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SECRET SCHEMES 

When I was thirteen years old, my father, a colonel 

in the Air Force, was transferred from Vicenza, Italy to 

Omaha, Nebraska. For three years I had been barfing off 

the Leaning Tower of Pisa, studying the rear end of 

Michelangelo's David, and riding in the car with my 

father when he was threatened by terrorists. And I knew 

that while Omaha might not prove to be a total pit of 

monotony, it was a town most noted for being the staid 

home of an insurance company, not a hotbed of 

excitement. (When I tell people I graduated from high 

school in Omaha, it is incredible how many people say, 

"Oh, that's where they filmed Wild Kingdom." Yes, those 

pythons and tigers lurking in the backyard were always 

pouncing on my friends.) What, you ask, does this have 

to do with anything? 

In order to make our lives more exciting, my friends 

and I started making up stories about ourselves doing 

things that simply couldn't be done in Omaha. When I 

occasionally turned these stories into class for a grade, 

they invariably got A's. I was, and still am, amazed 

when others enjoy what I've written. I write mostly to 

amuse myself, and since I have a somewhat odd, some might 
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say quirky, sense of humor, I never expect anyone else to 

be amused. In my screenplays, I enjoy creating absurd 

and fantastic situations that could never happen, yet are 

still somewhat grounded in reality. My short stories 

tend to have a streak of sarcasm running through them. 

Judging by the reaction of most of those in my high 

school creative writing class, I confused everyone. But 

my friends always liked my writing and the teacher raved 

about it. (Of course, she may have just been relieved 

that my stories weren't more lost love haikus or 

teen-angst plays in which at least one character 

committed suicide.) 

Well, four years in Omaha was enough for me, and it 

didn't look like my dad was going to be transferred again 

anytime soon, so I decided to go to school as far away as 

my parents could afford. And since the University of 

Houston insisted on paying most of my tuition, I wound up 

there. 

My first major was journalism. Then I discovered 

that you actually had to write in a certain style all the 

time and couldn't add anything humorous or untrue. I 

promptly switched to Radio-Television-Film with a minor 

in Creative Writing. After getting all the basic stuff 

out of the way, I finally enrolled in my first creative 

writing class. The instructor was a real live PUBLISHED 

AUTHOR, Robert Cohen (The Organ Builder). Completely 
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intimidated, I put off turning in my first story until 

mid-semester. The class was run like a workshop, and 

almost everyone in the class hated my story. But not 

Robert Cohen. He loved it. 

Someone in a workshop once wrote on one of my 

stories that if I took my writing seriously, I would 

write serious stories. So I tried to write a "serious" 

story. It failed miserably. It was boring, didn't go 

anywhere and my natural humor leaked through despite my 

efforts to stem it. Now I just write what comes 

naturally. 

Some people don't consider humorous literature a 

"serious" genre, but it's what I like to read. Even when 

I read horror novels, my two favorite writers in that 

genre are Clive Barker and Stephen King, who weave a lot 

of black humor into their stories. Two other writers 

that I particularly admire are Mike Royko and James 

Thurber. Both write mostly humorous short vignettes, and 

both are considered serious writers. 

In defense of humor as a serious literary form, I 

offer Alice Raynor's introduction in her book Comic 

Persuasion: 

. . . (C)omedy is a special instance of 

the tension between use and delight because of 

its peculiar habit of laying claim to moral 

material and simultaneously denying any claim 
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to seriousness. If as a rule comedy is the 

most delightful of the genres, it is also the 

most subversive. (1) 

Comedy is the one form that can take a serious moral 

issue, and make a point about it, but not have the reader 

be aware that he or she has been preached to. Woody 

Allen is perhaps the master of this. In "The Kugelmass 

Episode," a college professor trapped in a boring 

marriage to a "troglodyte" has himself projected into 

Madame Bovary, and embarks on an affair with Emma. At 

first, everything is wonderful; Emma is enchanted with 

Kugelmass, not realizing what a sleaze he is. 

"I love what you have on," (Emma) 

murmured. . ."It's so. . . so modern." 

"It's called a leisure suit," he said. 

"It was marked down." (412) 

And later, when they make love, Kugelmass says, "My 

God, I'm doing it with Madame Bovary. . .Me, who failed 

freshman English. (413)" And, in the end, when Kugelmass 

is projected into the wrong book, he is forced to spend 

the rest of his life being chased by "a large and hairy 

irregular" Spanish verb (418). The moral of "The 

Kugelmass Episode" is that adultery is dangerous, even 

with fictional characters. 

The quote from Raynor continues: 

(I)n taking material from a social and ethical 
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context, comedy consistently proclaims its 

usefulness: in satire it attacks social 

rigidity, institutional hypocrisy, human 

absurdity; in romance it celebrates the 

possibilities for unity, integration, and 

continuation of the world: the genre has the 

capacity to offer hope as well as correction. 

( 1 ) 

Mike Royko is the best at making upright moralists 

look like morons, and at the same time, he is able to 

make a valid point about issues which those moralists 

hold such strong opinions about. Royko's favorite 

targets are the religious right and other Republicans. 

One of his best columns, "Let Us Pray—Just One Way," 

addresses the issue of prayer in the public schools, and 

consists of a conversation between Billy Bon Stumpjump, 

from Pigkick, and Royko. Billy tells Royko what sort of 

prayer would be appropriate. 

"Nothin' special. Just one of them 

general sorts of prayers. You know, where they 

just ask that everybody be blessed nice." 

That's all? 

"Oh, I guess they might throw in somethin' 

about how they want the school basketball team 

to beat Turnipville High next week. And that 

they want everybody blessed, but that maybe 
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conservatives could be blessed a little more 

than liberals. And that Christians should be 

blessed more than all them off-brand religions. 

And that maybe our kinds of Christians should 

be blessed a little more than those foreign 

kinds of Christians. You knov, the ones that 

put garlic in their foods." (304-305) 

I tried to incorporate some of these elements 

(satire, irony, hope) into my novella (which may turn 

into a novel; it just keeps getting longer and longer) 

"Heart of Soul." Taylor King is a figure skater who goes 

against the grain of what people expect a figure skater 

to be. She skates with sensuality, has an undeserved 

reputation for sleeping around, and is ridiculed by the 

press for it. Compare this in real life to Italian skier 

Alberto Tomba. The press finds it amusing that he 

"romances" many different women. He's not a slut; he's a 

playboy. Hypocritical? I think so. 

The same story also gives Taylor, too long focused 

on one goal, the chance for romance. It gives her the 

courage to try something she's never done before (a 

triple axel) and helps lighten her usual pessimistic 

mood. 

A description that sums up Taylor for me is in The 

Comic Vision in Literature, where Edward L. Galligan says 

that, in comedy, ". . .both its heroes and its heroines 
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treat their selves. . . with a kind of negligence--as 

tools to be used rather than as jewels to be treasured" 

(84). Taylor, at the beginning of the story, defines 

herself solely through her skating. The change I hope to 

effect in her is that she will define herself as a person 

first, and use her skating as an extension of her 

personality, not as the only means of expressing herself. 

E.B. White, in "Some Remarks on Humor", attempted to 

describe the typical humor writer and figure out why some 

people are so uncomfortable with humorous stories. 

One of the things commonly said about humorists 

is that they are really very sad people—clowns 

with a breaking heart. There is some truth in 

it , but it is badly stated. It would be more 

accurate, I think, to say that there is a deep 

vein of melancholy running through everyone's 

life and that the humorist, perhaps more 

sensible of it than some others, compensates 

for it actively and positively. (607) 

Two writers who are able to bring this vein of 

melancholy into their writing are Woody Allen and James 

Thurber. Woody Allen reveals a lot of himself, his 

neuroses, his hopes, in his stories and films. I don't 

know anyone who doesn't fear living up to their parents' 

expectations and in "Selections from the Allen 

Notebook," a brilliant parody of literary diaries, he 
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discusses his feelings towards his father. 

Good Lord, why am I so guilty? Is it because I 

hated my father?. . .If I had listened to him, 

I would be blocking hats for a living. I can 

hear him now: "To block hats—that is 

everything." I remember his reaction when I 

told him I wanted to write. "The only writing 

you'll ever do is collaboration with an owl." 

I still have no idea what he meant. (78-79) 

James Thurber also revealed himself through his main 

characters. Most of them were quiet men seemingly 

controlled by strong women, but these men still managed 

there own little form of rebellion. In "The Catbird 

Seat," a loud woman named Ulgine is about to reorganize 

Mr. Martin's filing department. He initially plans to 

murder her, but gets his revenge by making her appear to 

have a breakdown. In "The Secret Life of Walter Mitty," 

a man escapes the monotony of his reality by daydreaming, 

much to the chagrin of his wife. She treats him like a 

wayward child, but he refuses to give up his fantasies. 

The story ends with Walter launching into another 

daydream: 

Walter Mitty lighted a cigarette. It began to 

rain, rain with sleet in it. He stood up 

against the wall of the drugstore, smoking. . . 

He put his shoulders back and his heels 
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together. "To hell with the handkerchief," 

said Walter Mitty scornfully. He took one last 

drag on his cigarette and snapped it away. 

Then, with that faint, fleeting smile playing 

about his lips, he faced the firing squad; 

erect and motionless, proud and disdainful, 

Walter Mitty the Undefeated, inscrutable to 

the last. (446-447) 

While "The Secret Life of Walter Mitty" is a 

humorous story, the reader also feels sad for Walter, and 

the ending is rather touching. E.B. White provides an 

explanation for these confusing emotions. 

(T)here is often a rather fine line between 

laughing and crying, and if a humorous piece of 

writing brings a person to the point where his 

emotional responses are untrustworthy and seem 

likely to break over into the opposite realm, 

it is because humor, like poetry, has an extra 

content. It plays close to the big hot fire 

which is Truth, and sometimes the reader feels 

the heat. (608) 

I've always believed that it is better to laugh at 

your problems than to dwell on them. Solve them, if you 

can, but laugh at them, especially if there's nothing 

you can do about them. Taylor does this when she 

realizes that she is not getting the scores she deserves 
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from eight of the nine judges. Only the French judge 

appears to have appreciated her skating. "I'm the Mickey 

Rourke of ice skating," she thinks, "despised by the 

Americans, loved by the French." 

Seeing the humor in a situation has helped me get 

through most problems; I want it to help my characters, 

too. 

There are three questions that people who do not 

enjoy writing often ask me. They are: Why do you write, 

how do you write and how do you come up with your ideas? 

For the answer to the first question, I turn to 

Stephen King, who answers it in the preface to the uncut 

version of The Stand. He says, ". . .1 write for only 

two reasons: to please myself and to please others" 

(xii). While I tell most people that I write to make 

myself happy, I always want others to enjoy my writing, 

too. Of course, I'm perpetually flustered when people do 

like my stories. It's a lack of confidence thing that I 

should get over, but at the same time, I think it makes 

my writing better. As long as I'm sure everyone will 

hate my writing, I'm under no pressure to change my style 

to make someone else happy. 

Stephen King also answers the second question for 

me. How does he write? "One word at a time" (x). And 

that's about it. I sit on my couch with a baseball game 
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on TV (April-October), or a favorite compact disc on the 

stereo (November-March), and a notebook on my lap (and 

often, during periods of writer's block, my cat draped 

over the notebook). I still find it difficult to compose 

creatively in front of a word processor. I think it's 

because the screen resembles a TV screen, and my 

automatic response to looking at a TV screen is for my 

mind go blank, not the thing to do when writing a short 

story. 

The third question—how do I come up with my 

ideas?—is a little more difficult to answer because I 

have to think of the answer for myself. Well, I'm 

thinking. Usually, there is a character who inspires me. 

What is that person really like and how would he or she 

react in a given situation? The character of Matthias 

Brinkmann in "Heart of Soul" is based on Austrian skier 

Bernhard Knauss. Bernhard, for the past four years, has 

been winning the U.S. Pro Ski Tour, but everyone still 

likes him. Why? Because he's genuinely friendly, always 

the first to congratulate someone else when they happen 

to beat him, and he seems to have a strange sense of 

humor. I've been fascinated by him for almost a year and 

just had to work him into a story. How would he react to 

the Olympics? How would he react to someone who was 

genuinely pessimistic? Could he cheer her up and inspire 

her? I'd like to think so, and I hope I can convince my 

readers of it, too. 
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I have two favorite forms of writing, the short 

story and the screenplay. I prefer these forms, I think, 

because the focus in on character. While plot is 

important, I don't think it is the most important element 

in either form. In a short story, in fact, a writer can 

get away without a plot as long as the main character is 

intriguing. And no matter how strong a movie plot is, if 

the main character doesn't engage the viewer, the viewer 

is either going to leave the theatre or turn off the VCR. 

So my point is, I guess, that my stories are character 

driven. And I have thrown in a plot for them to play 

around in. 

Webster's Dictionary for School and Office defines 

plot as the "plan of a play or novel; a secret scheme." 

I realize that the "secret scheme" definition wasn't 

meant to go with the first part, but I like it as a 

description of plot. Since I'm more interested in the 

characters of a story, I don't always know immediately 

what the plot of my story will be. It reveals itself to 

me later, hence, I think "secret scheme" is appropriate. 

And since so many of my stories involve drinking, I 

thought "Frequently there must be a beverage" an apt 

appendage to that title. 

Allow me to explain the stories included in this 
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thesis. The first is "Heart of Soul," which as I said 

before, is currently a novella, expanding towards a 

novel. The first three chapters are included. The story 

was, though many people won't believe this, started 

almost a year and a half ago, due to my fixation with 

Bernhard Knauss. 

The character of Taylor King is not based on Tonya 

Harding, though they skate to the same music. I chose to 

make Taylor a figure skater because there is just so much 

to ridicule in the sport: the costumes, the choice of 

music, the sheer snobbery of some of the top skaters. 

And yet, when skating is done correctly, it's both 

beautiful and exciting. 

I also admire what skaters have to sacrifice for 

their sport. I know I don't have the discipline to get 

up every morning at four just to have a rink to myself. 

What motivates a person to do this, and what kinds of 

personality are shaped from this dedication? I think 

Taylor's is one possibility—she's very vivacious on the 

ice, but distant and withdrawn, for the most part, when 

she's off. 

The next three stories, "Cecily, Miranda, and a Guy 

Named Paul," "The Neoclassical Bandwagon," and "One More 

Thing" deal with the same three characters, focusing on 

Cecily. I ask readers to approach these stories not as 

chapters in a novel, but more like episodes of a 
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television sitcom. I think this must be my television 

background creeping into my short story writing. 

I tried to make some of Cecily's problems universal. 

She's in love with someone and having trouble 

understanding him, and has to deal with living in the 

shadow of a beautiful best friend. And, on a more down 

to earth level/ after a car accident, Cecily is more 

upset that Paul will see her in yesterday's clothes than 

that she has a gash on her head. 

The last story, "Greg, the Cat, and the Very 

Annoying Bullhorn," was inspired by events which occurred 

during a workshop. No deep message is intended; this 

one's strictly for laughs. 

While there are some serious parts in most of my 

stories, I will feel successful if I've caused someone to 

smile, and made their day a little more enjoyable because 

they read one of my stories. If not, then I guess I've 

just amused myself. And that's okay, too. 
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HEART OF SOUL 

Taylor King skated backwards around the rink, trying 

to warm up. The rink seemed colder than usual, and on 

this, her third time around, she still shivered. She 

wanted to take off the bulky black sweatshirt, but since 

she only had a half top on underneath, she feared 

freezing off her belly button. If it was this cold 

during the competition, she was in trouble. 

Of course, it didn't help that Beethoven's "Fur 

Elise" was playing over the loudspeakers. A nice enough 

piece of music, but not really one to inspire a person to 

jump and spin, and risk bruising one's rear end. Some 

AC/DC would be nice. 

Sighing, Taylor turned around to skate forwards and 

tried to go faster. This cold was ridiculous. At 

twenty-two, she'd been skating for eighteen years, but 

she couldn't recall ever being in a rink this cold. Had 

it been this cold yesterday? Maybe the adrenaline from 

the first day of competition had kept her from noticing. 

The press activity in the stands wasn't too 

exciting. The reporters and photographers seemed 

lethargic. Taylor wondered if they were cold, too, or 

just bored by the predictability of this competition. 
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"Hey/ second place!" a voice called out. 

Taylor turned around to see Jocelyn Jackson, the 

reigning world champion and one of Taylor's few friends, 

skating towards her. "Greetings, oh exalted one," 

Taylor said. 

"CBS just called me Princess of the Ice in the promo 

for tonight." 

Taylor laughed. "That's the stupidest thing I've 

ever heard." 

"You're telling me. Jesus, it's freezing in here," 

Jocelyn said, zipping up her jacket. "And what the hell 

is this music?" 

"Beethoven." 

"Drivel," Jocelyn said. Then she took Taylor's 

hand. "Skate with me, darling." 

"Side by side triple loops?" 

"Too easy. Triple axels." 

"Too hard. I'll land on my butt. Triple lutz." 

"Let's go," Joceyln said, leading Taylor around the 

rink. After one loop, Jocelyn let go of her. "You're on 

the left, Taylor." 

They skated to the center of the rink, deftly 

avoiding the other skaters, then jumped. Taylor made the 

jump easily, but Jocelyn landed on her rear end. Taylor 

skated over to where Jocelyn sat on the ice. 

"I believe," Taylor began, grinning, "that the 



alleged Princess of the Ice has just very ungracefully-

fallen on her butt." 

Jocelyn put her hand to her chest and gasped. 

"Alleged? Ungraceful? I think not, knave." She took 

Taylor's hand, which was offered to help her up, and 

pulled Taylor down next to her. 

"Bitch," Taylor said. 

"Careful, dear, you might actually live up to your 

reputation." 

Laughing, Taylor said, "You know, some reporter 

asked me if it was true that I'd won amateur night at 

some strip club last night. Can you believe that?" 

"Yes. What did you say?" 

"Well, first I told him I was in my room reading 

some Shakespeare, which is true, but of course he didn't 

believe that, so then I just winked, said 'no comment', 

and walked away. I have no idea how they thought that 

one up." As she readjusted the ribbon around her 

white-blond pony tail, she noticed Jocelyn grinning slyly 

at her. "You didn't." 

"I wore a blonde wig. Won a thousand bucks, too. 

And I'll buy you dinner if you keep quiet." 

Taylor shook her head, and began retying her skate, 

trying not to get annoyed. While the press had never 

been able to pin anything on Taylor, everytime Jocelyn 

screwed up in wound up in the National Enquirer and Star 



that Taylor had done it—everything from throwing up on 

the Eiffel Tower after a drinking binge to beating up a 

German girl under the Brandenburg Gate in Berlin. 

"Jocelyn, even if I did reveal all your little exploits 

to the press, they first wouldn't believe me, and then 

second, they'd print that I'd done them. Well, they 

usually do that anyway." She looked up at Jocelyn and 

grinned. "Besides, you'd just take me to like Taco Bell 

or something." 

"You know me too well," Jocelyn said, finally 

getting up. 

