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***

 



I believed this would be my life; at some
point I had this vision of stepping off a train in a new town,
getting a room over a drug store, working as a waitress in a some
mom and pop diner. Then, drinking in a local bar, writing songs on
my guitar, meeting a kind, hot, young cowboy and becoming a country
music star. Pulled from anonymity by some A&R guy after he sees
me do a set at the bar. Music, poetry, spun to harmony on six
strings. Money and fame but never losing sight of my roots. A
grounded, wonderful woman that you’d have no problem chatting about
bundt cake recipes with when you bumped into me at the
Piggly-Wiggly.


Then, you’d tell your friends how cool I
was, how nice, how approachable. You’d show the picture of us on
your phone and have a brush with fame story. So many would because
I would be that kind of star. I would have that kind of life.


But, I didn’t. Have that kind of life, that
is. I had a life, but... not that kind.


My life was being a 30 year old, unmarried,
dental hygienist. I had a fine studio apartment, good friends and I
did play guitar. But, not for anyone. Not in bars. Not for cowboys.
Not for an A&R man. Just for me. Alone. In my apartment every
night and only for someone if I was a little drunk.


That was my life. I had a boyfriend. That
was good. Not having a boyfriend would have made things almost
unbearable. No worries there... I had a boyfriend. He was.... Well
he was... fine. Yes, yes, that’s the word. Fine.


The thing is, I know Cosmo says we women
need to be responsible for our own orgasm but shouldn’t the guy
you’re dating have a hand in it as well? No pun intended. I mean,
if you tell him, share the things that you like, want, need with
him, shouldn’t he, you know, throw in a little help in that area? I
thought so, but Alan, the nice man I was dating, didn’t seem to be
interested in being a team player.


Maybe he just wasn’t capable of following
directions. But it wasn’t really “broken” so, I didn’t really spend
too much time trying to fix it. I wasn’t unhappy. I wasn’t
deliriously happy either but none of my friends were so, it was OK.
Those crazy happy people seemed to exist only in beer commercials
or romance novels. I had a life, I had a boyfriend, I was...
happy.


***


“I think we should break up,” Alan said to
me, almost the instant we slipped into the booth at the Sizzler,
“this just doesn’t seem to be working.”


My jaw dropped to the table and the waitress
approached. “I’m going to have the special sirloin and the endless
food bar,” he said to her. She looked at me and I was unable to
speak. “She’ll have the same,” Alan said and the waitress left.
“Well, let’s hit that food bar,” he said and left me alone in the
booth.


I watched him as he walked away. The room
was spinning and I felt like I was watching a movie. A terrible,
painful, extremely confusing foreign film about someone who looked
exactly like me, who’s life was suddenly crashing down around her.
I was too stunned to move. After what felt like hours, Alan
returned to the table. He had a huge, overflowing plate of a
variety of salads, a plate full of chicken wings and onion rings.
He put the plates down.


“Be right back,” he said and returned to the
endless food bar. Again, in slow motion. He returned with a bowl of
soup. “They have the clam chowder you love, better get some while
it’s still hot and fresh.”


He sat down, tucked his napkin into his
collar like a bib, something I had asked him not to do but he
continued to do and started attacking his chicken wings. He paid no
attention to me. This wasn’t anything new, when Alan ate, he ate
and focused on nothing but the food. At one point, when I had
cooked for him the first time, I found this charming. He was so
taken by my cooking that he didn’t want to split his focus. It was
charming then. It was fucking annoying right now.


“Why, Alan,” I asked him.


Because a lot of people like this chowder,”
he said, looking at me, his face stained with wing sauce, “you need
to get some before it’s gone.”


“No, Alan,” I said, trying to keep my cool,
“I’m not talking about the soup... I’m talking about us. Why are we
breaking up?”


“Oh,” he said and put the half masticated
wing down. He wiped his face with a napkin and then balled it up
and tossed it aside. “To be honest you just don’t... do it for me,
you know?”


“No, I don’t know, do what for you?”


