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Unlucky as you or maybe I!
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The fool was stripped to his foolish hide,

What he might have grasped when he cast love aside

(isn’t on record that he even cried)

Some of her lived but some of her died

As he let the vampire suck him dry

as carelessly as you or maybe I!

Only God can reason why

Poem Inspired by Rudyard Kipling
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T

he world mocks the old fool in his last gasp, who runs off with a young floozy, so this tale is pretty much a classic laugh. Yeah, whatever age men are, they tend to believe they are still young cockerels and up for a hump if a young chicken comes on to them. And it’s true, you could gob-smack me with a hundred reasons why an old guy might dump his wife for a younger model, but few men would be quite so foolish as my husband Arthur, who after a four-day sex orgy with a Columbian gold-digging groupie dumped his ever-loving, clever, wife. Yeah, I prefer to think about myself as the ever-loving, clever, wife—it makes me feel less humiliated.

And dear reader I hear you asking, why wouldn’t Arthur, an 84-year-old, and not a dumbo, be suspicious of the motives of a 42-year-old floozy who had a reputation for sucking up to old guys for financial gain? Why would he convince himself she was consumed by love for his brilliant mind and his sort of still functioning appendages rather than his pocketbook? It seems a greenie optimist would. But then delusions are not just a masculine weakness, plenty of rich old ladies have been deluded into believing guys half their age were mad with love for them. And some don’t care, and some don’t mind paying. It all depends on how they want their cookies crumbled.

I certainly would not, at my ripe old age, be deluded into believing a forty-year-old guy, who dropped into my lap, was attracted to my scintillating mind rather than my comfortable lifestyle. A bearded dinosaur, not even as old as Arthur, had tried to kiss me when I was in my forties. To kiss him seemed like trying to make out with Santa Claus. Give me Santa now and if he has a fascinating mind and sense of humor, I’ll kiss him with pleasure. Don’t know about anything beyond that. 

Here’s the spoiler so you’ll know what’s coming, so you will be prepared. This is the legacy I give to you. I wasn’t given that courtesy. I wasn’t prepared for the soul crushing agony that tore my life to shreds. I had been living in some happy bubble walking along the beach of destiny with Arthur, the love of my life, when in truth I was off with the fairies drowning in the surf while a groupie lifeguard latched onto Arthur’s brass balls and plotted my demise. This romance I thought I was living was a bogus flyover, an elaborate fairy tale. Not only had I been played for a fool, I was the fool. A dumb dreamer or what? You guessed it, more a dumb schmuck who discovered love was Russian roulette. 

Do I sound bitter? So would you be bitter if a few months into the recent virulent Covid-19 pandemic, your life was shattered by horrific changes in everything you had taken for granted! Something died and the thing that died was my marriage. Arthur’s sudden departure sent me into a flat spin; it was, however, his second dumping of our freshly murdered but still warm marriage that caused the real kick in the gut. It was then my mind went blank—the place where memories should have been—emptied. According to my therapist, memory loss is mostly a refusal to face reality; in truth, I wanted anything but that! The reality was senseless, unthinkable. Not only did I get dumped but Arthur acted like the cat who had bagged all the cream. How could twenty years of creative union be so disposable? 

Having read this far you may be wondering where I am going with this story, which isn’t far from my own thinking. All I can say is six months after being dumped I decided to tell the tale, in the hope of gaining some sort of understanding of human actions. I would have preferred to write a different story with an ending to tickle the mind and warm a romantic heart. Who needs to read this raw stuff about female rage and inappropriate curse words? 

You may think the laughs in this story would be far and few between and yet even I found myself laughing hysterically. Who wouldn’t? This tale of an aging husband going slightly mad over a fake religious groupie is truly mind boggling. Kind of sloppy and unreal especially when he claims he was bewitched into believing she was his spiritual guide with a direct connection to God.

When I met and fell in love with Arthur, I’d semi-retired from my fashion company and taken up writing a memoir, not just about the fascinating 1960s and my successful career in the fashion world but also about my less successful series of relationships with men of my generation. Of course, hanging out with artists didn’t help but as well my young mind was irreversibly marked, or rather distorted by reading Jane Eyre at a vulnerable age. Jane, the poor governess, feels she must leave the owner of the manor when she believes he is about to marry one of the local ladies. She tells him if she had beauty and wealth, she would make it as hard for him to leave her as it is for her to leave him. That made me question: is beauty and wealth what it takes to have someone’s love? Yeah, I was dumb and innocent, but we all know great weights hang on thin wires.