Taylor sat on a bench beside the rink, drinking a 

bottle of Evian and watching Jocelyn run through her 

routine for the free program. As Jocelyn executed a 

perfect triple axel, Taylor resigned herself to 

finishing, for the third year in a row, second at the 

U.S. Nationals. There were only two skaters she'd never 

competed against before, one of whom was currently in 

tenth place. The other was an amazing fifteen year old 

named Daniella Cornwell, who, with her dark brown hair 

and engaging smile had the announcers completely won 

over. Probably the judges, too. She was in third, but 

Taylor knew she could beat this kid, if not technically, 

then artistically. No problem. Taylor would be going to 

her first Olympic games, this year in Innsbruck, along 



with Jocelyn and most likely Daniella. 

She heard sobbing to her left, and looked over to 

see Peggy Darling crying in her coach's,arms. Taylor 

felt sort of sorry for the girl, who'd been on the 

National team with Taylor and Jocelyn for the last two 

years. Peggy skated beautifully—she'd studied even more 

ballet than Taylor had—but she could only do two triple 

jumps, and not very well. And she had on, as usual, a 

white lace warm up costume. Announcers liked to say that 

Peggy had "an innocent, childlike quality" about her. 

Taylor thought, since Peggy was now nineteen, that she 

needed to grow up. Of course, the American judges ate 

that shit up. Heaven forbid a female skater might show 

some maturity and sensuality. 

Peggy let out a wail of distress as Jocelyn did a 

second triple axel to end the routine. Taylor looked at 

the ground to hide her smile. 

Jocelyn came off the ice, talked to her coach for a 

moment, then walked over to Taylor. 

"Two triple axels?" Taylor asked. 

"No, illegal." A skater could only repeat a jump if 

if one of them was done in combination with another jump. 

Jocelyn hadn't been able to master the triple axel in 

combination. Hell, most skaters hadn't. "I just got 

carried away." 

Taylor nodded, then followed Jocelyn into the locker 



room. They sat down in front of their lockers and began 

unlacing their skates. 

"You know, Taylor, I was in Garmisch, in Germany, 

for this exhibition thing, and I met Matthias Brinkmann." 

She put her hand on Taylor's arm. "He is so fine*" 

"He's that German skier, right?" Taylor had read 

about him in Sports Illustrated last year, after he'd one 

the World Cup downhill title. 

"He is a god, Taylor." 

"So did you do him, or what?" Taylor asked, 

wondering what sort of lurid places existed in Garmisch 

that would turn on Jocelyn. 

"No," Jocelyn asked, sounding disappointed. She put 

her skates in her locker. 

Taylor looked at Jocelyn with mock horror. "No?" 

"Get this. He kept asking about you." 

"No way," Taylor said, kicking off her skates. 

"Way. He thinks you're a babe." 

"When has he ever seen me, Jocelyn?" 

"You won the Nations Cup, dimwit. You beat Katya 

Petrov—" 

"--because she missed her triple axel—" 

"—something even I don't do very often, and it made 

news all over Europe. But he said something about seeing 

you at Lalique last year. What did you skate to?" 

"You know that song from 9h Weeks, 'You Can Leave 
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Your Hat On'? The French went nuts." She untied her 

pony tail and grinned at Jocelyn. "But they love me 

anyway. They aren't all hung up on ice skaters being 

innocent little angels." 

"You mean I could be myself in France?" 

"Yeah." 

"Anyway," Jocelyn continued, "Matthias asked me to 

introduce him to you in Innsbruck, so bring lots of sexy 

clothes." 

"I don't own any sexy clothes." 

"Then we'll go shopping after the exhibition. Oh, 

do you want to go out tonight, like to a bar or 

something?" 

Taylor shook her head. "I want to watch the men's 

f inals." 

"After that," Jocelyn said. 

"We skate tomorrow." 

"It's not like we skate at noon, Taylor, we skate at 

seven. Come on, please?" 

Knowing she'd probably wind up in some sort of 

trouble, but not really wanting to just sit in her hotel 

room all night, she agreed. "All right." 

"Shower?" 

"A hot shower," Taylor said, standing up and 

grabbing her towel. 



Taylor managed to talk her coach, Trish/ into giving 

her the rental car. 

"Try to keep her out of trouble, okay, Taylor?" 

Trish said, sitting on the edge of the hotel bed. She 

handed Taylor the keys, reluctantly. "You know I won't 

sleep until you get back." 

"Yes, Mom." 

"No, I care what happens to you." This was true, 

though Taylor occasionally wondered if Trish really cared 

about her, as a person, or cared about how Taylor and 

what she did reflected on Trish. Of course, even that 

was more caring than she got from her mother. Denise 

King, a former Miss Missouri, now spent her days hosting 

teas for her society friends, grooming Jennifer, Taylor's 

thirteen year old sister, to be another Miss Missouri, 

and spending a fortune on plastic surgery, as if in 

denial about her twenty-two year old daughter. 

"I know, I know," Taylorsaid, giving Trish a hug. 

"I'll call your room when I get in." 

"Okay. Have fun. And try not to be too mean to the 

guys that hit on you." 

Taylor shuddered. "I hate being hit on." She hated 

the sleazy pick up lines, the long, hard stares at her 

body like she was a slave on an auction block. 

"Sometimes it's not such a bad thing. And that mini 

skirt isn't exactly going to drive them away." 
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Taylor pulled the black skirt down a little further. 

"Jocelyn's idea." 

"I figured," Trish said. "Get out of here. Have 

fun. All that stuff." 

"Bye/" Taylor said, hurrying out the door before 

Trish changed her mind. 

She ran down the hall to Jocelyn's room and knocked 

lightly on the door. Jocelyn opened it and poked her 

head out. "All clear?" she asked. 

Taylor nodded, and Jocelyn came out. They made 

their way quietly to the stairwell. "Tell me why we 

have to sneak out," Taylor said as they made their way 

down the stairs. 

"My coach thinks I have a drinking problem. Can you 

believe that shit?" 

"No," Taylor said, but she thought otherwise. She'd 

seen Jocelyn drink herself stupid too many times to 

count. But that was always after a competition, never 

during, which was why Taylor allowed Jocelyn to talk her 

into this outing. 

The club Jocelyn had directions to was a half hour 

drive from the hotel, and Taylor found it easily. They 

walked in as a live band started into "Highway to Hell" 

by AC/DC. Where had they been when she was trying to 

warm up this morning? She turned to share this with 
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Jocelyn, but she had disappeared. Taylor located her at 

the bar, ordering a whiskey and coke. 

"What do you want?" she yelled over the band. 

"Water." 

"Water?" 

"Yeah, I'm driving." 

"One drink, Taylor, come on." 

Taylor crossed her arms. "There's this skating 

thing tomorrow, see, it's called Nationals. Maybe you've 

heard of it?" 

"Give me a break. Who's going to beat us? That 

Daniella chick in two years, maybe, but everyone else is 

pretty lame." 

"Just get me a glass of water." 

They took their drinks from the bartender and 

wandered around the club in search of a table. Jocelyn 

spotted a four top near the dance floor, and they worked 

their way through the crowd to get there. As soon as 

they sat down, two guys with Greek letters on their 

sweatshirts sat down across from them. 

"Hey," one said, "can we join you babes?" 

Taylor groaned. Jocelyn never turned down a man, 

and these two were cute. Total dorks, obviously, but 

cute. 

"Sure," Jocelyn said, tossing her hair over her 

shoulder. 
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"I'm Robert," the dark haired one said, "and this is 

Neil." He pointed at the blonde with the spiked hair. 

"I'm Jocelyn, and this is Taylor. She doesn't say 

much." 

Taylor managed to smile at them until Robert said, 

"Nothing wrong with a woman who doesn't waste time 

talking." He nudged Neil, and they laughed. 

Taylor wanted to leave, but heeding Trish's words, 

she decided to try to be nice. "Where do you guys go to 

school?" 

"University of Houston," Neil said. "And you?" 

"University of Nebraska-Omaha." She'd chosen that 

school to get away from her parents, but it wasn't so far 

from St. Louis that she couldn't see Jennifer every 

couple of months. 

"Got any good frats there?" Neil asked. 

"I wouldn't know." 

"Oh," he said, staring at his beer. "What are you 

doing in Houston?" 

Jocelyn broke in. "We're skating at Nationals, and 

the finals are tomorrow. You boys want to come watch?" 

"Yeah," Robert said. He nudged Neil again. "Ice 

skaters, dude." 

"Can you do that spin where you bring your leg over 

your head?" Neil asked. 

"The Bielmann spin?" Jocelyn said. "I can't, but 
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Taylor can." 

Neil reached over and put his hand on Taylor's arm. 

"So, you're, uh, pretty flexible, huh?" 

This was typical of almost every guy Taylor had ever 

met. "You'll never know, little boy." She jerked her 

arm away and stood up. "Excuse me." 

"What is she, lesbo?" she heard Neil ask as she 

walked away. She didn't want to hear Jocelyn's response. 

She thought about leaving and letting Jocelyn get a 

cab, but Jocelyn alone in a bar with two guys meant 

trouble. Taylor found an empty barstool and sat down 

facing the bar. Maybe then no one would hit on her. 

The bartender walked over. "Excuse me, are you 

Taylor King?" 

"Yes," she said, studying the bar. 

"Look, my girlfriend thinks you're great. Could you 

sign something for her?" 

Relieved, Taylor looked up and smiled. "Yeah, 

sure." He handed her a piece of paper and a pen. 

"What's her name?" 

"Julie." 

"Does she skate?" 

"Just for fun." 

Taylor stared at the piece of paper. "I don't know 

what to write," she admitted. Most of the time she only 

was asked for her autograph in Europe, and then she just 
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signed her name. It didn't seem right to do that here. 

"While you try to think of something, can I get you 

a drink? On me." 

"Um, Coke with a lemon?" Maybe he wouldn't think 

she owed him anything if he just bought her a Coke. What 

a nasty thought. He had a girlfriend. 

"Coke with a lemon? That's it?" 

"Yeah, I have to skate tomorrow." She felt like a 

Puritan every time she had to defend her decision not to 

drink. 

"Coming right up." 

Taylor pondered the piece of paper. Finally, she 

wrote, "Cheers and Best Wishes, Taylor King." Artur 

Vassiliev, one half of the world champion pairs team, had 

taught her how to write that in Russian, and she hoped it 

didn't sound too stupid in English. 

Taylor had dated Artur for awhile, two years ago. 

They'd met in St. Petersburg, during the Goodwill Games, 

where they'd both won gold medals. She'd been wandering 

aimlessly through the Hermitage, trying to make sense of 

the Cyrillic writing, when Artur appeared. He'd guided 

her through the museum, happy to be able to practice his 

English. They'd wound up at six of the same events that 

year, the last being the World Championships in 

Bucharest. They'd almost made love, but neither of them 

had any protection. The next morning, they'd agreed that 
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it was better this way, and they'd been good friends ever 

since. 

She brought herself back to the present when the 

bartender, who told her his name was Steve, put down her 

drink and took the paper and pen. For the next two 

hours, he spoke with her during his breaks between 

customers. He seemed interested in ice skating costumes. 

"Some of them are pretty hideous," he said, "but I 

like yours." 

"Thanks," she said, dunking the lemon in her Coke. 

"My roommate back in Omaha, Diane, she's studying fashion 

design, so she makes them for me." Of course, Diane had 

to follow Taylor's rules. No sequins, no feathers, and 

none of that ridiculous nylon material that was supposed 

to look like skin. She allowed Diane to put satin or 

lame on the underside of the skirt, so that it only 

showed when she was spinning. And the costumes had to be 

in dramatic colors, black and red being Taylor's 

favorites. None of that ethereal white crap for her. 

It was nice to talk to a guy without him coming 

onto you, Taylor thought. She might actually make time 

to go out with her friends back in Omaha if this happened 

more often. 

"Your friend is pretty wasted," Steve said. 

Taylor nodded. She'd been keeping an eye on 

Jocelyn, and the periodic glances she'd taken in that 
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direction revealed the table becoming more and more 

crowded with beer bottles and shot glasses. "She's 

having fun, though," Taylor said. Steve shrugged and 

brought her another Coke. 

She looked at her Swatch and was surprised to see 

that it read one fifteen. Her practice session started 

at nine. She said good bye to Steve, and when he walked 

away, she slipped a five into his tip jar. She had a 

feeling he wouldn't take it if he knew it was from her. 

She started to go look for Joceyln, but Jocelyn, 

along with Neil and Robert, found her first. They were 

all drunk. 

"Taylor," Jocelyn said, holding onto a chair for 

support. "We wanna go back to the hotel." 

Taylor looked at Neil and Robert, who were grinning 

and nudging each other, as if it were some sort of secret 

code, and then back at Joceyln, and sighed. Pulling the 

car keys out of the pocket of her black leather jacket, 

she said, "Let's go." 

In the car, with Jocelyn in the front seat, and 

Robert and Neil in the back, but hanging over the seat, 

and all three of them screaming and laughing, Taylor soon 

got lost. At a stoplight, she asked Neil, "How do I get 

back to the Sheraton?" 

"Oh, she's speaking to me now," he slurred. "Do a 
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Bee-man spin for us." 

The light turned green and Taylor pulled into a 

Stop'n'Go. 

"I'll be right back," she said, getting out. 

Jocelyn rolled down her window. "Get me some M and 

M's! Peanut!" 

Taylor waved to show she understood, and went in the 

store. Behind the counter, a bored looking woman eyed 

Taylor suspiciously. Ignoring the woman for a moment, 

Taylor grabbed the M and M's for Joceyln and a small 

bottle of Evian for herself, then approached the counter. 

"Um, hi," Taylor said, fumbling around her coat 

pockets for money as the woman, who's name tag read 

Velma, rang up the items. 

"A dollar forty," Velma said. 

Taylor handed her a five. "My friends and I are 

sort of lost. Could you tell me how to get to the 

Sheraton, um, near the Summit?" 

"You aren't anywhere near it, honey." She drew the 

directions for Taylor on a paper bag, then put the water 

and candy in. 

"Thank you," Taylor said. 

"You be careful, honey. There's a lot of drunks out 

there." 

"No, they're all in my car," Taylor said, and Velma 

laughed. "Good night." Velma waved and Taylor went out 



18 

to the car. 

"What took you so long? Where's my M and M's?" 

Jocelyn demanded as Taylor got in. 

"Will you put your seatbelt on, please?" she asked 

Joceyln, recalling Velma's warning. 

"God, Taylor, sometimes you are such a prude." She 

turned to Robert and Neil. "Did you know she's still a 

virgin?" 

"Joceyln—" 

"She can do a Bee-man spin and she's still a 

virgin?" Neil said. "What a waste." 

Taylor tossed the M and M's to Jocelyn and started 

the car. They were all laughing. She wished they'd shut 

up. She wanted to tell them that she hadn't planned on 

being a virgin at 22, but Artur was the only guy she'd 

ever even wanted to have sex with. Between school, 

ballet and skating she didn't have time to socialize and 

meet any one else. 

She tuned out Neil's taunts and, following Velma's 

directions, she managed to find her way back to the 

freeway leading to the hotel. 

Everything was fine until Jocelyn saw the Denny's. 

"Taylor, I wanna go to Denny's," she whined. "I 

wanna grilled cheese sandwich." 

"You can order one from room service when we get 

back, okay?" 

"Taylor, I want a grilled cheese sandwich from 
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Denny's!" 

Joceyln reached over and grabbed the steering wheel, 

turning it hard to the right. Taylor slammed on the 

brakes, but knew they were going to crash into the 

concrete barrier. Jocelyn was still laughing when they 

hit. 

When the car stopped moving, Taylor became aware of 

her face in a white pillow. The airbag, she thought 

vaguely. Her chest hurt where the seatbelt locked. Neil 

moaned in the back seat. 

"Jocelyn?" Taylor asked, quietly. She looked to her 

right. Jocelyn lay on the floor, one leg bent at an 

awkward angle and blood flowing from a huge gash on her 

forehead. Taylor unhooked her seatbelt and reached over 

for Jocelyn's left wrist. Her pulse felt weak. 

Blue and red lights flashed into the car. Neil 

staggered out of the car. "She tried to kill us!" he 

screamed. Taylor wondered if he meant her or Jocelyn. 

Taylor tried to open her door to get some help, but 

it wouldn't budge. A police officer stuck his head in 

the back door. "You'll need to come out this way," he 

said. 

She didn't want to leave Jocelyn alone in the car 

like this. "My friend, she's hurt pretty bad." 

"So's this fellow back here. There's an ambulance 

on the way. Come on out, okay?" 
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"What happened?" Robert moaned from the backseat. 

Taylor took advantage of the policeman's distraction 

to move back over by Jocelyn. Jocelyn had a scarf tied 

around her waist, and Taylor 2emoved it and pressed it 

against the gash. 

"Oh, Jocelyn," she whispered, "I don't know if I can 

help you out of this one." 

Later, Taylor told the police she lost control of 

the car. She was asked to take a breathalyzer test. 

When she passed, the cops didn't seem to know what to do 

with her, so they drove her to the hospital. There, the 

doctor told her to take it easy for the next few days 

because her chest and her pelvis were going to bruise 

where the seatbelt locked against her. 

"I'm skating in Nationals tomorrow," she told him. 

"That's not a good idea. You're going to be in a 

lot of pain." 

Did he think that was a problem? How many other 

times had she skated with a sore ankle, a bruised hip, a 

fractured wrist? "No, I'll be okay. Really." 

Taylor put a quarter into the phone and dialed the 

hotel number. "Room 1150, please," she said. She looked 

around the waiting room as the phone rang. A young woman 

with a fitfully sleeping child and a man with a bloody 
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bandage around his hand were the only other occupants. 

"Hello, Taylor," Trish yawned. "You have to 

practice in six hours." 

"Trish," she said, her voice starting to shake, "we 

had an accident. Jocelyn's hurt really bad, and nobody 

here will tell me how she is—11 

"Are you okay?" 

"I'm fine," she said, brushing her cheeks with her 

hand. 

She wasn't fine. She slept through her practice 

session, and the six minute warm-up before the 

competition was torture. She'd forgotten how cold the 

rink was, and couldn't loosen up. Her chest hurt 

constantly, and when she landed her jumps the pain that 

shot through her hips was nearly unbearable. Skating 

fast, she tried a triple lutz, couldn't make the three 

rotations and fell hard, then slid into the wall. She 

got up slowly and skated over to Trish. 

"I don't think I can do it," she said, wiping the 

ice off the skirt of her red velvet costume, "I can't get 

enough height to do a triple jump, and—" 

"Taylor King!" a voice from the stands shouted. 

"How does it feel to skate knowing that you're 

responsible for the coma your best friends is in?" 

"And I can't deal with this shit, Trish," she said 
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quietly. She hadn't told Trish what really happened, 

even after they'd made it through the mob of reporters 

outside the hotel. She figured the less people who knew 

the truth, the better chance her lie had of working. 

Trish turned to the shouter. "She lost control of 

the goddamned car! It was nobody's fault." To Taylor 

she said, "You go out there and skate. You give me two 

triples, and you double the rest, okay? Your artistic 

marks will carry you." 

