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Scene One

​


 


When Henry saw the guy in the grocery
store, and wondered, that was one thing. Doing something about it
was a whole different thing.

It really wasn’t like him.

When months went by and the guy didn’t
sort of show up anywhere, Henry still wondered about the man, but
sort of figured that was just the way it was.

There was just something about him, a
big, strong fellow with a pleasant but otherwise homely
face. 

Henry thought he might be a local
farmer or something because it wasn’t that big of a town and
someone like that stuck out like a sore thumb. The trouble was that
Henry had never seen him around before, and yet he wasn’t obviously
a stranger or a tourist, and he clearly wasn’t rich.

He was just some guy in faded jeans
and a bush jacket, wearing size-fifteen shoes by the look of
it. 

Maybe he was working in the area, and
the job was done and so he went home.

But this time was
different.

What mad impulse compelled him to
scribble his name and phone number on a scrap of paper, and clutch
it in his pocket, hanging out in front of the store as if waiting
for a ride, while the guy checked out, was beyond comprehension.
Henry had his accustomed seven items in one small bag and that
wasn’t a problem.

Why he would subsequently jump in his
car, and then follow the guy and his truck through traffic and
across town, watching him pull into the Drug Mart parking lot, no
one would ever be able to say. And then, Henry pulled up in an
empty slot beside the blue Ford pickup truck, after the guy got out
and went in.

Who the guy was, and how he might
respond, was a good question. It was an awful question. But Henry
took the ultimate risk.

Hopping out, he scuttled around to the
driver’s side of the truck and stuck the note under the wiper
blade. It’s just that he had seen the guy in the grocery store once
before, and at the time, Henry had wondered if he would ever see
him around again. Why that particular guy appealed to him, and no
other guy in particular, was a very good question, when one dared
to ask it.

That might account for the
impulsiveness of it now, in some small way. But even so, it was a
stupid thing to do.

It was only later, when the real
terror came, that he understood what he had just done.

 


***

 


When the phone rang for the first few
times, he almost jumped out of his skin. When it turned out to be
his mother, or one of his sisters, or a telemarketer, the relief
was overwhelming, and of course he was wracked by doubt, and shame,
and guilt…

What ever had he been thinking
of?

He would never do that
again.

Four or five days later, he had
concluded that the guy must have not seen the note—it was raining
after all, and mist and spray coming up from the road must have
either obliterated the note, or it had gotten mushed when the guy
turned his wipers on.

It’s not that he had forgotten about
it, because he hadn’t.

“Hello?” 

 “Hello. May I speak
to Henry?” It was a man.

Henry’s heart began to thud and his
guts went all hollow.

“Oh.” His mind raced.
“Yes…that’s me.”

“Hi. I was wondering,
uh…did you leave a note on my truck…?”

There was a long silence.

Henry could hardly deny it.

“Uh…yeah. That was me.
Look, I’m sorry…I mean, if it’s sort of not welcome…” He had
nothing much to say and quickly stammered to a stop.

There was a long wait.

“Well, uh…that’s okay. I
guess…”

A cold hard draft of adrenalin raced
through Henry’s abdomen.

Oh. My. God.

Was he serious?

“Well, listen, uh. I was
thinking…” (Henry was madly thinking) “…maybe we could meet
somewhere…you know, maybe we could have a cup of coffee or
something.”

Henry’s mind raced.
Was he serious? And
where was Henry getting all of this courage all of a
sudden?

He was almost hoping the guy would say
no, but he’d obviously called the number for some
reason.

There were still plenty of gay-bashers
in the world. Still plenty of hate and violence, and murder…his
guts seethed and his mind boiled and he didn’t really know how to
go about it.

“Ah, well.” The guy was
thinking it over.

“I’m sorry. You have no
idea of who I am, obviously.” Henry could understand the other
guy’s predicament: he must be thinking the exact same thing, or
along similar lines.

It came to Henry then.

“Look. I drive a yellow
Pontiac Sunfire. Let’s say I get out of my car, and I go in and buy
a coffee. I’ll sit inside by the front window, and I’ll be wearing
a red hoodie. I’ll be there at a certain time and you can just
drive right on by…if that’s the way it is.”

“Yeah, I see what you’re
saying.”

Another pause, more suspense for
Henry.