I don’t have a clue whether it was my looks, success and wealth that frightened off many a successful man. Certainly, successful men viewed independent women, interested in their own work and creations, as both unpredictable and uncontrollable. Sure, they wanted to screw me but as a life companion they wanted a compliant woman who would look after them and the children. Not a carefree nocturnal scamp or a woman as clever as they believed they were. 

Being creative helped me heal but it was writing my memoir that gave me the valuation and the courage to give my heart to Arthur, a quirky poet with a complicated love life and a multitude of curious hang ups. Mostly my previous lovers had been self-obsessed, hopeful navel-gazing unsuccessful wannabe artists who thought they could suck up what I am and become me. Yeah, I know, they wanted to hitch a ride on my bandwagon of success without the hard work. It’s human to want a short cut. 

In 2020 as we headed into the Covid pandemic I’d just finished corrections on my latest manuscript and sent it off to the publisher. Not exactly with a hula hoop, more a sigh, like, what am I going to do now? I am not one to sit around thinking beautiful thoughts even though you probably think it enough to be content with family and reading books or visiting museums, but here’s the kicker. Where’s the pleasure in doing it alone? Which of course brings up the next question—what happened to all those fun girlfriends who once filled my empty spaces before I hooked up with Arthur? Apparently in our patriarchal world, when you get together with a guy, he takes over your life and—bam—you got only him. And twenty years later, it is likely you have him only when he has time for you. Yeah, I know – my own fault. My mother would have mocked sarcastically—so the little miss know it all, who thought she was so clever, ended up just another domestic slave.

No doubt as you read this tale you may begin to question if I am making this story up for a hoot. Let me assure you this story is mostly true, like 98 percent. The other two percent would probably get me sued. There are a lot of uptight, easily offended people out there. Of course, I’d love it if the man-eating groupie/vampire who enticed Arthur with porno photos of her privates would sue me. That would be the real kicker and it would certainly let all those other vulnerable Sugar Daddies know to avoid this Columbian witch out to strip them of their goodies.
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A

ll this happened a couple of months earlier, before I was shaken awake by a dreadful nightmare. I’d lain in a sort of aftershock of fear, sucking down deep breaths as I waited for the walls to stop pulsating. The clock said seven minutes past midday. Midday! Why was I in bed? I blinked and tried to focus but an in penetrable fog blocked my thinking. My next thought was—where is Arthur? Was that him running water in the bathroom, bare feet on the hardwood floor? No, just slight sounds from the street creeping in through the windows. Arthur’s closet door lay open and empty, as if everything had been vacuumed out, his belongings gone. There seemed no rhyme nor reason for this. Suddenly, my lungs cramped as a sickening thought crept over me—this implausible nightmare wasn’t a nightmare, this was the real nightmare. 

A sudden noise gave me proof I was awake. I called out and my daughter Sarah popped her head around the door. “Good morning. How are you?” 

“Not sure, everything seems strange. Where’s Arthur?” 

She looked uncomfortable, which gave me a partial answer that something dreadful had happened. Her face was smiling and full of what seemed like hope but more something has gone horribly wrong look. “Arthur is gone. He’s been gone for over two months. Everything of his has been removed from the house and sent to him as you requested.” 

“What do you mean? How can that be?” A roaring in my ears split my head with a collision of opposing thoughts.

“You’ve been ill. Not yourself. Everyone has been worried.” 

“What day is this?”

“It’s September 18th.” Her eyes stalked my every glance. “You lost your memory after your return from Venice. A protective mechanism the doctor said. Not wanting to face reality.” 

Empty areas of blanks flipped back and forth in my mind. What should I remember? What had I forgotten? Suddenly a memory hit me like a thud square in the gut. I’d returned home tired and exhausted, looking forward to seeing Arthur and having a pleasant chat. I poured myself a glass of wine to pass the time and opened the iPad lying on the table to glance at the news. My heart had flipped and juddered to a halt, one, two random beats as my eyes focused on pornographic photos exchanged between Arthur and a vulgar groupie who had been tracking him since the previous year. A million questions scorched my brain like gut rockets, one after another as if a dog was pissing misery juice all over my brain. Rage stormed my mind with hallucinations of committing assault and battery on the guilty parties. I would have shrieked if I could have but everything froze. 

