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  Never could I have imagined that someone like Nancy would come into my life and especially 

the way that she did.  We had attended New College together and had some common friends but 

never any classes together.  The few conversations we had were not about studies but 

comparing our lives growing up in the East Bay, she in Livermore, I in Oakland.  It was a common 

thread between us, for so many at New College were from everywhere else in the U.S.  It was as 

if this college was a reform school for stray minds.  Disguised as an institution of higher education 

it staged discipline as a curriculum to confront the rapidly changing world.  After I graduated and 

moved to the Chateau in Bolinas I thought very little of Nancy if at all. 

  It was Saturday mid morning in May of 75.  The fog was still backed up against Tamalpais but 

the sun was beginning to burn it off edging from the end of Brighton Ave.  The expansive deck of 

the Chateau with its Bavarian style cutouts was cookie cutting the sun into the shadow of the 

Black Acacia, one of the messiest trees ever.  Keeping the deck clean of Acacia debris became a 

chore I saved for my nervous energy.  I was drinking coffee on the far side of too strong but I 

needed the jolt from last nights Chablis. 

  “Hey Mister!” I heard from over the side of the deck towards the bottom of the driveway.  I 

leaned to the side so I could see through one of the deck cutouts, a clover shaped one, and I 

could see a girl with big orange framed sunglasses in an orange print shirtdress.  The blonde 

streaks in her light brown hair glistened through the strafing sun.  It was Nancy.  I couldn’t think of 

anything to say. 

  “What are you doing here?” I blurted.  What a stupid thing to say.  Not Hi Nancy, great to see 

you, anything clever, but not that. 

 “I thought I’d see if I could borrow your bobsled.”  Good response I thought and invited her up to 

the deck.  As she came up the stairs, Laslow, the half Irish wolfhound got up slowly, stretched 

and walked towards her with tail wagging. 

  “Mister what a large dog you have.”  She gave him a few pats on his side.  “What’s his name?” 

  “Laslow.” 
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  “L a s l o w” she said real slowly.  “You have some kind of theme going here?  This house . . . 

and the dog that belongs in the Alps.”  She came towards me as if to hug me but stopped short 

about a foot away eyeing me from head to toe. 

  “It’s good to see you Trace.  I heard you were living out here across from the tennis courts so I 

just thought I’d drop by on the way to the beach.” 

  “I’m glad you did Nancy.  Would you like some coffee?” 

  “Yeah that sounds great.” 

  When I came back out with the coffee she was leaning back against the big driftwood table I had 

built from dragging pieces of lumber from Point Reyes North Beach where I worked for the phone 

company.  Brian Eno’s I’ll come running to tie your shoes was drifting out from the stereo inside.  

Her arms were stretched out and through the baggy shirtdress I could see that she wasn’t 

wearing anything underneath.  Not highly unusual for a beach day at Bolinas, for Bolinas was 

after all the highly acclaimed and designated nude beach of the area.  People were naked at 

beaches all over Marin and Sonoma but for some reason people would travel miles and miles to 

be naked here in Bolinas.  She looked entirely tan.  I handed her the coffee. 

  “Thanks Trace, nice spot you have here.” 

  “Yeah . . . it’s nice, a little too nice I think.  It’s almost --- too much too soon.” 

  “You mean like you haven’t suffered enough to deserve this?” 

  “I don’t know if suffered is the right word.  I’m just a bit suspicious of how easy things have been.  

I haven’t really paid my dues.” 

  She sipped her coffee.  “Hmmm . . . what are you looking for?” 

  “Don’t know ------- to explore the limits of human consciousness, to find serenity, to be happy 

and really believe it, to love and be loved ------- I dunno.” 

  “That’s a tall order.”  She sipped her coffee.  “And maybe a bit cosmic.” 

  I could see she was judging me as perhaps superficial, maybe shallow and trite.  Oh well. 

  “So you’re going down to the beach?” 

  “Hey, I’m going.  I just got here, lemme finish the coffee.” 

  “No, no I wasn’t running you off; I was just changing the conversation.  Obviously you like to lie 

in the sun.” 

  “Yeah it’s my big thing right now --- a kind of escape more than anything else.  I bring a book 

and pretend to read but it’s just a prop.”  She pulled a copy of D.H. Lawrence’s Sons and Lovers 

from her bag as if to show me then put it back.  “When I lie in the sun I feel transported in time 

like some ancient sun worshipper empowered by the Gods.  I see hieroglyphics on the insides of 

my eyelids.  It’s like going to the movies --- primeval animals, cats and soaring black birds.” 

  “Psychedelic.” 

  “You could say that and of course you would but it’s all there without chemicals.  You know . . . I 

don’t do drugs.” 
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  “No I didn’t know but hey don’t worry I’m not pushing any.  Everyone’s captain of their own ship, 

right?” 

  “Yeah --- whatever floats your boat.” 

  She sipped the last of her coffee as we sat in the morning explosion of bird life.  There were 

swallows soaring and diving in all directions and the obnoxious jays were doing commando raids 

on the kibbles in Laslow’s bowl.  He didn’t seem to care.  The steady beat of a tennis ball 

sounded from across the street.  It was a long service. 

  After exhausting our conversation about the students and teachers at New College she asked to 

use the bathroom.  That was the first time I noticed how gracefully Nancy walked.  Instead of 

walking into the house she seemed to just glide along almost floating.  I wondered if she had 

been properly schooled in the art of walking; who knows, she might have been.  She seemed well 

off and cared for.  Her dad was a Research Scientist at Lawrence Livermore Laboratory doing 

who knows what?  She came back outside; her hair clipped to one side, gliding again, no smile, 

looking straight ahead like a model walking the runway.  She carried herself like a young Lauren 

Becall. 

  “Interesting bedroom.” She remarked referring to the loft where the bathroom was. “Waterbed?” 

  “Yeah . . . I got it years ago.  It came with a lifetime guarantee.  The place went out of business 

a month after I bought it.” 

  “Some lifetime -------- hey you want to go down to the beach with me?” 

  I wasn’t much of a sunbather and especially at the downtown beach.  I walked the beach 

everyday usually hiking north to Duxbury Reef and back again.  But I wasn’t going to pass up the 

opportunity to spend some more time with Nancy especially if she was going to take off that 

sundress.  I could see that I couldn’t see anything on underneath but I couldn’t see enough which 

is why I needed to see and thusly I must go to the beach with her.  Of course that meant I too 

would have to be naked.  There was always that trepidation about having to take your clothes off 

in a public situation, of how you look to others and with males the problem of genital shrinkage, a 

somewhat unexplainable phenomenon to the male anatomy. 

  “Uh sure . . . but hey let me just pop in the shower and I’ll meet you down there.”  I needed some 

mental time to prepare for this. 

  “You dummy!  Just jump in the ocean and shower later.  Come on let’s go.”  She smiled and 

raised her eyebrows.  “Or would you rather sit here smoking dope and listening to music?” 

  Well that put things in the proper perspective.  “OK let me grab a beach towel and some 

shades.” 

  “You’re wearing them, Mister.” 

 The beach was unusually crowded that Saturday.  We went north to avoid most of the crowds in 

front of Grace Slick’s old house, sitting like a citadel overlooking the beach. 

  “Have you ever been here Nancy?” 



 

                                              Copyright © 2005 R. Louis Silva. All rights reserved. 4 

  “I kinda grew up here, well not here but over there in Stinson.  My parents had a beach house 

there that they sold last year so my dad could buy a sailboat.” 

  “Oh boy --- the Mounties are here.” I said disappointingly.  Up ahead on horseback was a fully 

dressed Federal Ranger from the Park Department patrolling the beach. 

  “What is he here for?” 

  “Nudity.” 

  “But everyone is naked.” 

  “Yeah on the beach which is private property up to the tide line where it then becomes Federal 

Waters where nakedness, in all it’s glory, shall not be tolerated.” 

  “That’s absurd. What do they do if they catch you?” 

  “They give you a ticket, but it hasn’t worked out too well because of the identity thing.” 

  “What identity thing?” 

  “Well if you’re naked you might not have any identification on you, outside of some birthmarks or 

tattoos.  I’ve heard a lot of fictitious names being tossed around.  You know the usual joke names 

--- Seymour Butts, I.P. Freely, Edith Dick.” 

  She laughed but still seemed perplexed.  “OK OK OK let me get this straight,” Nancy said 

looking for some sense where there was none.  “You can lie around on the beach naked, you can 

walk around on the beach naked but if you go into the water you gotta put clothes on?” 

  “Just your bottoms.  The feds don’t care about your tits.” 

  I pointed to a spot clear from the crowds near a huge piece of driftwood.  “How ‘bout there 

Nancy?” 

   “Looks like home” she said and pulled her towel out of her bag.  It was a big towel almost big 

enough for two with La Dolce Vita written many times over it.  I threw down my towel I swiped 

from my parents supply when I moved out years before.  It was the Boats and Anchors theme 

and faded at that.  I froze as she unbuttoned her shirtdress with her back to me.  Get movin’ I 

thought.  Don’t just stand there gawking dumbfounded when that’s exactly what I was doing.  I 

pulled off my shirt and kicked off my huaraches.  She slipped out of her dress and dropped it 

neatly, turned around, lowered her sunglasses down on her nose and looked right in my eyes.  

Her eyes were green but I didn’t even pretend to look at them. 

  “My God you’re beautiful.”  I think it was one of the few times in my life I might have said the 

right thing.  She half blushed said “Thanks” and lay down on her back pushing back on her big 

orange sunglasses.  I couldn’t tell where she was looking or if her eyes were shut.  I just stood 

there continuing to stare down at her body.  She was completely tan, everywhere.  So this nude 

sunbathing thing wasn’t new to her.  Her hair shone like fibers of gold in the noonday sun.  The 

Greeks launched a thousands ships for the sake of beauty such as this. 

  “Trace --- are you just going to stand there?” 
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  “Uh yeah, uh no.”  I unbuttoned my cutoffs quickly and lay down on my stomach.  There, that 

was easy.  She can’t see that right now I look like a four year old.  Why should I be so 

concerned?  Just body parts. 

  She now rolled to one side and propped her head up on her hand, her elbow on the towel.  I 

could feel her eyeing me now. 

  ‘Cute butt Mister.”  She put her hand just briefly on it then slid it away.  It was a just a short 

moment of contact but it was as if she had just shot me up with emotional adrenaline.  A wave 

rolled through my body arousing me slightly.  I rolled over on my back. 

  “Hey what’s with this Mister shit?  You’re like the third girl in my life that has called me that.” 

  “I saw it in some movie, Lauren Becall or something.  Just said that sounds like me, I’m using it.  

It’s nothing personal, do you mind?” 

  “Naaa . . . I’m getting used to it.  I paused, enveloped in an aura of magnetic forces.  I was 

feeling the attraction.  “I guess I’m getting used to you.” 

  “I hope that’s good” she said and lay back down. 

  For me lying in the sun naked just seemed ridiculous.  I’d rather be sitting in a chair or propped 

up reading a book, tossing a Frisbee or just looking at the ocean, the dogs or other people.  My 

mother was a big sunbather.  She’d lie in the wooden chaise lounge in our backyard with cotton 

pads of Witch Hazel over her eyes perfectly placed so as to appear to have no eyeballs.  The 

Witch Hazel thing and the no eyeballs made it seem a bit mystical, if not plain spooky in a kids 

mind.  For years she wore the same two piece swimsuit, a turquoise 50’s suit that covered so 

much body area it might as well been a one piece.  But that was just fine --- she was my mom. 