“Why don’t you think about
it? You have my number and you can call me back. Or not. It’s up to
you. All right?”

More silence.

Finally it came.

“If you don’t mind me
asking…what sort of thing were you looking for?”

Henry took a deep breath.

Heaven help us
now…

“I want to be your
bitch.” I’m not even really sure
why.

I’ve never done this
before.

The sharp intake of breath from the
other end was pregnant with ambiguity.

On an inspired impulse—he appeared to
be having plenty of them lately, Henry signed off and put the phone
down with a resolute hand.

 


***

 


It was early on a Thursday evening,
and Henry had just had his dinner. He was putting the plate in the
rack and draining the sink when the phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Henry?”

“Ah…”

“It’s John.”

“Ah…John…?”

“Uh, yes, ah, John. So how
are you doing?” This must be progress.

It was him. The guy was giving his
name, or a name.

“Um…I’m fine…I guess. So
how are you?”

“I’m fine, Henry. I was
thinking about what you said…”

“Oh, yes…?

“…and I was thinking we
could maybe meet somewhere…?

Henry’s knees were knocking, but he
only had so much to lose these days, and he listened very carefully
to what John was suggesting. He also listened to the background
noises. A burst of laughter in the background would have been a
dead giveaway. John seemed calm, unhurried and thoughtful enough in
what he was suggesting. He didn’t seem to be drunk or anything, if
anything he seemed a bit hesitant. He was at least willing to risk
some awkwardness or embarrassment, which was mostly what they were
talking about. They hadn’t actually done anything yet.
Right?

On the one hand, the guy had had
plenty of time to make a set-up. On the other hand, he just didn’t
seem that sort of a person. Henry liked him on sight, and he was a
pretty good judge of character…usually.

It really was kind of awkward, when
you thought about it.

John was taking a risk too, if you
looked at it that way.

One never knew what sort of nut-case
Henry might turn out to be.

The whole conversation didn’t last two
minutes.

 


 


Scene Two

​


 


It was all set for two days
later.

The plan was a simple one. John would
be out in the yard, working, and Henry could just pull up and look
the place over. It would be early Saturday evening and the sun
would still be going down in the west. According to John, the
driveway even had a turnaround, and a fair sized parking
area.

He had responded to questions readily
enough. John didn’t ask too many questions of his own, but
presumably he was big enough to throw someone off his own property
if need be. From his point of view, he could always call the cops,
if an unwelcome guest became unruly.

Henry could see the psychology in
that.

There was plenty of light and the
lane-way wasn’t tree-lined or anything, so if Henry didn’t like the
lay of the land he could just spin around in the front yard and
bolt for it.

Instead, he pulled to the right, in to
a wide patch of white limestone gravel and switched off the
engine. 

He was frankly terrified by what he
was about to do. His hands were all shaky.

It was very quiet all of a sudden. He
rolled up his car window. There was no one around. The pickup truck
was right there. The smell of his aftershave and deodorant did
little to disguise the smell of the old Pontiac.

He opened up the door and stepped out
onto John’s driveway, with the house on the left and the barn out
behind. A couple of pit-bulls came around the corner of the house
and made straight for him. A whistle from somewhere halted them in
their tracks, and then John came out of a small shed to his right,
presumably a work or equipment shed. The dogs trotted over to John,
faces still turned to Henry. 

 

Henry started walking, with a
whooshing sound in his head and a light feeling, like he was kind
of floating along.

“Hi.” John stood still
just outside the shed, dogs at his side.

Henry felt insanely fearful, and his
eyes kept falling to the ground as he walked. His head was light
and he wondered if he was going to fall down. He tried to stand up
straight as he walked.

“Hi.” Where that came from
was anybody’s guess.

Henry wasn’t conscious of having made
the decision. Maybe if he just let his legs carry him…

John’s eyes travelled up and down him,
for he was parked fifty feet away. The shoes were completely
different and Henry was very self-conscious of his walk. Oh, Lord,
let it be all right. It seemed to take forever, but then he was
there. The dogs came over and Henry let them sniff at him, keeping
his hands to his side. They seemed friendly enough, wagging their
stub tails and circling him with their tongues hanging
out.

John made a sound and the animals took
off again, heading back behind the house.

John licked his lips and looked shy
all of a sudden, turning his head to look over towards the
barn. 

Hopefully he found some reassurance
there
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