This memory caused a pain so sharp, so overpowering it racked me with nausea. Dizziness soon joined the party, almost blinding me. I lurched out of bed and collapsed on my knees beside the toilet bowl in time to relieve the rush of bile. I swallowed or tried to, but the lump in my throat stayed put like the worst case of indigestion on the planet. I could hardly breathe as sweat trickled down my back. I brushed aside my matted hair and lay my head on the cold marble floor. An eerie quiet surrounded me, the kind of quiet that permeates the air after something dies. It left me picking my heart out of the trash.

The profound words of my pals, the Existentialists: life is meaningless, and nothing happens for a reason should have prepared me for the shock of Arthur taking off into the neverland in search of a new thrill with a primitive Columbian savage. But it didn’t. Which pretty much sucks.

I pulled out my computer and began to read through the months of email exchanges with Arthur that I had no memory of writing or receiving.

July 7, 2020. 

Dear Arthur, 


I am in shock. I have been sick for hours. Not even a note to tell me I have been dumped and replaced by this groupie! Anything would have been better than the horrible jolt of discovering on the iPad you had been exchanging masturbatory photos with this groupie since January. Am I to believe you left me your iPad full of porno photos because you could not face telling me you were dumping me? How could you stoop to such ugliness. Have you lost all sense of decency? 

Did you purposely include copies on the iPad of the Antwerp apartment rental and the airplane tickets you bought for her—one for four days in January, Madrid/Paris, and another Madrid/Antwerp for two and a half months with extra baggage. Not a week but two and a half months with extra baggage!! Was that to let me know I have been completely and totally dumped without explanation. I’ve never thought of you as a callous man, but I cannot believe otherwise. Obviously for months you methodically made plans, then without a word packed my car and drove off to your prepared love nest. It is your right to leave me if you no longer wish to be with me, no one could argue with that, but to leave me in this brutal way without a word after twenty years of complicity and shared love is beyond comprehension. I am saturated by a deep sense of failure; tortured by delirium of guilt. My head spins and spins with self-accusations. What did I do wrong? Was it simply our love had become fragile like bones grown brittle with age? Had I stopped showing you how much I love you, or how important you are to me? Had I been so focused on what was working in our partnership that I didn’t notice what wasn’t working? I have searched my mind, and I honestly don’t know how I failed. Perhaps I should I have interrogated you after you left the sofa bed opened out in my studio in January, or when a woman came back asking my assistant to search the bed for her earring? Should I have made you confess when you went around with a puzzle look in your eyes and no kisses on your lips? Was I a fool to believe that, if I were patient, if I gave you time to yourself, in what you called your spiritual crisis, you would come back to me?

Katherine


xxx

July 15, 2020. 

Dear Katherine:


Something you wrote—and is on my mind and since this may ease your mind, although I do not want to get into a discussion of the whole thing, I feel I should bring up. You say, “what did I do wrong, how did I fail?” You did nothing wrong, and you did not fail; I acted spontaneously as I have all my life, as I acted with my family, with Ciguapa, with Paula, with Fiorelle and with you and finally, with I. Impetuous, without restraint, I liked, I lusted, my emotions in turmoil, I seduced immediately! Remember how I was with you. I made it clear right away that I wanted you. Nothing stopped me. I had earlier proposed marriage to Fiorelle in a thoughtless moment, ridiculous as I was still married to Ciguapa, but that did not make me hesitate. This has been the pattern of my life. 

I am not cynical, I am not a ‘seducer’ in the normal understanding, no pleasure in ‘conquering’ a woman, no vanity as you suggest (flattered), it is more a weakness—some huge psycho-sexual imbalance in my emotional make-up. It is just ‘the music of chance’, just the way I am. This obvious arrogance on my part does not mean I am not filled with doubt like a man who assumes he’s in occupied territory. Maybe there is still more that I can tell you. It is very hard to spit it all out. Still, nothing I have told you is untrue. For the first time in my life, I felt the full weight of my careless and irresponsible behavior, not just with respect to her or you, but throughout my life. I examined my conscience and realized how impulsive and selfish and reckless I had been over decades. I plunged deeper into my soul than ever before. I went through a dark night of the soul. I felt I had to act with responsibility and live with transparency. 

I feared to discuss it with you because I could not face your emotional reaction. I put it off hoping to find a solution. My mental world made a 360° revolution and I promised myself not to lie to women anymore—so I left you. From now on, I will not hide anything from you so you can count on my being transparent. Straight. Not confessional, but honest. This obvious lesson I have at last learned. Vis à Vis Woman. Nothing I have said or say will be the result of any idiotic emotional calculations. I am sick of that.