“You don’t turn me on,” he said, picking up
a fresh wing. “It’s OK, I’m not mad, I still think we can be
friends. I just need a woman that is more... experienced, better in
bed... More willing. You’re a little inhibited and, honestly, I
just don’t have the interest in teaching you.” He put the wing in
his mouth and pulled out a bone stripped of meat, like a cartoon
glutton. “Get something to eat, kiddo.”


Dazed, I got out of the booth and walked to
the endless food bar. I stood in front of the bar and did nothing.
People were piling up behind me. They started pushing by me,
getting salad and rolls, wings, potato skins. I was pushed
backward, a few feet away and the crowd just flowed on past me. I
was lost. Suddenly I started moving, not really in control of what
I was doing or where I was going.


I went to the counter and asked a little
blonde girl if I could have a very large bowl, I told her I wanted
to bring salad for the family to the table. She handed me a giant
mixing bowl. I went back to the food bar and filled the bowl with
clam chowder. Then, I walked outside, opened the drivers door on
Alan’s car and dumped the soup all over the seat, the dash and the
steering wheel. I went back inside. I returned to the food bar and
filled the bowl with pudding. I went back to the table and sat
down.


“Where’d you go,” Alan asked, “is that
pudding?”


“Nowhere,’ I said automatically, “yes,
pudding, I got pudding.”


“Big bowl, you going to share?”


“Of course,” I said, stood up and dumped the
entire bowl of pudding over his head. He was shocked, struck dumb,
sitting there in the booth, pudding running down his shoulders,
over his chest, covering his body.


“Have pudding,” I said. I picked up my purse
and walked away. I got to the middle of the room, people were
looking at Alan, watching me, snickering, whispering, I didn’t
care. I stopped, looked at Alan and pointed at him.


“Alan Fendale,” I said very loud, everyone
in the place went silent and listened, “without a doubt, you are
the worst lover I have ever had in my thirty years on this planet.
Not only is your penis small, you are completely lacking any skill
with it. It is akin to being penetrated by a paraplegic eel. I have
spent more money on batteries for my vibrator in the two years that
we have been dating than I did my entire time in college. You are a
terrible, terrible person.”


I turned and walked toward the door. The
room was still silent. I stopped again and turned to him. “Also,” I
said, “I want my fucking pop corn popper back you selfish wad of
shit.” Then, I walked out into the night.


***


“I say you dodged a bullet,” Craig, my very
best friend in the world, said to me as he passed me the bottle of
tequila. “what would have life been like if you just... married
Alan?”


“Batteries, the food bar and...” I said,
taking a swig, “I guess that’s about it.”


We were sitting with our feet dangling in
his pool. I had walked to his house and knocked on the door. He was
the only person in the world that I knew I could do that with if I
was ever in need. I was in need. I had called him on my way over
and when I got there, he had tequila, salt, limes all set to
go.


He told me the guest room was made up, I was
going to stay, no arguing about it. I didn’t argue, I didn’t want
to be alone. I put on a pair of his pajamas and we set to drinking.
It was like a replayed scene from some TV series, girl gets dumped
by a man she shouldn’t have wasted her time with anyway, she seeks
solace in a bottle of booze and wisdom from her best gay friend.
That was me, that was us. I was... typical. Maybe Alan was
right.


“Maybe Alan was right,” I said to Craig,
“maybe I don’t do it... Maybe I am boring...” He passed me the
bottle.


“Not tonight, you’re not boring, he’s not
right, none of that tonight. Look, Alan...” My phone rang, cutting
Craig off.


“It’s Alan,” I said and answered, “hello?” I
could barely understand him he was screaming so loud. I held the
phone away from my ear because it was hurting to have all his
screaming streaming directly into my ear. He was using language I
had never heard come out of him before. It was shocking.


“What’s he so mad about?” Craig said,
looking a little frightened.


“I poured a huge bowl of clam chowder all
over the interior of his car.” Craig started laughing
uncontrollably. This, of course, combined with the tequila, made me
start to laugh. I tried to suppress it but, the image of Alan
opening the car door and seeing the new chowder
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