She managed three, but fell on a double axel. Peggy 

did her crummy two triple jumps but skated clean, and 

moved ahead of Taylor. Peggy in first place? What was 

this crap? Then Daniella landed six triple jumps, but 

fell twice, and even with her low artistic marks, moved 

into second. Taylor got the bronze. At Nationals. She 

felt numb as the presenter slipped the medal around her 

neck. Her last bronze at Nationals came four years ago, 

but that year it hadn't been enough to get her to the 

Olympics. Only the top two had gone then. At least 

you're going this time, she reminded herself. But Peggy 

Darling as National champion? She wished she could be 

with Jocelyn when Jocelyn found out>. They'd have a good 

laugh. 

In the week following Nationals, Neil and Robert 
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showed up on a Current Affair, stating that Taylor had 

been drinking tequila shots all night long. The press 

staked out her apartment in Omaha, followed her to 

school, and hounded her at practice. She held a press 

conference, a complete nightmare for her, since she hated 

drawing attention to herself anywhere except on the ice. 

Trying not to fidget, Taylor kept it short. She 

told the reporters that she had not been drinking that 

night, that she hardly ever drank, and reiterated that 

she had lost control of the car. "I feel terrible about 

this," she said. "Jocelyn Jackson is one of my best 

friends, and I hope she gets better soon." Jocelyn was 

still in a coma. 

The next week, Current Affair interviewed Steve and 

Velma, who asserted that Taylor had been sober that 

night. The show also found the police report which 

showed she had passed the breathalyzer. The press 

started to leave her alone. 

And with the reporters out of her practices, she 

started working on a triple axel. 

The week before the Olympics, Jocelyn came out of 

her coma. Taylor rerouted her flight to Innsbruck so she 

had a day in Houston, and she visited Jocelyn. 

The nurses told her that Jocelyn looked bad, and 
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Taylor struggled to not show her shock. Jocelyn looked 

way too thin, there was a bandage around her head, and 
i 

its whiteness made her skin look grey. 

"Hey, second place," Jocelyn said, smiling weakly, 

"what are you doing with a bronze medal?" 

Taylor hugged Jocelyn and sat down. "I fell on my 

ass after a double axel. So naturally, I'm thinking of 

trying a triple in Innsbruck." 

"You land a triple axel and Katya and I will never 

beat you." Taylor always had the highest artistic marks; 

Katya and Jocelyn, with that one jump, beat her 

technically. 

"Of course, we all have to look out for Peggy now," 

Taylor said, grinning. 

Jocelyn laughed. "God, I still can't believe it! 

She probably doesn't believe it." Her smiled faded. "I 

watched a tape of Nationals, Taylor. You should've won. 

I'm sorry." She started crying, and Taylor handed her a 

Kleenex. 

"It's okay. I just wish you could've been there." 

"I was such a bitch to you that night." She blew 

her nose. 

"I'm surprised you remember anything." 

"I remember it all. I grabbed the steering wheel. 

And you lied for me. Why?" 

She wanted to tell Jocelyn it was because they were 
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good friends, but after that night she had started to 

question their friendship. She realized that she covered 

for Jocelyn because it was something she'd been doing for 

three years, and her response had been automatic. 

"I don't know why," was all Taylor said. 
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Taylor stared glumly at the cooling spaghetti in 

front of her. Two weeks ago, the thought of eating 

spaghetti in the cafeteria of the Athletes' Village at 

the Olympics had been incredibly exciting. The chorus of 

voices, in so many different languages, filled the room 

around her. Everyone seemed so happy. Taylor rearranged 

her spaghetti. 

From across the room, she heard shouting and 

applause. She looked up to Matthias Brinkmann come into 

the cafeteria, smiling and shaking hands with everyone as 

he made his way to the food line. With his long brown 

hair, one gold earring and black leather jacket he looked 

more like a rock star than a skier who had blown everyone 

away on the downhill two days ago. 

Taylor had dragged Artur to the medal ceremony, then 

grilled him on the ways of men. "Jocelyn said he really 

wanted to meet me. So why hasn't he introduced himself?" 

"Some men are shy," Artur said. 

She kicked him, as gently as one could kick someone 

while wearing Doc Martens. "Matthias Brinkmann is not 

shy, Artur." 

"Perhaps he wants to concentrate, I think is the 

word, on his skiing. He has to ski the Super G in two 

days. You might distract him." 

Well, he'd won his second medal, this one a silver, 

earlier today, and the night before she would skate in 
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the Olympics, she was sharing a table with one of the 

Swedish bobsled teams. They were cute, but their English 

was terrible, her Swedish non-existent and after a brief 

conversation in French, they'd given up trying to talk. 

She pulled on a strand of her silvery blond hair. 

When she'd bleached it that color two years ago, Coach #5 

ordered her to change it back its natural mousy color. 

Two days later, she'd hired Trish. She'd been skating 

better ever since. Not that many people seemed to have 

noticed. 
/ 

Yesterday, Taylor's moderate enthusiasm dwindled to 

utter despair. One of the pairs skaters obtained a copy 

of, CBS's coverage of the opening ceremonies, and someone 

else managed to locate a multi-system VCR. The whole 

figure skating team and a couple of hockey players 

squished into one tiny room to watch. 

"Here's the ladies figure skating team, " the perky 

announcer said. "There's the very graceful and very 

artistic Peggy Darling, the National champion, there's 

fifteen year old wunderkind Daniella Cornwell, and next 

to her is Taylor King, who, as you know, was driving in 

that unfortunate accident with Jocelyn Jackson." 

"Yes, Mary," the male announcer said, "Taylor is 

lucky to be here. We can only assume that Jocelyn 

would've been the National champion, and so would've 

pushed Taylor, who finished third, out of an Olympic 
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placing. No one really expects much from Taylor King. 

She got here more on luck than talent." 

Taylor sat there stunned, and not because she 

realized how stupid she looked in the cowboy hat all the 

American athletes were forced to wear. How many winter 

Olympic athletes came from Texas anyway? None that 

Taylor knew of. But what the hell had the announcer been 

thinking? If there hadn't been a car accident, she 

would've had the silver, and the wunderkind Daniella 

would've been nineteen before her first Olympic games. 

Everyone in that tiny room seemed to have forgotten 

that, however, and looked at her with expressions of 

pity. Taylor had been so upset, she'd run out of the 

room and no one had spoken to her since. 

She decided she definitely did not want to eat this 

spaghetti and wondered if there was a McDonalds in 

Innsbruck. 

"Goodbye, Taylor, " the tallest member of the 

bobsled team said, stand and holding his tray. 

Taylor wished they weren't leaving. She didn't want 

to sit at the table by herself. "Goodbye, guys. Good 

luck tomorrow." 

"What?" 

"Uh, bon chance, er, demain." 

"Merci, et vous aussi, Taylor." 

"Au revoir." She watched them walk away, then 
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returned to studying her spaghetti, but after noting its 

shiny texture and the way the sauce congealed into odd 

shaped pools, she looked up to see Matthias Brinkmann 

walking towards her table. Instinctively, she wiped her 

mouth with her napkin and smoothed her hair. Had she 

dropped any food on her white sweater? Was he finally 

going to speak to her? Didn't his jeans fit well? 

He stopped at her table, and Taylor held her breath. 

"Ah, hello. Is there anyone using this chair?" he 

asked, nodding towards the chair. 

His accent was so charming. "Actually," she began, 

stopping when her voice wouldn't go above a whisper. She 

swallowed and noticed Matthias' beautiful blue eyes. Get 

it together, Taylor chastised herself. "No, no one is 

using that chair." 

"Good. You are American, yes?" He sat down. 

"Yes." Didn't he know that? Was everyone watching 

them? Please, Lord, don't"let me do anything stupid. 

"Okay, maybe you can explain this food? I was told 

it is American food." 

She eyed the white shapeless blob on his plate. 

"I'll try." 

"What is chicken fried steak? Is it steak or 

chicken?" 

"It's a steak, but they fry it." 

He scraped off some of the sauce and looked at it 
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dubiously. "Is it good?" 

Taylor laughed for the first time in twenty four 

hours. "I hate it." 

"And you do not like spaghetti either?" 

"No, not really." 

"Maybe you and I could find a McDonalds?" 

He could read her mind. "I would kill for a Big 

Mac. " 

"Me, too. A friend has a car we can borrow. Would 

you like to go?" 

Run around Innsbruck with a total stranger? Well, 

not a total stranger, Matthias Brinkmann/ the guy every 

unattached girl in the Athletes' Village coveted. 

Besides, she was sick of the Village and her tiny room, 

sick of being crammed in there with a cross country skier 

and two lugers who all went to bed at nine. Why not go 

out with Matthias? Weren't the Olympics supposed to be 

fun? "I'd love to." 

"Okay, let's go." 

They stood up, Taylor slipped on her Team USA 

jacket, and they walked their trays over to the conveyer 

belt. "Oh, by the way, I'm Taylor King." 

"I know. I'm Matthias Brinkmann." 

"I know." Was this flirting? She wasn't sure. 

"Congratulations on your medals." 

"Thank you." He watched his tray jerk sown the 
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line. "Okay, I remember how to get to McDonalds." He 

grabbed her hand and they began to weave their way 

through the tables. 

"All my shillings are up in my room," Taylor said. 

"You can pay me later." 

That meant she'd get to see him again. "Okay." 

She almost laughed out loud a moment later as they 

ran past Peggy and Daniella. They were staring at her, 

mouths agape. They were probably hoping to get their 

hands on Matthias' incredibly cute rear end. Taylor 

smiled and waved to them as Matthias pulled her out the 

door. 

The courtyard in the middle of the Village was alive 

with activity in spite of the darkness and freezing 

temperature. As usual, a snowball fight was in progress, 

and other people were building snowmen. Taylor and 

Matthias dodged several snowballs on their way to the 

front gate, and even the dour security guard didn't 

damper Taylor's newfound enthusiasm. She didn't stop 

smiling until they got to the car. 

Then she started to worry. "Is this a Trabant?" she 

asked as Matthias tried to unlock the passenger door. 

"A Trabbie, yes." 

"I've heard about these cars," she said, taking a 

step back as if the car would bite her. 
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"Yes, it is a fine piece of German engineering." He 

wrestled some more with the lock. 

"It's an East German death trap." Artur said they 

were worse than Ladas. And Taylor had been in a Lada. 

The lock clicked, and after Matthias pulled the door 

handle a couple times, the door flung open with a spine 

shivering squeak. 

Wincing, Matthias said, "It is not so bad." 

"If you say so." She got in and braced herself for 

the impending screech as Matthias shut the door. Then 

she reached over to try to unlock his door,k and wound up 

on her knees in the driver's seat tugging on the knob 

with both hands. It finally popped up and he opened his 

door, with no squeak. 

"I could have used the key," he said, getting in as 

she crawled back over to her side. 

"McDonalds would be closed by then." 

"True." As he attempted to start the car, Taylor 

fumbled around for a seatbelt. "Oh, there is no seatbelt 

over there." 

"Excuse me?" 

"There is no seatbelt. I don't know why." 

Taylor ran her hand through her hair. "I'm going to 

die going to get a Big Mac and I'm never going to get to 

skate in the Olympics. Maybe we could ride the train?" 

"That would be no fun." The car started. "I saw 
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you skate at Lalique last year, in the, um, exhibition? 

You skate very well, very beautifully." 

"Thanks." She didn't know what else to say. She 

waited for the lewd comments, but they never came. 

"You're welcome." He fought with the gearshift and 

finally wrestled it into reverse. The car lurched 

backwards. 

"No one in the States knew I won that. It isn't 

prestigious enough for the American media." 

"Prestigious? I do not know this word." 

"Respected, well known." 

"Lalique is very respected in Europe. Especially in 

my family. My sister won the trophy six years ago." 

"Really?" She searched her memory for a skater with 

the last name of Brinkmann. Kristin Brinkmann, she 

remembered, now the German figure skating commentator on 

the Eurosport network. 

"Yes, the French were very upset that a German won 

their contest." He smiled at her, then swore in German 

as it took him several seconds to force the car into 

first. 

Ten minutes later, when they reached the McDonalds, 

they were both completely frozen. The car's "heater" 

only blew in the frigid outside air, so when Matthias 

parked and turned off the car, they both jumped out and 
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ran down the street to McDonalds. 

While they waited in line, Taylor looked around. 

The restaurant was fairly crowded, many of the occupants 

Olympic athletes, easy to identify in their team jackets. 

She swallowed self consciously as Matthias slid his arm 

around her shoulders. "We, uh, forgot to lock the car." 

Matthias laughed. "WOuld you want to steal that 

car?" 

"No, I guess not." 

"Okay, then. What would you like to eat?" 

"Big Mac, large fries, and — " 

"A beer?" 

"Ugh, the beer I had at the McDonalds in Berlin was 

awful. I'll have a cappuccino. Lots of sugar." 

"Cappuccino with a Big Mac?" 

"I'm freezing to death, Matthias." 

He looked at her dubiously, but ordered it for her. 

The girl behind the counter ~set down a cup of it and two 

packets of sugar. 

"I need more sugar." 

"How much more? 

"I don't know. Four, I guess." 

"Four?" 

"Don't look at me like that. Yes, four." 

After Matthias paid, Taylor took the tray and found 

a table under a heating vent. She sat down and began 
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pouring sugar into cappuccino. After four, she tasted 

and made a face, then poured in the remaining two and 

tasted it again. "Perfect." 

"Disgusting. It is nothing but gooey sugar." 

"Gooey? Where1d you learn that word?" 

"I don't know. Is this the wrong word?" 

She looked at the sugar coating the rim of the cup. 

"No, it's definitely the right word." She unwrapped her 

Big Mac, removed the bun and scraped off the pickles and 

onions. 

"What are you going to do next?" Matthias asked. 

"Pull the white part out of your french fries?" 

"Would that bother you?" she asked, picking up a fry 

and breaking it in half. 

"First, you ruin a cup of cappuccino, then the Big 

Mac must be changed before you eat it. What do you do 

when you skate? Use no music?" 

"Worse. I don't skate to classical music, my 

costumes don't glitter and I bleach my hair." Wait, 

could she take that back? Were guys supposed to know if 

you dyed your hair? Too late now. "Judges hate me." 

"You won Lalique. And you won the Nations Cup, a 

fine German event." 

"Okay, American judges hate me." 

"But there will be only one American judge, so you 

will be fine." 
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"All the judges here know me as the girl who wrecked 

the car Jocelyn Jackson was in. I don't have a chance." 

"I was sorry to hear about that. But it wasn't your 

fault." 

"I was driving." She brushed some crumbs off her 

jeans. "Can we talk about something else?" 

"I'm sorry. Okay, who is that stupid teenager who 

is always annoying me? She is an American skater, I know 

that." 

So someone else thought the wunderkind was annoying, 

too. "Daniella Cornwell? How does she annoy you?" 

"She is always following me around. It makes me, 

um, upset? No, this is not the right word." 

"Uneasy? Nervous?" 

"Both." 

"You should be flattered, Matthias. The American 

press thinks she's going to win at least a bronze medal." 

Matthias shook his head. "I don't think so. 

Taylor, I have seen you skate. There's no reason you 

can't win a medal—" 

"Excuse me, but you're a skier—" 

"And my sister is a figure skater. I have seen more 

skating competitions than I want to think about. Now, 

can you do a triple axel?" 

Maybe he did know what he was talking about. "In 

practice. I've never tried one in competition." 
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"Well, try it tomorrow." 

"Are you crazy? I would have to do it in 

combination." Female figure skaters were only allowed to 

do one triple jump in the technical program, and it could 

only be in combination with a double jump, which was one 

of the reason why Taylor hated the technical program. It 

was too easy, for her. Of course, putting in a triple 

axel would make it a lot more challenging, but, she told 

Matthias, "I don't want to make an idiot out of myself in 

front of the whole world." 

"So you fall trying a triple axel, so what? Most 

people do, even the men, okay? You might even actually 

do the jump." 

"That," Taylor said, pointing at Matthias with a 

french fry, "is highly unlikely." 

They walked out of McDonalds and over to the car. 

She was about to pull open her door when Matthias said, 

"Wait." 

""What?" 

"There is a good disco down the street. Do you want 

to go?" 

She felt sort of manic from all the sugar in the 

cappuccino, and she didn't even want to think about how 

much fat was in the Big Mac. "Yeah, sure." 
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Matthias took Taylor's hand as they walked into the 

nightclub. A mixture of neon and brightly colored lights 

reflected off the mirrored walls and ceilings. Streams 

of dry ice poured out of various parts of the room onto 

the densely packed dance floors. The synthesizer heavy 

"Get Ready for This" by 2 Unlimited blasted out of ten 

foot high vibrating speakers. 

Taylor had been worried that her white turtleneck 

sweater and jeans would be inappropriate, but that wasn't 

the case. The girls were dressed in everything from 

mini-skirted formals to shredded jeans and combat boots. 

Taylor wished she'd worn her Doc Martens instead of her 

black flats, and she still couldn't believe she was in a 

nightclub in a sweater, cropped or not. A sweater. In a 

nightclub. Her ultra hip college roommate Diane would 

never let her live it down. 

Matthias leaned over and yelled, "Do you want a 

drink?" 

"What?" she yelled back, not because she didn't hear 

him, but because she decided she liked him that close to 

her. Damn, the boy smelled good. Drakkar Noir, 

probably. 

"Do you want a drink?" 

"Yes," she said, thinking mostly of a glass of 

water. 

Most of the crowd seemed to be on the dance floor, 
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so getting to the bar was easy. And people could hear 

each other talk here. They found two empty black 

triangular bar stools. A bartender with green hair came 

over, and Taylor thought she heard Matthias order two 

beers. She was pretty sure "beer" sounded the same in 

German and English. This assumption was confirmed when 

the bartender set down two enormous glass steins. 

Matthias picked his up and took a long drink. 

"Warsteiner," he said. "Excellent beer." 

Taylor stared at her beer. "Beer makes me stupid. 

And I have to skate tomorrow." 

"When?" 

"Practice at ten, competition starts at six." 

"You'll be fine by six." He grinned and took 

another drink. 

She tried to shake off the sense of deja vu coming 

over her. "And you want me to try a triple axel." 

"Yes." 

"What was it like when they gave your medals?" she 

asked, swirling the beer. 

Matthias took a drink. "It was like, well, I have 

never been, what is the word, when you love your 

country?" 

"Patriotic?" 

"Yes, I have never been very patriotic, but when I 

was standing there, and they played the national anthem, 
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that was very. . .emotional. I don't think my English is 

good enough to describe it to you." 

Taylor nodded. She picked up her stein and took a 

sip. Matthias was right, it was good beer, but she slid 

it over to him. "Just water for me, thanks." 

"Sure," he said, and ordered it for her. 

They talked for awhile, about occurrences in the 

Athletes' Village. 

"Have you played golf yet?" Matthias asked, 

referring to the miniature golf course in the basement of 

one of the buildings. 

"No, but I went bowling. I bowled a 73." 

"Is that good?" 