I am now consumed by regret for my heedlessness. I now repent it. I was overwhelmed by passion... But this is not just about sex. You asked for the truth. I simply could not resist and now it has ended. I want to live without the flesh. I need to live on my own to go more deeply into my own mind and soul. I used to meditate on my work, on the next step, now, all I think about is being divided down the middle—drawn and quartered. I feel I need to break one way or the other. My efficiency and productivity has taken a hit—yes, the fatigue is more than emotional because I am constantly being reproached for time-spent working. I need to pour myself into work, it is the mark I will leave on this earth. Ultimately, all I have is time.

I blame myself bitterly for the way you learned about this. I meant to do it gradually. Please try to forgive me for that. I ask forgiveness from God every day for the pain I have caused you. I do care about you and love you more than you realize. Believe me, if I could be as kind and as generous as you, I would be. The twenty years we had together left an indelible mark on my soul. You are central to my life’s experience, and to lose you would be a deep sorrow. I find it difficult to think about anything else. 

Love Arthur 



Rereading these emails, memories slipped back, one after another like bumps on a relief map, each too brief to be experienced fully. I’d grown comfortable with the idea of being with Arthur, like wearing a pair of shoes I loved. Arthur wasn’t perfect. He was at times an exhausting companion, yet I deeply loved him. When I met him, I realized he was a flirt, ready to lay a rag on many a bush. I’d worried that he might give in to a whim, but this is not a whim, this is not just falling into bed with someone. He meticulously planned to leave me. That thought ricocheted around in my head like popcorn exploding in a microwave oven. A black loop of horror straight out of a Stephen King novel or Edvard Munch painted scream: “He is sick! Unbearably sick!” 

I was halfway through leaving a weeping message on Arthur’s phone, before I realized it was the middle of the night. I fled to the garden; I needed air. The sky was dense and impervious like a gray carpet; it pressed down on me, suffocatingly claustrophobic. I hunched my shoulders against the wind and sucked in steadying breaths. 

My eyes filled with tears, but instead of weeping, distraught laughter overtook me. It was all so stupid, so nonsensical and unbelievable—he dumps his perfect working environment and then complains to me about being reproached by this groupie for time-spent working. He hadn’t thought this through. He never thought anything through! That was his problem. He cannot even go out and buy himself a pair of socks let alone turn on the dishwasher. Why would he think an ignorant groupie would slip into my role of paying his bills, cleaning  up his messes and fighting his battles to get his fair share. 

I cried, “Woody, where are you?” my voice rising an octave as I looked around for my six-foot kangaroo. In an instant he was there, quieting all but the wind that rustled the leaves scattered on the paving stones. He looked at me the way one might look on having discovered a fast-food order was everything one hates and long past returnable. 

“Calm down. Arthur is a pushover of inescapable senselessness! Passions are a form of madness. He met her, felt entitled to have her, so he humped her. And in the end the hump became more important than anything else.”

If you have read this far you are likely to agree with Woody. Arthur is a confused, crazy mixed-up son of a possum. Not only is he unable to weigh cold facts, he now lies and cheats, then justifies it by saying it is just ‘the music of chance’, just the way I am. What kind of nonsense is that? He says he couldn’t go on lying to me, so he left me. But he did carry on lying and would have continued if I hadn’t seen the porno photos? Then after a mere week with this floozy, he says: “I simply could not resist and now it has ended. I want to live without the flesh.” I ask you what does that mean? Was I seeing regret where there was only guilt? Does he think telling me this will somehow ease my pain? What would I answer if he asked to come back? Could I actually reconcile with a man who acted with such contempt for my feelings?

I re-entered my house and returned to the emails.

July 26, 2020. 

Dear Arthur: 


Kerouac got it about right when he said marriages begin as fabulous roman candles which explode like spiders across the stars but as the years pass the magic become mere shadows as insubstantial as ghosts reflected in a window or dreams that disappear upon waking? Your love is as insubstantial as a ghost reflected in a window or dreams that disappear upon waking? If there is a caring person inside you, I deserve an explanation. I deserve to know why you dumped me.

Some friends excuse your going off with a woman half your age as a folie du cœu, especially the men, but most of them think of you as a foolish old man seduced by an ‘interested’ groupie. It is ridiculous to say it is not just about having sex with a new woman. What else would make you walk out on a happy marriage? The iPad shows this departure well planned: you rented an apartment, applied for special work papers for her to travel during the pandemic, then prepacked my car and went off to pick her up at the airport. I want my car back and I want it back now. 

