands up and begins removing her protective gear.

Trish: (laughs as she walks toward home plate) Better luck next time, huh Q?

Q: I’ve never seen anyone pitch like that. You are impressive.

Trish: Thanks. What were you doing over there? (as she points to the area where he was working out).

Q: Getting ready for the spring season.

Trish: The spring season of what?

Q: Rugby.

Trish: It looked like you were doing basketball drills with all the jumping.

Q: I play a position on the team that requires a lot of jumping and catching of the ball.

Trish‘s eyes move to Q’s legs and she checks out his muscle definition. Q catches her looking at his legs and she averts her eyes upward. He changes the subject.

Q: When does softball start?

He tries not to look at her breasts.

Trish: We go to Florida during Spring Break and play a week of games and then the season starts here in April.

Q: Good luck this year. I gotta run. See ya.

Trish: Maybe we will run into each other again. I enjoy striking out rugby players! (Laughs.)

Q: Maybe. I’m up in the Annex on Tuesdays and Thursdays around this time.

Trish smiles at him and she turns around to collect the balls and bats. Now his eyes are drawn to her ass. Her tights leave nothing to the imagination. Q wonders what the sound would be if he smacked her butt with his hand. He thinks, ‘I bet it would make a sharp thwack sound!’ Q picks up his towel and walks into the stairwell leading to the first floor. Once on the first floor, he goes to the service desk, picks up a clean towel and enters the locker room to get a shower. 

He’s meeting his girlfriend, Lyn Dugan, over at the computer lab at 6 PM. Lyn is arguably the best looking girl at MU or maybe even in Milwaukee. She’s also one of the smartest students at MU. Q still isn’t exactly certain why she dates him. He gets dressed, leaves the Rec Center, crosses Franklin Street and begins the 10 minute walk to the computer lab. The temperature outside is 10°F and windy, and it snowed two days earlier. The sidewalks are loaded with salt and it makes a crunching sound under his sneakers. He arrives at the lab slightly before 6 PM (she’s always early) and finds her putting on her coat, hat and mittens, and loading books into her backpack. Lyn worked at the computer lab from 3–6 PM today. Q stands and watches her for five seconds and thinks, ‘she’s amazing’.

Q: How's my Math Vixen?

That comment causes two students at the computer terminals to turn and look at Q. 

Lyn (smiles): I missed you!

And she walks right up to him and kisses him on the lips.

Lyn is 5’-6'' tall, 130 pounds with wavy blonde hair and blue eyes. Q thinks she could be a Playboy Playmate.

Q: I missed you too. Are you ready to go?

Lyn: Yep. Let me get my backpack.

Lyn has a tennis match at the country club at 6:45 PM and Q is walking her to her car.

Q: Here, I’ll take it.

And she hands him the backpack. They leave the lab and step out into the cold. The weather doesn’t faze either one of them.

Q: Anything exciting happen today?

Lyn: They’re putting in a new server next week, so it will make the lab busier.

Q: You still look hot with your winter coat on.

He always compliments her on her looks.

Lyn: Thanks. How was the Rec Center?

Q: I did more jumping and plyometric exercises. I’m finally starting to see some progress. Oh, and I got to bat against a pitcher on MU‘s softball team.

Lyn: What!?

Q: There was a pitcher and catcher practicing on the other side of the Annex, and they asked me to stand in as a batter. I couldn’t hit anything. She can really throw the ball.

Lyn knows Q is up for any challenge.

Lyn: I had a friend who pitched softball in high school and she was fast. Nobody could hit her.

Q: I don’t think I’ll be batting again. It was embarrassing.

They arrive at the parking lot outside the Wilson dormitory, an all-male freshman dormitory on the corner of Franklin Street and Station Avenue, where Lyn‘s car is parked. She’s driving her ‘winter’ car, a Jeep Wagoneer.

Q: You’ll call me when you get to the club?

Lyn: I will. Can you call me later tonight?

Q: Of course.

