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To the cities in this story, 

The countries that hold them, 

And all those long-dead who built them. 
 





 

 

 
Welcome to the second of three 40% stories. Just like the last time, this 

comes from several ideas, all coming together at once. The overall idea is to take 

something that I did, or that happened to me, and to blend it in with some fiction, 

some characters, and come out with something new at the end. This time, most of 

the fact comes from the places the characters go, and the things they see. In order 

to help battle a memory that is becoming markedly worse, I wanted to capture 

some of the good memories I had from one of my own trips, from which I have 

no pictures, and lock them in time, where my own failing head-meat could not 

lose them. What resulted was a colorful playground for a while plethora of 

characters to play in, do to whatever they wanted to do, as long as they saw the 

things I wanted them to see. Another big piece of this story came from an idea, 

and a discussion, as to what drew the line between smut and art. If you were 

watching a romantic movie, and the couple wound up in bed together, how would 

the movie change if the camera didn’t pan away? The story, the characters, and 

everything that made it what it was would still remain, but there would be an 

added realism, and passion. By that same theory, a book, which had the same 

plots and characters that I was already working on, but which did not cut around 

the love scenes, would still be the same book, only more visceral, and a little 

steamier. So it was this thought that added into the story you’re about to read. As 

such, I will warn you now that this book does contain more graphic imagery than 

you might be expecting. Additionally, since the writing of it took place over a 

longer period of time, with no aid from the computer’s auto-spellchecker, there 

will also be more in the way of spelling errors than most things I do these days. I 

sincerely hope neither of these factors gets in the way of you enjoying this 40% 

story, and I thank you for reading.  

 

—GS 
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InvitationInvitationInvitationInvitation    
 
 
 
 
 
 The whole idea was put in my head when I got an e-mail from a friend I hadn’t 
heard from in a while. It had been at least a year since the last time I had seen so much as 
a single typed sentence from Meiko, and, for that matter, the whole thing REALLY started 
with an e-mail that didn’t have anything to do with ME at all. Instead, it was a short, 
confusing note that I still don’t entirely understand, wherein she asked me about a letter 
she thought I may have sent using another name, in which I was talking about having 
gotten her address from Patrick, and maybe stopping by for a visit when I was in town. 
Only I really didn’t know her address, and I haven’t known anyone named Patrick since I 
was in grade school, and I certainly wasn’t planning on stopping by her place for a visit 
in the near future. It wasn’t even an option, actually, since being ‘in town’ would have 
meant being five thousand miles away. This friend was someone I met while on a trip to 
Berlin four years earlier, who had kept in touch afterwards because on my last visit I 
brought with me some rare Grunge cds that one simply cannot acquire in Germany, no 
matter how hard one tries. Bootlegs and original prints can be a very bonding thing for 
those of a certain musical obsession.  
 Regardless, I had no idea what she was talking about. I sent her back a letter 
saying as much, and wondering if, perhaps, she hadn’t gotten confused about who I was. 
I gave a little reminder (the charming, handsome fella from the American Northwest that 
folks call Ellis) and offered that, maybe, her letter was to someone else. Which was a 
pretty good guess, for such a random letter to someone who you haven’t shared words 
with for a year and change. But I got back a reply letting me know that she did, truly 
mean to send me that letter. She thought maybe I had been playing a game with her, since 
I was the only American boy she knew, and then went on to ask me how I’d been, and 
give me a quick update on her life; how college was going, where she was working, that 
sort of thing. I responded in kind, mostly because, in all honesty, I will write to anyone 
who sends me something. Anyone. I have had conversations on the computer with porn 
ads, simply because I was bored and they kept showing up in my mailbox. So, like I said, 
I gave her the basic updates. Lost my job, but not before saving several thousand dollars. 
Camping, driving around, meeting new people, having a good time, and spending a fair 
amount of time reading and writing. A sort of paradise vacation before getting back into 
the wretchedness of working at something I hate for people I don’t like much. The reply I 
got was somewhat sparse, centering around an odd pair of sentences.  
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 “My friend Lora and me are going to Spain. You should come with us.”  
 It’s probably not necessary to explain how weird the message was in this 
context. Meiko and I were never overly close. Four years ago I went to Berlin to have a 
vacation, because I could afford it and because a friend of mine was an exchange student 
there, so the fact that I didn’t speak any foreign languages wouldn’t be stopping me from 
having a trip abroad. It sounds selfish, maybe, but I was young and needed a vacation in a 
bad way. A year of cubicles and daily memos and so forth had worn me down to a point 
where I was nervous and on the verge of snapping at any time. So, strangeness aside, I 
took the opportunity. I sent an e-mail back, first asking to make sure she meant it, that I 
wouldn’t be getting in the way between her and her friend as a fifth wheel (or a third in 
this case). But she told me that I would, be a welcome addition. They were to be meeting 
up with a friend of Lora’s in Spain, and I would make it an even four, giving Meiko 
someone to talk to when Lora and this other guy wanted to hang out alone, since she 
didn’t know him at all. And that right there was all I needed. The invitation was genuine, 
and so I started my planning. I mean, how could I pass up an opportunity for a wild 
adventure in Spain? Or ANY kind of adventure in Spain? I’d never been before.  
 Since I had learned better than to trust any boss who makes a point to tell me 
how secure my job is, I’d been saving since my first paycheck for the day when I’d get 
laid off. It’s one of those certainties in life that you really can plan on, like your numbers 
NOT being pulled for the lottery, so it’s better just to plan for the bad, don’t expect too 
much, and spend all that time and energy you just saved yourself trying to get the girl 
from down the hall with the amazing smile to agree to go to dinner with you. When the 
inevitable his, and I got my notice, I had enough saved up not to have any stress for a 
while, and when the business with Spain came up, those reserves were still looking 
healthy.  
 The first step, of course, was plane tickets. Tickets from Portland, Oregon to 
Berlin are expensive. Quite. And having less than a month of time between finding out 
about the trip and actually leaving didn’t give me much wiggle room. I hounded the 
internet, and took my findings to the local travel agents to see if they could find me 
anything better. The cheapest possible flight in the time I wanted was still twelve hundred 
dollars. I didn’t want to take that large a piece out of my money, so I put it on my one and 
only credit card. I don’t believe in them, personally. I dislike the temptation to spend 
money I don’t actually have. However, for special occasions, opportunities that cannot be 
missed, well, I do make exceptions. There are some times when it makes sense, and the 
disgusting truth is that even job interviews can go south if you don’t have a good credit 
report.  
 There was also the matter of the plane tickets then from Berlin to Barcelona. I 
had less option with those. In fact, I had no option with those. I got another e-mail asking 
me if I had plane tickets yet, and telling me the flight numbers and times of the 
Germany/Spain flights that Meiko and Lora had booked, and telling me to hurry up since 
they wouldn’t last long. I got the flights I needed without any issue, but they cost around 
two-seventy. With that addition my credit card was pretty much full, and travel was all 
taken care of. I hit the point of no return. I was going to be going. What happened in 
between those times may be completely uncertain, but there was no doubt that I was 
going from this country to that, on to the other, and back again three weeks later.  
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Once the tickets were bought and paid for, I sent Meiko a letter telling her when 
my flights were coming in and going out, so she could start to plan on picking me up. 
And then I did nothing. Nothing I had to do anyway. I played a lot of Manhunt, and went 
out a lot, but the only time I really did anything regarding travel was when I used 
mentioning it as an icebreaker to get some girl talking excitedly about where she had 
been and where she wanted to go, hopefully eventually adding my apartment to those 
lists. But I did nothing related to actually leaving. Whenever I reminded myself that I had 
eighteen days still before I left, or fifteen, or twelve, I figured I had plenty of time. So my 
days counted down, with barely any notice from me, until I had three days to get 
everything done. 