Katherine 


xxx

August 13, 2020. 


Dear Katherine, 

I’m sorry. Everything, I say seems to end up having the opposite impression than I thought it would. You have been in every way all that any loving woman could be... If anybody could have saved me from my rashness it would have been you. Nothing has been wiped out as far as my feelings for you are concerned. I have loved you all these years and still love you. When I spoke of it not being about sex, that was hyperbole, I meant that I have recovered a religious-spiritual concentration with her that I have neglected, abandoned, for years. Yes, I am talking about recovering my Christian identity. I have been going through a conversion and recovery of prayer. I imagine you will not take this seriously, but it is for me. You ask me if I have a plan. I may end up alone; I just don’t know anything now with certainty. 

I want desperately to rebuild our partnership—to be open-minded and loving. Seeking to forgive, even if you aren’t ready or able to do so yet, is a way to grow. The only question is whether you are willing to recover something I hope to recover. Let’s live and find a way to be in communication. If you choose, you can say good-bye and be rid of me. Whatever happens between us, it is very important to me to know you are okay. I know you suffer, and I bleed for you. Whatever you may think, physically I have aged, my cheeks have caved in, my cheekbones make me look a bit like an El Greco. Old age, like a frost, has taken me by surprise. I have fully assumed my age of 84 instead of the 60-year-old artifice I stuck to so long. I have grown a beard, which I always swore I would not do until I sensed life ending. 

Love Arthur.


xxx

August 20, 2020. 


Dear Arthur. 

Perhaps your potential success made you feel entitled to a bit on the side, but this isn’t a bit on the side. I could forgive and understand that. What I can’t forgive is your walking out the door after a four-day sex session with this far from presentable creature from the swamps of Columbia. Why dump a working, creative marriage as if twenty years of love and creative union meant nothing to you? 

For years I was your main support (artists always need support). I helped you with your work. Canadians are handymen so it was natural for me to help you with my physical and mental skills which you simply took for granted. You can sandwich it any way you please, but it is humiliating that people now assume you used me, you pimped off me until you had some money of your own. Take it from the horse’s hind leg there is no possibility that I will ever forgive. Not only have I been shamed and betrayed, but trampled, punctured, and broken as well. I weep for the helplessness into which you have plunged me. Your passion for another woman has created an empty space in my heart which is unlikely to ever again include the person who caused that hole.

You excuse your leaving me as weakness, due to your upbringing and years with your ex Ciguapa mentally corrupting you. Certainly, you cared little about ruining our life for a roll in the hay and an orgy of sex. Only a fool would think it okay to bugger off without a thought of the consequences to a partner of twenty years. Your responsibility was to be straight with me, to tell me unreservedly what was going on inside your mixed-up brain. Sure, I know—as you say, you feared my reaction. That makes you a coward. 

You are right to refuse the word flattered; there is nothing flattering about an old guy paying a groupie for sex. Everyone who knows her knows that’s exactly the situation. I never thought of you as a fool but even a demented fool would know this is a sadistic enterprise, employed for the sake of her gain. Ludicrous! Asinine! Friends call you an innocent fall guy with a big ego, and they are right. Only a very big ego would believe this ignorant, avaricious floozy with the intelligence level of an octopus (likely I am insulting octopuses) is after anything but a meal ticket. Love lasteth long as the money endureth. Never forget that! 

You say you will from now on be transparent and honest with me. Well, it is about time! Had you been honest with me I could have made my own choice, and it would have been my choice! You claim you took a long and painful look at yourself, and recognized the wrongs, deceptions, and lies you were guilty of throughout your life. Your regret has its own inelegant symmetry which has to be a joke. Aren’t Christians supposed to be kind and well... Christian? Does a priest absolve you of your sins and evil acts when you confess? Is that how Christians live with the broken bits they leave behind? 

You tell me this groupie has a Hot Line to Heaven which helped you find your Christian identity. That has to be another joke. How do you reconcile this renewal of religious faith with the fact that you committed the crime of leaving me the gift of an iPad full of pornographic exchanges typical of squalid Internet porn. Just take a long and painful look at that. And then you ask yourself why would I want to rebuild our partnership? What partnership? The person I thought you were, is nothing more than a lustful Billy Goat eaten up by obsessional passions. 