"No, Matthias, it is not good." 

"The Hitman" by AB Logic started to play. Taylor 

put her hand on Matthias' leg. "This is the song I do my 

exhibition routine to. I wear this little pinstripe 

thing and a red tie. And a hat. But I have to throw it 

off at the beginning because otherwise it'll just blow 

off. I didn't get to perform it at Nationals because I 

was in too much pain." 

"Then let's dance," he said, pulling her off the 

barstool. 

"What, like a slap dance?" 

- He pretended to be offended. "I have not done that 

ridiculous dance since I was five." They went out on 
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dance floor, found an open spot and started dancing. 

"So you don't have any lederhosen?" she yelled. 

"Ah, no." 

"Thank God." 

He grinned. Taylor smiled back. She and her 

friends had invented a dance move with their arms that 

not only looked cool, but kept the guy they were dancing 

with from getting too close. She couldn't remember the 

last time she'd gone dancing and hadn't used it. But she 

had no desire to use it now. 

They strolled slowly back to the car. Taylor kept 

taking surreptitious glances at Matthias. He seemed 

fine, but he'd had two beers. Was he drunk? He didn't 

act like it. Still the thought of him driving made her 

nervous. 

"Matthias, why don't we take the train back to the 

Village? It's probably warmer than the car." 

"This is true, but I don't think we should leave the 

car downtown over night." 

"Oh, come on. You said yourself no one would want 

to steal it. Look, I saw a train stop around the 

corner." Was that a hint of panic in her voice? She 

hoped not. 

Matthias stopped under a streetlight, and Taylor 

noticed it had begun snowing. 
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"Is there something wrong, Taylor? Does the car 

bother you that much?" 

"No, it's not the car. I've been in a Lada, for 

God's sake." She glanced at him, then studied the 

s idewalk. 

"Do you think I'm drunk?" 

"No," she answered too fast. 

He handed her the car keys. "You can drive if it 

will make you more comfortable." 

"Don't you see," she said, handing him back the 

keys, "it doesn't matter if I drive. Jocelyn--," she 

stopped, brushing her eyes with her hand. 

"Come here." He sat down on the ledge of a store 

front window and pulled her to him, putting his arms 

around her waist. "What happened with Jocelyn?" 

"I lost control of the car," she said, looking at a 

shepherd nutcracker in the store window. 

He reached up and brushed her hair out of her face. 

"You can tell me what really happened." 

"I'll start crying." 

He shrugged. "That's okay." 

"We were driving home from this club. Jocelyn had 

picked up the two frat boys, real assholes, and they were 

all drunk, and they were giving me a hard time about—" 

she wiped the tears on her cheeks, "about stuff, and I 

just kept wishing they'd shut up, and then Jocelyn saw a 
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Denny's—that's a restaurant—and I didn't want to stop, 

and she just grabbed the steering wheel." She took a 

deep breath. "And then we crashed, and they all shut up. 

Just like I wanted." 

"It wasn't your fault." 

"I know." It felt good to finally tell someone the 

truth. She slid her arms around his neck and cried on 

his shoulder. Isn't this what the heroines in bad 

romance novels do? God, he had the softest hair. And 

isn't that how the heroines in bad romance novels think? 

She started to laugh. 

"Are you okay, Taylor?" 

She stood up and looked at him. "I'm fine, now," 

she said, sniffling. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Yes." 

He reached up and kissed her, briefly. 

"Matthias, you can't kiss me now. I'm sniveling." 

"I don't know this word." 

"Then I guess it's okay." As he kissed her again, 

her last thought was a brief prayer that she didn't kiss 

like a gagging goldfish. 

Taylor skated round the rink, trying to wake up. 

She and Matthias had walked back to the Village, and even 

though Innsbruck was not a large city, it had still taken 



44 

forty five minutes. And that was after their little get 

together outside the storefront. And of course, she 

hadn't slept too well once she'd gone to bed. Now, she 

felt jittery from all the coffee she'd consumed at 

breakfast. Also, Peggy and Daniella had been shooting 

dirty looks at her all morning. Not that she cared, but 

it was a little unnerving. 

She looked past the press, and over to where the 

coaches were standing. Trish had arrived and was 

watching her. Taylor went into a spin, but got her 

skates tangled up and fell. She heard Daniella snicker. 

Embarrassed, she got up and skated over to Trish. 

"Taylor, get it together. We just did the draw, and 

you're skating twelfth." 

"Oh, no." Taylor crossed her arms on the railing 

and laid her head on them. "Twelfth out of thirty? That 

sucks." 

"Pretty much, yeah." 

"Thanks, Trish. When does Katya Petrov skate?" 

"Right after you. Daniella's first, Peggy's last." 

"Does she want to trade?" Oh, to have the coveted 

last position. It had always eluded Taylor. 

"Do you feel all right?" 

Taylor peeked up. "I'm just tired and I had too 

much coffee. I'll be okay in a few minutes." 

"Would this have anything to do with Matthias 
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Brinkmann?" 

Taylor straightened up. "How did you know about 

that?" 

"Well, seems an American camera crew is doing a 

piece on nightlife in Innsbruck. They banged on my door 

this morning wanting to know how I felt about you 

'consorting with the enemy' was how this woman put it." 

"Gee, and my history teachers always said World 

War II was over." 

"Seems they caught you two in quite an embrace." 

"They were following us, then? Jesus." 

"Taylor, they're going to air that footage this 

evening in the States, right before they show the 

competition. So now everyone's going to think you're 

some kind of slut." 

"Because I kissed one guy? Trish, I haven't been on 

a date in two years—" 

"And your first one winds up on video. Way to go, 

Taylor." 

She couldn't believe she was hearing this from 

Trish, the person who kept telling her she needed a 

social life. "Don't bitch at me, Trish." 

"What am I supposed to do? You go out carousing the 

night before—" 

"Carousing?" Taylor interrupted. "I went to 

McDonalds and a nightclub and was back before curfew. 
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Carousing?" She shook her head. "I don't think so." 

"Taylor, in addition to wrecking a car containing 

Jocelyn Jackson, a judges' favorite, there are several 

other things against you. You're skating early. That's 

strike one. You're skating to the music from Jurassic 

Park. That's two." 

"Why is that strike two?" Taylor asked, looking at 

her skates. She'd dragged Diane to a music store right 

after they saw the movie. When she'd heard the 

soundtrack, she knew she had to skate to it. 

"It's from a dinosaur movie, and it's not Mozart. 

Then, you go out partying, or whatever you want to call 

it, the night before a competition. The judges are going 

to think you don't care. That's strike three, Taylor." 

That hurt the most. Though she tried to be blase 

about it, skating was the most important thing in her 

life. She didn't want to screw up here; she wanted a 

medal, she wanted to experience what Matthias hadn't been 

able to describe to her. "Trish, I want to put a triple 

axel into my routine." 

"In the free program, fine." 

"Look, Trish, I hate the technical program, you know 

that. It bores me, and it's too easy for me to do, no 

matter how difficult you make the footwork section. 

Please, Trish, let me try." 

"A triple axel in combination? The men miss that 
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more than they make it." 

"Please, Trish, you know I land it about half the 

time." 

"But you've never tried it under pressure." 

"Might as well try it now." 

"At the Olympics?" 

"Please, Trish?" 

She sighed. "Everyone said coaching you would be 

difficult." She looked at the ceiling. "Go ahead. Try 

it. Maybe the judges will admire your bravery." 

"Thanks, Trish." 

She shrugged. "There's someone looking for you." 

God, not some creepy reporter. "Who?" 

"Isn't that Matthias over there? Better get to him 

before Daniella does." 

Taylor smiled at Trish. "Watch this." Taylor 

pushed away from the wall, went around the rink once, 

then tried a triple axel. She had to put her hand down 

when she landed, but still managed to tack on a double 

toe loop. Trish gave her a thumbs up sign as Taylor 

skated over to Matthias. 

"Very nice," he said, then leaned over and kissed 

her on the cheek. "And only a small deduction for 

putting your hand down." 

"Thank you for reminding me." 

"Are you going to try that tonight?" 
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"Yeah, I have to. I'm skating early." 

Matthias winced. "I'm sorry." 

"Nothing I can do about it. Will you be watching?" 

"Of course. And I will be waiting for you back at 

the Village." 

"Okay," she said, drawing out the last syllable to 

imitate his accent. 

Matthias affected an Elvis drawl. "Goodbye, 

darlin1." He kissed her, then left. 

As she watched him go, Daniella skated over. 

"Hi, Taylor." 

"Hi, Daniella," she said. What did the brat want? 

"I'll get Matthias from you." 

Taylor laughed. "You annoy him, Daniella. Give it 

up." 

As Taylor skated away, Daniella called out, "So he's 

noticed me? 
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Taylor tied a black velvet ribbon around her 

ponytail with shaking hands. 

"Calm down, Taylor, it's just the fucking Olympics," 

she muttered, then stared at her reflection. "Yeah, 

right." 

She checked her costume, a black crushed velvet 

bodysuit with a black chiffon skirt, then rummaged 

through her makeup bag and pulled out a small package, a 

gift from Jennifer. She'd told Taylor not to open it 

until she was almost ready to skate. Inside the box was 

a rhinestone bracelet and a note in Jennifer's flowery, 

thirteen year old handwriting. 

Dear Taylor, 
I know you hate glittery stuff, but I 
thought this would look neato with your 
costume. I also know you hate mushy stuff 
so I'll just say good luck. 

Love, 
Jennifer 

Since Jennifer was nine years younger than Taylor, 

they had almost nothing in common. Jennifer was 

outgoing, friendly, a cheerleader, for God's sake, whose 

main interest in life was boys. She couldn't ice skate 

for shit and didn't understand why Taylor liked skating 

so much. Jennifer was just so damn normal. 

Taylor stuffed the wrapping paper in the box, and 

was about to put the box back in her makeup case when she 

glanced over at Katya Petrov. Was the girl putting on 

cornflower blue eyeshadow? Why didn't someone stop her? 
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Katya was such a pretty girl, thin and petite with 

natural blonde hair and stunning green eyes, and the 

light blue eyeshadow was all wrong. Was anyone going to 

tell her? Taylor glanced around the room, and was 

temporarily blinded by Daniella's lemon yellow and gold 

sequined outfit. A complete monstrosity. Well, there 

was nothing she could do about that, but she could at 

least help Katya. Taylor picked out an eyeshadow compact 

and walked over to Katya. 

"Um, hi, Katya." She wondered how well the girl 

spoke English. Although they'd competed against each 

other more than ten times, they'd never said more than 

hello to each other. And when Taylor had beaten Katya at 

Nations Cup, Katya hadn't even looked at her, much less 

said anything. Artur said she was temperamental. 

"Hello, Taylor. That outfit is. . .interesting." 

Taylor let the possible insult slide. "Thanks. 

Listen, I have some eye shadow that would look great on 

you." 

Katya began wiping the blue shadow off. "I do not 

much like this color." 

"Try these." Taylor handed her the compact of 

neutral colors. "I think they'll look better." 

Katya took them and smiled at Taylor. "Thank you." 

"No problem." Taylor wandered off, trying not to 

let the nerves come back. She'd missed the triple axel 
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in both run- throughs of her practice routine, and Trish 

wanted her to take it out. Taylor wished she could talk 

to Matthias before she had to skate. She wandered around 

the dressing room, partly trying to not think about 

skating and partly hoping a phone would materialize. 

A coach came through the door and Taylor spotted the 

phone in the hallway. She wished there was one in the 

dressing room, sinced the press congregated in the 

hallway. It wouldn't be a very private call. What the 

hell, she thought, they got us on camera making out. She 

was digging around in her bag for some shillings when 

Katya came running over. 

"Taylor, you must come," she said, out of breath and 

pulling on Taylor's arm. 

Taylor allowed herself,to be dragged. "Why? 

Where?" 

"They fight." 

"Who fight?" But her question was answered by 

Peggy's shrill voice. 

"You spoiled little bitch! You're only here 

because Jocelyn got hurt!" 

Katya pulled Taylor around a corner. There was a 

large group of skaters gathered in a circle, and in their 

midst, Peggy and Daniella. 

"Oh, yeah? Well, you only won because she got hurt! 

Taylor worked her way to the front of the circle. 
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She looked at both of them, then decided it was easier to 

look at Peggy, who was still in street clothes. Taylor 

wondered why Peggy was here so early, since she wouldn't 

be skating for at least two hours. 

"Well, you know what, Daniella? When you skate, you 

just flail all over the ice." 

"I do not!" 

"Oh, yes, you do! You have no artistic ability 

whatsoever--" 

"My routines are exciting--" 

"They're pointless!" 

"So what?" Daniella asked. 

Yeah, so what, Taylor thought. Skating routines 

that had "points" invariably involved death. Taylor 

stopped watching ice dancing competitions because it 

seemed like everyone was dying on the ice. With her next 

statement, Peggy reaffirmed one of the reasons why Taylor 

hated her as a skater. 

"When I skate my memorial to JFK, I move people to 

tears. " 

"Of boredom! That's the stupidest routine I've ever 

seen--" Daniella was cut off as Peggy lunged for her. 

She pulled Peggy away from Daniella and stepped in 

between them. 

"Ladies," Taylor said, "we are here in Austria 

representing the United States--" 
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"Nice outfit, Taylor. Going to a funeral?" 

Daniella said. "Like maybe the one for your skating 

career?" 

"Good one, Daniella. I'd be more than happy to 

trade insults with you, but not here. Got that? You see 

all these people? You want them to think all American 

women are like Brooke and Erica on All My Children?" 

"I don't watch soap operas," Peggy said, her nose in 

the air. 

"Don't fuck with me, Peggy," Taylor said, giving her 

a gentle push, "I have to skate in less than an hour. 

Daniella, apologize to Feggy." 

"She started it!" Daniella whined, sounding like a 

five year old, and reminding Taylor just how young 

Daniella was. She was only two years older than 

Jennifer. Taylor, sensing that Daniella was out of her 

element at the Olympics, began to feel sorry for her. 

"I don't care who started it," she said, quietly. 

"You're younger, you apologize first." 

"That's stupid," Daniella muttered. 

"I'm waiting." Taylor tapped her foot and stared at 

Daniella. 

"I'm sorry, okay? Geez." 

"Good enough. Peggy?" 

"You're kidding, right?" 

"I warned you once. . ." 
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"I'm sorry, Daniella," Peggy said quickly, then 

walked away. 

Taylor turned to Daniella. "Well, that was 

entertaining." 

Daniella watched everyone disperse, then started 

crying. "I-I'm so scared, Taylor." 

"Oh, God, don't do that, you'll ruin your makeup." 

"I-I don't care." She was sobbing, and people were 

starting to stare. 

Taylor grabbed a box of Kleenex, then put her arm 

around Daniella and led her to a secluded area of the 

dressing room. They sat down on a bench. 

"Where's your coach?" Taylor asked, handing a 

tissue to Daniella. 

"He can't come in here." 

"Right." Taylor took a deep breath and looked at 

Daniella, not an easy task, what with the hideous yellow 

outfit. But that wasn't tTie main problem. "So, why 

don't you tell me what's wrong." 

"These stupid reporters keep following me around, 

asking me if I feel any pressure, you know, because 

Jocelyn isn't here to win a medal, so I have to, you 

know? And I have to skate first, and I've never even 

tried a triple axel. This is my first international 

competition, did you know that?" She wiped her eyes with 

the tissue. "Really?, You didn't go 
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to Skate America or anything?" This floored Taylor. You 

couldn't win a competition until you paid your dues, 

until the judges knew you. There were exceptions, 

naturally, but she didn't think Daniella had the talent 

to be one. 

"My coach wouldn't let me." 

"And you haven't fired him?" Once a coach told 

Taylor she couldn't do something, that coach was history. 

"I can't. My parents like him." 

"I fired my first coach when I was nine. You have 

to stand up for yourself. But don't worry about the 

triple axel, okay? I missed it twice this afternoon." 

Both times during the run throughs of her routine, in 

fact. When she just practiced it alone, she did the jump 

just fine. Weird. 

"Yeah, but you only missed the first one because you 

didn't get high enough." She blew her nose. "Of course, 

you really biffed it on the second one." 

Taylor started laughing. "I biffed it?" That was 

an accurate description. She'd gotten her feet twisted 

up on the landing, tripped and gone sprawling head first 

into the wall. Biffed it, indeed. 

"Big time." She actually smiled through her tears. 

"But at least you have a date with Matthias when you get 

back to the Village. I've never even been on a date." 

She started crying again. 
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"You're only fifteen, Daniella!" At fifteen, Taylor 

hadn't even wanted to date, she only wanted to skate, as 

often as possible. "My first date was the senior prom." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, and I went with Llewellyn Lewis." 

Daniella stared at Taylor. "But isn't he, you know, 

doesn't he like boys?" 

"Yes, he's gay. He's also one of my best friends; 

we went to the same high school, had the same coach for a 

while, 'til I fired her, but, hey, what did I know? 

Llewellyn won a silver medal in the Olympics that year, 

and another at Worlds." Taylor picked an imaginary 

piece of lint off her skirt. 

"There's no reason you can't win one here, Taylor." 

"Daniella, look, you just skate the best you can, 

all right? If you don't win a medal, well, then you come 

back in four years, when you have more experience, and 

you kick everyone's butt. Just enjoy the Olympics. God 

knows I'm trying, but I can't come back in four years. 

This is it for me." She'd been trying not admit to 

herself, but there it was. 

Daniella blew her nose. "You should've won 

Nationals." 

"Yeah, well, shit happens when you skate wreck a 

car." 

"Well, look, if you don't get enough height to do a 
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triple axel, just double out of it. So you do a 

double-double combination, so what? It's not as hard, 

but it still looks cool." 

"And if I really biff it?" 

"Well, shit happens when you try a triple axel, I 

guess. " 

Taylor and Daniella stood by the gate that led onto 

the ice, waiting for the six minute warm-up to begin. 

Taylor stared out of the corner of her eye at the judges. 

Daniella gnawed on a fingernail. 

"Daniella, don't let anyone know you're nervous." 

"I'm petrified. How come the judges look pissed 

off?" 

Probably because they were getting all sorts of 

flack for the judging. They'd blown the men's 

competition, and the ice dancing wasn't going well, 

either. The judges were letting their favorites win, no 

matter how badly that skater did, or how well others 

skated. And Taylor knew they were going to mark Daniella 

low. Her coach messed up by not sending her to other 

competitions. She was skating first, and the judges had 

never seen her before. It was hopeless. But she didn't 

share this with Daniella. "They are a dour bunch, aren't 

they?" 

"Is this being broadcast live to the States?" 
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Daniella asked, beginning to pop her knuckles. 

"Nope. The finals are, though." 

"I'm gonna throw up." 

The official swung the gate open, and Taylor stepped 

out onto the ice. "Too late, kid. Go for it." 

Daniella stood aside and let the other five skaters 

go out to the rink. The crowd cheered as they skated 

out, and Daniella started to turn an odd shade of green. 

Or maybe that was the light reflecting off her costume. 

It was hard to tell. 