  As discussed before the attire, Nancy, the sun goddess, was not wearing and was completely 

eye pleasing.  I couldn’t get over it.  Two hours before I was sitting drinking coffee on the deck 

contemplating the merits of Frank Zappa’s new album and now I am lying here like a piece of 

meat on a broken rotisserie next to my latest definition of eternal beauty.  About a half an hour 

passed and I couldn’t stand it anymore, the sun bathing.  I sat up, knees bent with my arms 

around them supporting me in a proper viewing position.  A couple hundred yards down a 

Mountie was issuing a ticket to a couple that hadn’t learned the proper laws of the beach yet.  A 

little closer to us an older man with a metal detector was combing the sand between the nude 

bodies for treasures.  I’m not sure if his perversion was strictly metal.  Nancy still lay there 

glistening and with a heavy layer of balm coating her lips.  I couldn’t take my eyes off of her but I 

knew I had to because I was getting a hard on.  The way I was sitting it wasn’t too obvious but 

still, a boner in public???  Nancy must have sensed something because she woke up, looked 

over and could see the situation. 

  “Holy shit --- what’s going on over there?  We better get you some ice cold ocean water.”  She 

was laughing.  “Let’s go in the water Moby Dick.” 

  “Uh . . . let me just sit here for a minute.  I’m hoping this will subside.” 
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  “Well I’m going to go fuck with the ranger and pretend I’m going in.” 

  “Do you really need to use that word right now?” 

  “What word?  Ranger?  I guess he really is a Mountie.” 

  “Somehow even that seems to have a sexual connotation right now.” 

  She thought for a second.  “Well I’m going to blow this place and you can come later.”  She 

laughed at her weakly contrived attempt and ran off towards the tide line. 

  The Mountie started his horse trotting towards her ready for his next lawbreaker.  She pretended 

not to see him and ran full speed towards the water.  The horse trot almost became a gallop.  She 

skidded to a stop and slowly turned to the approaching Mountie and waved. 

  The Mountie spoke.  “Young lady --- are you aware of the laws concerning nudity in Federal 

Waters?” 

  Nancy stood there with her legs spread apart, hands on her hips, her orange sunglasses 

reflecting.  The scene was laughable to say the least --- the Mountie in full dress regalia atop the 

chestnut horse in a rather warm day questioning Nancy. 

  “Yes I am aware though the law seems kind of stupid.” 

  “I don’t make the laws or interpret them, I just enforce them.” 

  “But don’t you question the absurdity, the triviality and overall waste of your time and 

government money?” 

  The Mountie looked at his watch.  “Young Lady --- I’ll be taking a lunch break for one hour for 

myself and the horse.  I strongly suggest wearing appropriate clothing before entering the water.  

Good Day.” 

  He turned his horse and trotted down the beach and up the Brighton Street ramp probably 

towards the horse trailer that we passed parked near the tennis courts.  I had seen it there on the 

way down but hadn’t put two and two together.  Nancy motioned me to come down to the water. 

  “What did you say to the Mountie?” 

  “I told him to go take a lunch break so I could go swimming.  Let’s go!”  She grabbed my hand 

and we walked towards the water.  After a few steps we both instinctively stopped to adjust to the 

chill and then a few more steps until the water was above our knees. 

  “Let’s just stand here until we get drenched” she said.  That didn’t take long, a few swells and 

then a wave broke right in front of us.  We dove through it.  After body surfing or attempting to for 

a couple of waves we both decided that was enough and she ran back up to the towels.  I walked.  

She lay in the sun, the water beaded up on her body like a finely waxed car. 

  “Concours de elegance” I said and lay down beside her. 

  After more sun I suggested we go back to the house to get something to eat.  I was thinking 

more than that of course.  My testosterone was peaking.  I had desires. 

  “I’ll walk back up with you but I have to drive back to Livermore.  I’m going out to dinner with a 

friend.” 
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  My heart sank.  “With a guy?” 

  “Yeah --- my old boyfriend.  We have some unfinished business.” 

  I didn’t want to ask too many questions.  It was really none of my business, this unfinished 

business.  I just had a fantastic few hours with her.  Nothing more.  No pretenses of what was to 

follow, no expectations.  Isn’t this the way life should be? 

  I asked anyway.  “What kind of business?” 

  “Well we don’t need to go into that but let’s just say it’s over and he’s not ready for it to be.” 

  “Poor guy.” 

  “What do you mean?” 

  “Well he’s losing you.  That’s gotta be rough.” 

  She grabbed my arm with both hands while biting her lower lip.  “That’s sweet.” 

  I walked her back to her red Volkswagen.  She threw her stuff in and grabbed a pencil and 

scrounged for a piece of paper, an old store receipt. 

  “What’s your phone number?” 

  “I don’t have one.  Too many people came over to use it and the bill got too high so I had it 

disconnected.” 

  “You work for the phone company and you don’t have a phone?” 

  “Yeah but you can call me there.  That’s how everyone gets me.” 

  She wrote down the phone number and then wrote hers on the same piece of paper, ripped it in 

half and handed it to me.  She threw her arms around me and hugged me not letting go.  This 

was going well.  I wanted to say ‘Are you sure you can’t stay?  Are you sure you can’t go up to 

the house and take off those sunglasses, yeah, and while you’re at it how about that dress too?’  I 

would be pressing my luck. 

  “Thanks for stopping by Nancy.  I had a great time.” 

  “Keep in touch Mister.”  She got in the car and drove away. 
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  I had been fortunate in the last couple of years to go sailing on San Francisco Bay, hooking up 

with friends or friends of friends for just the day or on an extended sail through the Golden Gate 

or up the Delta.  I had taken a sailing class in college so I had some basic skills and half forgotten 

nomenclature.  I knew that Come About meant watch your head. 

  The fog was just breaking as we motored out of Alameda Marina, Nancy sitting next to me, her 

dad Hubert, call me Hugh, at the helm and the mom, Ruth, constantly rearranging supplies down 

below.  Nancy called me at work on Thursday and asked me to go sailing with her parents on the 

sailboat he recently bought last year.  I reluctantly agreed but did so because I had wanted to see 

Nancy again and I loved being out on the Bay.  The sounds of the gulls, the smell of the water 

and the spray as you slice the water under sail is the same exhilaration I feel on a motorcycle 

leaning back and forth racing through twisty roads.  I had to be there. 

  We had exchanged all the greetings and pleasantries on the dock at Alameda where Hugh said 

he was anxious to get under way and we could settle down and talk later.  Ruth seemed nervous 

and not knowing her I didn’t know why.  Perhaps the assignment of her free time to co-support 

Hugh’s hobby was eating away at her.  Maybe it was Nancy bringing someone different than her 

boyfriend.  Or maybe that’s just the way Ruth was, nervous and worrisome. 

  I asked Hugh if he needed some help setting sail and raising the jib but he said Nancy and he 

were doing fine, a routine obviously tried and true before.  The wind was light and the water fairly 

smooth, almost too good to be true.  We went under the cantilever section of the Bay Bridge 

between Oakland and Yerba Buena Island with the echoed roar of cars, busses and trucks 

overhead.  People were on their way somewhere, as for me, the destination so unclear but for the 

time being --- what a ride. 

  “We’ll head towards Raccoon Straits and Angel Island” Hugh shouted. 

  “Sounds great,” I said, having sailed the Bay and figured that this was obviously where we would 

go on this tack.  I just hoped he stayed out of the shipping channel.  Well, nothing to worry about 

today.  It’s crisp and clear.  It’s those foggy days that raise concern where, out of the stillness and 

fog you begin to hear something really big cutting the water.  Then, while you have barely enough 

speed to get out of the way, The Imploder Maru from Pago Pago comes barreling out of the fog 

ready to PT 109 you. 
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  “How you doin’ Trace?” Nancy asked as she sat down next to me.  “You look spaced out.  Are 

you getting seasick?” 

  “No, I’m fine.  Just thinking of another sailing trip I was on.” 

  “Just trippin’ hey?” 

  “Yeah” 

  The three of them had matching sailing parkas, orange with avocado shoulders.  They looked 

like bad kitchen appliances.  I had brought only a heavy sweater and Ruth offered me one of the 

parkas. 

  “Sure” I said.  Might as well match the rest of the crew.  Beside the sweater was getting wetter 

and wetter from the spray. 

  “The head’s down below” Hugh started.  Nancy sighed and looked out towards Alcatraz.  “And it 

can well handle any load one might deliver but if you can refrain from ---“ 

  “Dad!  You sound like the preflight warning on an airplane” Nancy interrupted.  “Don’t shit unless 

you have to.” 

  “Nancy!” came out from the cabin blow where Ruth was still rearranging supplies.  “Please 

choose your words more carefully.” 

  “I did Mom.” 

  “OK all right” Hugh continued.  “In any case the head is there for your convenience” he paused 

for a second.  “Oh --- and the life jackets, God forbid, are in this locker right inside the galley.” 

  Hugh looked momentarily relieved now that he had covered the boats life and safety issues.  He 

stood behind the wheel of his hobby heading past Angel Island towards Sausalito. 

  “Couldn’t ask for a more beautiful day,” I said wanting to say something, anything.  I thought of 

Todd Rundgren’s song Hello, It’s me. 

 

Hello, it’s me 

I’ve thought about us for a long, long time 

Maybe I think too much but something’s wrong 

There’s something here that doesn’t last too long 

Maybe I shouldn’t think of you as mine. 

 

Think of me 

You know that I’d be with you if I could 

I’d come around to see you once in awhile 

Or if I ever need a reason to smile 

And spend the night if you think I should. 
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  Nancy was leaning against the cabin with her legs stretched across the bench.  The wind 

whipped her golden hair in swirls around her head.  The orange sunglasses were in place and 

briefly I transported her back to the beach glistening in the sun, water beading on her body.  I 

amused myself with these dancing images while she sat there.  Nancy on the beach, Nancy on 

the boat, Nancy on the beach, Nancy on the boat, the beach, the boat, back and forth until I 

finally managed to see her sitting naked on the boat.  I guess I was smiling. 

  “What’s up there Mister?” 

  “Oh I was just thinking of the beach last Saturday.” 

  She blushed. 

  “Nancy tells me you live in Bolinas, Trace.  We used to own a little beach house over in Stinson.  

Sold it a while ago.  Used it a lot when the kids were young but less and less as they got older.  

Went over to Bolinas not too often.  Mostly to the hardware store or to the Gibson House for 

dinner.  Seems to be a little leftist radical hotspot eh?” 

  “Uh not really.  Mostly full of ex-patriots from New York and burned out hippies, artists, poets, 

musicians and a lot of questionable crafts.  When Haight Ashbury exploded some of the fallout 

went to West Marin.” 

  “Exploded?” came out of the galley below.  Ruth was still down there doing something and I 

sensed she didn’t understand. 

  “Well whatever was happening in San Francisco in the late sixties, whatever anybody wants to 

call it, whether it was a beautiful thing or a blurred haze of drugs and chaos or it was none of that, 

well that just imploded like a supernova scattering flotsam and jetsam all over.  Santa Cruz, 

Bolinas, Grass Valley, Garberville, points North, South and East.” 