Katherine.


xxx

August 21, 2020. 


Dear Katherine. 

You cannot understand why I left you because you trivialize what happened. You always use an expression with me, I suppose also with friends—how could I leave you after a couple of fucks with a groupie? Of course, if you think of it like that, it is incomprehensible. The reality is I was ‘bewitched’. I would not have left you for a trivial little thrill. Since you press me endlessly, I am telling you—I have told you this before—I have been emotionally vampirized. I am shocked to recognize my impulsiveness and the continuation of this type of behavior in myself. A behavior I thought I had left behind fifty years ago. It is a kind of sickness. 

I understand you think it would be healing if you could understand why I left you, but I don’t understand this myself. You are hurting yourself by endless questioning why. For me it is unbearable. I have said this before, I do care for you deeply. I want to keep a deep channel of communication open between us. If I live alone and independent, can we rebuild our relationship?

Love Arthur 
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I

’d like to say I had a perfect childhood: an older brother who cared for me, a beautiful loving mother, and a superhero father who believed women were worthy human beings. Would it be that was true—when it was almost the opposite. I know it is typical to deem oneself a damaged child; it makes one feel special. In truth, most people are uniquely damaged—it’s just part of the crap of growing up. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not talking about anything serious like physical or mental abuse, alcohol addiction, depression, or uncontrollable anger. Just everyday upsetting stuff. Just the usual kind dished out by incompetent and uncaring parents, and rank amateurs like Arthur’s mother who had no flair for child rearing. 

Growing up in a dysfunctional family created many doubts about the institution of marriage, doubts that surfaced somewhere around the time I was a teenager. My parents, who seemed for the most part to be mortal enemies, had by then assumed their fate, and as was the custom in those days, stayed married. Two characters as mismatched as God and the devil, they disagreed on almost everything except socialism. 

Andrea Dworkin, a much-admired feminist, said: “Lonely kids are exiles who found books to be their church, even more than their native land. It was their place of refuge, their DP camp where they felt they most belonged.” Books saved me. Alice in Wonderland whispered the secret that a magic world existed where one could disappear down the rabbit hole to have tea with the Mad Hatter and a chat with the Cheshire cat. Arthur gave my ego a boost when he claimed he had been seduced, not only by Alice’s magical world but by Alice herself, a gutsy girl heroine rather like me. Enough to make anyone want to fall in love. 

You think I’m romancing? I’m not! Not only did books provide my essential education, they were a portal to the imagination. I spent whole days walking in the shoes of odd characters I encountered in books and many of those characters became my friends. To have friends was a miracle. It gave me hope that everything might work out for a lonely, optimistic bookworm born in a dysfunctional shit pile. 

In Holden Caulfield’s The Catcher in the Rye, his protagonist says right off that he is not going to go into all that David Copperfield crap about where he was born, his lousy childhood, and how his parents were straight out of Dickens. Like Caufield I was rebellious and independent, the kind of kid who doesn’t take no for an answer. Ditching the rules was in my DNA and my rule-breaking likely planted the seed of who I am today. However, unlike Caufield it was Dickens who offered me truths and encouragement, as did Walt Whitman:

Then courage revolter, revoltress!

Resist much, obey little,

Beat the gong of revolt,

Symbol of my soul, its dearest hopes.

Revolt! and still revolt! revolt!

Abate not one jot of your fullest radicalism

Curiosity is the most useful gift a fairy godmother can endow a child. But authorities, and parents have a hard time putting up with either. Often, they do their best to suppress inventive minds. And yet, imaginative does survive like mushrooms growing in decay. Bearing the cross of being different was something both Arthur and I wrestled with from our earliest days. We sought refuge in other people’s stories; a way of understanding, but not joining, a way of moving through difficulties by retreating behind books, a way to create a physical barrier. 

Arthur and I spent much of our young years in detention and being beaten for misbehavior. The authorities in Arthur’s strict Catholic school were convinced there existed a cause and effect between medieval punishment and academic success. Arthur often angered the priests with his pranks and absentminded ways, they frequently humiliated him by locking him up in a dark closet to give him time to repent his sins. To correct his flaws, and to the shock of nuns and early morning sinners, a priest had grabbed him by his cassock and thrown him face down on the altar in punishment for his reading behind a tree instead of participating in sports. 

