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THE KID WAS TOO YOUNG
to be thee.It was a bar st&ed with
local men ke-thities and upand he
thought he needed tetgoud in his hite
cotton t-shit to male it dear he &s intimi
daed by neither cold nor thearking dass
He reminded me ofomething | had.The ight
hgppened outsidé dont remember the lgin
ning but | remember thehe cametane and ve
grgppled.| felt the pung stength in his ans
when he had both hands oy shouldes,and
soon | vas looking tathe sndron his ce and
thinking dout hav | was &out to losel was
remindedtoo, of how udy people becomehean
they try too had.

Empty steet,street lightsthe front of the ta-
em, sidavalk,some icea few piles ofsnow, and
two men stnggling with one anothdbreasts afe
with gredly misdiected passionSuprisingy, |
twisted fee He seemed spiiised ly it, too, so |
crakked him in the nose

He fell and | an and dr 15 mimtes | &It as
though it vould be alrightt was ory after | gt
home thal realizd ny hand \as manigd.

On Wednesdga| didn't bother @ing to vork
a the supeanaket,since | kne | couldrt bag
and | couldi stodk and no one as integsted in
cutting me anslak, especiall Kelly, Mr. Big
Man.They all heat wha hgppened to the hand,
as this ws not a big ten, and thee was some
talk tha this kid haddund out vhere | worked.

Once Enjoyed

“I see”

The doctor shrgged.“It is wha it is”

“I don't have insuance’

“Your hand doedncae.” | staed & him.
“Well work out a pgment plari,he said.

I was angy & the nevs but | liked this doctor
and hav bored he \as It made me think heas
good.He explained to me &t | could expect ifl
tried to ride it out and just let it heal on s p
which | had done once or twice with smaller
things In this casghough,this was ny right
hand,and it vas petty much a question of
whether or not it wuld work again,and Il just
sy the thought ofmeteoric det is not frighten
ing compaed to being the guy using his hook-
hand to open besi your bithday paty.

Besided was tied of restating nry life.

“OK,” | told him.“Do your thing’

$8,000it turns out,is hav muad it costs to
repair yurself after yu puntr someonegu
dorit know for no easonby the vay.

ALTHOUGH PERHAPS THERE
were reasons after alllived in
Kaukaunapis, | was 39 andlonel was
a felon brewer, and this winter as alkeag
unbeaale In the summer themell of
Kaukauna is the smelll@firnt shit mixed with
ground-up ctle-lips——come see us some
time——Hut | would tale tha over a fozen
Wisconsinarualy when things & not vell with
your soulMy gitfriend amie vas @ne moved to

All of these easons compelled me to call in and St.Louis & the end ofSeptembeyfor a job At

officialy retire from my caeer as argcer

After lund | drove to the hospital in ®en
Bay and shaed them m lump of mea.

“S0000q’" said the doctonodding with
respectnot bothering to todcit because | guess
he knev wha he needed to kmgvisualy. “Wha
hgppened hey,then?”

“I had a fght; | told him.Best not to lie to
doctoss, eer. They know, anyway.

He odered up X-ays and not long afteand
he came b&dnto the oom and stuca &w into
the vall of lightsHe said;OK, Mr—" Here he
looked br my name on the coer of the X-iay.

“Herb.”

“Mr. Herh OK,” he said‘See this?He
pointed to a kadkle with his penvhere he
pointed,my bones loakd lile a ner delta.
“Youte ging to need some pjhie said:T ha
also means syary.”

“Wha kind of pins?”

“Small metal onés

least ths wha she saidder departure corelaed
exacty with me telling her Ied her ér the frst
time

| took it easy the night bghomel did not
think @out the police &wing | did not think aout
the consequences afiother aest,or the teror of
going bak to prisonpr tha truly, | would rther be
deadNo lie It was a casual nightnade supper
and | ¢eaned as best | couttit] the dishesnade a
vodka,and vent to the coutto enjy theVicodin.
Alcohol andvicodin and a shwcalled NCIS tha
could not quite undstand.