"Look, there's a huge section of Americans right 

over there." Taylor pointed to the group with the 

enormous American flag. "Skate over there. They'll 

cheer for you; you'll feel better, okay?" 

"Okay." Daniella finally went out on the ice and 

did as Taylor told her. The Americans went nuts; someone 

blew an airhorn. She rewarded them with a triple lutz, 

double toe loop combination. The crowd applauded and 

screamed; the airhorn blew again. 

Daniella finished her warm up with a minute left, 

and to her coach's surprise, skated over to Taylor, not 

him. "I'm so nervous," she said. 

"Look, the worst part is right after they call your 

name. Your adrenaline takes over. Don't go right to 

your starting position, wait until you get yourself under 

control. Okay?" 
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Her coach, Jim, a short man who combed his hair over 

his bald spot, walked over. "That's good advice, honey. 

Now, we agreed on just a double-double combination, so 

why were you doing a triple-double?" 

Daniella chewed on a fingernail. "Because I can." 

Taylor stared at Jim as the announcer called the end 

of the warm up period, then looked at Daniella. "You do 

a triple-double, Daniella." 

"On the ice, representing the United States of 

America, Daniella Cornwell." 

Daniella nodded and skated out to the center of the 

rink before Jim could say anything to her, and Taylor 

walked away before he could berate her. What the hell 

was he trying to do? Did he know anything about figure 

skat ing? 

Taylor found Trish, and told her what Jim wanted 

Daniella to do. "That man is a dipshit. Look at that 

costume, Taylor. What was ?ie thinking when he let her 

wear that?" 

"Look at his hair, Trish. I think that explains 

everything." Daniella's music started, the theme from 

Goldfinqer. Yuck, Taylor, thought. She hated it, for 

the most part, when skaters tried to match their costumes 

to the music. The result were monstrosities like 

Daniella's. Whenever she went under a light, Taylor had 

to avert her eyes. 
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Daniella skated a clean program, but even with the 

triple-double combination, it was much too easy for the 

girl's talent. And some ballet lessons wouldn't hurt, 

either. The judges were not going to be kind. 

There was always a long delay between the first 

skater and the marks being posted, because the judges set 

an average mark, then, theoretically, the rest of the 

skaters were judged from that mark. Theoretically being 

the key word. 

Daniella's technical merit scores ranges from 4.5 to 

4.7. "That's harsh," Taylor said to Trish. 

The artistic marks were lower, as Taylor 

anticipated, from 4.3 to 4.5. The one advantage, if you 

could call it that, to skating first, was that the scores 

didn't fluctuate wildly, like they would later. 

Taylor and Trish walked back to the dressing room to 

sit down, and wait the half hour before Taylor's warm-up 

period started. 

Taylor skated backwards around the rink, then 

forwards, then did a perfect double axel. Daniella 

signalled to her Taylor made another loop around the 

rink. 

"You know you had enough height on that to make it a 

triple." 

"Maybe." 
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"Why don't you try one? You aren't taking it out, 

are you?" 

They watched as Katya executed a perfect triple 

axel, making the three and a half revolutions in the air 

seem effortless. 

Taylor sighed. "Not if I want a medal." 

Daniella hit Taylor on the arm. "Then just try 

one." 

"Here goes nothing." Taylor skated backwards in 

order to pick up speed, then turned around and pushed off 

the outside edge of her right skate. After three and a 

half turns, she landed backwards on one foot. Not the 

most graceful of landings, but she didn't fall. The 

Americans went wild, which amazed Taylor. They were 

actually watching her? 

Five minutes into the warm-up, Taylor stopped 

practicing and skated over to the gate, where_Trish 

stood, glaring. 

"I told you not to do that jump." 

"That was a damn fine triple axel." 

"The landing was horrible." 

"I didn't fall. I didn't double foot and my hand 

didn't touch down. I just wobbled. I'm leaving it in." 

Trish crossed her arms over her chest. "I'm 

ordering you to take it out." 

"You're ordering me? Who the hell are you to order 
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me to do anything?" 

"I'm your coach—" 

"I can change that." 

"Are you threatening me? " 

"I don't threaten, I advise." 

"Are you pissed off, Taylor?" 

"Damn right I'm pissed off." What the hell did she 

think? 

"Good," Trish said, surprising Taylor by smiling. 

"You just promise me one thing. No matter how bad that 

triple axel goes, even if you crash to the ice and are 

bleeding profusely, you get up and you put that double 

toe loop on the end? Got that? I don't want you to 

start off with a point six deduction for missing the 

combination, okay?" 

"Okay," Taylor said. It was all she could think to 

say. Jesus, she'd been about to fire Trish one minute 

before her first Olympic program. 

The announcer intoned over the loudspeaker, 

"Representing the United States of America, Taylor King." 

As she skated off, amid the polite applause (and 

somewhat more raucous cheers from the Americans), Taylor 

tried to collect her thoughts. Just treat it like any 

other competition, she told herself. 

Taylor stopped in the center off the rink and faced 

the judges. Taking a deep breath, she settled into her 
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starting position, nothing fancy, just her skates crossed 

and arms at her sides. She didn't feel nervous; she felt 

giddy, afraid she was going to burst into laughter. That 

all changed when the music started. The theme from 

Jurassic Park was powerful and gentle at the same time. 

It sent shivers down Taylor's spine every time she heard 

it, and now was no exception. While the technical 

program, with its eight required elements and only two 

minutes and forty seconds to do them, sometimes came 

across as disjointed, as the skater rushed from element 

to element, Taylor had brought in her ballet instructor 

to help her choreograph it. It was perfect, just not 

very exciting for Taylor to do. Until tonight. 

The first thirty seconds of the song were slow, but 

Taylor skated fast across the ice. Judges looked for 

speed; the faster a skater went, the harder everything 

was to do. In the center of the rink, she went into her 

first required spin, a layback. It looked so delicate 

when performed correctly, Taylor had put it at the 

beginning, before the music overpowered the it. She came 

out of the spin, and set up for the first jump, a double 

flip. She hit it perfectly. Not that it was a hard 

j ump. 

As the music started to build, she started her 

footwork sequence. Done in a serpentine pattern, it 

consisted of fast steps, quick turns, spins and changes 
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of direction, as well as two Russian split jumps, but at 

the same time keeping with the melody of the music. At 

the end of this section there was a slight break in the 

music and Taylor did a spectacular double axel. She 

imagined the British announcer saying it was "spot on." 

She let the skate blade run, then skated to the center 

for her second spin, a sit spin up into a Bielmann spin. 

She heard the applause, but tuned it out as she set up 

for the spiral sequence, done in an Arabesque position. 

The music was at its most haunting at this point, with 

the chorus voices complementing the orchestra. 

She came out of it and set up for the combination 

jump. There really wasn't time to think about whether to 

do the axel or the lutz. She had to take off at the 

crescendo of the music or the jump would look awkward. 

Doing backward crossovers to gain speed, she turned 

forward and took off from the outside edge of her skate. 

With the adrenaline coursing through her, she jumped 

higher than she had anticipated she would, and while she 

was able to stop the rotations after three and a half 

turns, she knew she was in trouble on the landing. She 

hung onto the landing with a deep knee bend and a slight 

turn that almost completely stopped her movement, so she 

had no momentum going into the double toe loop. Using 

all the strength she could find, she pulled her right leg 

back and stuck the toe pick of her skate into the ice as 
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hard as she could to give herself enough height for the 

two revolutions. She landed on the outside edge of her 

right skate. The roar of the crowd told her she'd done 

it. She allowed herself to smile as she had to skate 

faster than usual to catch back up with the music before 

her final element, the flying camel spin. She knew she 

had to control her excitement or she was going to 

splatter herself all over the ice. 

As the music hit its final crescendo, she leapt, 

then landed on her left foot, her body parallel to the 

ice, her right leg extended behind her. Still spinning, 

she stood up, hands over her head, her ponytail whipping 

around behind her, trying to keep up. Since the music 

ended with a lingering note, Taylor came out of the spin, 

put her head down and just glided across the ice as the 

music faded out. 

She put her hands over her face as the crowd went 

wild. She felt the tears on her hands. She couldn't 

believe she'd been moved to tears by her technical 

program. She looked up at the crowd giving her a 

standing ovation. Flowers rained down onto the ice. She 

bowed to the judges and the crowd as little Austrian 

girls skated out to pick up the flowers. She picked up 

as many as she could, then waved to the crowd and skated 

off the ice. 

Katya didn't look at Taylor as they passed. 
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"You did it! You did it!" Daniella yelled. She threw 

her arms around Taylor, a hug that Taylor couldn't 

reciprocate due to the flowers. "Oh my God, you did it! 

Maybe I should try a triple axel in my long program." 

"Don't do anything hasty—" 

"Oh, you're one to talk." 

"We'll talk later." 

Trish came over, smiling. "That was a terrible 

triple axel. You were wonderful." Again Taylor was 

given a hug she couldn't return. 

As they made their way to the bench, or the "kiss 

and cry" area, to wait for her scores, 

nervousness set in. The euphoria of the skating was 

giving way to the reality that she'd skated early and was 

not a favorite. She clutched the flowers tighter. 

She got to the bench, and cameras surrounded her. 

Taylor set the flowers down next to her and looked 

discreetly for the CBS logo on the cameras. She found it 

and did what was expected. 

"Hi, Mom, Dad, Jennifer. Did you see that jump?" 

The announcer began giving the scores in German, so 

Taylor looked up to the electronic board. For technical 

merit, nine scores from 5.3 to 5.6, six being perfect. 

The scores were high, but they should have been higher. 

She'd landed a triple axel damn it, and hadn't missed 

anything else. The crowd was booing, so that made 
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Taylor feel a little better. The scores for artistic 

impression came up, and Taylor barely managed to restrain 

an obscenity. Trish was more vocal. "What the hell is 

this crap?" 

All 5.6s, except for a 5.9 from the French judge. 

I'm the Mickey Rourke of ice skating, Taylor thought, 

despised by the Americans and loved by the French. 

She gathered up her flowers and was about to retreat 

to the dressing room, when a tall woman with a severe 

helmet of brown hair ran up to Taylor. 

"Hi, Taylor, I'm Janet Carswell with CBS—" 

"I know." 

"Good, can I ask you a few questions?" 

Taylor glanced at Trish, who nodded. Taylor 

clutched the flowers tighter and followed Janet into the 

hallway. 

She hoped this was the standard "How did you feel 

out on the ice tonight" interview. It was just about the 

only line of questioning she could deal with right now. 

She'd never gone from such a high to an extreme low so 

fast. She wasn't going to finish in the top three with 

those scores, and maybe not the top six. She had to be 

in that final group. 

Once they were in the hallway, Janet took the 

flowers from Taylor and dropped them on the floor. 

"Hey," Taylor said, "I don't get those too often." 
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"Well, they don't look good on camera. Now," Janet 

said, snapping to attention as the red light on the 

camera came on, "You had an argument with your coach 

right before you skated. What was that all about?" 

Taylor played with her skirt. "It wasn't really an 

argument. She just tried to get me angry. Sometimes I 

skate better that way." 

"Do you wish Jocelyn Jackson was here?" 

"Of course I do." 

"Do you feel guilty that you're here and she's in a 

hospital?" 

How many people were going to ask her that damn 

question? "Yes," she said, bending over and gathering up 

her flowers. "Is that what you want to hear?" She stood 

up. "By the way, I did a triple axel, did you notice 

that?" 

"Yes, it was very nice—" 

"The landing was sloppy, don't you think?" 

That shut the woman up for a second, as she had to 

grope for a response. "Did your hand touch the ice?" 

"Nope. Almost, though." 

"I see. Why don't you tell me about your date with 

Matthias Brinkmann." 

Taylor smiled at Janet and asked, "Are you sure 

you're not from a Current Affair?" She then turned and 

walked into the dressing room. 
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Once inside, she put the flowers on a bench, then 

sat down and removed her skates. As she was untying the 

ribbon in her hair, an English skater, Julia Moore, came 

over. Taylor liked her mainly because she was one of the 

few skaters who was also in her twenties, and therefore 

didn't make Taylor feel old. 

"Your skating was quite lovely this evening," Julia 

said. 

"Thanks," Taylor said, unlacing her skates. 

"I thought your scores were too low, though." 

"Well, they wanna see how everyone else is gonna 

skate." She pulled a T-shirt and jeans out of her 

locker. "When do you go?" 

"Last group of six, second skater." 

"While to go yet, huh?" Julia nodded. "Can you 

unzip me?" Taylor asked. 

"Oh, sure." As Julia unzipped Taylor's costume, a 

muffled round of cheering and applause could be heard in 

the dressing room. 

"She must've made her combination," Taylor fumed as 

she struggled to get out of the bodysuit. 

"Who? Katya?" 

"Yeah," Taylor said, pulling on the long-sleeved 

T-shirt, "and I loaned her my eyeshadow, too. She could 

at least stumble." 

"Was she wearing that awful blue eyeshadow?" 
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"Uh-huh. It looked like it came from Chernobyl." 

"It does sort of glow." 

Another round of applause filtered down. "Shit, 

she's finished. I wanna see her scores." Taylor pulled 

on her baggy jeans and belted them haphazardly as Julia 

placed Taylor's black Doc Marten boots at her feet. 

"You want your jacket, too?" she asked. 

"Yeah." She finished lacing her boots and grabbed 

the red, white and blue parka from her. "Thanks." She 

sprinted out the door. "Good luck, Julia." 

She put the jacket on as she ran through the 

corridor, then dashed into the arena as Katya's scores 

flashed up. 

"Oh, hell." What a difference it made to be the 

favorite. Two 5.8s and seven 5.9s for technical merit, 

and 5.8s across the board for artistic impression. But 

Taylor had to smile when she realized that she was in 

first place with one judge. The French judge, of course. 

Feeling somewhat consoled she leaned against the wall to 

watch the next skater. 

Daniella waved to her from the bleachers behind the 

judges. Taylor joined her to watch the rest of the 

skaters. During the break between groups of six, a tall, 

beautiful woman with waist length brown hair and stunning 

blue eyes came over and sat next to them. 

"You skated beautifully this evening," she said, 
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with a mild German accent. 

"Thanks. Do I know you?" 

The woman laughed. "No, but you and my brother are 

the talk of the Olympics." 

"Me and your brother?" 

Daniella whapped Taylor on the arm. "That's Krisin 

Brinkmann, you idiot." 

"Oh, geez, I'm sorry." Taylor held out her hand to 

Kristin. "I'm Taylor King." 

They shook hands. "Yes, I know. My brother has 

been enchanted with you for the past twelve months." 

Taylor laughed. "So I've been told." 

"For a year, he's been trying to figure out a way to 

meet you. When he found out you would be at the 

Olympics. . ." Kristin laughed and shook her head. 

"He's known he would be here for three months, and when I 

told him you would be here, well, I don't know if he was 

more excited to be in the Olympics or to have the chance 

to meet you. And by the way, he didn't want you to know, 

but he was here while you skated. I snuck him in." 

Taylor just stared at Kristin, for once in her life 

totally speechless. 

"Look, my brother, he is very sweet, and he likes 

you a lot. Well, I have to go." 

"Yeah, okay," Taylor said, regaining her ability to 

talk. "It was nice to meet you." 



72 

"Nice to meet you, too, Taylor, Daniella." Kristin 

stood up. "Be nice to my little brother." 

"It's hard not to be." 

"I know. Bye." 

They watched her walk away, and Daniella crossed her 

arms across her chest and pouted. "I can't believe he's 

had a crush on you for a year. I'm going to have to 

start hating you again." 

"Don't worry about it. The second he really gets to 

know me, he'll run screaming in the opposite direction." 

Taylor pulled on a strand of her hair. "I have that sort 

of effect on men." 

"I think you're cool, and pretty, too. I bet you've 

had lots of boyfriends." 

Taylor stared at Daniella. "I've had one, Daniella, 

one. Artur Vassiliev." 

"No way! He's gorgeous, too." 

"Yeah, but we get along better as friends." She 

looked at Daniella, who pouted. "Don't be in such a 

hurry to grow up. It's not all its cracked up to be." 

Taylor and Daniella watched the rest of the 

technical program in relative silence. Taylor fell to 

third place, behind a Swedish skater who, in Taylor's 

opinion, had the artistry and grace of an albatross 

attempting to land. They kept becoming more and more 

nervous as skaters that neither of them had counted on 
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doing well were skating perfect programs. Daniella 

dropped to twelfth place, and Taylor to fifth with two 

skaters left to go. The first of those was a young 

Polish girl who was no threat. She wound up fifteenth. 

The last skater was Peggy Darling. 

"She's going to kick my butt with her artistic 

impression scores," Daniella whined. 

"Yeah, but she can't jump for shit." 

And tonight, it looked as if Peggy wouldn't be able 

to do anything. She nearly tripped coming out of the 

gate, and when she stopped in the center of the rink, she 

was shaking like a naked person locked in a freezer. 

"She must be petrified," Daniella said. 

"I don't think she can deal with being National 

champion," Taylor said. "I don't think she even expected 

to be in the Olympics. God, she has to pull herself 

together." 

Peggy's music started-and Taylor winced. "Jesus 

Christ, not Disney music again." Not only that, but the 

most aggravating of all Disney songs, "When You Wish Upon 

a Star." 

"I'm surprised she didn't wear a cricket costume," 

Daniella giggled. 

Taylor laughed. "I am too, but I guess she couldn't 

look ethereal in green." 

But a shimmery white costume could help no one look 
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ethereal when one skated like Peggy. Taylor and Daniella 

watched in amazement as Peggy missed her double toe loop. 

"That's the easiest jump in the world/" Daniella 

whispered. 

Taylor didn't think her eyes could get any wider, 

nor her jaw drop any further, but Peggy kept falling. 

She missed her double axel, she tripped for no apparent 

reason coming out her spiral sequence and slid about ten 

feet across the ice on her stomach before managing to get 

up, fell hard on her rear end in the middle of a sit 

spin, and ran into the wall while skating backwards. 

"It's like a Saturday Night Live spoof of ice 

skating," Taylor said. 

And then neither of them could hold back laughter as 

Peggy attempted her combination and leaped right into the 

camera pit. 

"I'd just stay there," Daniella said, gasping for 

breath. 

But Peggy came out, skated to the center of the 

rink, and did a combination spin that, if Taylor 

remembered correctly from Nationals, was supposed to end 

with Peggy on one knee, hands held to the sky. She wound 

up sprawled on her back, her long gauzy skirt partially 

obscuring her face. 
. i 

"Maybe the judges will think that was intentional. 

"I've never seen anyone biff a routine that bad." 
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Taylor watched as Peggy sobbed in her coach's arms. 

"I feel really bad for her." 

As Peggy's scores came up, everything in the middle 

threes, Daniella nudged Taylor. "That was pretty 

hysterical, though." 

"Daniella, that's terrible!" 

"Oh, come on, I heard you laughing!" 

"She jumped into the camera pit! I couldn't help 

it. "" 

"Come on, let's hurry to the bus so we can get the 

back row." 