After an episode of his heating doorknobs with a cigarette lighter he was sent to the Dean’s office. The Dean asked, “Do you know who I am?” Arthur said he’d been confused and laughed. If he didn’t know who he was why didn’t he check his driver’s license? The Dean shouted, “Don’t sass me. When I say to you, do you know who I am, I am asking if you know who am.” Arthur admitted he was even more puzzled. At that point the director gave up and simply said, “I’ve let your undisciplined nonsense go on too long. Why did you heat the doorknobs?”

“To surprise the students because they were warm ...” He’d stopped midstream because it seemed obvious.

“We’ve had enough of your troublemaking,” the Dean shouted. “It’s about time you learned you can’t go around upsetting people. Your next misdemeanor will be more than a rap over the knuckles. Now get out!”

Arthur admitted that two things were clear to him: with his ramped-up imagination and his inability to follow the rules, he was headed for disaster. A few months later disaster arrived when he’d set fire to paper gliders and sent them down the central stairway. In answer to the Dean’s question why, he’d answered, to see if they would reach the ground before the fire was extinguished. An inappropriate answer apparently and he’d been expelled much to the despair of his mother. 

As a dreamy, somnambulant child, I admit lacked the mechanics on how to conform to the status quo, how to gain love or be popular. I was socially at the bottom of the ladder, even off the ladder before I even tried. I probably wouldn’t even have wanted to hang out with myself given the option. What was more insane—and my mother should have known better—was her endless badgering, her endless phrase: “Don’t be a sheep, be a leader.” How dumb is that? No way can you be a leader if you don’t fit as a sheep, and you have zero followers.

Of course, I now realize this adolescent desire to fit is the insanity; it would have meant giving up who one is; it would have meant my being shoved into a box labeled for girls who need to be silenced for their own good! No way could I accept being treated as a powerless, worthless girl. My refusal to conform to my predestined role didn’t endear me to my brother’s friends. Someone should have warned me: don’t eat Eve’s apple, don’t try to be stronger, smarter; don’t try to be what a boy is supposed to be but mostly isn’t. Boys would watch me play their games in the hope I would fail and when I didn’t fail, they criticized me for imitating a boy. “Don’t be dumb!” I would shout. “I throw a ball like a girl who knows how to throw a ball. So, smarten up.”

Hudson my brother adopted the role of Batman and his naming me Robin allowed me to hang out with him and his friends. That allowed me to do all the risky things girls aren’t supposed to do. We swung on ropes high in trees, jumped in the icy stream that ran by our house, scaled rocks with no preparation, and dug tunnels that managed to hold up despite their lack of supports. We disregarded all dangers and lived in the deluded belief we were indestructible. You think I’m joking? I’m not.

At the age of fourteen Hudson was into boy things and discarded me like yesterday’s newspaper. He bought a car before he could drive and dynamited the upper part off the chassis with the intention of rebuilding it into a fancy racing car. Our mother accepted his activities as normal, even ignoring his practicing his racecar driving by stealing our father’s car or someone else’s and driving like a maniac around the back roads. When he smashed flat his little pug nose, the doctor merely pushed it into a sort of shape and taped it up.

Hudson’s dumping me, a girl who believed, behaved, and dreamed differently than other girls, wrong became a daily word, a word almost my nickname. I didn’t miss Hudson all the time, only the days when the sun came up. His never-ending taunts, and thrashings had fired my imagination and made me determined to win. We fought incessantly, but we were soulmates. My bond with him was stronger than with anyone else. 

Lonely afternoons in my treehouse watching the flocks of blackbirds swooping over the stark and sober Douglas firs, before flying off like black dots on a scarf trailing in the wind, were meaningless without Hudson. The booty of having breasts gave me some sort of new attention and power over boys but not as friends they became boyfriends. The reality of my situation ricocheted from one befogged synapse to another. I was about to despair until I remembered a film, about a man who had an imaginary mate called Harvey, a six-foot rabbit who accompanies him everywhere. As I lay watching the vibrant hues reflecting off the creek under a sky hung like a watercolor, I began to pray for a six-foot rabbit of my own. Suddenly like some Edgar Allan Poe phantasm a six-foot kangaroo materialized. I blinked several times not sure he was accessible. He returned my look with what I can only describe as deadpan realness. 

“I was hoping for a rabbit,” I squeaked.

With a chuckle he put a large paw around me and gave me a hug. “There is a big demand for rabbits these days. So, you got me. I’m Woody.” 

“You going to stick around?”  

“I’m here for as long as you need me.”

“Seriously? Where have you been till now?”.