There were some god things to thinkkeout,
though,and so | thoughtteut them and leaned
into my buzz.For examplel liked the éeling of
my house tonighMy theoy:in nealy a yar |
had not spent a nightvay,not one so a long
chain vas boken,and beingway had somehvo
bleatied out the lasting memyaof Jamie and |
cohaiteting

It was also beautiful thianever had to g
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badk to work. The gocewy was the job & had
since theifst week | meed to KaukaunaMy
manager Kelly Dunn had albd belt in some
self-deénse hlishit and ongafter hal gotten
comfortable with me andelt as though he kwe
me vell,which he did nothe told me a stgrof
going to Miwaulee br a dée with a girhet
gone to high $wol with vho tumed out to hee
become a hoek in the meantimewen though
she trieddr a lot ofthe night to ceer it up
“Well, 1 figured it ouf, he said(This guy abays
told stories with his s cossedpretty olvious
ly to male his bicps look biger.) “I could tell
something as wong with herl said something
about work and | staed piking her stor gatt.
She pretty och admitted sheag a call-dim the
end and she cried and altti@nce | knev tha |
didrit give tha lady the time ofday and | dove
straight homeDate over. No thank pu’’

“Was she nice?asled.

“Nice?” he saidAre you not listening? She
was a hoadr.” He said it all solemn and rapr
like hed taught her an imp@nt lessonybquitting
the da&e, and he noded gawel to encoumge me
to nod gawely as well.| found thee to be some
thing lgitimaely evil ebout Kelly from then on.

| watched a couple mershavs eat a half-
hour, and @t up to @t a nev drink.| was aiming
to be unconscioug/9:301 was wabbly when |
stood,but | just vaited staring Ba cadk in the
wall to leg oriented until it passdd.the
kitchen | pulled out ice and pedrny drink.
When | stired,| looked out the winde and
strained to see theysknd see hether it lookd
like it would snav again.| prayed to the sno
clouds to ke the cops fysm hearing hispes of
my namel asled them to send the kid k&o his
college,unhut, with a stoy to tell his friends
told them | vas sory.

When | looled davn, my e caught Mr
Kartalopolousthe net-door neighbgiframed in
the windav. He was sitting in hisving 1oom,right
whete he abays sg in his big bown rediner. |
wached him.Jamie and | used to jkbout him.
We would irvent storiestzout his perersions
Once Bmie had this idea tha night,very lae,
Mr. Kartalopolous prssed a specialtton on his
rediner tha helped him peofm fellaio on him
self by folding into the peefctV shae with the
perfect slopesvly joke was hav he had gnry
pom on theTV all dg, all nightbecause heas
looking br the long-lostvgeethedrwhod left
him 65 yas @o,not because he di#t ganniesit
was a lot easier to be serious withauiel
around.From this anlg | couldrt see his telé
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sion,just his sidebut | could
see the lightsdm theTV on
him.He was aeal old guy
Must hae been 85yith a

i 0ood head ofnowv-white

I hair lut a mouth thiatended
to hang operHe never left
the house and heawa wiel
ower. Amie and | ent and
said hello to him ken ve
moved in.She made him
some bad cookiebhis was
bak when ve were trying to
be nomal peopld shoveled
for him when | couldtoo—

he neer askd,| never discussed it with him.

He had alessboat on the cdiee tble in
front of him.| always bund tha pretty inteest
ing lmie had a jekdout him occasionglput
ting the pieces up his da# for months and
months Il been iting to see aage ging to
see the pieces inféient places—nyhe a malil
game? Mgbe a friend to came y? But nothing
ever moved. They were alvays homeAnd of
course nav, staring athim, all drugged up and in
this nevfound serious mogthe question seemed
important:Who did he think he as plging
agpinst2Who would shev up acoss thatable?
God? | had leaed to plg in prison and it had
won me cigrettes and toadtmissed it.