Trying to contain their mirth, they got up and 

walked quickly out of the arena. 

As the bus pulled up in front of the athlete's 

village, Taylor leaned over Daniella and studied the 

crowd waiting for them. 

"He's under the light by the stairs," Daniella 

said. 

Taylor felt her face get warm. "Thanks." 

"No problem. I don't suppose you know how he 

manages to get into those jeans?" 

"Quit ogling the boy, Daniella. You make him 

nervous." 

"I don't mean to. Can I help it if he's got the 

world's most perfect butt?" 
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"Daniella!" 

"Don't tell me you haven't noticed?" 

Taylor stood up and grabbed her bag. "I've 

noticed." 

Daniella slid out of the seat and followed Taylor 

off the bus. The second Taylor stepped off the bottom 

step, Matthias appeared at her side. 

"You did it!" he said, then threw his arms around 

her and kissed her. He pulled back and added, "You 

should be in first place, though." 

"Hi, yourself, Matthias." 

Daniella coughed. "Hi, Matthias." 

He stepped back. "Oh, hello, Daniella." 

"Well," Daniella said, walking towards the building, 

"I'll see you guys in the morning." 

"She is not going to bother me?" Matthias asked, 

amazed, as he watched enter the building. 

A snowflake landed on Taylor's nose, and she wiped 

it off. "No, she's my pal now, and she knows I have a 

couple questions to ask you." 

"About what?" 

"I met your sister." 

"Uh, you did?" 

"Yes." 

Matthias appeared to be studying an icicle suspended 

from a bare tree. "Did you talk for very long?" 
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"Long enough. You little twit, why didn't you 

j ust—" 

"Let's go somewhere else." 

After a slight debate and a couple of wrong turns, 

they wound up on a bench in one of the open areas between 

dorms. As usual, there was a snowball fight going on, 

but Matthias and Taylor wound up out of its range. 

Matthias sat about a foot away from Taylor and 

studied the ground. "What did Kristin tell you?" 

"You were there tonight. Why didn't you tell you 

would be there?" 

"I didn't know if that would bother you. Taylor, I 

saw you skate at Lalique last year and thought you were 

very beautiful and have wanted to meet you ever since. I 

learned English so I could talk to you. I don't want to 

make things bad with you, okay?" 

"Matthias, my first thought when I finished that 

program was that I wished you were there to share that 

moment with me. I didn't want to share it with my family 

or my friends, but with you." She watched the snow fall. 

"You learned to speak English for me?" 

Was he blushing? "Well, I'd been learning it for a 

couple of years, but when I saw you I started practicing 

more." 

"Well, I guess I'd better drop out of that French 

class and sign up for German." 
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"French?" Matthias said, making a face. "Why would 

you want to learn that language?" 

"It's very beautiful—" 

"Elle est une langue bete." 

Taylor scooped a handful of snow and threw it at 

him. "It is not a beastly language! And the French 

judge put me in first place--" 

"Peut-etre il ne voit pas tres bien—" 

"He sees just fine! And your accent is worse than 

mine!" She stood up to run as Matthias slowly made a 

snowball. 

"Get ready to be covered in snow." 

Taylor turned around and ran, the snowball sailed 

over her head. She stopped and whirled around, only to 

have Matthias promptly pelt her with two more. "Shit! 

Prepare to die!" she yelled as she ran towards the 

center of the square. She'd noticed that there was a 

pile of snowballs by two men who were hiding behind a 

tree. She ran up to them, grabbed two and tossed them at 

Matthias, missing with both. 

Matthias said something to the two men in German, 

and they both began throwing snowballs at her. 

"No fair!" Taylor sprinted across the center of the 

square, Matthias behind her with snowballs. The rest of 

the fight participants, apparently sensing two new 

victims, began pelting them both. They wound up behind 
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an embankment, snow all over them. 

"I say we fight back," Taylor said. 

"What is it called when you sneak up on somebody?" 

Matthias asked, beginning to make snowballs. 

"An ambush?" 

"Yes, an ambush. Let's ambush the two Frenchmen 

over to the left." 

"What do you have against the French?" 

"They do nothing but sit in cafe's and drink wine." 

Taylor tossed snow at him. "Matthias, that's like 

saying all Germans sit in bars and drink beer." 

"We don't." 

"I know." 

"Sometimes we go skiing." 

"You're hopeless." 

"I know. Let's go." Armed with ten snowballs 

between them, they set out on their mission. 



CECILY, MIRANDA, AND A GUY NAMED PAUL 

Cecily sat on her living room floor, painting her 

nails a pink frost ("Glazed Moonbeam" it said on the 

bottle) while sipping a Brandy Alexander, waiting for 

Paul to get his act in gear and call her. Paganini's 24 

Caprices played quietly out of the Infinity speakers. 

She had been rather miffed to discover, after having 

spent $350 apiece for the damn things, that the neighbors 

on the right didn't appreciate her music. The Anthrax 

stuff she could understand, but they even disliked 

Mozart. The disliked her even more than they disliked 

the music, but Cecily supposed her dark blue hair had 

something to do with it. The neighbors were Republicans 

and Republicans weren't always tolerant of blue-haired 

people. 

After her nails dried, she finished her drink and 

got up to put the glass in the kitchen, walking past the 

picture of Paul and her taken at the record store where 

she worked. It bothered her some (okay, a lot) that 

they'd been going out for four months and he hadn't done 

more than kiss her (kiss her very well, she reminded 

herself). Of course, for the past three of those four 

months. Paul had been in Los Angeles with his band, 

Daydream, and she'd been stuck in Omaha. 

His band would get their break a month after he'd 

80 
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finally asked her out. She'd waited five years for him 

to get around to it. She remember how he looked, when 

she first met him. It was Cecily's first day at a new 

high school. She'd been moved from England to Omaha. 

Omaha, of all places. And to make things worse, it was 

the anniversary of Randy Rhoads death, practically a holy 

day for heavy metal fans. Cecily was dressed entirely in 

black, and had even put a black rinse in her hair. Her 

father had come with her to the school to register, and 

as he talked to the secretary, she noticed Paul, sitting 

in a chair next to the principal's office, peering at her 

through his hair. He was wearing an Ozzy Osbourne 

concert T-shirt, an old one, judging from the fading. 

"What tour is your shirt from?" Cecily asked. 

He seemed shocked that she would speak to him. "Um, 

Blizzard of Oz." 

"You saw him with Randy?" Cecily asked. 

"Yeah, my brother took me. I started playing guitar 

the next day." 

The door to the principal's office opened, and a 

stern woman with a bun came out. "Again, Paul? Come on 

in." 

As Paul got up, he said, "Hey, if you get the second 

lunch shift, come sit with, you know, my friends and I." 

That was the closest Paul had come to asking her out 

until four months ago. On her twenty-first birthday, 
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he'd shown up at her front door with a dozen roses and 

asked her to dinner. And for one glorious month, he'd 

been all hers. 

Cecily dove for the phone when it rang. "Hello?" 

"Expecting Paul again, eh?" It was Cecily's best 

friend, Miranda. 

"Yes, what the hell do you want?" 

"Don't be so nasty. Do you have any beer?" 

"I hate beer. I have always hated beer. I will 

continue to hate beer for the rest of my life." Miranda 

should know this. They'd met the same day Cecily met 

Paul. 

"You drank enough beer when that guy Stevie was 

buying it for you." 

"That was different." Cecily tapped her freshly 

painted nails on the counter. "We were playing quarters 

and there was nothing else to drink." 

"Naturally." 

"Yeah, well, you're tying up my line." 

"And Paul's supposed to call." 

"Naturally." 

"I'll come by later with some beer." 

Cecily hung up the neon green phone and stared at 

it. Miranda without a date on a Friday night? How odd. 

And where was Paul? It was seven p.m. in LA, and damn 

it, if he didn't--
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It rang. "Hello?" 

"Hi, Cecily, it's Paul." 

Cecily plopped down on the couch. "Hey, what's up?" 

"Nothin' much. I just got home from band practice." 

She could hear him strumming the guitar as they spoke. 

Sometimes she wondered it was surgically attached. "Um, 

what've you been doing?" 

"Well, midterms were last week, but none of my 

classes are too hard, except calculus sometimes, so now 

I'm just taking it easy." God, she was babbling. 

"Calculus, wow. I almost didn't even pass that 

pre-algebra thing in high school, except that you helped 

me." He paused. "So like are you doing anything 

important next week?" 

"Um, no." Was he coming home? "Why?" 

"Well, could you, like, come out to LA next wee to 

be in our video? It would be kinda neat if you could." 

Cecily dropped the phojie. 

"Cecily?" 

She picked the phone back up. "You really want you 

to be in your video?" Her, a physics major, as a music 

video bimbo? Wasn't there some sort of low IQ-large 

breast requirement? She had neither. 

"Yeah, why wouldn't I?" 

"Well, okay, but if I come," she hesitated, "would 

you make mad passionate love to me?" Oh, God, she 
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couldn't believe she said that. Had her drink been that 

strong? 

Paul stopped strumming the guitar. His voice rose 

an octave. "Um, yeah, I guess? If you want me to?" 

"I want you to." She'd wanted him to make love to 

her for five years. She'd always figured her one 

experiment with sex had gone badly because the guy wasn't 

Paul. 

"Right." He paused and took a deep breath. "Hey, 

do you think Miranda could come, too? You two look so 

cool together." 

"Miranda?" Cecily felt a tinge of jealousy. Just 

once, couldn't she do something without her beautiful 

best friend? But, she rationalized, Paul and Miranda had 

been friends since childhood. Of course, he'd want her 

in the video, too. "Yeah, I'll ask her. She's coming 

over later anyway." With beer, Cecily thought. When 

Miranda arrived with it, she fully intended to drink one. 

Maybe more. 

Cecily and Miranda sat in the economy class section 

of the morning United flight to Los Angeles. The rest of 

the section was filled with (in Cecily's opinion) 

snot-nosed brats on their way to Disneyland. Haven't you 

ever heard of Florida, she wanted to scream at them. 

These children were quite enthralled with her and 
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Miranda's hair (which was black with a fuschia streak on 

the left side), and one annoying little boy kept pulling 

Cecily's hair. His parents chose to ignore this. 

After the fifth pull, when the kid actually made off 

with a handful of Cecily's hair, Miranda said, "That's 

it." She stood up, impressive in all black, except for 

five fuschia heels, and grabbed the kid. "Where are your 

parents?" 

The kid started blubbering, and Cecily said, "Don't 

hurt him, Miranda." 

"I'm not going to hurt him, I'm just going to teach 

him some respect. Now, where are your parents?" 

The boy led Miranda up to the first class section, 

and a few minutes later, she came back. "Get this, 

Cecily, I'm towering over this woman, and she still 

managed to look down her nose at me." Miranda climbed 

over Cecily and got back in her seat. 

"She must be a Republican. They're good at that." 

"Speaking of Republicans, were you trying to pass 

for one?" 

Cecily stared down at her clothes, a loose fitting 

pink shirt, a flowing white skirt and white flats. She'd 

decided to not wear anything sleazy because when she'd 

called Paul back with the flight information, he'd seemed 

uneasy. While that was his usual reaction to most of the 

world, he'd never been that way with her. She didn't 
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want him nervous when she got off the plane. When 

Miranda first saw her this morning, she'd nearly 

swallowed her clove cigarette. Cecily was pleased with 

Miranda's sputterings about her looking "disgustingly 

innocent." 

"I just wanted to be comfortable," Cecily told 

Miranda. 

Cecily spotted Paul first. He was leaning against a 

wall, twisting a small ring on his right hand, and 

watching people through the veil of his hair. He wore a 

light blue shirt, untucked and half-buttoned, with a pair 

of tight jeans. His dark brown hair fell a few inches 

past his shoulders and was windblown. Cecily ran for 

him. 

Paul gave her a hug. She sulked a about the lack of 

a kiss, but accepted the fact that Paul would never be 

into public displays of affection. He shook Miranda's 

hand. As they walked to the baggage claim area, Paul 

told them he made reservations for them at the Holiday 

Inn closest to where the video would be shot later that 

night. He began to talk about the video, then paused and 

looked at Cecily. 

"Um, I like that outfit on you, Cecily, but, uh—" 

"She should wear something sleazier," Miranda said. 

"Yeah, that's it." 
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Cecily shot Miranda a spiteful glance before turning 

and smiling at Paul." 

Paul dropped Cecily and Miranda off at the hotel, 

giving them directions to the shot and orders to be there 

at nine o'clock. For lack of anything better to do, they 

went to the pool, had lunch and dinner, then returned to 

the room to shower. 

Wrapped in fluffy white towel, her hair twisted up 

in another, Cecily pondered her clothing. The outfit 

from this morning had only gotten a mild reaction out of 

Paul, but then what had she expected, dressing like some 

naive schoolgirl? She'd propositioned him, for God's 

sake, and now she was trying to look innocent? The whole 

idea seemed stupid now. 

Cecily chose to wear a dark purple silk minidress 

with black rhinestone studded belts around her hips. And 

of course, four inch black heels. Next, she rubbed a big 

blob of gel through her hair, blew it dry upside down, 

then teased it. Her make-up was perfect. 

She studied the effect in the mirror. Total heavy 

metal bimbo. No one would believe she'd scored a 1400 on 

her SAT's. If this didn't shock Paul into action, she 

didn't know what would. 

Miranda wore the clothes she'd worn on the plane. 

When they were both ready, they took a taxi to the shoot. 
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It was in an alley, which would've been dark, but was 

presently illuminated by four large spotlights. 

Mike Anton, Daydream's lead singer, greeted them. 

"Hey, you two look great! Oh, Cecily, Paul's not here; 

some guitar store's having a midnight madness sale, but 

he'll be here later." 

Cecily sighed. "Okay." She'd accepted that she 

would always come after guitars. Since Paul was always 

so nice and considerate to her, she let it slide. Of 

course, his being nice and considerate often left her 

frustrated. No wonder she'd been reduced to offering 

herself to him over the phone. 

The video director, a short man wearing a plaid 

blazer, indicated where Cecily and Miranda should stand. 

There were three other girls in the video, and they all 

had the vague look that Cecily associated with girls who 

were extremely pretty and knew they could rely on men to 

make all their decisions. They were nice enough, just 

not very bright. 

They had a very short scene in the video, but it 

took two hours to film because the fog machine 

alternately put too much fog or not enough. When the 

director was satisfied with the fog, they strutted down 

the alley to the beat of the music. Until tonight, 

Cecily had liked the song. Now, she thought if she heard 

it again, she'd throw up. She wondered if the band felt 
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the same way. Then she wondered if Paul was back from 

the sale yet. 

The director decided he liked the seventeenth take 

and let them go. Miranda went over to talk to the band, 

who had been watching from behind the cameras. Cecily 

didn't see Paul, so she sat in the back of a flatbed 

truck, and took her shoes off. She didn't normally run 

around in heels, certainly not for two hours at a time. 

After a few moments, Miranda came over. 

"Hey, Cecily, Sergio and I are going to a party in 

Marian Del Rey. Do you and Paul want to come?" 

"No, we had some other stuff planned already." She 

assumed, anyway. Where was he? Ignoring that thought, 

she asked, "Sergio?" 

"Yeah, the drummer." 

"Sergio is actually Edwin Goomsbacher who sat behind 

you in biology in high school." 

"I know that." 

"You hated him, Miranda." 

"I did not." 

"Yes, you did. 'Total moron from Geek Planet W,* I 

believe you called him." 

"He was a dork," Miranda said, as if talking to a 

small child, "but he's changed." 

"Yeah, his name." 

"And he's in a band." 
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"He was in a band in high school!" 

Miranda planted one hand on her hip, and pointed at 

Cecily. "Do you know why we're in a LA right now, 

Cecily? It's because Sergio asked Paul to invite me to 

be in the video, and the only way Paul could invite me 

was to invite you, too." 

"Paul didn't want me here?" Cecily wished a huge 

earthquake would hit, and a building fall on her. 

"I didn't say that. I just said having you here 

wasn't his idea." She put her arm around Cecily. "I'm 

sorry. I wasn't going to tell you that. Please don't be 

mad. " 

"I won't," she mumbled. She was just jealous. What 

did Miranda have that drove guys nuts? Why couldn't 

Cecily have just a little of it? Sometimes she thought 

she could walk down a street naked, and if Miranda were 

next to her, nobody would notice Cecily. 

"Paul's finally here, so you'd better go find him. 

I'll see you tomorrow, okay? And smile, would you?" 

Cecily gave Miranda a weak grin before turning 

around to find Paul. He was leaning on his car, scanning 

the area. He looks so sexy, she thought, and he doesn't 

like me. She pushed that out of her head with the idea 

that no man could resist a woman dressed like this. She 

smiled and walked over to him. 

"Hi, Paul," she said, and kissed him. He seemed 
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surprised, but kissed her back, briefly. "Did you buy a 

new guitar?" 

"Yeah, two, an Ibanez and a Jackson. They're 

totally cool, Cecily, the tone is incredible." He could 

go on for hours. 

"So, Paul, what did you want to do tonight?" Please 

let him say go back to his place. 

"Um, want a tour of Los Angeles?" 

Well, at least they'd be together. "Okay, sure." 

They drove around for awhile, and after about an 

hour, they went back to the hotel. 

Paul sat down on the bed, staring at the floor, 

twisting his ring. Cecily closed the door and leaned on 

it in what she hoped was a seductive pose. "Well?" she 

asked. 

"Well what?" he asked, peering at her through his 

hair. 

"Remember what you promised on the phone?" She 

walked over to the bed and sat down by him. 

He shifted away from her. "Oh, that." 

"What the hell does that mean?" 

"I can't make love to you." 

Cecily stared at him, unable to speak at first, but 

then sputtering out a high-pitched, "Why not?" 

He looked straight at her, no longer fidgeting. "I 

respect you too much." 
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What had he been doing/ reading books on chivalry? 

"What are you talking about?" 

"I admire you too much a person to treat you as an 

object of mere physical passion." It was the longest 

sentence he'd ever uttered, and she was certain he'd 

rehearsed it. 

"You, you, inconsistent twit! That's the stupidest 

thing you've ever said to me and you've said a lot of 

dumb things." She paused to catch her breath. "I 

suppose you'd have sex with Miranda, though." 

Paul had a vacuous look for a moment. Then he 

mumbled, tentatively, "Yeah, I guess so." 

"You would! I knew it!" She began fuming around 

around the room, arms crossed. "I just knew it! It's 

not that she's sexier, is it? And it certainly has 

nothing to do with intellect. It's because you don't 

respect her, right?" When he sort of nodded, she 

continued. "That doesn't cut it with me, Paul. You can 

do better than that, can't you? Wait, don't answer 

that." She stopped pacing and stood in front of him. 

"Well?" 

"Um, Cecily, I really like you. You're cool, you 

know? I mean, you were cool to me when I wasn't cool, 

just want to be your friend, thought, for now. Okay?" 

Paul giving her the just friends speech? She 

couldn't deal with this. She sat down in a chair and 



93 

began playing with her hair. "Maybe you should leave 

now. " 

"Cecily, uh, wait—" 

"What?" she moaned. 

