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Iowa Gilfbang

 

I. 

 

Coming out of our bedroom closet, my husband was carrying his favorite shirt.

I have nothing against western shirts. They last forever, and they are what a farmer is expected to wear, but he didn’t have to pick one with a big blood stain on the left arm!

“Really, Bill?” I said, staring at his choice, “Could you pick another shirt?”

You don’t expect a man- well, a man who likes women, anyway- to have fashion sense, but you would think he would at least care something how he looks in public!

“Why?” Bill asked, oblivious, “What difference does it make?”

“Well, it makes you look like shit,” I said, being honest, “You have a lot better choices in there. Why not wear that black shirt I got you for last Christmas?”

One reason my husband didn’t like to change the clothes he wears is because he doesn’t want to admit that he is getting larger. Maybe he doesn’t care what the clothes look like, but he is about as bad as most women are when it comes to admitting he has gained weight!

“It’s too big,” Bill said, “It’s a two X, I’ve always been a one X.”

And now you aren’t.

The issue of course with me wasn’t really that my husband insists on wearing clothes that should have been turned into rags five years ago, it was that he was going to the convention without me.

Maybe sitting around with a bunch of middle aged farmers listening to “experts”- you know, salesman- trying to convince them that they will become rich if they just buy this type of feed, or that type of barbed wire, isn’t something that most people would find exciting. 

It’s still a lot more exciting then sitting around literally watching the corn grow.

If I really wanted excitement, I would have done what half the town did when I graduated high school. I would have decamped for the west coast, or Chicago, or even Omaha, found me some small apartment and some job in a factory or waiting tables at a truck stop. 

No, I never did that. I grew up on a farm, just like this one and less than ten miles from here, and being anything but a farmers wife was never something that I seriously considered. Life doesn’t have to be exciting all of the time, life is better when you know all the people around you, and that the community you live in is as much your home as your front porch.

Still, though, once in a while I do want a little more than just sitting here!

“I still don’t see why I can’t come with,” I said, frowning.

“Because it’s boring, Amy,” Bill said, the tone in his voice the one that he has when he feels like he has explained something to me enough already, “Hell, I’m going to be bored myself.”

So if you are so bored, then why are you going?

“You are still going, though,” I observed, “When is the last time we took off for a weekend, Bill?”

It was a completely rhetorical question, as I knew the answer, and I was certain he didn’t.

New Years Eve, 2019.

“I’m telling you, it’s not that exciting,” Bill still attempted to argue, “It’s a bunch of people trying to sell me shit, most of which we don’t need.”

“It’s a chance to go to town for the weekend, Bill,” I argued back.

“Not really,” Bill said, “The convention itself is just on Saturday, so it’s two nights, and then back home. Besides, what’s so exciting about Des Moines all of a sudden?”

Even if he didn’t know when the last time we went anywhere for a night was, he did know that I couldn’t answer this question.

Who can?

Des Moines isn’t a bad city, it does have restaurants and all the other things that you expect from a place with a half million people and a state capital building to boot, but it is still Iowa.

“I’d just like to go this time,” I said, “Unless you don’t want to be seen with me or something, Bill?”

I knew that the last part of my statement was complete bullshit, but sometimes, you have to say what you have to say to get what you want!

“Fuck already,” Bill said, “Fine, since you want to see the great city lights so bad, you can come with!”

 

II.

 

The way that Bill gave in, some women would get mad, but I wasn’t.

Part of the interplay of any relationship, especially a relationship that has lasted decades, is knowing when and how to get offended. Bill was not being an asshole, he was just annoyed at my persistence, just as I was annoyed by the fact he wanted to go up to Des Moines by himself for two nights.

Yes, it does annoy me.

It isn’t that I am afraid to be by myself for a night, even if I don’t like the idea, or that I think Bill is cheating, the other reason that women usually don’t like it when their men are off on their own.

If Bill didn’t fuck around on me back when I was having morning sickness and refusing sex, and he still had a full head of black hair and a cock that sprung up like spring weeds at the first sign of rain, then bald Bill with the beer gut and twice a month sex drive wasn’t going to!

It isn’t that I think my husband is a saint, or that I’m stupid enough to think that baldness and a dead sex drive ever kept a man from chasing tail, it’s that Bill is just basic.

Basic Bill, that’s who he is.

Bill wears the same three or four shirts in the same rotation, he drives the same type of pick up he has driven since 1980, and he still pulls the lever for the “D” candidate even though that party has long changed from being one of farmers and workers to one of intellectuals and immigrants. Bill is, and has always been, the type of man that never thinks about why he does anything the way he does it. He just does, and he will keep doing it that way until they are tossing shovels of dirt on his casket.

Right there in the backyard, where six generations of his people have been put in the ground.

That is one of the reasons I married Bill, I knew what I was getting, and unlike in many marriages, I am still with the same man I was with when we exchanged rings.

Yet men do tend to get bored, Amy.

The thought came in my head then, and while I had dismissed that thought before, maybe I was trusting too much in the past to consider if maybe my rock solid husband was indeed looking for a little strange.

Why, because we only have sex twice a month now?

I guess that’s normal for a couple in their sixties, despite this whole idea that men should be dropping Viagra like it’s cheap acid and it’s 1970, but for us this has been a recent change. Just as Bill has gotten fatter and balder, I have gained weight and I am not a spring chicken anymore either. Yet, even three years ago, Bill was still plowing me like I was a field that was running a month behind schedule. He loved sex it seemed, from the first time when were in the back of his truck, till then.

He was never experimental when it comes to that, so why would he suddenly be wanting to try something new now?

That was the reasonable thought, the one that made sense, and I dismissed the doubts I had. Bill was not going to tell me why he wasn’t suddenly wanting to jump my bones anymore unless I pressed him, and even if I pressed him, he might not even know the answer to that question himself.

If it was something serious, he would tell me.

While Bill is stoic, at least he does tell me when something is wrong with him. He isn’t like my father, who never told us he had cancer until he threw up bloody oatmeal all over the breakfast table one morning.

And who was dead two weeks later.

The good news was, I was indeed getting to go to Des Moines. It’s only two hours away, but I was in the mood for some good Mexican food, and I did want to check out the Jordan Creek Town Center.

It’s a shopping plaza, not a mall.

 

III.

 

“You did remember to leave instructions for Julio, right?” Bill said, as we approached the outskirts of West Des Moines, “Amy?”

“Huh?” I asked, looking up from my phone, “What’s that, Bill?”

“I asked if you left instructions for Julio,” Bill repeated himself.

Julio has been working for us for the last fifteen years, so I was certain he knew exactly what needed to be done in our absence. If anyone didn’t need instructions, it was him.

“Yes,” I lied, looking back at my phone.

“You know, you are as bad as a nineteen year old with that damn thing,” Bill said, clearly agitated, “I thought you wanted to come on this trip so bad.”

I know that my husband wasn’t really angry about the fact I was looking at my cellphone, so much as he was clearly still angry that I had made him take me with him.

Why isn’t he letting this go?

It used to be when I “convinced” him to do something that he clearly didn’t want to do, I “rewarded” him sexually. I wasn’t really rewarding him, as I like sex and always have, but what works works, and that worked for the longest time. If he thought that I was giving him a slow, deep blow job because he watched some Hallmark movie with me, so be it, as long as it kept him quiet and not complaining.

Kind of like if you want a dog to do something
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