  “So pretty much the love power experiment failed would be an accurate assumption” Hugh 

stated simply as if it was a science experiment.  I was sensing some animosity. 

  “Well Hugh I don’t know if failed is the right word.  There are so many people out there with 

different visions and agendas for change that it’s just too hard for our society to put its collective 

arms around them and embrace them.  It’s like trying to carry all the clothes from the dryer to the 

folding table all at once.  There’s a trail of socks and underwear but you pretty much hold onto the 

pants.” 

  “I hear that!” Ruth bellowed from the galley.  Nancy half laughed but Hugh still looked puzzled.  

My explanation by no means satisfied his analytical mind. 

  “But what are these young people contributing to society.  All I see is a continual erosion of 

morality, discipline and human ethics.” 

  That was a big hunk of ethical bullshit that I suppose I was supposed to defend because I am a 

“young person”.  I didn’t know if I wanted to take that on.  Being on a boat, I thought of a different 

tack. 
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  “Well maybe we are just trying to get by.  We’re preoccupied by day to day existence.  After you 

have shelter and food and you are indeed surviving, maybe that’s when we can think about other 

things.” 

  “Those things should be given.  When you get in a car you have a destination, it’s something 

you can’t see but you know how to get there or you have directions on how to get there.  Now you 

are driving down the road and you look down the road as well as what is right in front of you.  You 

look to your right and to your left and you even glance to see where you have been but all the 

while you are making progress towards your destination, your goal.” 

  I thought of the countless times of hopping on the motorcycle not knowing where I was going or 

how long I would be gone and in the process have had some of the best days of my life. 

  “You’re sure making life sound pretty simple, almost like a formula, or a recipe.” 

  “Yes and I just wish your generation could see it that way.” 

  “My God Dad!”  Nancy had been quiet all this time.  “Do you have to be so anal?” 

  “Watch your mouth, young lady!  Come about!” he yelled and we did so, even though it wasn’t 

necessary right then.  It was Hugh’s way of changing the direction.  Nancy went up to bow to lay 

in the sun while we sailed silently, Hugh and I, for some time. 

  “Ruthie, I’m heading back to the cove at Angel Island.  We can anchor there and have lunch in 

relative calm.” 

  “Ay, Ay Captain” was Ruthie’s response.  “I’ll be ready at 13:30.” 

  I suddenly felt as if I was on a Navy vessel.  I wondered what the name of this ship was.  I 

neglected to look when I boarded. 

  “Hugh --- what’s the name of this boat?” 

  “Plutonio.” 

  The Plutonio threw anchor at Ayala Cove spaced among the dozen or so other sailboats in 

mimicry.  Hugh waved to a boat off the port side and a few seconds later to one on the starboard.  

Familiarity and routine --- I think I was beginning to get Hugh’s hobby, a disciplined regiment and 

no surprises.  If the bay were a dirt road Hugh’s tracks would be well-worn ruts. 

  I was starting to regret this sailboat venture when Nancy came back to partake in the lunch 

festivities, making it clear why I was here.  She was the lure, that’s why I was here.  My attraction 

to her, for the most part, was physical.  She had certainly stirred my animal instincts but I did like 

the way she handled herself.  She seemed like the epitome of cool, not letting much get to her, a 

vessel on a calm even keel.  That’s what she had --- coolness and beauty --- that’s all.  That’s 

enough and enough to rationalize why I was here.  Bring on the lunch, Ruthie.  There’s an 

appetite somewhere here. 

  I didn’t know what to expect for lunch.  Most of the sailing trips I had been on we’d grab some 

sandwiches at the deli, chips and an ample supply of beer, heavy on the ample.  You would have 

thought that with all the galley time Ruth had spent down below we’d be devouring an exotic 
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gourmet meal.  I pictured Ruth walking towards us with escargot flambé on a pewter platter with 

melon slices and endive garnishes.  Mexican cervesas with lime stuffed down the necks.  Right 

on Ruthie!  Outstanding! 

  Ruth ascended the ladder steps shakily with one hand, balancing 4 box lunches with the other. 

  “Lunch is served,” she said handing a box to each of us.  Nancy took hers, set it next to her and 

then just gazed back in the direction of San Francisco.  She’d seen this lunch before.  The boxes 

were wrapped in plastic wrap stretched so tight you could play drums.  All the contents were 

plainly visible.  There was a sandwich, a fruit cup in a can and the smallest bag of potato chips 

they can sell without calling it air. 

  “There’re sodas in here”, Ruth said pulling out a small cooler with six 7-UPs 

  “Thanks” I said, pulling one out of the open cooler she held in front of me. 

  “Thanks my darling Ruthie” Hugh said also grabbing one. 

  “Nancy?” Ruth asked 

  “Not right now Mom.  Thanks.” 

  “I hope you eat something Nancy.  We need to fatten you up.  You’re so thin.” 

  “This isn’t 4-H, Mom.  I might not bring you top dollar at market time.” 

  Nancy growing up in semi-rural Livermore, must have had some 4-H Club farm time under her 

belt.  I pictured her shoving carrots under a pig snout one after another disappearing as if she 

was shoving them into a juicer.  And then Nancy again with a Rhode Island Red under each arm, 

a piece of straw in her mouth walking through cornrows.  Then the thought of her and me in the 

hayloft with snorting horses huffing below as we screw on a scratchy blanket, mice scurrying 

away from our passion. 

  “This egg salad hits the spot Ruthie.”  Hugh had already broken the plastic membrane and was 

devouring his sandwich.  Ruth was watching me.  I knew I had to dig in to achieve an approval 

rating. 

  I unwrapped the box and then unwrapped the egg salad sandwich because it was also wrapped.  

It was a messy affair just unwrapping it, the plastic being so tight that the egg salad was 

unleashed all over the place.  I wadded up the plastic and picked up the sandwich with the wad 

still in my palm.  I took a bite and looked up.  Ruth was still watching me. 

  “Great” I said.  “Thank you.” 

  “Oh you’re certainly welcome.  I’m glad you like it”, Ruth said smiling in approval.  “And there’s a 

plastic Spork in there for the fruit cup.  Have you seen those before Trace?  It’s a fork and a 

spoon combined.  It’s the most ingenuous thing.”  Ruth seemed to be very excited about this. 

  “Remarkable” I said after swallowing more egg. 

  “I’m not sure if it will go down as a great technological advancement of our era but at least 

someone’s out there thinking.”  Hugh said already into his fruit cup alternating between stabbing 
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the diced fruit and spooning it making full utilization of the Spork.  Nancy popped a 7-UP and 

sipped it while her box lunch cooked in the sun. There was absolutely no wind in the cove. 

  I knew that Hugh worked at the Lawrence Livermore lab but didn’t know what he did.  It seemed 

like the perfect time to ask him.  “Hugh, what do you do at the Livermore Lab?” 

  Nancy pushed her orange sunglasses down on her nose and glared at me.  Ruth cleared her 

throat and started fidgeting with the lunch trash.  Hugh stared at me as though he was looking 

through me.  I suddenly felt very uncomfortable as if I had just caught someone in a lie and they 

knew it.   

  Hugh switched his gaze from me to the boats in the water.  He started very slowly choosing his 

words carefully, picking only the ripe plums, and letting the rest to ripen on the tree. 

  “I am currently and have been for some time now conducting research on the development of 

defense technologies and strategies.” 

  Nancy pushed her glasses back up and went to the bow of the boat.  She looked upset.  I think if 

there were a door to slam she would have. 

  So old Hugh’s conducting research is he?  I pictured Hugh at a podium with a baton pointing at 

his orchestra of so-called scientists.  Inductive reasoning! He would shout pointing at the bald 

man with the pocket protector.  Analysis! He would shout again at the woman in the lab coat.  

Intuitive Logic! Again at the oldest of scientists with the sage like eyes gleaming of the all 

knowing.  I wanted to know more about the specifics of his job not some camouflage tarpaulin he 

routinely throws on the goods when reconnaissance flies overhead. 

  “It sounds like you’re restricted from openly talking about your job Hugh and I fully understand 

that” I said.  Ruth was leaning forward but now sighed and leaned back against the cabin in signs 

of subtle relief. 

  Hugh started again.  “I also understand one’s curiosity but my work is highly secretive as it was 

at my tenure at Los Alamos.  Let’s just say this.  The work my team is doing right now involves 

the utmost concern for the advancement and preservation of National Defense.” 

 “Los Alamos?  Isn’t that where they developed the A bomb?” I asked.  I felt like I was tearing a 

hole in his camouflage. 

  “That’s correct.” 

  Oh hell, I thought, I might as well ask him.  “So are you making nuclear weapons out there in 

Livermore?” 

  “I’m not at liberty to discuss that Trace.” 

  Ruth started picking up the box lunch debris and 7-UP cans.  Nancy’s plastic membrane was 

still intact with a mist of condensation on the underside.  That sandwich was getting close to 

being a science experiment itself.  I was still thinking about what he said “the advancement and 

preservation of National Defense.”  I found that slightly amusing especially the word defense.  I 

began a slow tirade. 
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  “You know Hugh; Americans seem to sometimes get almost fanatical about their national sports, 

mainly football, basketball and baseball.” 

  Hugh looked at me again with that looking through me look.  I’m sure he wondered where I was 

going with this. 

  “We follow rules and strategies that have evolved and even changed radically through years of 

competition but two things stay the same no matter what.  And those two things are Offense and 

Defense.  Those seem to be well defined.  One is the aggressor and the other the protector. I’m 

going to run through that hole and score a touchdown or we can’t let that quarterback throw a 

touchdown.”  I felt like I myself was running down the field trying to get clear in the open so I 

could catch a pass.  “So with that in mind, I’ve often questioned why we call it The Department of 

Defense?  Shouldn’t it be called The Department of Offense?” 

  Ruth looked very uneasy. Hugh half laughed and shook his head. 

  “Words, young man, words, that’s all they are.  Call it what you like.  A good point you make 

but,” 

  Oh shit, I hate when there’s a but. 

  “Back to your football analogy, it’s true the defense does defend against the run and pass of the 

offense and at the same time will pass rush the passer with a blitz and with all the intent of taking 

out the quarterback.  The outcome is lost yardage or injury and sometimes loss of the man.  In 

essence the defense was the offense.” 

  Hugh had blown a hole in the argument.  That guy I was a moment ago got tripped up.  My face 

was kissing sod.  I needed to get up and brush myself off. 

  “But won’t the propagation and proliferation of nuclear weapons escalate the arms race into a 

future with oblivion.”  Why did I say that?  I used every cliché word I could think of.  It was a bad 

response.  It was like throwing a Hail Mary down the field with no time left on the clock. 

  “Nice words college boy” Hugh said.  It had an edge and reeked of a mean spirit.  Wasn’t he too 

a college boy or was he slamming the college I went to knowing full well what kind of education 

Nancy had been getting.  Nancy attended college but didn’t really participate.  She was there 

because she wasn’t somewhere else.  It was convenient, momentary and fleeting.  Hugh 

continued. 

