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BREAKFAST AT GIZA

1

“Come along. Take a trip to places we’ve never been,” Rinaldo said.

“That seems too general,” Olivia objected. “Could you be more specific?”

“Breakfast at Giza,” was all he said.

She pondered this last remark. At first she thought it frivolous but, of course, it was not. She knew he had every intention of going to Egypt.

“Is Giza where the pyramids are?” she said.

“Yes, the Sphinx too!”

Olivia pressed her fingertips against her forehead. She had a slight headache. She despised deserts. She had grown up in Tombstone, Arizona and had vowed long ago never to see such scenery again.

“But I thought we might go to Switzerland,” she said.

“Switzerland? Why Switzerland?”

“The Alps.”

“The Alps?”

“Yes, and it’s so close to so many other countries. The center of Europe.”

“I have no interest in Europe. It is too old.”

“Too old? What about the pyramids? Aren’t they old?”

“No, Olivia, very young. The pyramids are very young. Very young and new.”

“You always repeat yourself when you find out you’re wrong. Did you know that?”

“Shut up, Olivia. We’re going to Giza. It’s settled.”

“Like hell it’s settled. I will never go to Giza.”

With that, Olivia was set free.

Olivia’s spirits picked up as soon as she drove downtown and bought some sandals.

When she arrived back at her apartment, she found it empty. Rinaldo had taken all her furniture. She’d known he was a world traveler, but she’d never suspected he was a thief. For a moment her heart pined for him. She had discovered another facet of Rinaldo that she hadn’t explored. But he was gone. She decided not to give him another thought.

Since the apartment was empty, she saw that it was in a perfect condition to be painted. In a few hours Olivia had arranged the paint cans, brushes, turpentine, old sheets and a small stepladder.

As it was already eleven, she thought that she would start early the next morning. It was a Friday night. She stood in the middle of the room for a few minutes and tried to fight off the desire to go out. She didn’t like to go out alone, witness her recent companionship with Rinaldo, whom she went out with out of sheer boredom. 

Olivia opened the closet door and found the old antique full-length mirror hanging on the inside of the door. Damn Rinaldo had missed it. As she stood there in just a bra and boxer underpants, she looked herself over. Still pretty trim, although she hadn’t played softball or ice hockey since she graduated from college a year ago—all she did was work long hours at a dumb ad agency with no clients. 

Then she saw her golf clubs. She decided: Yeah, I’ve got to play more golf—just like Dad always wanted. He was the one who originally got her in all the sports programs, because he had no son and was a sports freak. She knew she was just making her Dad happy. But, she didn’t mind. He was paying her tuition and now her student loans.

She took a closer look at herself—yeah, could her chest be flatter? Brutal. And the damn retainer—that was a pain in the ass, but she had to get her teeth straightened out—once and for all.

She threw on some jeans and a checked blouse. She could stand it no longer. She grabbed her hat and coat and ran down the front steps. 

In a few minutes she arrived at Belle Vista’s, the only place in Stowe, Vermont, that she understood. 

Immediately upon entering the door, she was confronted by Rudy Small, a person whose name she’d often thought somehow apropos.

“Is Barbara around?” she asked. “I was supposed to meet her here.”

“No, she isn’t, baby.” He leered drunkenly. “Where’s Rinaldo?”

“Oh, there she is,” she exclaimed and slipped from his grasp. She wedged her way through the bar and met Hilda Oglethorpe, whom she’d gone to college with.

“Hello, Hilda,” she said.

“Well, if it isn’t old Olivia,” Hilda responded. “Jeffrey just told me he saw Rinaldo moving some furniture out of your place. What are you doing, moving in together?” poking her elbow in Olivia’s ribs.

“Not quite, Hilda. I had him sell it for me. I’m moving.”

“Oh really? Where are you going?”

“Nowhere. Say, Hilda, is it possible to get a drink around here?”

“Hey, Robert,” Hilda yelled over her shoulder. “Look!” pointing to Olivia.

“Hi, Olivia,” Robert remarked.

“Would you buy me a drink, Bobby?”

“Sure.”

She put a five-dollar bill in his hand but he refused it.

“Doesn’t Bobby look well,” Hilda said to Olivia.

“Yes, it’s about time he got that cast off.”

“You’re not kidding. With all those obscenities on it, it was partly disgusting.”

“What was that one in big red letters?”

“In your vagina in the morning.”

“What’s that, a song?”

“Who knows? Say, there’s Joe Jackson.”

“Who’s he?”

“There he is,” Hilda pointed.

“Wow,” Olivia said, “I’ve never seen him before.”

“He’s from around here. Bobby knows him.”

All of a sudden, people started screaming and filing out of the bar from the rear. 

The place was on fire. 

Someone knocked Olivia down. Flames were leaping up to the ceiling to her right. She crawled to the wall and someone lifted her up and pulled her out to the door. When she was outside, she saw that it was Joe Jackson, who Hilda had pointed out to her before.

“Are you all right?” he said.

Instead of saying anything, she rushed to the parking lot and got in her car. She realized that she was trembling—crying—embarrassed. She started the car and drove home.
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A few days later, Olivia was feeling very hungry and called for a pizza. When it arrived, it was held by Joe Jackson.

Olivia paid him and stared at him for a second while he stared back. It was one of those times when you recognize someone but don’t know from where.

“What’s your name,” she said.

“Joe Jackson.”

“That’s right. Now I know. The night that Bella Vista’s burned down.”

“You were the girl I helped out?”