I must hae looled & him for five mirutes
buzzd and Ibaing, thinking thal’'d cach him
moving a piece mgtonight,and it vould be lik
céching the toothdiry. “You knawv wha?” | said
aloud.l put my pills in ny podet and took m
half-bottle ofvodka and sticit under iy am
and took ng second &y of ice out ofthe freezer,
and with just those thing® ja&et or nothingl
went out into the coldyent to the sidealk,
walled 15 éet turned,went up to his dogand
rang the bell.

He opened up right bek | tumed to @ bak
home

“Whos tha?” he askd,squinting uptame
“Is that Eric McMitael?He had on hislgsses
and vas vearing a big wte cadigan thingAn
odor flowed frth from the housePipe tobacco
and capiss

“No,” | said.“Not Eric.” | had no idea o
Eric McMidael vas and | wndeed if | should
have said his last nanteo.

“Wha can | do ér you?”

“It's Herb fom net door” | said leaning
down, sott of trying to meet him haléy, \ettical-
wise | swear he gew a little bit vaen | did thg
too, like me leaning @ stetded him.

There was some wind tonightprobebly
looked lile helll was talking too loud\ pamanoid
old peson would hae right aound nav begun to
beliere a pbbety was abot. | smiled &him with
teeth.l next tried to stik my thumb out and a
toward my housebut it tumed out to be the hand
all wiapped up in the castnd so it &ws moe of
a eeneal gestue tha fucking hut so bad} |
wanted to ¢r when | made it.

“Herb?” he said‘From net door?”He
squinted mar and po&d his head out dhe
door to look &amy house“You lve thee?”he
asled.“T ha's your house?”

“Yes sir” | said.“T ha's my housé

“Is it?” he said slewmdly.

“I rent] | said.

“I know you rent; he saidl know your land
lady. She used tovk thee kut she meed to
Kohler, didrit she?”

“Youd probaly knav better than meWe
looked & the house @ether “Me and ny git-
friend &mie Ned thee for most ofthe last gar”
| said.“We met you a couple times?”

“I remembet he saidl remember thevul
cookies

“She vasrt muc of a baler”

“I'm not senil¢’ he saidl remember whaap-
pens’

“So |—"



“Youte the éllov who shaels br me once in
awvhile then,too,” he said:I’ ve seen it.

“T ha's right; | said.

“Come to collect?”

“Collect vha?”

“Your pyment:

“Not at all; | said.“l did that for free”

“It'd be amsing ifyou tumed out to be therign
reger ‘Come to collecthight hae had tw meanings
he said!In that way | just used itYou missed thadid-
n't you? | vas doing a puh.

“It was hilarioy$ | said.“l did miss it

He stopped smilingfelt a little badas though &
offended him or haithis elings ¥ not smiling Wwen |
called his jak hilariousbut the tuth was | vas nav
pretty much hypothemic and alsoaf less éen on
entering the house anetting ivolved in a couple
hours of some Latel and Hady routine hel been
waiting ten gas to unleash on sobnedy. The oman
ticism vas completglout of me

“Arerit you cold lile tha?” he askd.“Just in a
white t-shit? Wha're you trying to pove?”

“l came ly to see ifyou wanted to hee a drink,|
said.

| twisted so he could see the bottle

He gpraised itHe said;Well, tha’s something
Tha's good,actuall.”

It turned out | had the right pagsd. The old man
led me in and | pulled the door shut behindThe
smell nav was &en stonger, but | didrit see apca
He had his héan high oo, just Hastinga lot of lights
as vell. The place as capeted gerywherr,light biown,
een right in thedyer. Big, thick capet,brown. The
walls vere biown wood panelingahich | usual
thought lookd dea, but in hee it was OK if you
adled the smell ahe pipe and the qaet and all the
light.It seemed li&k he vas a ety tidy peson,too,
which | hadrt expectedOf course there were the
brownish erspots on hisace Brown cutainsIf there
was a daand it vas bown...