  “You’re assuming that I am involved with nuclear weapons.  If I was I couldn’t care less if it 

escalated the arms race.  That wouldn’t be my concern.  I am a scientist.  My concern would be 

the job assignment or project I was involved with, to complete the project successfully and then 

move on.  It’s not as if I’m numb, callous or ignorant of the possible outcome.  I can foresee the 

ramifications directly and indirectly.  Our work at the lab enforces the integrity of the Military 

Industrial Complex and whether like it or not creates a strong economy.  We prosper as 

individuals and collectively as a country.” 
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  Wow, there it was.  A rationalization of his livelihood and he felt damn good about it.  What could 

I say?  I was 22, he was 52.  He had a few more years to think about it.  I was just riding on his 

boat making conversation.  I certainly didn’t want to alienate the guy; I just wanted to go to bed 

with his daughter. 

  “Thanks for lunch” I said to Ruth down below.  She was back rearranging things. 

  “My pleasure” she said 

  Hugh raised the anchor and we were shortly under way again.  We sailed towards Red Rock 

near the Richmond Bridge.  Nancy came and sat next to me leaning close and half sheltered from 

the wind.  We were far enough away in the 36-foot boat from her Dad that he could not hear us.  

Her mouth was so close to my ear I could feel her breath. 

  “Sorry about my parents.” 

  “Don’t be sorry, I’ve got parents too.” 

  “Yeah I know but my Dad can be such a right wing bastard at times.” 

  “He’s fine” I said not knowing if Ruth was down there listening and added “I like him” but I didn’t. 

  “Well thanks for coming” she said and pushed her glasses down onto her nose again.  Her 

green eyes melted me like lasers.  She slid her hand down my leg and held my hand. 

  “Mind if I hold your hand Mister?” 

  “Don’t stop there.” 

  “Nancy!  Could you take the helm?  I need to hit the head,” Hugh yelled above the wind.  What 

timing he had.  I really wanted to get off this boat, sit at some cozy bar on the estuary with just 

Nancy, free from this parent thing.  I had to wonder why she had invited me.  And what happened 

with her boyfriend?  Was she looking for a replacement and needed parental approval?  I really 

didn’t think I was the right guy for any of that but thinking too much about it might just jinx the 

situation. 

  Steering that boat with those big sunglasses on, I couldn’t tell if she was looking at me or not.  

She certainly wasn’t giving me any indications.  I tried to step inside of her.  Did she have desires 

to be with me?  Sexual desires?  Or I just want to be your friend and tease the shit out of you.  

What was I to her?  Was I just some acceptable guy in the eyes of her parents or more 

specifically, her Dad?  I did have a good job, had a fair command of language to hold my end up 

in conversation but I certainly didn’t view myself as any kind of catch or trophy to set up on a 

mantle.  Why must we always try to make something happen, to theorize and speculate, to 

project ourselves to a future point in time to situate ourselves as preordained puppets acting out 

our private paradises utilizing rehearsed words of relative comfort?  “I love you, Nancy”, my 

puppet says.  “Oh and I love you too”, Nancy’s puppet replies and they fall on each other 

forgetting, momentarily, about the strings attached. 

  “Hey over there!  You there!”  Nancy yelled from the wheel.  I guess I had been gazing. 

  “Yes Capitan.” 
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  “Man, sometimes you just get out there, like you’ve left the planet.” 

  “No, I’m here.”  With her folks down below I thought it would be a good time to ask.  “You want 

to do something after we get back in?” 

  “Can’t.  ‘Have a rehearsal dinner for my cousin’s wedding.  I’m a bridesmaid.  We’re getting our 

dresses tonight.” 

  I pictured Nancy back on the beach dropping her shirtdress on the sand.  Then, the whole line of 

bridesmaids unbuttoning them in unison, the whole line standing naked holding flowers in front of 

them. 

  “Should be quite a show” I smiled. 

  “Huh?”  She looked puzzled. 

  “I mean that sounds like fun.” 

  “Well, it’s the first wedding I’ve been a bridesmaid in.  It’s certainly an experience.” 

  “What d’ya mean?” 

  “Protocol.  I didn’t know there were so many rules to weddings.  The rules according to 

Charlene, that’s my cousin, same dresses, same shoes, same hair, same necklaces.” 

  Nancy was wearing a multicolored eastern Mandela around her neck on a thin leather rope. 

  “No hippie jewelry?” 

  “Yeah, no hippie shit” she laughed. 

  “N a n c y !  I heard that.”  Ruth bellowed from below. 

  “Sorry Mom.”  She seemed to find joy in her mother’s reprisals concerning her subtle swearing. 

  “Well maybe some other time?” I asked. 

  “Other time?” 

  “Yeah, you know, get together.” 

  “Oh you know we will, Mister.” 
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  I could not believe I was standing in front of the doorbell button at Nancy’s parent’s house.  Last 

Saturday after the Voyage of the Plutonio I swore to myself I would never do something like that 

again.  Nancy’s motive for asking me along was certainly questionable.  Was she looking for 

some parental approval before she even became involved with me?  It’s hard to fathom in this 

liberated and pretentious time.  Or so it goes.  Perhaps we all have a parent or authority figure 

holding court in our mind to pass judgment and sentence us for infractions, crimes and 

questionable variances of human ethics.  There are documents to be shuffled, approved and 

stamped.  There are bailiffs to escort you away or to unlock the cuffs.  It’s such a fine line when 

the sentence is passed down between the elation of freedom and guilt.  It can go either way.  

Maybe Nancy was just being clean, all out in the open?  Her court was public. 

  She had called me Wednesday afternoon at work.  My bosses had gone out to lunch at Tony’s 

on Highway 1 in Marshall and were not back yet.  We talked for about an hour.  She told me how 

much her parents liked me and I told her that it must be the job, right out of college, the beach 

house and general appearance of relative stability.  It’s all superficial. 

  “Nancy --- that’s just where I’m at right now.  I could snap at any moment, hang myself in a 

macramé noose with a yin yang choker, my hands frozen in rigor mortis clutching stainless steel 

peace signs.  I’m not that stable, Nancy.” 

  “That’s what I like about you.  You’re just so cynical about everything, even yourself.” 

  “Especially myself --- jeez, do any of us really know what we’re doing?” 

  “What do you think of my dad?” she asked with a quick change in direction.  This was touchy.  

No matter what you might think of this guy, he is still her father and I wasn’t about to trample her 

20 or so years of emotions. 

  “He’s something else.” 

  “What does that mean?”  I thought I had dodged the question when in fact the ambiguity 

sounded critical, which it was. 

  “He’s extremely intelligent” I said and misguided I, thought like the missiles he doesn’t make. 

  “Yes he is.”  Good.  She bit at that one and I seemed to be off the hook. 

  “I know he can be a bit of an asshole sometimes but he’s the smartest man I’ve ever met and 

he’s my dad and I love him.” 

  “Ah, you’re just biased” I quipped to lighten the sudden Hugh adulation. “I bet you say that about 

all your Dads.” 
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  Then there was a slight pause. 

  “Well Tracy, I was calling to see if you want to come to dinner this Saturday at my house?” 

  “Your house?  You mean your parent’s house?”  Nancy was one of those kids that never moved 

out. 

  “Yeah, my house, my parents house, Tracy it’s all the same.”  Most people would make excuses 

for still living at home but Nancy seemed un-fazed. 

  “My Dad’s Bar-B-Queuing with his new rig he had built.” 

  I wanted to see Nancy and spend time with her, especially after this long phone conversation.  I 

felt like I knew her much better.  What I really wanted was for her to come over my place, make 

dinner for her and then head upstairs for some quality romance.  I really couldn’t bring myself to 

attend another parental encounter. 

  “Nah . . . I’ll have to decline on that Nancy.  Sorry.” 

  “But why?  Are you doing something?” 

  “Honestly - - - no, but I was just looking forward to maybe just you and I going out somewhere - - 

- alone.” 

  There was no answer. 

  “I guess I just have this vision of you lying on the beach stuck in my head,” I said. 

  “Yeah well I’m still remembering opening my eyes to Mister Boner.” 

  Now we’re talkin’.  We’re on the right track now I thought. 

  “It’s haunting.” She added. 

  “Haunting?”  I asked.  What was that supposed to mean?  Was it some dark menacing form in a 

long cloak hovering in doorways, lurking and stalking ready to pounce at the most vulnerable 

time. 

  “Yeah” she laughed.  “I guess I keep thinking about us getting together.  It seems inevitable.  I 

feel like I’m just an actress in a movie waiting for my love scene.  You’ve read the script so you 

know it’s going to happen but there’s all this story and pages you have to wade through.” 

  “Well maybe we could just skip a few scenes, save some money for the producer.” 

  Laughing.  “It would ruin it and that’s why I want you to come to dinner.” 

  Damn I just wanted to reach through the phone, hug her and kiss her over and over.  I began to 

weaken.  She knew how to play me. 

  “OK I’ll come to dinner but truly I would really like to skip this step.” 

  “Great Trace” and she gave me instructions to her house in Livermore, said “Six PM Mister” and 

hung up. 

  I pushed the button and nothing happened for a second then the Big Ben theme echoed inside.  

Ding Ding Ding Dong Dong Ding Ding Dong.  The door opened, Ruth pulling it towards her.  I was 

half startled.  I hadn’t really looked at her before very closely.  On the boat, the previous weekend 

she had been in some frumpy boating attire that matched Hugh’s.  But here she was now in a 
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tight fitting green paisley dress.  The paisley print was large and 2 paisleys accented her breasts 

and then trailed back under her arms.  A dark green dot in each pattern set it off well and I had to 

discipline my eyes from staring.  Her dyed blonde hair was pulled back with a paisley matching 

hair ribbon.  Her hair looked like straw from probably years of hair treatment.  And then there 

were her eyes, green like Nancy’s but not as deep.  They didn’t have the penetration the way 

Nancy’s did. 

  I said hello at the same time she said “Hello Trace, welcome to our house.” 

  “Thank you for inviting me.” I said because I knew that was my line. 

  She began immediately showing me the house and telling me the details that go along with this 

artifact, that painting, the rug we were standing on.  It was a nice house, looking only a couple of 

years old in an upscale housing tract of Livermore.  Driving in I noticed the not yet mature 

landscaping of the front yards except for the occasional renegade Valley Oak that had been 

spared during development.  The front yards had decorative rocks or bark with small bushes or 

succulents.  There were very few lawns in the neighborhoods, surprisingly and almost every 

garage had a basketball hoop over it. 

  “And these are the photos of my children.  Of course that’s Nancy and that’s our son Dwight.”  

The whole wall in the family room was filled with photos of the two from an early age to recent 

ones 

  There was Nancy on a pony, Nancy in a Brownie uniform, Nancy holding the younger Dwight at 

the beach, Dwight in Cub Scouts.  Then there were official school photos lined up in progression 

all the way from Kindergarten to graduation from High School.  It was almost like those cartoon 

flipbooks you’d get at Disneyland.  As you fanned the pages Mickey would take off the sorcerers 

apprentice hat and bow.  There was Nancy missing her front teeth and then Voila! She’s all grown 

up.  Nancy’s pictures were pretty much a smooth transition but Dwight’s hair grew longer and in 

high school attempts at a moustache and sideburns, the usual fare.  In another section were the 

prom pictures of different guys standing next to Nancy wearing uncomfortable clothes in 

unwalkable shoes and wearing corsages or baby rose wristlets.  I was not without similar photos.  

In the last few pictures of formal Nancy the same guy was holding her hand, another with his arm 

around her and then the last where they were both looking lovingly into each other’s eyes.  That 

must be the guy, the unfinished business. 