Q always wants to know that Lyn has arrived safely at her destination. Some of her friends think he’s keeping tabs on her, but she knows his intentions are sincere, and she likes that he’s looking out for her.

Lyn: I love you.

Q: I love you too.

She pulls her scarf down below her mouth so she can kiss him. Lyn takes her keys from her jacket pocket, unlocks the door and gets inside. He raises his hand to signal goodbye and she drives out of the parking lot onto Franklin Street, headed to the East Lake Country Club. Q’s house is a block and a half away down Franklin Street, on the other side of Campbell Avenue. The blustery weather makes him walk a little quicker than normal and he arrives at his house in five minutes. Once inside, he walks down the hallway, through the living room and into the kitchen. The kitchen is where the only phone in the house is located. The temperature in the house is 58°F so he decides to keep his coat on. 

It appears he has the house to himself as he doesn’t hear any movement from the second floor. Tonight’s dinner consists of two hotdogs and a baked potato. Robbie, one of his roommates, has a father who is a trucker, and he drops off a 50 pound bag of potatoes every month. It’s a nice gesture, but how many fucking potatoes can they eat? He is just about to eat his second hotdog when the phone rings. It’s Lyn calling to say she made it safely to the club. He knows that when Lyn plays tennis at the country club, she has a tasty dinner (usually steak) afterwards. It makes him wonder, ‘why couldn’t I have been born rich?‘ 

Meanwhile, back at the Avon Rec Center in the Annex, right after Q has exited.

Katie: Are you through for today?

Trish: Yeah, let’s pack it up.

Trish walks from the pitcher's mound to home plate and helps Katie put the equipment in the bag.

Katie: Are we going to meet next Tuesday?

Trish: Why don’t we work out this Thursday, same time.

Katie: I thought we were only going to practice every Tuesday?

Trish: Change of plans. You can be here Thursday, right?

Katie: Sure. (pauses.) Oh come on, you don’t like that guy, do you?

Trish: Wow! Did you see his legs and butt?! Where has he been hiding on campus!?

Katie: What was up with his hair? He looks like a wild man. And he plays on the rugby team. I hear those guys are a bunch of assholes. And what are you talking about this guy for when you date AJ?

AJ is a member of the MU baseball team. He’s 6’-6” tall and weighs 185 pounds. Trish’s criteria for dating a guy is he must be taller than her and weigh more than her. 

Trish: I didn’t say I was going to do anything, I’m just going to sniff around the goods a little.

Trish is a bold person who likes to laugh and joke around and doesn’t take ‘no’ for an answer. She’s an average student, not because of her intellect, but because she likes to have a good time.

Katie: AJ is a nice guy, don’t screw him over.

Trish: I can look, right!?

They leave the Annex, go to the locker room, shower and exit the Rec Center. Trish lives on Grove Street about eight blocks away. As she exits the building onto Franklin Street, she spots her ride and walks over and gets in the backseat of the car. Once the passenger side rear door is closed, the car moves quickly away.


Chapter 2

It’s 4:55 PM, Thursday, February 2 in the Annex at the Avon Rec Center and Q is once again doing jumping drills off of boxes. Trish and Katie are in the net enclosure working on pitching. Q jumps from the 24 inch box and his left ankle rolls when he hits the ground. It’s the same ankle he sprained about two years ago.

Q: Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

The pain is intense. He lays on the floor and rolls back-and-forth. He’s done this before and knows the pain will subside quickly. Trish and Katie see Q on the ground and hear him cursing.

Trish: Hey Q! Are you all right!?

He doesn’t respond and she runs through the opening in the netting, followed by Katie, over to where he’s laying down.

Trish: Are you OK?

Q: Fuck! I’ll be OK. I just rolled it! Can you help me up? Fuck!

Q moves to a seated position and Trish gets under one shoulder and Katie gets under the other. They help him over to a plastic chair up against the wall, and he sits. Trish gets a nearby chair and puts it right next to him and she sits. Katie is standing.

Trish: What happened?