“Wha the hell hppened to qu?”he askd.He was
walking avay from me heading bactoward his ving
room,and he didhturn aound to spealtde kept
moving and diggpeaed though the dooray.

| staed @ where hed been*Wha's tha?”

“Wha hgppened to qur handHelen Keller?”

“Oh,” | saidlooking &the castl broke nmy
hand!

“Were you planning on standing in thoger to
have tha drink?”he askd.

I was nuch, much too fudked up to be making
social call$ realizd.| was vey over the lineBut | did
n't want to valk out on himThere was still the idea of
a game but beyond tha just being aapd neighborSo
right hee | kinda gt my bearings and toldyself—
wha | mean is thiathe stem and sober payou retain
all the time spakup and told m&on't act lile a jek,
Herh dist be aegular guyHes your neighbarhave a
drink.Kee it together This isrt a Hind dae.

| went into the liing bom.He was bak in his bair
alrag, facing tha@'V, totally still,the Kartalopolous |
knew vell kut from the other sidénd | could nev
actual} see th@V, a standar Magnavox, maybe 35
inches TheWeadher Channel & onThete was the cof
fee thle and ther vas the lsessboat. There was his
empty coug. And thee,through his winde, was ny
windon. Through thg my kitdhen,which of couse vas
empty

For a second | inggned the ne pictue on ny
own kitdhen vall. Kartalopolous s in his feair, like
normal,but thee was a pody-lit, off-balance Herb
standing in the coer “My kitcheris avful white” |
said.

He tumed and looéd.“l guess gu could sasq’
he saidthen tuned bak to theTV.

“Canit tell from in thee.”

“Why wouldrit you be ale to tell the color @m
inside it?”

“Don’t know.”

“It's the same color eithemysha? Does gur paint
chang deending onqur distance to it?”

“What?”

“Do you hare ma@ic paint?”

“No,” | said.| nodded & him for too longthen
moved ny nod to be a nod #éhe door to his kiteen
and saidil’ Il male the drinkd got vodka and ice
Tha's wha I'm having”

“You bring agthing to mix it with?”

“NQ.”

“l guess I'm haing vodka and ice asel Or vodka
and shoe polish.

| was on g way to the kitben,but | stopped.
Kartalopolous lookd petty séisfied with himself
“You like joking asund; | said.

“Is tha the question?”

“Yes"

“Youre asking me iflike joking?”

“You tell a lot ofiokes” | said.

“I like a god jole.”

| went into the kiteen.l came bacout. “Some of
them | could do withotit] said.

| went bak to the kitben and didhstey to see his
reaction] found somelgsses rightlvere | thought his
glasses are @ing to bedumped in the i¢c@oured the
vodka,and thawas tha He had gur standat kitchen.
It reminded me ofnine | forgot wha | was doingl
looked & my ice cubes anémemberd.When |
opened the &eer | sav tha he had tw whole ice
trays full ofice cubes ancealizd it had been stupid to
bring ny ice cubes along

KARTALOPOLOUS WAS A
taller, or & the \ery least me being tleer
didrit gpopear to alter him mah. He
chated,left me to iy grunts talked dout

the wedher | told him the basicdaut

Jamie leang in &dout eight seconds and riwet
ded with his @dka in his hand and sditlha’s tough,
sue.” A memoy came into mmhead bout a time d
been ta county bar with heright after w stared
daing, still ba& in Horida.l was &the bar itseland
she vas line-dancing on the opéwof with ony a cou
ple other peopléig smile on heate At first dance
she vas too & to be vearing a shtias tight as sheaw
wearing but she \as gacefuljn her vay,and conif
dent,and she ke the danceand | could tell the other
men in the bar ere befudled ly it,as though the
thought thg knev better than toifid her &ractive, hut
they did agway. dmie had somethingvisile and
could do tha | didnt try to tell this stor | didnt
know how, and it seemed to v&no point.