  Off at the end, in a very nice carved frame was Nancy, tourist sophisticate, with the Eiffel Tower 

in the background.  She appeared to be walking and not looking at the camera carrying an 

embroidered denim purse with a long strap on her shoulder.  It was a great photograph, capturing 

the way she glides so smoothly through the world.  I wondered who had taken that picture, Ruth, 

Hugh, maybe the unfinished guy.  I wondered what it would take to make the picture wall.  How 

do you rate to be hung on this cherished wall?  And then I saw Nancy and me on the wall, not just 
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one picture but half a dozen.  There we were in Tangiers, on a boat in the Sea of Cortez, at a 

wedding, ours, Nancy holding a baby, then a family portrait with two small girls between us. 

  “I see my Mom managed to herd you to the photo gallery.  Hello Trace.”  It was Nancy rescuing 

me from my photo trance.  I was happy for that.  Those thoughts had never crossed my mind with 

anyone before.  I realized right then that I was infatuated and over the edge.  It felt good but I 

didn’t trust the feeling. 

  “Hi Nancy.”  I wanted to hug her but Ruth was still hovering in the periphery.  Nancy was 

wearing another one of those shirtdresses, blue denim open down to her waist with a purple 

leotard underneath.  It was a good look on her bronzed body.  Her hair was parted on one side 

and hung down over her eyes and she had some sandalwood smell going on.  She looked 

beautiful and as usual I didn’t know what to say. 

  “Is this the unfinished guy?”  I said damning myself for saying that.  I was pointing almost 

accusingly at the prom pictures as if I had just found out that she had been cheating on me.  My 

emotions were really getting out of hand.  Ruth floated out of the picture towards the other part of 

the house I had not seen yet. 

  Nancy put her hand around my finger and pulled it away from the wall.  “Let’s not talk about that.  

That’s pretty much out of my mind now.” 

  She was still holding my finger but now pulled it up to her lip to the shoosh position.  She didn’t 

exactly kiss my finger but it was against her lips and I guessed that that meant an end to the 

discussion.  Just as well, it was a good out.  Pulling my hand and then letting it trail off she said, 

“Com’on I’ll show you my Dad’s new rig.” 

  Her Dad’s new rig was a built in barbeque out in the backyard.  It was a backyard out of Better 

Homes and Gardens.  There was a large rectangular wrought iron table and chairs with an 

umbrella in the middle.  Past the bricked in barbeque with temperature dials was the swimming 

pool also rectangular with chaise lounges, 2 at each end.  One was completely flat with 

Lawrence’s Friends and Lovers face down open.  Hmmmm . . . Nancy sun bathing.  I wondered if 

she’d ever finish that book.  That was the only thing out of place.  The bordering juniper was cut 

square like a hedge around the pool.  A ping-pong table set up but with no paddles in sight was 

possibly just another prop for the American backyard.  I started to make a value judgment in my 

mind about how disgustingly tidy everything was, how much order there was.  I found it hard to 

imagine ever living like this in a tract home where every 5th house is like yours but with a reverse 

garage. 

  “Nice backyard Nance.”  I called her Nance for some reason for the first time.  She looked at me 

funny. 

  “You think so Trance?”  She half smiled and continued.  “I don’t know, it looks too perfect.  It 

needs messing up.” 
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  “Yeah maybe some stereo speakers blasting away, throw some mattresses over there for 

outside activities and rip those posies and pansies out of the planter boxes and plant some pot 

plants.” 

  Nancy half laughed.  “Oh my Dad would love that!” 

  There was that Dad thing again, something that Nancy needed to work out or maybe not.  He 

always seemed to creep back into the conversation. 

  “Well hello young man” Hugh came striding out of the kitchen slider like he was ready to walk 

past me then stopped, hand outstretched for the customary handshake. 

  “Hello Hugh” I said and wanted to say it again because with the phonetics of hello Hugh it 

sounded like I didn’t get it right.  Hello Hugh, Hello Hugh I kept saying in my mind and then it 

accidentally came out again.  “Hello Hugh.” 

  “Is your record stuck Trance?” Nancy laughed and her Dad laughed too just so he could laugh 

with his daughter. 

  I shook his hand.  It was one of the quick vigorous handshakes where the ref says “OK good 

luck, now come out fighting.” 

  “Nice backyard” I said. Damn I was good with words, short as they were, to the point and a liar 

too. 

  “It’s been a labor of love” he responded automatically.  He surveyed the backyard until he 

focused on something near the pool.  His eyes narrowed and he walked over to the chaise with 

the book beside it and put the chaise back in the upright position like the others. 

  “Is this your book Nancy?” he asked 

  “No that’s just a prop.” I quickly said remembering what she had told me. 

  “Yes Dad” she sighed looking at me making a pained face that he couldn’t see.  Then she 

mumbled, “Why do I live here?”  Just loud enough for me to hear. 

  “I was wondering that myself” I said quietly. 

  “Asking what Trace?”  Hugh didn’t miss a beat. 

  “Why it takes Nancy so long to finish that book?” 

  “Oh well Nancy never has been much of a reader.” 

  “Untrue Dad.” 

  “I mean you read but not voraciously.  You don’t consume books on the magnitude of well let’s 

say uh . . . myself.” 

  “Dad, you read boring scientific books and journals.  When was the last time you read a fiction 

book?” 

  “As a matter of fact I just finished a book about the demise of a foreign consul in Cuernavaca 

called Under the Volcano.” 

  “By Malcolm Lowry.  You’re kidding.  I just read that a couple of months ago.  It was great.” 

  “Well great I don’t know really, but just disturbing.” 
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  “Disturbing?” 

  “Yes disturbing to follow an obviously intelligent man’s path through his own chosen dementia, 

his free will overpowered by alcohol and his self discipline completely crippled.” 

  “Well yeah, that’s what was great about it.  His mind was a haunted house, a spiraling descent 

into a personal inferno.  Pages and pages of hallucinations.  I loved it.” 

  Nancy gave me a look as if to watch it.  I think the word hallucinations might have worried her.  

There was always that possibility that I might take off on some cosmic diatribe but I wasn’t there.  

Old Hugh and I were just discussing a book we had both happened to have read.  We were on 

common ground. 

  “Well” Hugh said “I would rather read about one who succeeds in life, one who leads and whose 

life contributes to the world in some exemplary way.” 

  “Are you talking about Superman or Hitler?”  I knew that throwing Hitler in there wasn’t fair 

game.  Nothing seemed to irk this American generation more than the mention of Hitler.  It was 

both a conversation stopper and a torch to a haystack. 

  “Hitler” he said, “well that’s another conversation young man.  I’m going to start this Bar B Que.” 

  “Gas ‘em,” I said and he walked away to the Q opening cupboards to find the proper 

implements. 

  “Did I piss him off?” I asked Nancy 

  “Nah --- you’re fine.  Come on.  I want you to meet my kid brother.”  She grabbed my hand then 

let it trail off as I followed her into the house.  At the far end of the family room down a short hall 

across from a half bath was a closed door. 

  ‘Hey Brat!  Open up!”  The muffled music became louder as her brother opened the door.  His 

hair was long, the same color as Nancy’s without the sun bleached streaks.  He looked stoned. 

  “You look stoned Brat.” 

  “Hey keep it down, Mom and Dad will hear you.” 

  “Like they don’t know.  Shit.”  She paused for a moment then walked in past him leaving him and 

me looking at each other.  “This is Trace, remember?  I told you about him.  His place in Bolinas.” 

  “Oh yeah, yeah, yeah --- Hi --- you wanna burn one?”  Nancy must have told him a lot. 

  “No thanks uhhh . . . Dwight.”  No one had told me his name but I remember Ruth saying it.  I 

didn’t think it was appropriate for me to call him Brat.  “That might be a disaster.”  Too many times 

I had gone into situations high or thinking that being stoned would enhance the experience.  Too 

many times I was wrong.  It only made things uneasy and anxious. 

  “Can’t your parents smell it?” I asked wondering how he pulled off smoking dope at home. 

   ‘I have a side door to outside and just usually sneak a hit or two.” 

  “Or three or ten” Nancy added disdainfully.  “I don’t know what you guys see in that shit.” 

  I try to never get in the position of defending marijuana.  It’s usually a losing battle unless you’re 

talking to another head and then that often deteriorates into stories about what happened this 
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time when I was stoned or one time we smoked some Maui Wowie and . . . the stories, stories, 

stories --- tales of often predictable cosmic adventures. 

  “Yeah I don’t know what you see in that shit Dwight?”  I smiled and made eye contact thinking 

that would end the discussion. 

  “But this is just not any shit.  This is good shit.”  He wasn’t getting it. 

  “OK, the meet the Brat part of the tour is over.  Bye-bye Brat.” 

  “See ya” and I followed Nancy leaving Dwight in his daze. 

  We were alone crossing the family room.  I asked, “When does the tour take in Nancy’s 

bedroom?” 

  She stopped, turned around and grabbed both of my hands.  “Easy Mister --- that’s off limits on 

this tour.” 

  “But that’s the tour I signed up for: Nancy’s Bedroom and a guided private tour of Nancy herself, 

Nancy’s privates.” 

  “Funny, but it’s not happening here tonight in this house.” 

  There it was again, that carrot in front of the damn horse and cart.  She knew how to play this 

game, alluding over and over with no visible light at the end of the tunnel.  I wanted to skip dinner 

and pull her down onto the nearest couch, hell, the floor for that matter, it didn’t matter. She let go 

of my hands and turned.  I went to put my arm on her shoulder but it slipped down to the small of 

her back brushing her ass. 

  “Down boy” she said as she sped up and my hand found its place next to me again.  I chased 

the wild pony into the kitchen where Ruth was rearranging Tupperware from one of the 

cupboards.  She had them all out on the green Formica counter.  The kitchen was all green, well 

actually avocado.  Avocado fridge, cook top, oven, even the sink.  Ruth had things under control.  

She had Tupperware sorted on the counter from large to small and now she was just finding the 

appropriate lids. 

  “Hey Mom, Dad’s ready to Q.  What’s up with the Tupperware party?” 

  “I can’t find all the lids for these.  Some must be in the back of the cupboard.  You’re taller 

Trace, could you see?” 

  The bottom of the cupboard was at eye level and I could see two lids towards the back. 

  “Well here are two.”  I reached and pulled them out. 

  “Thank you.  I’m so glad I found those.” 

  “Jesus Christ Mom.  How can you get so emotional about a bunch of plastic?” 

  “Nancy” she said slowly “I will not have you using that kind of profanity in this house.” 

  “That’s not profanity for Christ sakes.” 

  “You must not use the Lord’s name in vain.  It’s sacrilegious.” 

  “You know I don’t believe in that Mom.” 
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  “It’s almost a disgrace Nancy how you’ve turned your back on our church after all these years, 

the Sunday schools, the summer camps, the teen center.” 

  “Mom we’ve gone through this before.” 

  “And now you’ve broken up with Stephen.  The whole church will know.” 

  “Know what?  And Mom, don’t talk about this in front of Trace.  Please!” 

  Ruth caught herself and collected her words.  “OK, that’s right.  I’m sorry Trace for this little 

squabble.  I’m really out of line.  Nancy’s right, you don’t need to know about Nancy’s sudden lack 

of faith.  How about you Trace?  Do you go to a church?” 

  “Mom!” 

  I found this whole episode amusing and wasn’t offended about any of it.  And now I knew that 

the unfinished guys name was Stephen. 