Q: I hit the landing wrong and rolled my ankle. I’ve done it before. Fuck!

The pain is shooting through his ankle.

Trish: Let me take a look.

She maneuvers her chair so that she is mostly in front of Q.

Trish: Put your ankle on my thigh and let me see.

Q complies and lifts his foot up and he puts it on Trish’s leg. The ankle is already beginning to swell.

Katie: Dish, you got this under control? I’m going to pack up.

Trish: Sure, go ahead.

Q: Dish?

Katie: She is Trish the Dish to the softball team.

Q looks down at her and she smiles back.

Trish: It’s a little swollen. I’d keep the sneaker on.

As she feels around his ankle.

Q: Trish the Dish?

She bends his foot slightly.

Q: Fuck!

Trish: Sorry.

Trish examines his leg up close and wants to massage it. The large scar on the inside of his left knee attracts her attention, and she reaches her arm out to touch it.

Trish: What the hell did you do to get that scar?

Q: Jumping (laughs lightly).

Trish is now rubbing his leg below his knee with both hands. Q is wondering what the fuck is going on, but the massage feels good. Katie hasn’t left just yet and nudges Trish in the back.

Trish: Yeah, you’ll be OK. Just ice it and elevate it when you get home.

Trish stands up and looks down at him.

Q: Thank you. That was really nice of both of you to help me.

Trish: You’re welcome. We couldn’t leave you rolling on the floor.

He changes the subject, not knowing when he’ll see them again.

Q: Next Thursday night is a rugby benefit at the Burning Bush Pub. It’s two dollars all you can drink. It starts at 8 PM. Maybe you ladies can make it?

Trish: Maybe.

Katie: (pauses) Maybe (rolls her eyes).

Q: Can you help me out of the chair?

He puts his arms outstretched towards the girls and they grab him and pull him up off the chair. Q hops on one leg and then gingerly puts the foot with his injured ankle on the ground, and takes a step.

Q: I’ll be OK.

Q had sprained his ankle two years ago when he drunkenly jumped over a hedge coming home from an MU basketball game. For all rugby games and practices, he has his ankle taped by his friend and teammate Robbie. His ankle was not taped for the box jumps today and he paid the price.

Trish: You're good?

Q: I’m fine, thanks.

Q hobbles his way to the stairs, and Katie and Trish return to the netted area where they gather up their equipment.

Trish: He does have really nice legs.

Katie doesn’t say anything at first.

Katie: So much for just looking, huh?

Trish: What was I supposed to do, he twisted his ankle. Somebody had to help him.

Katie: I thought you were going to run your hand up his leg and into his shorts.

Trish: That crossed my mind.

The girls head to the stairs and go to the locker room. Q skips the shower, gets dressed and limps over to the service desk.

Q: (to the girl at the desk) Can I get Public Safety to give me a lift? I twisted my ankle and it’s swollen up.

Girl: Do you really need a ride because of your ankle or because it’s 10°F outside?

Q: Come around the desk and check my ankle out for yourself.

The girl comes out from behind the desk and Q raises the leg of his pants.

Girl: I see. Let me call them. 

She picks up the phone and dials Public Safety.

Girl: They’ll be here in about 15 minutes.

Q: Thanks.

He moves to the lobby to wait for his ride home. His plan for tonight is to meet Lyn at Vincent’s Pizza at 7:15 PM for dinner. Lyn is a member of the MU choir and they’ve been practicing every night from 6 to 7 PM in anticipation of their winter concert. 

It's 5:45 PM, the Public Safety car pulls up in front of the Rec Center and Q walks tentatively down the ramp to the car. Public Safety takes him to the Franklin Street dead end area where he exits the vehicle and limps 150 feet to his house. He hears his roommates talking in the kitchen and moves down the hallway and through the living room to meet them. Robbie, Harvey, and Cherry are having big plates of spaghetti (no meatballs) for dinner. Robbie spots him first and can tell he’s injured.