Instead | told the stgrebout the fght and he nod
ded at the right par Now and then helanced athe
television,but he vas listening thought it vas @ing
to tum out tha all the timeall dg, eery da, he vas in
here waching theWeaher Channellha was sar of
his thing | guessed.thought ve would watch the
Weaher Channeldr a w houss nav and | vauld tun
into an honaary old peson with himand thawould
be the nightBut he vas just lsedking because a stor
was coming imnd after w sav the adar helfpped
over to a colige football @me on ESPN and set the
remote on the bie.

“I was just thinkingopy would stg on theWeaher
Channel.

“This is a god game” he saidFlorida’

“Looks dose” | couldrit see the umbes.

“You wouldrit think cold wdka in the winter euld
work right; he saidafter another sipBut it does For
a long time thethought gu were un-American ifou
drank Stolf.

“Is that right?”

He looled davn a his dass“But this isrt Stoli,is
it?”

“No. Gordoris.”

“T hey mainy do giri, he said‘English”

| was nev staring tathe hessboat.

“I like tha boad, by the vay,”| said.“Can | ask
you where you gt tha?”

“You sue cari, he said'lt's a nice onésrit it?”
He was fnally stating to seem less sour

He leaneddrward and set hislass dan on the
table beside ithen ge the boat a push to amg it
toward me The pieces & alays \ery bodky with
these setsll right anigs with diferent faces and
slighty different heightd thought thg were udy. The
bishops wre pointed ha but the Kings cown was
flat. It was stupid.

“My daughter lmught it bak from Mexico for me
about five yeas @o.She said tiyve @t these eery-
whete davn in theYucdan,all marke. Tourists lile to
buy themDon't ask me Wwy.”

“| used to see them irdfida,too.”

“T heres your teant, he saidgesturing ethe TV,
smiling“Youte not poting br them? I8 the ndonal
championship)

“I don't realy wetch football’

“Youre in the wong stte, then.Why the heldl you
come up her from thee?Tha gil?”

“Yeah.

“You miss beingam?”

“It's nice seeinyeything feee over and dig |
aqin bund nyselflooking &the boad. | didnt feel
the need to bothexplaining

“So you plg, then?"he said.

“l used to”

“I take it you want tQ”

“Sure,” | said.“But | dorit want to ivite nyselfover
to your house anchelleng yu to a gme’

“Well; he saidlooking & his watch. “Wha time is
it, now?Ten? | think | gt one in meYou gt a little
more Godoris for me?”

| took his ¢ass bdcto the kitben andifled him
up and bought him his drink.went bak and flled
myselfup. There was a bair blded up @ the adidor,
so | took ny drink into the Viing Ioom,set it davn,
and vent bak and @t it.

“You can be hite sincegu threw dowvn the gunt
let” | unfolded the leair He said;'Youte not hee to
hustle menow, are you?”

“Only if I'm aout to hustlequ out of zero dollas.”

“Well play for honot then.Tha's wha gentlemen
do”

When it vas time | meed vha | alays maed
when | stated on vhite:kings pavn forward one
squae. It was a lkbeg move tha sometimesaye people
the williesas thg tended to ander vy the hell | did
nt just tale the second sqeaand be done with He
brought out his quesrknight and | miored himHe
brought out his other knight and | noired tha, too.

“Well hoy hell, he saidsquinting fithe boad.
“It's a stampede

“Itis.”

“Tha’s wha | like dout hessAlways a ne com
binaion. They got namesyou knaw.”

“I know they have name$

“I never emember the nameéhe said‘But |
remember the combitians”

“Let’s call this one the Stampede Opefiihg'’s

wha hgppens wen puve gt two plagers who like to
use knight%

He ayreed with amint and studied the baiit
was a stupid thing to Veasaid.