  “I’ve gone to many churches,” I answered.  “All different religions.  I used to pick a different 

church each weekend.” 

  “Oh that’s interesting,” she said focusing in. 

  “Well it could be interesting.  Most churches are pretty good at welcoming you if they notice a 

strange face but some congregations give you the eye like you have just invaded their 

comfortable little clubhouse.  But after you get past that and focus on the message it can be 

pretty good.  God’s got a lot of clubhouses.” 

  “I’ve been to one church my entire life” Nancy broke in. 

  “Well no Nancy.  We also attended church in Los Alamos.  Oh but that was before you were 

born.” 

  I tried to imagine the congregation at Los Alamos.  Scientist spending months if not years 

developing the bomb that could possibly destroy life faster than the evolution of man himself, then 

on Sunday pray to God to make things good again.  On second thought those scientists were too 

busy for church or quite possibly agnostic.  Hell, some of those guys could have been so tweaked 

that they believed God directed them to do what they do.  Divine science and a direct shortcut to 

Kingdom Come. 

  Ruth had stuffed her Tupperware back in the cupboard and was pulling a tray of halved stuffed 

eggs from the shelf of the refrigerator.  Plastic wrap encapsulated the rows of eggs.  I 

remembered the boat lunch --- eggs and plastic, good stuff. 

  “Nancy, could you help me with this?” 

  Nancy still looked annoyed.  Ruth set the tray of eggs down on the Formica.  Nancy walked over 

and ripped the plastic off too quickly sending a couple of the eggs south to the linoleum. 

  “Nancy be careful!”  Ruth hurried over with a paper towel, picked up the two eggs and put them 

down the garbage disposal, water on, switch on, switch off, water off in one smooth and swift drill.  

It reminded me of Disneyland.  As soon as someone would drop some trash a Disneyland janitor 
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would emerge from behind some ornamental bush and sweep it up.  The happiest place on earth 

was also the cleanest. 

  Hugh poked his head through the pass through they had to the patio outside just like at the 

burger drive-ins.  It must have been a custom feature Hugh had installed.  He had that look of 

pride, the same look he had as he stood behind his new barbeque. 

  “Steaks are done Ruthie.” 

  “And so are the potatoes” she said and slid the scallop potatoes from the oven rack.  The next 

minute was filled with commotion as the food was brought to the table.  Nancy yelled for Brat to 

come to dinner and beverages were being set.  My choices were water or milk noticing that Hugh 

and Ruth were having wine.  Dwight had the milk and Nancy and I had water. 

  So finally we were arranged around the long somewhat narrow dining room table.  Nancy was 

directly across from me, Ruth and Hugh on opposite ends and Dwight on Nancy’s side next to his 

mother.  It was a formal table with a tablecloth too large for the table that draped and covered 

your lap.  It was an uncomfortable silence as we took our napkins and placed them on our laps.  I 

waited to take a cue from someone else before reaching for any food. 

  Ruth spoke up.  “Well Trace has told us that he has attended various churches of different 

dominations.  Perhaps he would like to say Grace for us tonight.” 

  “I think that’s a fine idea,” Hugh said. 

  So it was decided and I was on the spot.  My hands began to sweat and my mind began to reel.  

I’ve done this before.  I can do this.  I did it a number of times at Christian Camp where I worked 

one summer.  I can’t think.  They’re waiting.  My forehead was getting hot.  I couldn’t hesitate any 

longer.  I bowed my head. 

 

                                               The time to hesitate is through 

                                               No time to wallow in the mire 

                                               Try now we can only lose 

                                               And our love become a funeral pyre 

                                               Come on Lord and light the fire 

                                               To make us worthy people 

                                               And thank you Lord for this food 

                                               Put upon this table.      Amen. 

 

  Amen’s followed.  I looked up at Nancy who was trying not to laugh and Dwight kind of let loose 

with a laugh but covered it up with a “Pass the potatoes Dad.” 

 “That was nice Trace, thank you.” Ruth said.  As I had hoped she didn’t know the words to Light 

My Fire. 

Then Hugh added, “Yes that was nice.”  I was damn sure he didn’t know the words. 
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  Now Nancy was looking at me with a kind of twisted smile and a come-fuck-me look.  I looked 

back at her with my, If-I-could-I-would look whatever that is and forked the smallest steak on the 

platter being passed to me from Hugh. 

  “Oh go ahead Trace,” he said “take a larger one that that.” 

  “Thanks but this is fine.”  I hadn’t eaten meat in about six months.  This would be a minor shock 

to my metabolism.  Nancy cut one in half and put it on her plate. 

  “What! You two aren’t hungry?  Are you in love?”  Hugh added. 

  “Dad!” 

  “Hugh!” 

  I felt hot again, almost embarrassed but why should I be?  I think I was. 

  “I’ll eat enough for both of them.” Dwight said eagerly taking Nancy’s half and then forking a full 

one too.  Right on Dwight, I thought.  Take the focus off my appetite and Nancy and my appetite 

for you sister. 

  Everyone began eating as some classical music drifted in from the other room.  It sounded like 

Fauve’s Pavane but I wasn’t sure.  I began to feel Nancy’s foot touch my leg across the narrow 

table.  She was barefoot and she was using her toes to climb up my jeans.  I looked over at her.  

She was smiling through her hair that was almost in her plate.  How was she doing that?  Her foot 

climbed and climbed until her heel was resting in my chair and toes firmly planted in my crotch.  

How was she doing that?  It was a feat of gymnastics or it was a foot of a gymnast.  She began 

this kneading action like cats sometime do in your lap only this wasn’t my lap.  I felt myself grow 

and become stiff very quickly.  Nancy was rubbing me up and down.  Looking around you couldn’t 

tell anything was happening.  It was amazing.  I hadn’t even kissed her yet and here she was 

giving me a foot job. 

  “Hugh?”  Ruth asked.  “How did your Barbeque do this evening?” 

  “You tell me?  How are these steaks?” 

  “”Well of course they’re delicious but is it any easier than the old kettle barbeque or do you just 

like it better?” 

  Nancy continued doing her foot thing and I was glad they were talking.  I was starting to breathe 

heavier but still trying to keep it down as well as eat.  I sawed my steak in half then half again and 

again.  I could have stopped Nancy in any number of ways but what the hell --- it felt good. 

  “Well it does perform better.  I can control it easier.  I can turn it up to sear the steaks,” Nancy 

rubbed faster.  “And then turn it down for a longer slower broil,” Nancy slowed down.  “But I guess 

the end result is still the same.” 

  At this point Nancy rubbed increasingly with more pressure and I was thinking --- Oh oh. 

  “How’s your steak Trace?” Ruth asked.  Nancy then curled her toes around me and squeezed.  I 

lost it. 

  “O h h h h h  man.” 
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  They were all looking at me.  Nancy loosened her grip and straightened out her smile. 

  “This is the best steak I’ve ever had.  I’m speechless.”  I said, stabbing a piece of steak and 

shoving it my mouth then reaching for a glass of water. 

  “Wonderfull!  Well this is so nice.  I’m so glad you came.” Ruth said as if she only knew.  Nancy 

picked up on it right away. 

  “Well Trace, I really didn’t expect you to come but I’m glad you did.”  She looked like the 

Cheshire cat. 

  “And maybe you can come over again sometime?” Ruth added. 

  “”Do you think you can come again?”  Nancy said in a challenging way.  Her foot was still 

between my legs and she gave me another death grip.  Watch your step folks; someone threw up 

in the ballroom. 

  I looked right at her.  “Without a doubt.”  My testosterone said.  Nancy slid her foot down my leg 

back into her own territory.  Hugh stoked the conversation. 

  “Trace, I’m curious.  Ruth mentioned that you’ve been to many different churches.  Where’s your 

place of worship now?  Do you have any?” 

  I wanted to tell him at this point in time I worshipped his daughter over there across the table.  

She is the goddess of my universe and I was still trying to recover. 

  “Well it seems I spent a lot of time trying to find the right church that preached the right message 

when what I think I really wanted was solitude and reflection.” 

  “What kind of right message, as you say, were you, are you looking for?” 

  “Well I really don’t know but I’ll continue until I hopefully find it.” 

  Hugh sipped his wine as Dwight excused himself.  Eddie and Larry were picking him up in 5 he 

informed us.  “See-ya Trace.” 

  “Yeah!”  I was going to say more, like was that Haskell and Mondelo, but he wouldn’t have heard 

it. 

  Hugh was still pondering. I think he loved this kind of thing --- conversation.  Nancy had said that 

he liked me but that didn’t mean a thing.  I’d talk to anyone. 

  “Trace, I know the youth are disillusioned with the world and what my generation has put before 

them on their plate but I don’t think the new generation is much different from the old.” 

  “Oh come on Hugh!  There are blaring differences.” I interrupted. 

  “No!  We all break out of the egg in an embryonic stupor hoping to be cared for by mother hen 

only to discover we’re in a damn poultry plant.  We grow and become individuals but still spend 

the rest of our lives trying to avoid the eventual slaughter.  So we create faiths and beliefs in 

doctrines constructed to give us hope while we wait.” 

  “Wait for what?”  I asked.  “The eventual slaughter?” 

  “Precisely.” 
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  Hugh had it figured out all right and with a slight substantiation for his livelihood.  We’re all going 

to die anyway, might as well make these swell bombs to expedite the process. 

  Nancy and Ruth got up and started clearing the table leaving us “men to solve the problems of 

the universe” as Ruth put it.  I was stuck there with Hugh on his third glass of wine and my 

second water.  O boy.  I wish Nancy had stayed at the table.  She always seemed to make 

herself scarce during these encounters.  I believed she had a deep mind but so far I’d just seen 

shallows. 

  “Young man” Hugh started in.  Young man seemed like Hugh’s intro to his forthcoming 

Instructions on Life. 

  “The search for the meaning of life is endless but just a word of advice to you Trace.  If you 

focus on every trail in the forest wondering where this trail goes or where that trail goes you race 

around only to find out that they lead back to the trailhead or back to civilization, from where you 

came from.  In the process you’ve failed to experience the path you were on, the sounds of the 

birds, the deer in the distance, the secret waterfall.  What you were really looking for on your hike 

in the forest was right in front of you but you passed it by in the hurry to find the end.” 

  “Yeah, I guess that works.” I said which was really a cop out. He was a hard guy to figure, old 

Hugh and with a lot more time to think about just everything.  I wasn’t sure that I was so damn 

determined to find the “meaning of life” as Hugh lay down as I was anxious to experience life, 

people, ideas, cities, landscapes with a little fun thrown in for the hell of it.  I knew I needed to 

disrupt my idyllic life in Bolinas and take a new direction.  I just didn’t know where or when.  My 

finger was on the trigger with nothing to shoot at. 

  “Can I use you bathroom?”  I needed to clean up a minor mess in my pants.  “All this water.” I 

said 

  “Why certainly.”  Hugh said.  He looked a little disappointed that I didn’t choose to carry on the 

meaning of life dialogue. 

  After the bathroom I found Hugh, Ruth and Nancy in the family room with a projector set up to 

watch home movies.  We watched the chronological life starting with Ruth pregnant to Dwight’s 

high school graduation.  Ruth brought in ice cream along the way --- pecan praline.  There was 

much fun, mostly for them, reliving the super 8 moments.  I was polite and enduring.  When it was 

over I needed to go home. 