Robbie: What the fuck did you do? Was there another hedge you needed to hurdle?

Q: No, I was doing box jumps over the Rec Center and rolled my ankle. Do you think you can tape me?

Robbie: Yeah, when I’m done eating.

Q changes the subject and gets a smile on his face.

Q: Pud (Harvey’s other nickname) (jokingly) You should have seen the girl who helped me up at the Rec Center. What a rack on her! They looked perfect for a bronski. (Harvey is a large breast aficionado). 

Q shakes his head from side to side as if he’s between a woman’s large breasts. He might look at other women, but his heart is for Lyn only. Q places Lyn on a pedestal and would do anything for her. She is the first and only woman he has ever loved. They started dating the previous semester and, after a difficult time (compliments of her mother and ex-boyfriend), they are now in romantic nirvana. Q calls it the ‘honeymoon’ phase. Lyn is both beautiful and demanding. She’s gotten him to agree to do a few things he normally wouldn’t do, like take an STD test and agree to stay in Milwaukee next year, even though he currently does not have a job lined up. One thing he isn’t enamored with is that she calls the shots or, in other words, he’s pussy whipped.

Q: (to Robbie) I’ll meet you upstairs.

He opens the door to the back stairs and goes up the steps one at a time. The pain is still bad, but nothing like at the Rec Center. Once he reaches the second floor landing, he walks into the bathroom, grabs the extra strength Tylenol bottle out of the medicine cabinet and takes four capsules. His bedroom is less than five feet away from the bathroom and he limps over and opens the bedroom door, walks in and sits on the bed. There’s a picture of him and Lyn on his desk. It’s from the New Year’s Eve party at the Turner Farmhouse. Lyn is wearing a beautiful gown and he has a tuxedo on. He picks it up and smiles. It was the best night of his life. Robbie knocks on the door.

Robbie: Do you want to do it now?

Q: Yes, please.

Robbie is still getting used to the ‘new‘ Q. One who says, ‘please’ and doesn’t call him ‘pencil dick’. The ‘new‘ Q emerged when he started dating Lyn. Q reaches into his desk drawer, grabs the adhesive tape, and flips it to Robbie, who catches it.

Robbie: Take off your sneaker. I’m not touching that funky shit.

Q removes his sneaker and Robbie examines the ankle.

Robbie: It’s not too bad. Keeping the sneaker on kept the swelling down.

Robbie tapes up the ankle and it feels like a cast to Q.

Q: Thanks.

Robbie: Are you going to be able to go out tonight?

Q: I can make it to Hoops or Finks.

Robbie: We’re leaving at 10.

He turns and walks out of the room.

Drinking on Thursday night is a tradition at MU that attracts a good number of students. Q stands up and checks out the tape job. It feels stable and he’ll be able to maneuver around, albeit slowly. The Tylenol is taking effect and the pain is somewhat manageable.

It’s 6:45 PM and Q leaves his house for the one and a half block walk to Vincent’s. Lyn will most likely arrive at the restaurant between 7-7:10 PM. He thinks, ‘why not just say we’re going to meet at 7:05?‘ The walk to Vincent’s would normally take about five minutes, but with a bad ankle, it takes 15 minutes. He walks through the door at 7:05, and Lyn is sitting at a table. As he approaches her, she can tell something is wrong with his left leg and immediately gets up and moves quickly toward him. They kiss on the lips.

Lyn: What happened?

Q: I rolled my ankle this afternoon.

Lyn: Did you go to the health center and get x-rays?

Q: No, I’ve done this a half a dozen times before. It’ll be OK in a few days.

That doesn’t alleviate her concern.

Lyn: I think you need to get it checked out.

Q: I’ll be fine, really.

She backs up and they both sit at the table.

Q: I hope your day was better than mine.

She smiles at him.

Lyn: It was OK. So how did you hurt your ankle?

Q: I was doing box jumps, and just landed wrong.

Lyn: Was anybody around when you fell?

Lyn knows Q works out in the Annex.