"Okay, I'm going." He walked over to the door and 

opened it. "I'll, you know, call you." He closed the 

door. 

Two cliches from Paul in less than a minute. And 

that respect thing. She reached into Miranda's cooler 

and pulled out a Miller Lite. The taste of the beer 

reminded her of Stevie and the quarters game, and she 

wished she were having that much fun now. 

She turned on the TV, then turned it off. Should 

she cry? No, he wasn't worth it. Of course he is, you 

stupid twit, she thought miserably; you've had a crush on 

him since tenth grade. And he was a nerd then. Hell, 

he's a nerd now. That's when the tears started to fall. 

"There's a tear in my"beer," she sang, and began 

laughing, until she realized the only time she'd ever 

heard that song, she'd been with Paul. She crawled over 

to the bed and began to sob into the pillow. 

When she regained her composure a few minutes later, 

she went into the bathroom, washed her face, combed her 

hair and changed into a T-shirt and shorts. It was now 

almost three in the morning. She didn't feel like 

sleeping, so she picked up a newspaper off the floor, and 
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the entertainment section fell out. Flipping through it, 

she noticed that Stevie's band was playing at the 

Cathouse tomorrow. She'd wondered where they'd gone. 

Maybe she and Miranda could go see them, and see if 

Stevie would buy her anymore beer. 

But wait. Did she really want to go out with 

another guy in a band? And why would Stevie want her 

anyway? There were so many pretty girls in LA, and at 

the moment, Cecily felt about as attractive as a 

cockroach. She folded up the newspaper, crawled under 

the covers, and went to sleep. 

When she woke up, the sun was shining through the 

windows. Wincing, she got up and pulled the shades 

together. What time was it? She shuffled around the 

room, looking for her watch, which she found on the floor 

under her dress. It was 11:34 and Miranda wasn't back. 

Not that this was a surprise. 

Cecily was sitting on the balcony reading the paper 

when Miranda burst into the room. She ran out on to the 

balcony and sat in the chair across from Cecily. 

"How'd last night go?" Miranda asked. 

Cecily continued to stare at the paper. "It 

didn't." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Paul hates me." 

"No, he doesn't." 
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Cecily slammed down the newspaper and stood. "Look, 

you weren't here. He said he'd rather have sex with 

you." She went into the room and sat on the bed. 

Miranda followed and sat next to her. "That isn't 

really what he said, is it?" 

Miranda knew her and Paul too well. "Not 

precisely." 

"That's what I thought. Did you bring up this topic 

or did he?" 

Cecily smiled sheepishly. "I did." 

"Okay, now we both know that the little elevator in 

Paul's brain doesn't quite reach the top floor, right?" 

Cecily nodded, still smiling. "So he probably just going 

along with whatever you said, right?" 

"Okay, but that still doesn't change the fact that 

he's repulsed by me." 

"Cecily!" Miranda stood up, exasperated. "He is not 

repulsed by you. You scare him, yes, but—" 

"How do I scare him?" He was a foot taller than she 

was. 

"You're in college, Cecily. Paul probably had 

problems getting out of kindergarten." 

"He's not that stupid." 

"A-ha! You're still defending him, so what he said 

or did couldn't be that atrocious." She sat back down. 

"Let's go pick up some other men." 
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"I don't want any other man." She was sure she'd 

get over that eventually, but she just wanted to mope for 

awhile. 

Miranda sighed. "I was afraid you'd say that." She 

looked around the room, then down at her watch. "I have 

an idea." 

Uh-oh. "What?" 

"I'm going to shower and change clothes. You are 

going to look through the phone book and call pawn shops. 

She how much they'll give me for this." She handed 

Cecily her watch. 

"That's your Cartier!" Given to her by the son of a 

Nebraska senator. -& 
ff 

"Hey, I didn't pay for it. Now, after we get the 

money, we're going to Rodeo Drive in a limo and each buy 

something ridiculously overpriced. Okay?" 

"You sure you want to do this?" Cecily wasn't sure 

she could part with a Cartier. 

"Very." With that, Miranda went into the bathroom 

and Cecily began to flip through the yellow pages. 



THE NEOCLASSICAL BANDWAGON 

"Just pull the damn things tighter!" 

"If I pull them any tighter, you aren't going to be 

able to breathe." 

"It's a corset! You aren't supposed to be able to 

breathe wearing a corset." 

Miranda sighed and yanked on the ribbons. "If you 

want to suffocate, Cecily, that's your problem, but I 

personally wouldn't want to die at a costume party." 

Once Cecily was sure the corset was tight enough, 

she walked over to her bed, where the rest of her costume 

was set out, and began pulling on the pettiats. 

"Cecily," Miranda said as she began tying the first one. 

"What now?" 

"Maid Marian lived in the forest with Robin Hood, 

right?" 

"Yeah, so?" 

"So why the hell would she wear a corset? And all 

those stupid petticoats, for that matter. If she's out 

living in trees with her outlaw husband, the we can 

basically assume she scorns society's standards. . ." 

"Are you saying I should go to this party dressed 

like I was raised by wolves?" 

"Never mind." Miranda finished tying on the last 

petticoat. "There, can I go put on my costume now?" 

97 
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Cecily pulled the pink satin dress over her head. 

"After you zip me." Miranda zipped the dress and turned 

to walk out the door. 

"Can I say just one more thing?" 

"What?" Cecily held the crown of flowers she was 

going to weave through her hair. 

"Paul would make a better Robin Hood than Brett." 

Miranda smiled and shut the door. 

Cecily ran to the bedroom door, flung it open and 

yelled down the hall, "Paul wouldn't know the difference 

between a bow and an arrow!" Then, for effect, she 

slammed the door. She stomped back over to the dresser 

and began brushing her hair. It was no longer blue; now 

it was burgundy. Last week, MTV had shown the video that 

she and Miranda were in, and it seemed like everyone in 

Omaha (except Brett, who thought owning a TV was 

"definitely not cool") had seen it. The distinctive blue 

hair got to be a little too distinctive, plus it reminded 

her of Paul (since he had suggested the color), so she 

changed it. 

Although she had sworn off ever dating a guy in a 

band again after Paul's rejection of her, Brett was 

different. For one thing, he was in college. She'd met 

him in her British history class (hence Robin Hood and 

Maid Marian for this Mardi Gras party), and, more 

importantly, he had a real job. Granted, it was in 
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another branch of the record store where she worked, but 

it was something. Paul probably couldn't fill out a job 

application. 

Cecily finished putting on her make-up, wove the 

pink flowers into her hair, then teased it (she was sure 

Maid Marian never teased her hair, but Cecily couldn't 

stand to leave hers straight). But when she tried to sit 

down on her bed to put to put on the slippers that 

matched the dress, the corset immediately pinched her 

ribs and the petticoats bunched up. After some 

maneuvering, she was able to get the shoes on, and 

quickly stood up, gasping for breath. Maybe she should 

ask Miranda to loosen the corset. No. That would mean 

admitting Miranda was right. 

When she could breathe normally, she opened the door 

and walked down the hall to the bathroom where Miranda 

was transforming herself into Aphrodite, the goddess of 

love. "Whaddya think?" Miranda asked, modeling the 

almost sheer silver toga. 

"Well, it's practically indecent." 

Miranda smiled broadly. "Good." She inspected 

Cecily. "You look great. Ready to go?" 

The car ride to the party was pure hell. When they 

finally arrived, Cecily jumped out of Miranda's black BMW 

(bought for her by a former boyfriend) and tried to catch 
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her breath before Miranda noticed. 

"I can loosen that thing for you, you knov." 

"I'm. . .fine." 

"I hope so, because Robin Hood is on his way over. 

Oh, look, there's Jason Davenport dressed as a Smurf. 

See ya." 

Cecily watched as Miranda, her silver toga 

shimmering, walked over to Jason. Suddenly, Cecily was 

grabbed from behind as Brett turned her around and pulled 

her against him. "You look really hot tonight, Cecily," 

he whispered against her neck, and began licking it. 

"Brett. . .1 can't. . .1 can't breathe," she panted, 

trying to push him away. 

He held her tighter. "Yeah, I really want you too, 

babe. " 

Cecily groaned inwardly. "No, Brett. . .1 really. . 

.can't . . . breathe." 

He let go of her and she fell back against the car, 

clutching her stomach. "God, you're cold," Brett said. 

"I've known you for nearly a month and you never let me 

touch you." 

"You weren't touching me, you were smothering me. 

There's a difference." Paul never smothered her; Paul 

was always a gentleman. Which, of course, was one of the 

problems with him. Not that she had to worry about him 

anymore. 



101 

"Okay, whatever. Let's go inside and get a drink." 

The ballroom was fairly crowded, and it took them a few 

minutes to get over to the bar. Once there, Cecily was 

horrified as she noticed the huge video screen in the 

back of the room. What if they showed Daydream's video? 

She'd never told Brett she was in it. And then it 

happened. The opening riff to "Call of the Wild." She 

watched the screen, thinking how good Paul looked, when 

Brett interrupted her thoughts. 

"Later, I could give you a real one," he whispered 

huskily, handing her a drink. 

"A real what?" she asked, still distracted. 

"A screaming orgasm." 

"Excuse me?" 

Brett rolled his eyes. "The drink I ordered you is 

called a screaming orgasm." 

"How clever." She looked back at the screen. 

"The guitarist in this band sucks," Brett said. 

Cecily stiffened. "You'd know talent about as well 

as you'd know a screaming orgasm." 

At that moment, her scene came onto the screen, and 

Cecily downed her entire drink. 

"Hey, that's Miranda, and that's. . .that's you, 

isn't it?" She set her glass down slowly and nodded. 

"So who'd you sleep with to get in it?" 

"Nobody, you ignorant bastard. I went to high 
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school with Paul and the rest of the band, and why am I 

explaining this to you?" She turned to the bartender, 

who was dressed as Zorro. "Give me another one." She 

turned back to Brett, who was glaring at her. 

"So you slept with Paul Varney." 

"No, he didn't want to." Mortified at what she'd 

just said, she grabbed her drink from Zorro, again 

drained the glass, and put it back on the bar. 

"You're too weird for me, Cecily," said Brett, and 

then sauntered off. Good riddance, she thought, he had 

the stupidest Robin Hood costume since Errol Flynn. 

She turned back to the bar and, finding her glass 

refilled, promptly emptied it. 

Zorro leaned over the bar. "Want another one, 

Cecily?" 

"Yeah" She paused. "Zach?" When he nodded, she 

laughed, "The Gay Blade, right?" 

He stepped back and bowed. "At your service." 

Cecily wished he wasn't gay, since he was not only one of 

the nicest guys she'd ever met, but one of the best 

looking, too. Even with the stupid mask. 

As he handed her the drink, he asked, "Do you know 

what's in this?" 

"No, but it's good." 

"That's your fourth one, right?" 

"I think so." 
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"Kahlua, Bailey's, vodka and amaretto." 

"That's it?" 

"What do you mean, 'that's it'? There's four 

different--" 

"I know, I know. There's nothing to dilute the 

alcohol?" 

He shrugged. "Ice." 

"Oh, God." Cecily looked frantically around the 

room. She hadn't eaten dinner. "Zach, you have to get 

me out of here." 

"Oh, shit, you're not gonna throw up, are you?" 

"No, but very shortly, I'm going to start acting 

really stupid, and I'd rather that a large number of 

people didn't have to witness it, okay?" 

"Okay, can you wait five minutes? I have a break 

then." 

She nodded, and when he went to serve some other 

people, she turned back to the crowd. She spotted 

Miranda and a Smurf on the dance floor, and next to them, 

a naked woman. Cecily blinked twice, then realized the 

woman was actually wearing a flesh-colored body suit. 

"Lady Godiva," said the man next to Cecily. 

"Oh," she said. And she'd thought Miranda's outfit 

was risque. 

"And you are?" 

"Maid Marian." She looked the man. "My God, your 
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nose is huge!" She clamped her hand over her mouth. 

"I'm sorry, it's the scream—I had four very strong 

drinks, I just—" 

"I'm Cyrano de Bergerac." 

"Oh, thank God." 

He laughed. "Where's Robin Hood?" 

"Hopefully, the Sheriff of Nottingham strung him up 

by his, uh, toes. Is Roxanne around?" 

"She left with Donatello." 

"I'm sorry." 

"It gets worse. It was Donatello the Ninja Turtle." 

"I'm really sorry." 

"That's okay. I believe that's Zorro motioning 

frantically for you." 

Cecily looked around. "Where?" 

"By the door to the garden." 

"Thanks." She tried to walk over to the door, but 

she couldn't seem to manage a straight line. Grasping 

onto a chair, she looked back at the bar. "Cyrano?" 

"Yes, Marian?" 

"Would you be so kind as to walk me to the door?" 

"But of course." 

He gallantly offered his elbow, which she took 

regally, and they strolled across the room. Well, Cecily 

hoped they strolled, since for her anyway, the whole 

place was spinning. 
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When they reached the doorway, Cyrano bowed to her, 

and she giggled, something she never did when she was 

sober. Zach quickly led Cecily to the far end of the 

terrace. 

"You know," he said, grinning, as they were walking, 

"what they say about men with big noses." 

They stopped walking. "No, what?" 

Zach rolled his eyes. "You know." When Cecily 

continued to look at him blankly, he sighed. "That 

they're well endowed." 

Cecily's eyes got very big, she grinned sheepishly. 

"Yeah, I think I've heard that. 

"Cecily, 'Maid' Marian is appropriate for you, isn't 

it?" 

"I. . .well. . .no. . .sort of." She was really 

embarrassed now. 

"Either you are or you aren't." 

"Okay, I've had sex twice. And it was horrible." 

"Twice? You mean with two different guys." 

"No, twice, with the same guy." She kicked a rock. 

"I expected it to be pretty bad the first time, but this 

guy, he said it would be better the second time." 

"And it wasn't?" 

"No. So he said something must be wrong with me." 

"What a shithead. I hope you don't believe that." 

She smiled up at Zach. "I don't." 
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"Good. And why don't you?" 

"Remember Paul Varney?" 

"The guitarist you had a crush on in high school?" 

"And after we graduated, until about four months 

ago, actually." She looked at Zach, still smiling. 

"And?" he asked. 

"And what?" 

"God, you are drunk. Something about Paul making 

you realize nothing was wrong with you." 

"Oh, yeah. Well, when he used to kiss me, uh. . . 

this is embarrassing." 

"What?" Zach asked, frustrated. 

"Well, um, he made my toes tingle." 

"Really?" Zach grinned. 

"Yeah." 

"And you let him go?" 

Cecily's smile faded. "I didn't have much choice in 

the matter." 

"I'm sorry, let's change the topic. Who was that 

jerk you came here with?" 

"Ugh. Brett. He's in one of my classes." 

"Oh. Well, he's leaving with Lady Godiva." 

"He what?" Cecily carefully stepped up on a bench 

to see better. "He can't do that." 

"What do you care? You agreed that he's a jerk." 

Exasperated, she began to explain. "He is a jerk, 
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but he's also Robin Hood. Robin lived in the late 

twelfth century, during the reign of Richard the 

Lionheart, whereas Lady Godiva, who lived during the 

mid-eleventh century, had been dead for over a hundred 

years. Zach," she said, shaking his shoulders, "they 

simply can't be together!" 

"Cecily?" 

"What?" 

"You're raving." 

She looked around to see if anyone had witnessed her 

speech. It didn't appear that anyone had, and, still 

holding onto Zach, she stepped off the bench. 

"I wouldn't be raving if you hadn't given me those 

damn drinks." 

"Hey, you drank them." 

"Yeah, well. . ." 

Zach looked over Cecily's shoulder. "Look at that 

fine guy over there in the marine dress coat. And he's 

tall, too. You know what they say about tall men," he 

added, winking. 

"Yeah, that I'm too short for them." Curiosity got 

the best of her, though, and she slowly turned around to 

check the guy out. He was tall, thin, had long brown 

hair. . .it couldn't be him. Then she noticed him 

twisting the ring on his right hand. She grabbed Zach. 

"It's Paul. What the hell am I supposed to do?" 
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"You could go talk to him." 

"Nooo," she whined. 

"My break's over. I gotta go, but, hey, if a man 

made my toes tingle, I'd do whatever I could to get him 

back. Okay? Bye." Then he left her. 

As she stood there, somewhat shaky, she listened to 

the music coming from inside, an Eric Martin song called 

"These are the Good Times." Paul had figured it out on 

his guitar one day just for Cecily. 

Turning around and gesturing towards a tree, she 

said, "Oh, yeah, Eric, I'm just so fucking happy." And 

then the tears started to fall. "My date leaves with 

some tramp, the reason I can't relate to normal men is 

here and looking quite fine, I must say. Breathing has 

become optional with this damn corset, and I'm going to 

feel really, really rotten in the morning." 

"Uh, Cecily?" 

Not turning, she said, ""Hello, Paul." 

"Who were you talking to?" 

"This tree. Don't you think it looks like Eric 

Martin?" She wiped the tears away and glanced over at 

Paul. He was studying the tree. 

"No," he answered, shaking his head. But he 

continued to stare at the tree. 

When Cecily had her composure back, she turned 

around. "How have you been?" 
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Paul didn't say anything for a long time. He just 

stared at her, his hazel eyes wide open. Then he met her 

gaze. "You look like a princess, Cecily," he told her 

quietly. 

It was the most flattering compliment she'd ever 

heard, and she thought she was going to start crying 

again. 

"Are you okay?" Paul asked. 

"I'm just really drunk, that's all." 

Paul smiled, and taking her hand, began to lead her 

down a path. Cecily thought there should be a law 

against this man smiling, because it just made him all 

the more appealing. "So, like, that's why you're hiding 

out here?" 

"Yes, where are we going?" 

"I know how you get when you're drunk." 

"How do I 'get'?" 

"Well, there was that time when you and, um, Miranda 

were burping to 'We Are the World'." He stopped walking 

and she nearly lost her balance. "Here's a bench. Do 

you want to, you know, sit down?" 

Leaning against him, she sighed. "I can't." 

Paul looked down at her. "Why not?" 

Knowing the futility of explaining a corset to Paul, 

Cecily said, "Never mind. But you can sit if you want 

to." 
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"You won't fall over?" 

She giggled. "No." 

Paul sat down and immediately began twisting his 

ring. Cecily, upon seeing this, immediately began 

forming a plan. 

"You look very sexy tonight, Paul." 

Although it was too dark for her to be certain, she 

could've sworn he blushed, and he definitely couldn't 

look her in the eye. "You, um, you think so?" 

Cecily walked over and stood directly in front of 

him. She put her arms around his neck and wound her 

fingers through his hair. "All right, Paul," she 

whispered, "I'm going to try this one more time." She 

leaned her head down and began kissing him. Paul wrapped 

his arms around her waist and gently pulled her closer. 

Cecily thought that Robin Hood had probably never kissed 

Maid Marian half as well as Paul was kissing her now. As 

he started trailing kisses down her neck, she murmured, 

"I guess you're willing to cooperate now." 