Things slhaed considably after theifst few moves
and neither he nor bgvery aggessie. V& vere both
content to bild up deénsealthough | \as a sigahead
and passed on a coupleoppottunities to thow a
monkey wiena in his planDepending on the oppo
nent,| sometimes vuld send a kamil@bishop all the
way dowvn the line andaydavn a piece just taiin ary
chance ofa castlebut also to dol people into thinking |
didrit know wha | was doingBoth things a jail triks
though,and moe @out making someone ap@r o/er-
confident.l didn't do it nav because | thought it might
be wde like using the wng spoontaa dinner pay. |
guessed thingsdiltha wouldrit work egainst nomal
players. Angers a big parof the game in jail.

Eaiy tests came pput both of us passed on
chances to &de pieced\e were both still piging con
sevdive.

“Tell me a little merdout tha fight; he said,
after 1t finally spilled someldod @out a daen
moves in.‘l was neer a fghter I've alvays vondeed
about fights”

“T heyre alvays moe boring thanau think”

“Oh yeah?”

| nodded.“T his is a lot mer exciting” | said.Wed
had tvo pavns staring one another right in theefér
a god five mores and | was tied of waiting br him to
jab in.1 had ny queen to ae@r after he took ynpavn,
but he had nothing else on the sguaen though
hetl had plenty othances toifm it up

“So wha hgppened?”

“Just a fght; | said."Outside of StaxxA young
guy | was tying to @ home and heag standing out
side and anted me to syaand talk to him kile he
smoled his cigrette He seemed friendk first”

“Wha'd he talk bout?”

“He asled me ifl ever looled bak and wishedd’
been mog adentuesome Wen | vas his ge.He
was..."| trailed of, thinking &out it.“He was doing
tha thing vhen people gtend to be philosopleet

Kartalopolous seemed todikhis He dudled and
the smile st&d on hisdcel realizd he \as ery
drunk.He was past ten ounces stfaight wdka.
“Young people should ver gt too thoughtful,he
was sging “No matter wha they sg, if they look seri
ous it’s going to come out as hemshit. | nodded.

“T heres something insultingp@ut wha he said to
you! K artalopolous noded tavard the vell.“T heres a
lad of respect thex”

“Amen’

“Said the gung oné

“Still, though'

“How old ae yu?”

“39”

“You look &out 50397 I'm twice thaYoute noth
ing So vha'd you sg bak to him?"he askd.He finaly
took the pan and | took his with ynqueen rightveay.
He nodled &this mawe.

“I told him | didrit spend md time hanging out a
Staxx Wwen | vas his ge,then | told him not to talk to
me #out adentue.”

“Howd he lile tha?”

“I don't think he undestood vha | meant.

“Wha did you mean?”

“I have no ided.

“Then vhyd you ezen hae the fght?”

“| attadked him after thal guess

| looked davn. My hand \as esting on m thigh.l
tried to emember the moment and | cottidememn
ber nuch. | probably just sarof ataded him.

| reatied into ny poket and pulled out the
Vicodin.Kartalopolous lgnced tthe bottle and
wached me pop the pad'Wha'’s tha thee?”he said.

“Pain med3 | said."For the hand.

“If youtre sharing theodka,youre sharing the pain
meds’

“You serious?”

“Hell yes I'm serioug he saidhis wice lilting up
high.“About as serious as winning ttamg| like
those pills

“How &out a hal?” | said.

He considexd this“How stiong ae they?he said.

“Pretty stong” | said.“A whole ondl probably put
your old ass to béd.

“OK. Half, then.I can tell pure shaper than gu
seemTedly. Tha's sota your gameisrit it?”

“My names Herh Mr. Kartalopolous

“Oh,” he said.