Q: Those softball players were there again and they picked me up. Thank God somebody was there or I could’ve been laying on the floor for a while.

Q changes the subject.

Q: I love your jacket.

Lyn is wearing a fur-lined parka. They sit at the table across from one another.

Q: When do I get to see you without all the winter clothes? You’re still going to the game tomorrow night?

Monaghan is playing Prairie Land College.

Lyn: Yes, I’ll be at the game and staying over tomorrow. I’ve missed being with you this week.

Normally, Lyn spends one or two afternoons each week with Q at his house having sex. Tests and choir practices have cut into that time this week. She also spends one night each weekend at his house, much to the dismay of her mother.

Q: Excellent! I missed you too.

Lyn: I have to leave at 8 AM on Saturday. My Mom, Meg and I are going to Stevens Point to see my grandfather.

Q: How is he?

Lyn: The doctors say he could pass in a week or it could be a month.

He reaches his right hand out to her and she grabs it.

Q: I’m sorry.

Lyn: Thanks.

Q has definitely become more ‘sensitive‘ and aware of other people's feelings since dating Lyn. If Q from a year ago could look down on the current Q, the Q from the past would call the current Q a ‘pussy’.

Q: (pauses) Let’s eat. I’m hungry.

Lyn agrees and he orders a medium pizza with extra cheese and pepperoni. Q ends up eating 6 1/2 slices and Lyn eats 1 1/2. She’s always amazed at the amount of food he can eat. Dinner ends, Q picks up the check and they exit the restaurant. She drives him back to his house and then drives to Fox Point. In their minds, things couldn’t be better. As always, she calls him when she arrives home.


Chapter 3

It’s 5 PM, Thursday, February 9, in the Annex of Avon Rec Center, and Q is doing agility drills using orange traffic cones. He spaces the cones about 10 meters apart and practices change of direction movements. His ankle is holding up well thanks in part to a lace up liner that he now wears inside his sneaker. He purchased it from the MU athletic office on Monday for $19.99. Once the liner is laced tight, it feels like concrete around his ankle. To err on the side of caution, he decides to rule out any jumping for a while. 

Trish the Dish and Katie are once again in the netted enclosure. This time, Katie is taking batting practice from Trish. Trish is standing on the mound with a square metal bucket filled with softballs right by her side and she reaches down for a new ball after each pitch. Katie has a batting helmet on her head, an aluminum bat in her hand, and stands in the batter’s box. For the most part, Trish overpowers Katie, but Katie does make contact on about 20% of the pitches. That’s 20% more than Q did. 

He finishes his last drill and watches batting practice from across the room for about a minute. He said he didn’t want to bat again after last week's debacle, but his competitive nature says to give it another try. For some reason, he’s confident he can hit the ball. Q walks over to the outside of the netted enclosure, stands behind the home plate area and watches Katie take batting practice. His appearance quickly catches the eye of Trish.

Trish: Look who’s back from the injured reserve list.

Q: (waves his hand) Hi.

She stops pitching.

Trish: I didn’t think I’d see you until the spring. How are you doing?

Q: I have a brace on my ankle. It’s the best thing ever. I should’ve gotten it a long time ago. (Pauses) Do you think I could get another at bat?

Trish: (to Katie) Is that alright?

Katie: OK.

Trish: (to Q) Are all rugby players gluttons for punishment? (laughs)

He knows she is just trying to push his buttons.

Trish: Come on in. Pick up a bat.

Q pushes the hole in the netting open and walks inside. Katie passes Q as she exits through the netting. There are four aluminum bats to choose from and he picks the lightest one. He’s a right-handed batter and steps into the batter's box.

Trish: Let’s make a bet. If you hit one ball, I’ll pick up all of your equipment (pointing to his workout area). If you don’t hit any, you clean up our stuff. There’s about a dozen balls left in the bucket. Deal?

Q is a betting man and thinks the odds are in his favor, even if he didn’t hit any last time. He thinks, ‘I can hit at least one’.

Q: Deal.