He laughed softly. “Around, waiting for you to see me.”

“Let’s celebrate,” I said to provoke him. “Aren’t you just dying to dance across the treetops in this autumn air?” 

His chuckle was a refreshing change from the uncomfortable laugh most people gave me. “Only if this rebellious dame is dancing by my side.” He tossed in a last-minute cough then did a few cartwheels on the narrow floor, nimble as could be.

This amazing miracle was no miracle for my mother, already a puddle of nerves. She had limits and refused to set a place for Woody at the dinner table. She called it precarious. I could not imagine the slightest thing precarious about a six-foot kangaroo enjoying our undisciplined dinner table riots. Apparently, it was my run-away imagination that was precarious. Not surprisingly, my mother came to prefer Woody over me. Well, it was mutual. I’m sure she would have preferred Arthur to Woody when he partly replaced him in later years.
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e all have our secrets so before I get into the sad-eyed side of this tale let me explain a bit more how I got to be almost sixty before I fell in love. I admit my career and my daughter tended to take precedence which inhibited many a romantic prospect. A good choice, since a career is more sustaining than a subpar spouse and will never dump you for a last fling with a groupie. The saying goes, Let not women remain unwed lest they grow to prefer the state... and I did enjoy it. Women are rarely central characters in human history, which frequently reminds there is no greater sin a woman can commit than to take great pleasure in creating her own life and not to feel bad about doing so. 

Future generations with look back on these years as normal but it was an exceptional epoch because we got the right to make choices even if it was a fight. I haven’t quite figured out if this is a blip in progress, or just a narrow strip of time in a never-ending story before patriarchy manages to crush women and drive them back to where men preferred them: behind closed doors where every action and decision requires male permission. 

The cliché is: men fall in love with their eyes; women fall in love with their ears, which is true for me. Certainly, a curious and creative mind is the first thing that attracts me to a person, whether male or female. After reading Albert Camus’ many intriguing books, I’d fallen madly in love with his mind, which meant every man paled by comparison. On my arrival in Paris, I’d optimistically hoped I might catch a glimpse of Camus in his favorite café drinking his morning coffee and lighting his first cigarette. 

While working as a waitress to finance my art studies, I’d occasionally overhear couples engaged in an intellectual conversation about books, philosophy, or art. Wow, I thought that’s what I want. A guy interested in intellectual things. Of course, I also hoped for a breathless passionate affair and memorable sex, with an intelligent, interesting man. This happened occasionally, actually mind-blowing when it did—as it did with Arthur. More of that later.

The men of my generation were mostly a bed of roses with prickles. For years I lived a type of serial monogamy, drifting from one man to another like a busy cloud rarely wanting more than conversations and fun cuddles. Sarah, my daughter, being a sharp-eyed kid, and more perceptive than I am, thought my diet of men primarily interested in art and literature were men completely superfluous to life’s necessities. These creative, childish, unusual, bizarre artist friends and lovers, who drifted through my life, were according to my daughter mostly hopeless unreliable men. Yeah, but an hour of their company was often more stimulating than the yawning abyss in the minds of guys whose idea of a night’s entertainment was beer in hand and TV football game going full blast. Yeah, I know, macho stuff, which of course didn’t always exclude artistic interests. 

Wouldn’t we all like to be sensible, responsible women picking the right kind of suitable, faithful, guys with interesting well-paid jobs. Yeah, men who would allow us the freedom to get on with own creative lives? Do they even exist? Maybe today, but certainly not back then in the 1960/90s. 

I’m not claiming I don’t have my faults. I fall over them every day. Sarah criticized, rather accurately, every man I’d ever dated or had anything to do as guys not completely sane with raging egos, and generally unable to support themselves. For Sarah’s sake, my choice of men should have been better, but it couldn’t have been too different, nor so far-fetched as to fall for some wall street investment guy or street cleaner. Hey, I’m not that off my rocker. Yeah, I live on planet Z but that is not exactly a recipe for
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xxx

Dec 23, 2019. 

The next morning on opening my suitcase the faint smell of Katherine’s perfume caused my brain to hit a wreck on critical issues. No way could I excuse my lapse as having been overcome by a drunken moment or that Patasola’s sexual pheromones had enveloped me by forces not exactly benevolent. My fault or not, bedlam was sure to arrive, especially as I had foolishly given Patasola the money for a train ticket and hotel room to attend my concert in the north of Spain. A gesture that obviously confirmed I was a man willing to pay.
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