I gawve him halfof a pill and took alwle one
myself We gt bak to it and | stad & the boad, try-
ing to bcus and think up something a little engub
stantial than a me-a-a-time pproad. It dawned on
me tha Kartalopolous had intentionaluked ny
queen out with the pa-trade

| frowned,put ny face in m handsleaned dan.
Yes He hadOr a the \ery least had been hoping to
and vaiting on it 6r tha reasonbetting on me being
casual and sloppnstead obrganizing better with the
pavns because thaas pobebly a @od bet with
someone likme

Very soonhe had niltiple &tads on her and she
all @ once didit seem too peerful.

“OK,” | said."OK, | se€’

There was adrk on his ngt tum—king and bish
op—hut | had to gt my queen out ofhe way of the
long digonal hel opened up in his last tyanother
little something | had misséted be up a piece

whichever way | went to see my queen.

So be it] thought.Been hex bebre.| reatied br-
ward to move, hut stoppedThere was something |ag
missing on the bodybut | couldrt see

Kartalopolous pulled out his pipe and litlis e/es
wetre slits as he med#d on the boarand | didit
think he cazd | was taking so longhe Had and
white of the marke had a cold beauty to it on e
as did our pieceglut his smo& was heering devn on
it, too, which adled something kka bg apund them,
and on top oftha | now sav much better just he
coominged his piecese#e,just hav delibegte his
setup had beejust hav adiantayjeous ofa position
hetl gotten himseliinto. At least | could see Ttha's
one ofyour peettier irviside beautiesvhether or not
you or Yur opponent bilt it. He was the better plar.

| played from futher and futher behinddr ebout
a half-hourl was @ing to lose\entualy, so long as he
didrit male a mistak | scoed a couple opavns on
him and h&ched a decent plaarfa fnal little &ad,
but one mee avay from launhing it he bought out
his queerand vhen she came oudrfthe frst time the
trumpets tared and all thaThree mees and he had a
rook.| felt like punding himbut for a micosecond,
of course He was tassy in thahe gew quiet as heog
further aheadyut you sensed itas because his eon
centetion was depeningnot because heaw boed or
sdisfied ty his superiorityrheles some honorof you.

Not much lger | had ny king and queen andotw
pawns left on the bodrHe had six pans his queen,
and both ooks and his king &s sng inside ohis cas
tle. Kartalopolous was fnished with his pipe and his
ams vere cossedWe both lookd davn. | hadrit so
much as knoked on his dooMy headélt a little
cleaer | s& and thoughtlzout a éw of the mares
hetl made and endeed vhether thez was a point in a
game when eerything bangd.By tha | mean one
exact fash oftime th&'s connected.thought &out
the pavns ficing edtother edy on.There was a mis
take tha snavballedHolding out until | vas eag or
bringing in someemforcements auld hae hangd
tha flash.Kartalopolous ligd all the combitians hut
| liked hav mary possibilities funneledwlo into just
one You stated with tvo rows ea and the nth of it
(or so it seemed) demanded a mombahwhe slope
shifted Wasrt tha so? | wondeed vhether the nth
could be gtten aound with the right pspectie. |
imagined me dancing a peular dance andading
the lavs of the unverse altgether Of course thee
was no sutthing not in the @me and thawas as it
should hee beenl looked & the pieces ttalen
there along the edgof the boad. I'd made some mis
takes hut it didrit feel lile thee was a badrealer. |
laughed out loudhen | thought tha

| retrieved one ofmy rooks fom his ow of ca-
tured pieces

“You knaw arything dout mah?” | said,holding
the 100k dose to ry face

It was a coolectantg with a humarete heay in
my handNinety dgrees| thought.| went bak in my
head to Wen he got it im methen bak further, to
the fork, when | thought he’get ny queenTha was
the teal tuning point.

| turned the ook upside deon. The squiface
staed bak. “You think yu can gt these sets made
with your owvn face in the piecesi?8aid.

Kartalopolous w&s slumped in hiediner, his head
badk and mouth open.was so dink | sav three of
him.“You dead?! said.

He snoted and shifted his head.

