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My father made sure I was far more educated
than any other woman in the county. This included women my own age
and those who were much, much older. He instilled in me a curiosity
about all manner of life. He built in me an appetite for
literature, art, dance and the theater. He filled me with a strong
working understanding of politics, business, and philosophy. He
gave me a clear understanding of class and situation. He carved in
me an awareness of the need to be kind and caring to all God’
creatures. When he died, the last thing he left me was...
incredibly wealthy.

My mother left me with grace, beauty, a keen
understanding of a woman’s place in the world, the guile and wit to
circumvent that place while bruising no one. When she died, she
left me with a deep understanding of the power of love and a yet
untapped passion for sex.

My parents loved each other to the very end.
I don’t say this with the usual kind of blind romanticism usually
found in girls my age. I state it as a fact. They loved each other
until the end. I say this because they died together, their hearts
giving out due to exhaustion, in the middle of coitus. I found them
that morning, my father’s rigor-mortis-stiffened member still deep
inside my mother, and both of them with the most serene,
pleasurable expressions on their faces.

When I walked into their bedchamber that
morning – my parents, unlike most couples of our class, still
shared a bed every night – I was surprised they were still in bed,
apparently asleep. When I spoke to them, they did not respond, nor
did they react when I shook them. I knew then that they were dead.
I was shocked and grieved.

When, upon closer examination, I realized
that they had died in coitus, I was thrilled, and I laughed for
quite some time. I laughed and smiled all during the church
service, through the funeral, and I was only momentarily sad when
they put their coffins in the earth, and I realized that they had
been separated. Unable, I thought, to be locked in passion again.
Yet, when the good Reverend Talbot spoke of how they would live in
heaven as they had lived on earth, together and free, I laughed
again. I imagined Mother, her skirts up, bent over, grasping the
bars of the pearly gates while my father stood behind her.

“When your father takes me from behind,” my
mother was fond of telling me, “I often fear the level of pleasure
will be just too much and I will die.” She would then pause, sip
her tea and look dreamily into the distance. “Oh, but what a way to
go,” she would say and we would laugh and laugh.

 


***

 


I was eighteen when my parents humped their
way off this mortal coil. A beautiful, intelligent and remarkably
wealthy woman, my Uncle Nestor claimed, but also vulnerable and in
need of a guiding hand. Nestor was my father’s younger and only
sibling. He was smart, wealthy, good in business and a pillar of
the community. However, he was a crashingly dull prude. When I told
him how my parents had passed into the Great Beyond, he fainted.
When I met him before the funeral, he handed me a piece of rolled
up parchment.

“What is this, Dear Uncle,” I said. He
gestured for me to unroll it and read it. He placed a scented
handkerchief over his nose and mouth while I did. On the parchment
was written, in his precise hand, a list of over six hundred words.
Male and female body parts. Sexual positions and bawdy words. The
list was quite stunning in its scope. I had no idea what it meant
or why he had given it to me. I suddenly wondered if my bachelor
uncle was trying to... woo me.

“Uncle,” I said, “is this a list of
suggestions? Is this a list of things that you feel you and
I should do together?” He spun on me and his jaw dropped in
horror.

“I am not averse to the idea,” I said,
understanding now that wooing was not the case and deciding to
tease him a little, “but you’ll have to be patient with me and
explain what some of these things are.” He gasped and pressed his
handkerchief harder to his face. “For instance,” I continued,
“you’ll have to tell me what this is...” and pointed to one
of the more unfamiliar words.

At that, he fainted dead away. He was revived
by Doctor Clemens and the funeral went on. Later, back at the
house, the mourners and friends had gathered as they usually did
after a funeral. At one point in the evening, Uncle Nestor cornered
me in the library.

“The list, dear niece,” he whispered, “is a
list of words you must never, ever utter in my presence. Indeed,”
he continued, “I would think it best that a person of your age,
being a member of the tender sex, not even think about any
of the words on that list.” He nodded. “For your own good.” He was
a dear man, and I loved him very much. I knew he was only looking
out for my best interests. I had teased him enough.

“You are very wise, dear Uncle, and I will
familiarize myself with the list so that I may avoid any mistake of
accidentally shocking you. Then I will lock it away in a trunk and
never look upon it again.” His face lit up with gratitude, and he
gave me a warm, if not obviously chaste, embrace.

As the evening wound down, guests began to
leave, heading for their own homes. The servants straightened the
manor and cleared away all remnants of the party. I went upstairs
and sat on the edge of my parents’ bed. I missed them a great deal,
and I felt quite alone. Still, I could not be sad. I knew that a
love as strong as theirs would transcend death and last for all
eternity. I wondered if I would ever find such a love.

 


***

 


The days rolled by, and I kept my father’s
investments thriving. His business partners eventually softened to
the idea of a woman having a voice, and they grew to trust and
respect me. I was fine. I didn’t find myself being taken advantage
of as Uncle Nestor had warned. I conducted business, ran the manor,
paid the bills, and lived a very quiet, simple life. Uncle Nestor
came once or twice a week to check on me, have dinner, and lecture
me about the duties of a wealthy woman.

On the occasional Sunday, I allowed him to
drag me to church and stood by him as he belted out hymns with much
gusto and many missed notes. On those Sunday outings, he often was
rather… surprised… when we met up with a fine, young, single man at
church. He would introduce me and then, after the service, would
encourage the young man to walk me home. His matchmaking attempts
were as subtle as his shrieking tenor voice, but I appreciated his
efforts.

“My old aching legs,” he would say. “I would
be greatly in your debt, young sir if you’d accompany my niece back
to her splendid, but lonely, manor.” The men he happened upon and
set on me were always very kind, very polite, but as frightfully
dull as dear Uncle Nestor himself.

To amuse myself on these walks I would often
pepper the conversations with words from the forbidden list that I
promised my dear Uncle never to glance at, but that I actually
studied and memorized every night. I truly did not know what half
the words on the list meant. I would judge their severity by the
amount of stuttering they would cause in my companions.

When the poor lad chosen to walk me home
heard a particularly interesting word and passed out, I would put a
small check mark by that word on the list when I got home. And so
it went. Uncle Nestor taking care of me, setting me up with men of
good marriageable stock, and me either shocking them to tears, or
leaving them passed out in the brambles and thickets that lined the
path on the walk home from church.

As for the list, it became my constant
obsession. I read it over at night in my chamber after Maggie, my
handmaiden, had undressed me and tucked me into bed. I would pull
the list from a small, locked box in my night table, light a
candle, and read it over. The words I did know, such as the male
and female body parts, I quickly memorized and cast aside. But
other words phrases fascinated me and filled me with wonder.

But sadly, these were the
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