"Whatever." One of his hands caressed her nape as 

he brought his lips back to hers. 

"Well, well, well, I guess that corset doesn't 

hinder things too much now, does it, Cecily?" It was 

Miranda, accompanied by the Smurf. 

"Not as much as you seem to hinder them, Miranda." 

Cecily disentangled herself from Paul. "I assume you 
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have a reason for being here." 

"Why, yes, my dear friend. Papa Smurf and I are 

leaving and I just wanted to make sure you had a ride 

home." 

"I don't know." Paul came up behind her and slipped 

his arms around her waist. She looked up at him. "Do I 

have a ride home?" 

"Well, I could drive you." 

Miranda said, "Come up with that idea yourself, 

Paul? Well, we're outta here." Miranda began to leave, 

but the Smurf was content just to watch her walk. "Come 

on, Jason." He grinned idiotically and followed her. 

Cecily twisted around in Paul's arms. "Now, where 

were we?" 

"Over there on the bench." 

Cecily looked at him incredulously. "Of course." 

As they walked back over to the bench, Paul asked 

hesitantly, "Cecily, what's a corset?" 



ONE MORE THING 

Cecily's day did not start off well. She never 

heard her alarm ring and woke up fifteen minutes before 

she should have been leaving for school. 

"Shit," she muttered, mentally vowing to clobber 

Paul for making her watch Re-Animator with him until two 

in the morning. She crawled out of bed and slammed into 

the wall. Holding her head, she knelt down an grabbed 

the first two pieces of clothing she could find. She 

changed into the oversized white T-shirt and jeans while 

stumbling into the kitchen in search of breakfast. She 

looked around for a Carnation breakfast bar, but instead 

found the remote control for the TV. She flipped it on 

to make sure the world hadn't ended (if it had, she could 

bo back to bed), she discovered Charlie Sheen on Good 

Morning America. 

"How come he gets to look so good this early?" 

Cecily grumbled. Not taking her eyes off the screen, she 

groped around for the breakfast bar. She located it on 

the toaster, and munched happily while admiring Charlie. 

She decided it was worth missing the first few minutes of 

class to hear him talk about his new movie. She'd have 

to see it with Miranda, though, since Paul was leaving in 

the morning. 

Momentarily depressed, Cecily frowned. She'd 
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promised herself she wouldn't dwell on that. To cheer 

herself up, she thought about all the lewd comments she 

and Miranda could make regarding Charlie and what they'd 

like to do with him. 

As the interview ended, she poured herself a glass 

of milk and sauntered into the bathroom. The good mood 

ended when she looked in the mirror. 

"Bleah," she said, leaning closer to her reflection. 

If Paul knew she looked like this in the morning, he'd 

never want to spend the night. She put on mascara, then 

tried to run a brush through her hair. Normally, she 

would just wash the ton of hairspray out in the shower, 

but, now, already running five minutes late, she'd have 

to force the brush through. After pulling out several 

large clumps of hair, Cecily managed to put her hair into 

a somewhat orderly ponytail. With one more "bleah" to 

the mirror, she grabbed her keys, bookbag and Paul's jean 

jacket and ran out to the car. 

She unlocked the car and tossed in the bookbag. She 

became aware, at that point, that she had forgotten to 

put on a bra. Cecily pulled on the jacket, deciding no 

one would notice. "No one would notice if you left the 

jacket off, either, you idiot," she said, climbing into 

the car. "Okay, please start today." The car, as usual, 

was in no mood to cooperate. It stalled several times, 

but Cecily slammed her foot down on the accelerator and 
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shifted into drive. There was a hesitant lurch before 

the car began to roll forward. 

Once she was sure the car wouldn't stall, she turned 

on the radio. "Here's the new one from Omaha's own 

Daydream," the DJ intoned. "Hey, in case you didn't 

know, they start a major tour with Motley Crue in three 

days." 

Cecily ground her teeth. "Yes, I know. Now every 

bimbo in America will be slobbering all over Paul." To 

drown out the negative thoughts, she turned up the song. 

She was calm again when the song ended, until the DJ 

said, "Hey, girls, I'll bet you have some interesting 

daydreams about those boys, eh?" 

"AAARRG! Shut up!" To spite the DJ, she flipped 

the dial to classical music station. "Take that, ye 

scurvy dogs. Ha!" Unfortunately, the station was 

playing Wagner, whom she hated. At a stoplight, she 

rummaged around for a tape. 

When she looked up, the light turned green. She 

glanced in the rearview mirror just in time to notice a 

huge Bronco speeding towards her with no intention of 

stopping. It slammed into Cecily's car with a sickening 

crunch and pushed it into a Cadillac with another crunch. 

Cecily sat dazed for a minute. A wreck. She'd had 

a wreck. She always told everyone she wanted to be in a 

wreck so she could get rid of her car. Now, however, she 
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did not want to be in a wreck. Her forehead hurt. 

An elderly lady tapped on Cecily's window with a 

cane. "Honey, are you okay? Why don't you get out of 

the car." Cecily undid her seatbelt, and felt something 

warm and sticky drip down the side of her face. She 

looked in the rearview mirror and saw a gash on her 

forehead. 

"I'm bleeding," she said, touching the wound. Then 

she passed out. 

Cecily became aware of voices. 

A male voice ranted, "Jesus, I don't need this. I'm 

late for work." 

And I'm really going to be late for school, you 

bozo, Cecily thought. 

"Honey, wake up. That cut's nasty, but you'll 

live." 

Cecily reluctantly opened her eyes. She was lying 

on the sidewalk surrounded by a small circle of people. 

The lady with the cane helped her sit up. "Here, honey, 

hold this against your forehead." Cecily gingerly 

pressed the cloth against the gash. "Now why don't you 

try walking around? You're going to have to get used to 

it. I don't think you'll be driving your car again." 

The lady assisted Cecily to her feet, and the circle 

of people parted. Cecily saw her car mashed like an 

accordian between the Bronco and the Cadillac. "My 
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parents are going to kill me." 

"It wasn't your fault." 

"Just how long does it take the damn cops to get 

here?" a man bellowed. He stomped over to Cecily. 

"Look, let's just exchange information. I'm late for 

work." 

"Look here, mister," the lady said, thwacking the 

man on the leg with her cane, "this young woman is 

injured. Don't you think a police report just might be 

necessary?" 

"Okay, you two wait for the cops." 

She whapped his leg again. "If you hadn't been in 

such a damn hurry to begin with, none of this would've 

happened. Since this is all your fault, I suggest you 

just shut up and wait." She turned to Cecily. "We need 

to call someone to come get you, honey. What's your 

name?" 

"Cecily Devereaux." 

"I'm Emily Jackson. That's my husband Herbert over 

there. He just about had a heart attack when your car 

hit us." 

The mad did look rather pale. "Is he okay?" 

"Oh, fine. Now, Cecily, can we call your parents?" 

They found a pay phone by the service station on the 

street corner. First she called her mom, a nurse, who 

was in the emergency room tending to a gunshot victim. 
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Did that stuff happen in Omaha? 

Next, she tried to reach her dad, a banker. He was 

in a private meeting with the bank president, the man he 

often called a "toad." 

Finally, she tried Miranda, who was either not home 

or didn't want to be disturbed. Cecily hung up the 

phone. "I'll just try my parents again later." 

"How about a boyfriend?" 

"I can't call Paul." 

Emily looked at her strangely. "Why not?" 

"Because I look like sh—because I don't look very 

good right now." 

"Dear, you've just been in a car accident." 

"Not that! My hair's in a ponytail, I'm wearing the 

same clothes I wore yesterday--" 

Emily handed her the phone. "Just call him." 

Cecily sighed and dialed the number. It rang seven 

times before Michael, the bassist, picked it up. 

"Hello?" he yawned. 

"Hi, Michael. Can I speak to Paul, please?" 

"He's probably sleeping." 

"This is Cecily. Could you please go wake him up?" 

"Hold on." He dropped the phone and Cecily could 

hear his footsteps. A few moments later, Paul picked up 

another extension. 

"Cecily? What's up? It's like only nine or 
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something." 

"I'm sorry. Were you asleep?" 

"No, I was practising." As usual. "Aren't you 

supposed to be in class?" 

"I had a car accident, and my car is totalled. Do 

you think you could come get me?" 

"Yeah, of course. Where are you? Are you okay? 

When did it happen?" 

God, he was hyper for this early in the morning. 

"I'm fine, and I'm at 72nd and Dodge. I'll tell you the 

rest later." 

"Okay, I'll be there in a few minutes." 

She hung up the phone and went over to where Emily 

was giving her version of what happened tot he police. 

Cecily pulled the cloth off her forehead and noticed 

that, for the most part, the gash had stopped bleeding. 

The officer finished questioning Emily and turned to 

the driver of the Bronco. Cecily glanced at Herbert, who 

was leaning on the Cadillac, clutching his heart. 

"Mrs. Jackson, are you sure your husband is okay?" 

"Oh, he's fine. He always does that to get my 

attention. He forgets he has a pacemaker. His heart 

can't stop. Herbert's never been to bright." 

Would this be her and Paul in fifty years? "I know 

that feeling. My boyfriend is kind of, no, he's really 

dense." 



119 

"Uh, ma'am?" the police officer said. 

"That's you, dear." 

The officer took one look at Cecily and said, 

"You're going to need stitches for that cut." 

"St-stitches?" 

"Afraid so." 

Emily patted Cecily's hand. "It'll be okay. Have 

your boyfriend hold your hand." 

Cecily kicked a rock. "No problem. He's fascinated 

by the sight of blood." 

Emily seemed confused. "What?" 

"Oh, nothing, Paul's a little weird." 

"Is his car sort of a lime green color?" 

"Yeah, why?" 

"Because," Emily paused, resting her hand on 

Cecily's arm. "Cecily, you didn't tell me your boyfriend 

was Paul Varney." 

Cecily was speechless for a moment, then said, "You 

know who Paul is?" 

"I request Daydream's video everyday on Dial MTV." 

"You do?" 

"Oh, yes, and Paul's my favorite. You talk to the 

policeman, Cecily, and I'll go talk to Paul." Cecily 

watched Emily trot over to intercept Paul. Great, not 

only do I have to worry about the 14-year-olds, but • 

grandmothers, too. 
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"Uh, Miss Devereaux?" 

It dawned on Cecily that the officer had heard the 

entire conversation, and she blushed. Then she wondered 

how she could blush when it seemed like most of her blood 

was in her hair and on the jacket. She started to laugh, 

but instead asked, "Yes, sir?" 

As the officer questioned her about the accident, 

she watched Emily flirt with Paul. When the officer 

finally finished, he patted Cecily on the back and asked, 

"You're going to get that cut looked at, aren't you?" 

"Yes, sir, my mother's a nurse." 

"Okay. Now, that tow truck driver will take care of 

your car as soon as you get your stuff out. Then, go 

rescue your boyfriend from Mrs. Jackson." 

Cecily retrieved her bookbag and tapes and came up 

behind Emily just in time to hear her say, "And who was 

that flake in the video with the blue hair?" 

"Oh, uh, that was--Cecily! You said you were okay." 

''That little scratch?" Emily said. "It's nothing." 

"It needs stitches," Cecily muttered. 

"Well, then, we should like go to a hospital or 

something." 

"Brilliant idea, Paul." 

He put his arm around her. "It was, um, nice 

meeting you, Mrs. Jackson." 

"Oh, Paul, the pleasure was all mine," Emily said, 
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batting her eyelashes. 

Cecily rolled her eyes and pulled on Paul's hand. 

"C'mon, let's go. Goodbye, Mrs, Jackson." 

As Paul opened the car door for Cecily, he asked, 

"You're not like jealous of Mrs. Jackson, are you?" 

"I'm not like jealous, I am jealous." She slumped 

down in her seat. "It's stupid, I know." She looked at 

him as he started the Camaro. "She called me a flake." 

"She didn't know it was you. Um, in case you 

haven't noticed, your hair's not blue anymore." 

"Thank you for pointing that out." 

"It looks kinda cool with the blood mixed in it." 

"Right." 

"I like the blood on my jacket, too. Don't like 

wash it or anything." 

"Paul. . ." she said, as he pulled into traffic. 

"Can I tell the rest of the guys that you got into a 

fight with some chick that made a pass at me or 

something?" 

"No, you can't." 

"Maybe some chick that's like about eighty and has a 

cane?" 

"If my head didn't hurt so bad, I'd be forced to 

beat you up." 

"I'm sorry." 

"You drank a Jolt, didn't you?" 
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He nodded. "Two." 

"God, you should be the one going to the hospital." 

"We're going to your mom's hospital, right? You 

want your mom to put in the stitches?" 

"I don't want anyone to put them in." 

"But, you need--" 

"I know, Paul. I guess if someone has to torture 

with a needle, it might as well be my own mother." She 

slid further into the seat and closed her eyes. "You 

know the way there." 

me 



GREG, THE CAT, AND THE 

VERY ANNOYING BULLHORN 

So I'm sitting there playing the theme song from 

"Phantom of the Opera" when this asshole with a bullhorn 

flings open the door to the auditorium and yells "Hey, 

quit playing with your organ!" I decide to go home, 

though not to play with my organ. I figure the cat's 

pretty neurotic by now. If I'm gone for too long, when I 

get home, the cat attaches himself to my leg and won't 

let go. Then later, to really get his revenge, he'll 

shred an entire roll of toilet paper. Or gnaw on the 

edge of my autographed Clive Barker novel. 

So I drive on home, in my orange Gremlin, and decide 

to go through the car wash at the Exxon. I drive in and 

pop in a tape, Racer X's "Moonage Daydream;" I'm not 

really paying attention to the car wash, I'm sort of 

reminiscing about the time I phased Paul Gilbert across a 

hotel lobby. He escaped me my ducking into the men's 

room. Well, he wouldn't have, except this huge steroid 

jock stud rent-a-cop gladiator security guard person 

caught me before I got in. Well, I'm thinking of the 

moment that Paul stuck his head out the door to make sure 

I was gone, when I notice that the car wash is on it's 

fifth cycle. I only got the dollar wash, so this is 

baffling to me. I wind up being stuck in there for six 
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songs, and I'm thinking that I'm never going to have to 

wash the damn car again, when it finally stops. I drive 

out really fast. 

On the road, two assholes in a Jeep pull up next to 

me. One leans out the window with a bullhorn and yells, 

"This is the EPA! Get that piece of shit off the road!" 

I just want to get home, but I stop in the grocery store 

to pick up some Bonkers to appease the cat. I'm roaming 

down the pet care aisle, but the store only carries 

Pounce. This will not appease his majesty. I knew what 

he wanted. I had to find some Bonkers. My night is not 

going well. 

So I go to another store, and head for the pet 

aisle, and there, blocking the Bonkers is this really 

corpulent, Jabba the Hut cholesterol swilling blob who is 

eyeing the Bonkers a little too intently. He also has a 

copy of Aeschylus' Oresteia trilogy in his back pocket. 

As I'm wondering what sort of pretentious, lots of time 

to kill foreign film liking loser dipshit reads 

Aeschylus, he finally picks the tuna flavored Bonkers and 

moves out of the way. Slowly. I, in turn, grab the 

tuna flavor and head to the express line. Why are they 

never open when I have less than five items? I wind up 

in line behind a guy with a rose, a six pack of Old 

Milwaukee and a twelve pack of Trojans. Ribbed, I notice 

as he fills out his check with the blazing speed of a 
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tree sloth. 

I pay for the Bonkers in nickels, then dash out to 

the parking lot in time to hear the guys with the 

bullhorn hecking the guy who'd been in line in front of 

me. "This is the FDA!" one of them screeched. "We're 

going to have to confiscate that beer! Go back and get 

some Bud!" 

I run for my car. I really don't want to be heckled 

a third time. I get home, open the front door, and see 

my boyfriend Greg sitting on the floor watching Mystery 

Science Theatre 3000, the cat on his lap. My search for 

Bonkers was in vain. The cat loves Greg, which is good 

because he hated my last boyfriend. Well, I did, too, by 

the end. I'd come home one night to find that he'd eaten 

my last burrito. As I'd pushed him out the door, the cat 

had mangled the bonehead's left leg. 

But Greg and the cat get along fine. Greg and I get 

along fine. He doesn't eat my food without asking, and 

he's sort of a nerd, so he's kind of grateful to have a 

girlfriend, I think. 

"There's some guys running around campus with a 

bullhorn," I tell him. 

"Do you want to go get a beer or something?" he 

asks, turning around and looking at me through those 

ridiculously thick glasses. People get so hung up on 

those that they don't realize what a great butt Greg has. 
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I'd seen him from behind first, and knew I just had to 

meet the man to whom that butt belonged. 

"As long as it's not Old Milwaukee/" I tell him. He 

looks at me oddly, so I say, "Are you sure you want to go 

now? There's an hour left on the show." 

He looks at me sadly. "No, this is one of the 

episodes with Mike, not Joel." That's Greg for you. 

When Joel left MST3K for whatever reason, and Mike took 

over, Greg was inconsolable. My boyfriend, the Mystery 

Science Theatre purist. 

We go out to a bar in Greg's generic Toyota, and 

meet up with a couple of his friends. I wind up sitting 

next to a guy I don't know, and he pulls a pack of Camel 

filterless cigarettes and lights one. "An ex-boyfriend 

of mine used to smoke those," I tell him, "he's dead 

now." The guy stubs out the cigarette and turns away 

from me. My ex, Bob, wasn't actually killed by the 

cigarettes, not directly. He'd been driving in his 

bright red, phallic symbol extension of his penis 

bitchin' Camaro trying to light a cigarette, and he 

hadn't seen the Heineken truck that veered out of 

control and flattened him. The way I figure it, though, 

he would've wanted to go that way—in his Camaro, with a 

cigarette and tons of beer on top of him. 

Anyway, the group of us decide to go see the movie 

Alive, which is showing on campus for a quarter. I'm not 
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really into movies about cannibalism, but the reformed 

smoker insists that it's a sensitive, life-affirming 

movie. I'm not really into those kinds of movies, 

either, but it's only a quarter. I should've stayed home 

and let the cat gnaw on me. The guys with the bullhorn 

show up to the movie. "Eat Vincent Spano first!" one of 

them yells. "Pass the ketchup!" screeches the other. 

Greg and his friends are laughing. They haven't been 

tormented by these two all night. 

I get up and walk out of the theatre. Greg, 

naturally, follows a few minutes later. "Those guys are 

pretty funny," he says. 

"Fucking hilarious," I tell him. "Wait 'til they 

see your glasses." 

Some barefoot guy comes running out of the 

auditorium amidst a bullhorn blast of, "This is the 

fashion police! Go put some shoes on!" 

Greg looks back into the auditorium, then at me. 

"Yeah, I guess you're right," he says. He puts his arm 

around me, and walk out. "Do you want to watch The 

Muppet Movie?" he asks. 

"Yeah," I tell him. Greg always knows what I want. 

As we walk under the moonlight to the Toyota, we 

hear the guys with the bullhorn one last time. "Hey, 

more corpses!" one yells, as the other screams out, 

"Great! Dessert!" 