Trish picks up a ball out of the bucket, winds up and throws a sinker, which drops 6 inches as it crosses home plate. Q swings a split second after the ball crosses home plate and misses it badly.

Q: Fuck!

Katie: Come on Dish! Blow it right by him!

Trish takes another ball, winds up, and throws a riser. Q has never seen these types of pitches before and once again swings and is not anywhere near making contact.

Katie: He’s not even close!

Q looks back at Katie, but he knows she is right.

Trish proceeds to throw an assortment of pitches and Q can hit none of them. After he misses a pitch, Trish says:

Trish: That’s a swing and a miss!

The next pitch is thrown.

Trish: There’s another swing and a miss!

Q soon realizes he bit off more than he can chew and that she scammed him on the bet.

Trish: OK, this is the last ball. Your last chance. What do you think slugger? (tauntingly).

Q: Just pitch.

She closes her eyes and fires her fastest pitch, and it goes by him in the blink of an eye. By the time he swings the bat, the ball hits the back of the netting. Realizing she has won the bet:

Trish: It’s cleanup time. All the balls go back in the bucket, and the bats and helmets go in the bag. Everything goes behind the netting.

Q stands dejectedly at home plate with one end of the bat in his hand on the other end on the ground. Trish walks toward him and when she’s 5 feet away:

Trish: Don’t feel too bad. Hitting a softball is different than hitting a baseball. But I thought you might hit at least one (laughs).

Katie: She struck out 15 batters and pitched a no-hitter against Whitewater last year.

Q: I suck!

Trish: (laughs) Yeah, I think you do!

When Q last saw Trish, it was when he rolled his ankle, and he was in too much pain to really notice her features, other than her large breasts and bubble butt. But now that she is standing a few feet from him, he realizes she has a muscular build and looks like an Amazon. Though he has only met her a few times, he likes her, in a platonic way. Her laugh is infectious, she has an air of confidence about her and is fun to be around. The girls were just about to leave the netted area when Q asks them about tonight.

Q: Have you given any thought to the rugby benefit tonight? It’s only two dollars.

Katie: No thanks.

And she keeps walking away.

Trish: Yeah, I think I might go. Some of my housemates are interested too.

Q: That would be great. Thank you. Do you know where the Bush is?

Trish: Yeah, it’s been a while since I’ve been there. I’m sure the ambience is the same. (laughs.)

Q: Do you know any rugby players?

Trish: Just you. (And their eyes meet). What time will you be there?

Q: Sometime between 8 and 8:30 PM.

Trish: We will definitely be there later than that.

Q: OK, thanks again for your support. I’ll see you later tonight.

The girls walk away and leave Q to clean up the balls and bats in the netted area. Trish likes the idea of supporting other MU sports teams but the real reason she’s going to the rugby benefit is to see Q. She’s fixated on his butt and legs ever since she helped him with his ankle. She thinks, ‘it’ll just be some innocent flirtation’.

Trish: (to Katie) Do you want to change your mind about tonight?

Katie: No, that’s all right. I think I have some root canal surgery scheduled instead (sarcastically).

Trish: It can’t be that bad.

Katie: Give me the details tomorrow, (pause) if you survive (laughs). Who is going with you?

Trish: Cara and Jean.

Cara is a housemate of Trish and Jean is MU Softball’s starting center fielder and a good friend of Trish.

Katie: No AJ?

Trish: No, it’s girls’ night out and he has to study for an Econ test tomorrow.

AJ is a senior majoring in business administration and is the starting first baseman for MU Baseball. He is from Savannah, GA and his family and friends thought he was nuts to go to the cold weather climate in Wisconsin. MU gave him a scholarship and the opportunity to start by his sophomore year (which he did), and he jumped at the chance. 

MU is a party-centric school, which doesn’t jibe with AJ’s strict religious upbringing, but he has found some good friends with the same beliefs and quickly adjusted to MU life. AJ is prohibited from drinking, smoking, gambling, dancing, and premarital sex. He’s allowed to hold hands with a female and kiss her (mouth closed), but everything must be above the neckline. 