“You won,’ | said.l moved the thle and leaned his
chair bak so he could spend the nigitined.Jamies
old joke occured to mebut | didrit laughijt was stupid.

Blanlets and pilles vere in the set.l put a
blanlet on himwha the helland thoughtlzout pass
ing out right on his cohcl put the dasses in the sink
and dopped the empty bottle in the can aetdaved
my ice cube &y,and on iy wey by the boat | tgpped
my king with the tip ofny cast and the bigatangular
piece lunked over.

The Hizzad rolled in and | didhsle@ well.| woke
up three or éur times thianight,corvinced | heat
knoking & the door Cops knok a cetain way,and
that vas the kndg swear to Christout eab time |
stumbed over to the winde or davnstais to the
peghole thee was no one aund,just Howing sno.
Kaukauna as luried ly davn,and in the maring
ealy for me | duct-tped the handle ahy shael to
the cast and took eof my walkway,then
Kartalopolous.| gawe him a little militgrsalute tven
| was donehe was most lily still passed out.

| imagined him in hishair

I gawe his house thénber.

To the loser ges some honor alyl thought,
and | vent homeThe Eath’s plans to doom me had
gone momentasilhg/wire and the amds contolling
the tigps had dllen aslged their stéons it gopeaed.
Or | had just gtten luky,and thee was no plan to
doom meThe point vas the copseerit coming |
had skeed ty. All day, | straightened up and tieded,
and | just kpt thinking the same thingK. So nav
come onHerbie For oncetake adantae.

END
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HISTORY WAS ALWAYS A

DULL SUBJECT AT KENMORE
by Daniel Gallik
"What is it you want?" Linda said this to Bob, and then
excused herself to wash clothes. Bob mosied on down to
the garage to fix something. No kids for these two.
Across the street two other couples lived. This part of
Kenmore was starting to be called "Childless Alley." None
of the couples entertained each other. All had separate
lives. Husbands did things. Wives did things. All were
individuals doing their own things in their own ways dur-
ing their own times. All had work. Linda was a barmaid at

Herm's Cafe. Bob was one of the last mechanics that
worked at an actual gas station over in the downtown
area. Mark sold computers. El was into working at the
Chuckery at the University of Akron. Joseph was a prog-
nosticator for the Akron Beacon Journal. (He called it the
Jerkin Beanol.) And Les was a sous chef at Antoini's
Ristorante. All productive, all important members of their
communities in northeaster Ohio.

In walks a married man to the neighborhood. Abby
Markins was separated from his lovely wife Lindal. Abby
liked to talk. He called up Linda and said, "I have a for-
mer wife with a name close to yours. She is nice. But she
is gone. Can we talk?" Well, of course, Linda was taken

aback, but said, "Sure." They would meet at the local
B&W and chat over root beers. Very nice, very next-door-
ish. All four of the other couples saw them coming home
from their jobs, saw them talking and sucking on straws.
All four were aroused.

Abby kept calling Linda. It got to be cute. Bob knew
nothing of this affair. Nothing.

A year passed. Two years passed.

The four saw blatant kissing. Saw the two hug and
walk home. Were titillated. Bob worked on his cars. And
other projects. Finally, news appeared in the Beacon.
Death In Kenmore. Murder. Mouths shut, eyes closed.
No one knew what to think. Linda was buried. First there

was a service at Akron Baptist Temple. Linda was buried.
Folks went home. And the hum of life after a few weeks
continued in the neighborhood. Everyone doing what
they did. Later, the next year, Bob started to call up one
of the ladies, | think it was El, and ask her to have a chili
dog with him. El didn't think much of it. Things got going.
And there was more to talk about in Kenmore. Much
more. Things felt normal again. Things felt right. No one
thought about history at all. Yeah, there was no need to
watch TV.

Danial GallikVies and writes ithemiOhioHis wrk has been-pub
lished widdigr may visit the2ndhand.com orltlikrtely.