“Yes.”

“How did you know my name?”

Olivia hesitated for a second. “Oh, I asked Hilda Oglethorpe. I wanted to thank you. My name is Olivia,” she said, sticking her hand out to shake hands.

“How do you do, Olivia?” he replied, shaking her hand with a strong grip, and surprisingly cold fingers.

“Fine, thank you. Why don’t you come in for a minute?”

“Sorry, I can’t. The pizzas are getting cold in the truck.”

“Of course. Well, thank you, Joe.”

“You’re welcome, Olivia. Goodbye.”

“Yes, goodbye.”
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The next week Joe Jackson called her. She said she would go out with him Friday night. 

He picked her up in a dented red Camry and they went to a movie, “The Hunger Games.” 

Afterwards, they had a few drinks. When he dropped her off he walked her to her front porch, quickly kissed her good night, turned and walked away—an utterly routine date. Except for it being utterly routine and his practically absolute silence, she was unimpressed.
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When he called again the next week, she was a little uncertain whether to go out with him. He seemed to be somehow, uninterested in her. He was almost too quiet, but she went out with him anyway. 

They went to a movie, “Talk Like A Man,” and out to a place after where they danced a few times. 

In the parking lot, as they were leaving, he kissed her and began to run his hands over her body. 

She pushed him away and said, “I have to go home.”
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She thought about him all week. She thought—maybe she was being too prudish—maybe putting him off because he was just a pizza delivery guy.

The next weekend, they went out again. 

On their way home, Olivia realized he wasn’t driving towards where she lived. 

“Where are we going?” she said.

He said, “You’ll see.”

He drove downtown and parked the car in front of a store. He got out of the car and walked over to her side and opened her door. She sat there for a moment.

“Are you coming?” he said.

“Okay.”

There was a doorway to the right of the storefront of the building. Olivia looked up a tall stairway. Two flights up, he opened a door and turned on the light. 

Olivia walked in and looked around. It was not, by anyone’s standards, luxurious, more like the bare essentials.

He poured her a glass of wine—a white wine.

“I bought this wine for you. I know you like wine,” he said, and sat down next to her on the couch. 

She could hear cars driving by on the street below. Once again, she was struck by his absolute silence.

“I like your apartment,” she said.

“Thank you.”

“Do you like your job?”

“It’s all right.”

“Have you ever thought of doing something else?”

“It was very hard to find this job—there are no jobs for poets or artists.”

Olivia decided that there weren’t many avenues of discussion that she could pursue safely. She thought that perhaps the wisest thing to do would be to out silence him.

He reached over and pulled her toward him. He kissed her and his hands moved over her body. He began unbuttoning her blouse. She broke away.

“Look, Joe,” she said, “I’m wondering ...”

“Yes?”

“I’m wondering if your intentions are honorable.”

He sat back for a minute and thought about it. Finally, he said, “I don’t know, why?”

“Because I want to know. Until I do, I don’t think I can see you.”

“Why are you being so serious?”

“I’m not being serious. I’m just telling you that I’d like to know one way or another.”

“And what if I tell you my intentions are not honorable?”

“I don’t know,” she shook her head. “I really don’t know. You’re so quiet. I don’t know anything about you. You’re like a stranger.”

“You know everything about me.”

“All I know is that you live here and you deliver pizzas, and now you say you’re a poet and an artist.”

“Well, that’s me.”

She looked at him for a long moment.

“Is that all?”

“Yes, that’s all.”

Once again there was silence. After a few minutes, he reached for her and they embraced. He began unbuttoning her blouse. She pushed him away.

“I told you, I want to know if your intentions are honorable.”

“What do you mean? What are honorable intentions?”

“You know.”

He scrutinized her closely. She realized that she had gotten her point.

“And what if I tell you my intentions are dishonorable?”

“Well, I could tell you I won’t go out with you anymore.”

“I see. And you only go out with men with honorable intentions?”

“Of course.”

“And what are your intentions? Are they honorable?”

“What’s the difference?”

“That’s my point, Olivia. What’s the difference?”

“There is a difference.”

“I don’t know, Olivia, I’m not sure I understand. What I think you are telling me is that you won’t go – you won’t make love to me if I’m not prepared to marry you.”

“I don’t think I like the way you phrased that.”

“Isn’t that it?”

“I’m not saying. All I’m saying is, are your intentions honorable?”

“All right, what if I say my intentions are not honorable?”

“Are they?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, I have to leave.”
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Olivia and Joe reconvened the weekend after—again, in his apartment.

“I’m beginning to think that my intentions are honorable,” he said.

“I didn’t say I’d make love to you if your intentions are honorable.”

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“I mean right away.”

“Well, it that’s the case, I’m beginning to think my intentions are dishonorable.”

“Oh, this is ridiculous.”

“I know it’s ridiculous. That’s what I’m saying. The only objection I can see that you may have is that you are a virgin – by the way, are you?”

“What a terrible question, I’m shocked! Of course I’m a virgin. What kind of a girl do you think I am?”

“Hmmm. All right, you’re a virgin. What the hell difference does that make? I wouldn’t care if you weren’t a virgin.”

“Okay, then, I’m not a virgin.”

“You’re not a virgin.”

“No, I am a virgin.”

“Now, wait a minute. Are you a virgin or aren’t you?”

“Are your intentions honorable?”

“I asked you first.”

“I think if you’ll think back, you’ll realize I asked first.”

“All right, you asked first. What’s the connection? Are you saying you won’t tell me whether you’re a
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