Trish met AJ at an MU Basketball game right before the Christmas break. He was sitting in the row in front of her and they struck up a conversation at halftime. Little did he know that Trish liked to party. AJ asked Trish for a date the weekend before Christmas break, and he took her to a PG rated movie at the Alto. After the movie, Trish suggested they go to the bars, and that was when AJ filled her in on his religious background. Trish‘s first inclination was to say ‘good night’ and walk away, but there was something about him. He is handsome and kind, with a nice smile, and she likes his southern drawl. She was certain they would solve the physical contact issue (i.e. he would give in), but so far that hasn’t been the case.

Trish and Katie walk down to the first floor, go to the women’s locker room, get showered, dressed, and exit the Rec Center to go home. As Q picks up the softballs inside the netted area, he has doubts about whether Trish and her friends will show up at the Bush. There has to be at least half a dozen previous times when he invited people to the benefit, and they said they were going to attend, but then they didn’t show. 

The two dollar all you can drink rugby benefit is held every other Thursday and is always at the Burning Bush Pub. Unfortunately, the rugby team has a bad reputation (partly deserved) across campus for being a bunch of unruly dickheads and that doesn’t help their fundraising. Lyn will never give up a weeknight of studying to attend the two dollar all you can drink benefit, so it’s just going to be Q and his roommates, as usual, at the Bush tonight. Once he picks up the girls’ equipment, he moves to his area and cleans up his stuff. After that, he heads to the locker room, showers, gets dressed, exits the Rec Center and walks home.


Chapter 4

It’s 7:30 PM Thursday night at Q’s house and he is in the kitchen, where he has just picked up the phone to call Lyn. He dials Lyn‘s private line in Fox Point. The phone rings twice.

Q: Hi Lyn.

Lyn: Hi Q!

Q: How are you?

Q and Lyn had lunch together at the Student Union earlier this afternoon.

Lyn: I’m good, how is your ankle doing?

Q: It’s OK, as long as I leave the lace up boot on. So what’s on the study list for tonight?

Lyn: More IT programs. I need to get a computer at home.

Lyn is focusing her final semester on the math implications for information technology.

Q: I bet Dick would get you one.

Dick Dugan is Lyn‘s father. He’s also an engineering professor at MU and the CEO and owner of a very profitable construction company. Lyn’s mother is Mary Dugan, a prominent cardiologist in Milwaukee. Lyn, her parents and her younger sister, Meg, live in a multi-million dollar home on the shore of Lake Michigan in the town of Fox Point.

Lyn sounds exasperated on the phone at the lack of a home computer. Q changes the subject.

Q: How are you handling your cold-weather walks with Calc?

Calc is the name of the Dugan’s husky dog.

Lyn: She obviously doesn’t mind, but I can only take about a half an hour.

Q: Next year when you’re in the BoB, I can take her for walks at night. She is a ‘chick magnet’ on campus.

Lyn: Just remember, I’m the only chick for you (laughs).

Q: Yeah, I will (pause). I can see the boys are getting ready for the Bush.

Q’s roommates, Harvey, Robbie and Cherry, are standing in the living room waiting for him to get off the phone.

Lyn: OK, have fun. I’ll see you tomorrow night.

Q: I’m looking forward to it. I love you.

Lyn: I love you too.

Q: Good night.

Lyn: Good night.

And they both hang up their phones.

Robbie: You are so fucking pussy whipped! I bet she carries your balls around campus in her backpack!

Q: Fuck you! Snuggles (Q’s nickname for Robbie’s girlfriend, Jackie) has got you by the short and curlies.

Harvey: I agree. You’re both controlled by your girlfriends.

Robbie and Q: (to Harvey) Shut the fuck up!