  “Thank you very much for dinner and entertainment.” I said to Ruth and Hugh. 

  “Yes, anytime and good luck to you.”  Hugh said extending his hand for the exit handshake. 

  “I’ll walk you to your car.” Nancy said. 

  “Good Night.” 

  “Good Night.” 

  “Good Night.” 



 

                                              Copyright © 2005 R. Louis Silva. All rights reserved. 29 

I followed Nancy down the hall to the front of the house.  She wasn’t talking.  She opened the 

front door for me and I went through onto the front landing. The door closed behind me and I 

turned around and she wasn’t there.  What happened?  The door opened again. 

  “Just a joke” she said closing the door and grabbing my hand dragging me out of the porch light 

off to the side behind a hedge beyond line of sight. 

  She threw her arms around me and we were instantly all over each other, hands going 

everywhere and the longest kiss ever and then again and again.  She was on a planter box one 

step above me and I had my knee between her legs.  She gently pushed me back. 

“You know this isn’t going to work here tonight mister.” 

  “Yeah --- I figured that was coming.” 

  “Oh it already came at dinner.”  She never missed the opportunity for that particular wordplay. 

  “Yeah --- your toes should be in the circus” I said and she laughed. 

  “Next time I’m at your place I promise to take you on the flying trapeze.” 

  “What’s that?” 

  “You’ll find out.” 

  We were still tangled up in each other and we kissed again. It was very hard to leave but with 

her future promise we said good-bye agreeing on next Saturday to see each other again.  I drove 

back to Bolinas in such elation, that artificial mood of the first stages of love.  Define love and I 

would be at a loss.  The Greeks have about fourteen words for love but none of them can do 

justice to this feeling.  The feeling is simply --- good. 

  With the window down speeding across the Richmond-San Rafael Bridge, the smoke and 

incense blowing across my face, the music blares from the tape deck --- 

 

                            Say the word and you’ll be free 

                            Say the word and be like me 

                            Say the word I’m thinking of 

                            Have you heard? 

                            the word is love --- 
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  I woke up to the sound of ravens squawking high in the trees and knew it was foggy even before 

I opened my eyes. The birds were active in the fog’s ethereal mist.  On a sunny morning gulls 

would cry instead or at least drown out the raven’s presence.  The eucalyptus foresting the road 

up to the mesa was a home to these storied birds so much of our folklore and literature.  The 

eucalyptus was also home to the monarch butterfly, which for two weeks each spring made their 

appearance in locust like numbers.  I certainly lived in paradise but this morning you’d never 

know because the fog was as thick as I’d ever seen.  Looking out the loft window you could 

barely see the edge of the deck. 

  Lindsay called me at work during the week and wanted to stay for the weekend.  Lindsay had 

been my girlfriend on and off for two years.  She’s an active outdoor person who brings her dog, 

Echo, wherever she goes.  A real sport as far as sex goes she’s up for it anytime, anywhere.  

After a half pint of Black Velvet on the Hearst Castle Bedroom and Guest Cottage tour she tried 

to bed me when we fell behind on the guided tour only to see the surveillance camera scanning 

the room.  Security came as we were trying to rejoin the tour and we avoided trouble. 

  When she called work I told her that a couple of friends were coming over to take LSD and trip 

around the beach.  She wanted no part of that so she asked about the next weekend. 

  “I really don’t know what I’m doing yet.” 

  “No kidding, that’s why I’m asking you now so you can schedule me.  Could you check your 

books and see if you have an opening or I’ll have to call another hotel” her sarcasm blasting 

through the receiver. 

  “Lindsay, I don’t know yet, I might be going up to visit my parents.” 

  “That’s a lame excuse; you only visit your parents at Christmas.”  That wasn’t true.  I saw them 2 

or 3 times a year but arguing that point wasn’t worth it. 

  “Alright, OK.  Not this weekend but next.” 

  “Good.  Maybe we could hike up to RCA Beach and get sandy?” 

  A couple of months earlier on the isolated stretch of beach locals called RCA, after making love 

but with me still inside her Lindsay decided we should roll down the sloping beach into the surf.  

We were both wet with sweat and the sand stuck to us like confectionery sugar.  I popped out 

when we hit the wet sand and would have stopped right there but she was rolling right behind me 

yelling “Beep Beep” and we continued into the February surf, cold and salty. 
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  “Sounds like a plan” I said but imagined myself instead in the sand with Nancy, her bronzed 

body and golden hair falling on my chest. 

  “OK Gotta go. See you Friday night.  I’m bringing Echo.” 

  “Yeah OK.” 

  There were no good-byes; no I love you’s because we just never said that to each other.  I 

wanted to and wanted her to hold me in that special place, to attain the next level but it just never 

happened.  Lindsay had others, those guys that took her to Mexico, to Hawaii, the optometrist, 

the printer, the poster artist.  She probably never said I love you to them either.  How could I 

challenge her commitment?  I was the same way, sleeping with every woman that would, 

regretting little, trying not to step on anyone’s feelings like stepping over and around people in a 

crowded outdoor concert.  Eventually someone gets hurt, some just get pissed but the show goes 

on. 

  Laslow could hear me getting up and was getting anxious downstairs either to go out or to eat.  

He sounded like he was tap dancing with his toenails on the hardwood floor.  I threw on some 

clothes and hurried down.  If he needed to go out I didn’t want to hold him up.  A puddle of pee or 

a pile of doggie rockets wasn’t a good start for any day.  He let out one bark as I came down the 

stairs, which usually meant he needed to go now.  I opened the glass door and he shot out 

running down the deck stairs as if in an army drill making two circles in the ivy and then squatting. 

  I got the coffee going before going back up to shower and shave.  I had so much anticipation 

inside.  I felt as if I was getting ready for my wedding.  This must be what it would feel like, the 

shower, the grooming, the selection of clothes, the ceremony, the celebration, and the 

consummation.  I had a helluva day ahead of me.  I drank coffee, played music, picked up the 

house somewhat and then began to wait.  It was 8:30 a.m. 

  I walked up the street to the store and bought a newspaper, a jug of Mountain Chablis and some 

bagels.  The newspaper was for now, the wine for tonight and the bagels for tomorrow morning.  I 

imagine Nancy in my white Kimono robe sitting in the morning sun eating a bagel and sipping 

coffee.  She’d have that afterglow of making love the night before and again in the morning.  After 

sex she would confess her innermost secrets unveiling the true Nancy and endearing her to me 

even more.  It was exciting having this new woman in my life.  I felt invigorated and filled with 

anxious anticipation.  I was happy. 

  The morning passed but the fog had still not lifted.  It gave a stillness and quietude to the area 

except for the uneven cadence of the waves unfolding on the beach.  Beachgoers would pull up 

and park, promptly pulling their sweatshirts on, foraging for jackets in trunks and bundling up.  

Welcome to June in Bolinas.  I’m sure it was sunny in Oakland.  I bet it was hot in Livermore 

where Nancy was driving from.  If she was.  It wasn’t looking good.  It was now almost 2 o’clock 

and I was getting stir crazy. 

  I left a note on the door ---  Went to the Beach.  Be Back Soon.  Make yourself at home. 
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  Down at the beach the sun was finally starting to break up the haze even though at my house a 

block away it was still socked in.  There were a few people defying the chill lying nude on the 

beach.  I suppose they drove miles and miles to get here and they were damn well determined to 

be naked.  I zipped up my hooded sweatshirt a bit and walked past them towards Duxbury Reef.  

Laslow was involved trying to grab the Frisbee away from 2 guys tossing it back and forth.  I was 

invisible to him and walked on. 

  Maybe she just got a late start or had car trouble, something came up, her X boyfriend needed 

to see her, or Hugh needed some quality time with her.  I could imagine almost anything but I 

knew I was wasting my energy.  I needed to redirect it.  I was just starting to be involved in a new 

relationship, trivial in the context of the global picture.  The Viet Nam War had finally been 

throttled, Nixon was self-destructing and the youth of America were floundering for a cause.  

What will the Weathermen do now?  They put their ass on the line to stop travesty and now they’ll 

be left looking like common crooks and law breaking lunatics.  How fast we forget what it takes to 

affect change.  We watch and applaud those who make the sacrifice and then return to the 

machine they were chiseling away at.  We retract back to our lives of complacency, rationalizing 

that we are part of the solution and not the problem.  I was disillusioned that it it’s like a pendulum 

swinging so slowly reaching its extreme and then sweeping back again and without more energy 

the extremes will lessen until the pendulum rests steadfastly in the center.  How do we give it the 

push it needs to reach new extremes?  It is not meant to be.  Change is fleeting; time is changing, 

always fleeting. 

  Turning the corner from the stairs on the deck I could still see the note taped on the glass door.  

I took it off the outside and stuck it back on the inside.  I might use it later. 

  It was a quarter to four and still no Nancy.  I had her phone number somewhere.  She had 

written it down on an old store receipt.  I looked around in the pile on the counter near the front 

door where bills, correspondence and “important” papers reside before their final resting place in 

the garbage can.  It wasn’t there.  That’s good I thought.  I really didn’t want to call her besides 

having to walk down to the phone booth next to the hardware store on Brighton.  What would I 

have said anyway? 

  Ruth would answer.  “Hello.” 

  “Hello Mrs. Mallard, this is Trace.  Is Nancy home?” 

  “Well hello Trace.  So nice to hear your voice.”  Ruth would sound genuine.  “No, Nancy’s not 

here.  She went out a while ago.  I’ll tell her you called.” 

  That would be it and I’d be no better off than before.  She would get the message and who 

knows what she would think or how it fits into her cat and mouse game.  I was irritated that it 

could even be some kind of game she was playing.  I was confused now when this morning 

everything was fine.  The shiny new affair had become tarnished and muddied up by my own 

projection and insecurities.  Should I adopt my “hell with her” attitude or give her a stay of 
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execution, the benefit of the doubt.  I decided on the latter thinking that it must be love or it would 

not hurt like this.  At times like this your mind is your worst enemy.  I needed distractions.  I put on 

some music, opened the jug of Chablis and rolled a joint. 

 

 

 

                                             /////// 5 \\\\\\\ 

 

 

 

I woke up but did not open my eyes.  Floating in from a deep sleep I became aware of the re-

entry process.  I felt the waterbed move a bit as I lay still.  Sliding my hand over I felt the warm 

body next to me.  For a split second I thought it was Nancy but then just as quickly knew it was 

Lindsay who had arrived Friday afternoon.  She had been at the Chateau early and was busy 

making meatless chili when I drove in from work at the Point. 

  “Hey Stranger, don’t you knock before coming in?” she said behind the kitchen island.  She was 

dicing eggplant and tofu into tiny cubes with a big knife in one hand. 

  “Touch me and I’ll run you through matey.”  

  “I’ll take my chances.” 

  We kissed and then again longer.  We became instantly lost in each other, hands everywhere 

moving as one towards the living room rug, stepping on the heels of our shoes, kicking them off, 

pulling jeans half off then making love in the late afternoon sun.  We hadn’t seen each other in 

awhile.  We stared at the ceiling in the aftermath and re-entered the conscious world. 

  “Nothing like a man coming home from work with an appetite.  First I’m dicing tofu, and then 

you’re vacuuming your rugs with my butt.  I think I got rug burns.” 

  “Uh . . . sorry.  I guess I was caught up in the heat of the moment.” 