It’s 7:50 PM Thursday night and the pussy whipped conversation ends as they walk out of the house into the frigid night. Q is wearing sneakers, jeans, a hooded sweatshirt, a three-quarter length cashmere coat with matching scarf and a black wool hat. He actually feels warm in the 6°F air. There is snow on all the sidewalks and it’s hard to see icy spots, so the trip to the Bush takes five minutes longer than usual.

It’s 8:10 PM Thursday night, and Q and his roommates walk up the steps from the sidewalk, pay the two dollar cover to the bouncer at the door, and enter the bar. MU Rugby keeps 75% of the entrance fees. So far, there are about 20 people inside. It’s pretty much a requirement for rugby players to attend the Thursday benefit. There are about 50 players on the team. Add in girlfriends and other friends in attendance and there are about 100 people inside the bar at its peak. 

The Bush is a grungy corner bar that is home to MU Rugby parties. The bar has a funky smell to it. Q thinks it’s a mixture of Lysol, cigarette smoke, and stale beer. Like most of the bars in the MU area, there’s a pool table, jukebox, and half a dozen stools by the rail. Once inside, they immediately head to the bar to get a beer. The two dollar payment at the door gives you the right to drink as much Blatz beer as you want. Q thinks, ‘is that a good thing or a bad thing?’ Shots, mixed drinks, and other beers are regular price. Everyone gets a Blatz beer in an 8 ounce cup and drinks it in two gulps. The prevailing thought is you need to drink two Blatz beers in quick succession in order to acclimate your body for the coming onslaught of alcohol and get used to the shitty taste.

MU Rugby won its first ever state championship last fall by defeating its bitter rival Wisconsin Dells University at Castle Field, which is just a few blocks away from the Bush. Since that time, Thursday nights at the Burning Bush have turned into booze fueled (more so than usual) victory celebrations. 

By 8:45 PM Thursday night, 50 more people have entered the bar. The bartender turns up the volume of the jukebox to get it above the crowd noise.

Q: (to Harvey) Let’s shoot some pool.

Harvey: Yeah sure.

Q walks over to the pool table, takes a quarter out of his pocket and places it into the queue on top of the table. He continues past the table, walks into the fire exit hallway, and hangs his coat on one of the hooks on the wall. Once his coat is hung up, he comes back to where his roommates are standing by the jukebox. Everybody’s beer is low so Q offers to go to the bar to get more, and he weaves his way to the bar rail.

Q: (to the bartender) Can I get four?

He signals four with his right hand.

The two A-side wing forwards, Andy and Keith (captain of the forwards), maneuver their way to the bar next to Q.

Keith: Yo Q, what are you drinking?

Q: Just the standard piss water Blatz.

Keith: I’m getting a shot. Do you want one?

Keith comes from a well-to-do family in Michigan, and ever since MU won the championship, he’s been letting the alcohol flow freely. Q looks over at him and stares at his disfigured nose.

Q: No, I owe you a shot, man! I broke your fucking nose in the Illinois Poly game last year! Remember? Now you look uglier than usual.

Keith: Oh, yeah! That was you! You fucking prick! 

And he punches Q in the arm. It’s nothing serious, Keith knows it was an accident and he’s just putting on a show.

Q: What do you guys want?

Keith: Tequila.

Andy: Me too.

Q waves the bartender over to him.

Q: Can I get three Cuervo Golds?

He pulls a $20 bill out of his jeans pocket and puts it on the bar. The bartender brings back three shot glasses, three lime slices and a salt shaker and sets them on the bar. Next he grabs the Cuervo Gold bottle from the shelf behind him and pours tequila into each glass. Each player licks the webbing between the index finger and thumb and then pours salt on it. They simultaneously lick the salt, drink the shot, and bite on the lime. Q’s face always scrunches up when he drinks tequila. The bartender comes back with Q’s change. 

Keith: Let’s go again. I’ve got it. 

Q and Andy: Sure.

And the process repeats itself with another round of tequila shots.

Q: Thanks. I got my quarter next on the pool table.

And he grabs four beers and moves towards the pool table. Keith and Andy move down the bar to see a group of
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