  “Yeah, like a dog in heat … jeez.  Hey, what’s with the sign?”  She was asking about the sign I 

made last Saturday for Nancy.  Went to the Beach.  Be Back Soon.  Make yourself at home. 

  “Just a sign” I said feeling a curtain of anxiety and disappointment come down upon me. 

  “What?  For your acid crazed friends?  They can’t read.”  She got up off the floor putting her 

scattered clothes back on.  “I think that sign was for someone else.” 

  I’ll never be able to figure out how women know these things.  It’s and extra sense, an intuition, 

a deep-sea sonar scanning the psyches geography.  I could feel the polygraph cuffs on now.  She 

was watching my face for detection, for even the slightest deviation from the norm. 

  “Just a sign … a generic sign I can use for anyone.” 

  “Yeah, it’s a sign alright.” 
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                                                    *     *     * 

  I got up out of bed to let Laslow and Echo out.  Laslow was doing the tap dance.  I wasn’t sure if 

Echo, a border collie, wanted to go out.  She never strayed too far away from Lindsay.  It was an 

incredible beautiful day and we had slept a little later than usual.  The sun was about 10 o’clock in 

the sky.  I looked at the kitchen clock.  It was quarter to.  After putting on some cut-offs, shirt and 

sandals Laslow and I went to the Liquor Store to get a newspaper.  When I came back I heard the 

water shut off and went upstairs to see Lindsay getting out of the shower.  Her hair was wet and 

drops of water rolled off her breasts and everywhere else for that matter.  A naked woman wet; 

what a beautiful thing.  She reached for a towel and saw me staring at her. 

  “What!?” she squawked 

  I smiled maintaining the stare.  She had gained some weight in the two years I had known her, 

still looking great, just fuller and self-conscious of it.  She had been trying different diets and 

taking birth control pills didn’t help either. 

  “You’ve got that dog in heat look again and I’m here to tell you to go take a cold shower cuz I’m 

kind of sore from last night.” 

  “Uh … sorry.” 

  “”Yeah it’s OK but you acted like you hadn’t been laid in 6 months.  We didn’t much get past 

hello when you attacked me yesterday.” 

  My pleading stare was not penetrating her will. 

  “Maybe we’ll get sandy later.  You know even stud horses take breaks to sleep and eat.” 

  “We just slept.  Lindsay, what do you expect for me with you standing naked in front of me?” 

  She threw the towel in my face and walked heavy footed over to the short white kimono that she 

put on pulling the ties tight around her waist. 

  “Cold shower.” She said and walked downstairs.  I got in the shower and let the water, not cold, 

pelt my face and erase my thoughts.  I thought of nothing and focused on that.  The nothingness 

of nothing and nothing more. 

  It didn’t work.  Thoughts flooded my brain, all my insecurities, my shortcomings, my 

unexplainable drive that plagued me as if I was on a quest to a specific destination, a spiritual 

throne that I might be able to sit in if just for a few minutes.  I had to believe I was relatively happy 

in all the trappings of superficiality.  I had the house on the beach, the half decent job, friendships 

maintained with male and female, the latter with the affection I so much seemed to need.  But 

something was missing and I just couldn’t put my finger on it.  The water was getting cold after 

Lindsay’s shower so with a quick soap and rinse I was out of there. 

  Grabbing a towel, I dried myself off looking down on the deck below standing behind the almost 

white transparent curtains.  Lindsay was down below doing a crossword puzzle in the newspaper 

sitting at the large driftwood table.  I smelled coffee brewing downstairs. 
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  I heard something hit the side of the house.  A Frisbee tossed from the driveway below rolled 

towards Lindsay’s feet.  Echo barked and then grabbed the Frisbee in her mouth before it came 

to a stop.  Lindsay was squinting trying to see through the deck cutouts but not budging from the 

crossword. 

  “Hey Mister!  Can I have my Frisbee back?”  It was Nancy.  She must have thought that Lindsay 

was me sitting at the table.  Oh Fuck.  A whole sheet of dread seemed to instantly envelop me.  

This was not good.  I had been careful but probably haphazard in my attempts to keep my 

relationships separate, almost compartmentalized and convenient.  This drawer held my phone 

company friends, another my Oakland gang and another college friends.  A drawer for Donna, 

one for Lindsay, another for Irene and a new one for Nancy.  Seemed simple enough.  Pull the 

drawer out when needed and push it back in when through.  But don’t leave the drawers out or 

the whole dresser will fall over and worlds will most certainly collide. 

  “No Misters up here Lady.”  Lindsay yelled.  “But come on up.” 

  I was putting on my clothes and watching behind the curtain.  Nancy came onto the deck 

greeted by Laslow wagging his tail and Echo with the Frisbee in her mouth.  Nancy took the 

Frisbee from Echo. 

  “Thanks dog.”  Echo took this as a cue for the game to start crouching ready for the first toss.  

Nancy set it on the end of the table.  They were at opposite corners:  Lindsay in the short white 

kimono with black writing and Nancy in the Orange beach shirtdress.  All that was lacking was the 

roar of the crowd and an impartial referee.  There seemed to be an incredibly long pause as they 

sized each other up. 

  “Hi, I’m Nancy.” 

  “Lindsay.” 

  “I thought I’d visit Trace while I’m out here.” 

  “He’s taking a shower.” 

  “Oh … well tell him I came by.”  She turned and started to leave. 

  “He should be down pretty quick.  Sit down.” 

  Nancy was eyeing Lindsay’s half open kimono.  Nancy was standing with her back to the sun, 

the bright light silhouetting the contours of her body through the loose dress. 

  “Uh … sure.”  She leaned against the railing.  It was time for me to get my ass down there and 

do something even though I would rather do almost anything else.  I walked slowly down the 

stairs in the slow counted cadence of a funeral march.  My mind was whirling with unconnected 

thoughts.  It’s as if my brain became short-circuited and was regurgitating fragments of 

information. 

  Beach … Bombs …Tits …Come About … Eggs …Hard on … New Rig … Mister … Ruthie … 

Unfinished Business … Mounties … Run You through Matey …Rug burns … 
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  I wanted to grab at something, to make sense, to sound coherent but I was a man without a plan 

and I walked onto the deck.  The roar of crowd was silent. 

  Hi Nancy!”  They both looked at me.  I looked at Nancy then to Lindsay then back to Nancy.  

Such an unhappy bunch. 

  “How are you?” 

  “Just fine” she started “I thought I’d visit you while I was here at the beach but I see you have 

company.” 

  Awkward would be the defining word.  There didn’t have to be very much said for the two of 

them to uncover the situation at hand.  The tension and my nervous composure explained it all 

without words. 

  “I’ll see you around Trace.” Nancy said turning and walking down the deck stairs leaving the 

Frisbee on the table. 

  “Hey!  Don’t forget your Frisbee!”  I yelled. 

  “Keep it!  Something to remember me by!”   Her voice trailing off as she was already down the 

driveway. 

  Lindsay got up leaving her crossword puzzle, walking past me glaring and went upstairs.  

Laslow came up to me and I put my hand on his head. 

  “Hey Buddy.”  Even he seemed to grasp the situation. 

  A minute or so later Lindsay was back downstairs with her backpack gathering her belongings 

and Echo’s food dish. 

  “I’m going home Trace.  It seems that little Miss Sunshine and you have something going on and 

well …” She started it all very clearly but then she paused and there was a shakiness in her 

voice.  “I’m gone.  Come on Echo, let’s go.”  Without looking at me she was down the stairs. 

  “Good-bye Lindsay!” 

  “Hasta Nunca!” 

  I could hear the car door slam and the engine start and then drive away.  I stood in the sun 

trying to grasp the abruptness of the last ten minutes.  Did my world just unravel in front of me?  

Well, no just a portion in reality but it was a big emotional slice of the pie that now was inedible.  

Whether covered by ants or it sat out too long; if there was mold on the crust or the fruit was too 

sour, it was no longer fit for human consumption.  But Nancy did go down to the beach.  Maybe 

there was a piece of this I could salvage, push the filling back in the crust, dress it up with whip 

cream and serve it with a tasty beverage.  I headed towards the beach. 

  Walking down the ramp at the end of Brighton Avenue I could already see, being the beautiful 

day it was, dozens of people unclothed lying in the sand.  The tide was out and the beach was 

expansive.  I scanned the naked bodies looking for Nancy’s.  No, no, no, not her, ooh you should 

be wearing clothes, oh well, no, no, not her either.  She was not among the sunbathers.  I looked 

up the beach towards Duxbury Reef and there on driftwood log was Nancy sitting in her orange 
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beach dress looking out at the Pacific.  I walked towards her and I don’t think she saw me but she 

had the big sunglasses on so I didn’t know.  She looked up at me when I was about ten feet away 

and then resumed her gaze towards the ocean. 

  “Hey” I said. 

  “Hey” she paused.  “Trace … why didn’t you tell me you had a girlfriend?” 

  “That’s just Lindsay.  She’s an on and off type girlfriend.” 

  “On and Off?  Like a faucet?  Is that what you wanted for me and you?” 

  “No Nancy!  Everything seemed so real between us.  The way things were headed it was just 

going to be you and me … really!  I really didn’t know if I believed it myself.  What happened to 

you last Saturday?”  I thought I’d try to reverse the inquisition and point the lights at her. 

  “I couldn’t make it.” 

  “You couldn’t make it … that’s it!  I was hoping for a little more than that.” 

  “OK dammit I was having my period!” 

  I was silent.  After all the insecure feelings I had, all the possible scenarios I had dreamed up on 

why she didn’t show up, I never even thought that she would play that card if it was in fact real. 

  “I figured that we might get together for the first time and I didn’t want to be a bloody mess.  I 

have really heavy periods …” 

  “OK!”  I was hoping for no more details. 

  “Anyway … you don’t need to know that about me.  In fact …” I could feel the game board 

turning towards me like scrabble on a lazy Susan.  “You don’t need to know anything more about 

me.  You know the trouble with you Trace now that this is over …” You could feel her anger 

return, the increasing RPM’s of a finely tuned sports car accelerating down a stretch of deserted 

highway on a remote road.  “You’re too damn smug.  You think you’re smarter than you are ---

spouting off your cosmic drug tainted revelations always master of the obvious.  You charm the 

fuck out of everyone with your pseudo hipness and think that being enlightened is seducing every 

girl that crosses your path.  Who wants that?  I don’t!” 

  She waited I think for some kind of rebuttal but I had no defense.  She had seen my hand.  I 

fold.  Game over. 

  “You know Trace; you think this is some kind of game, don’t you?  When are you going to 

realize that you’re fucking with people’s emotions?” 

  She stood up and picked her beach bag off the sand. 

  “See ya later Mister.”  It was perfect almost as though she had said all those words just to get to 

that line.  As pissed off as she was, her face was beautiful with her gold hair unkempt.  She 

turned and started back down the beach.  Again with the sun behind her you could see the 

contours of her body through her dress.  I still desired her but I knew I was whipped and for good 

reason too, the world I lived in collided like the fusion of an atom bomb. 

  I took a few steps towards her but then stopped.  Let her go.  Let her go.  Let her go. 
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  “Hey Nancy!”  I yelled.  She didn’t turn around.  “What about the flying trapeze!?” 

  She just flipped me off and kept on. 

  Great Wallendas filled my eyes. 

  I never saw her again. 

   

   

   

 

  

 

 

    

   

 