Even when it hit me how unprepared I was, I still didn’t know what kind of 
planning exactly I should have done, since I had no idea what I expected from the 
vacation. One of my biggest items on the pre-vacation to-do list was getting new glasses. 
The doctors had been telling me for a while now that I needed glasses for months upon 
months, every visit since involving the actual phrase ‘so…when did you last renew your 
license? Two years? And you didn’t have any problems? Really…” She was constantly 
trying to convince me that I was going to have a very hard time driving without corrected 
vision. Which is the weirdest of all ways to go about trying to get me to get glasses, since 
I never once noticed a problem while driving. How much fine detail work do you need to 
drive safely? There are lines on the road. If I can keep my large metal box between the 
lines, while not hitting the other large metal boxes or trees, then it is successful driving. It 
is not important to my success as a good or courteous driver to read license plates or 
some loser’s bumper sticker. In fact, if my vision WAS worse than most, then it may even 
be proven logic that mildly poor vision makes one a much more courteous and civil 
driver. You’d think it would have been a better argument to try to point out that movie 
screens weren’t supposed to be a little out of focus, and the reason I had a hard time 
seeing some of the girls at the strip club, or checking them out across a bar, wasn’t 
because I was drinking too much or there was too much smoke in the air. That may have 
gotten my attention. Regardless, there was a girl I used to work with around the first time 
this woman started haunting me with my own bad vision who had her own arguments in 
support of the vision correction.  

“I agree that you don’t need them right now. You’ve lived here long enough to 
not care one way or another how closely you can see the things you know by heart 
anyway. But what happens if you end up in Venice or somewhere? Are you just going to 
walk around squinting and guessing what everything looks like?” 

She had a point. She often had a point when she was telling me off, which was 
both frustrating and a little sexy. It would have been bad enough that she was so much 
smarter than me and constantly knew exactly what to tell me to make me come to my 
senses or see things her way, but she was also as wild and fun and beautiful as they come. 
So, naturally, I fell for her completely. The second thing that ran through my head when I 
decided to go along to Spain (after ‘Wooot! Spain!!) was her voice telling me I should get 
glasses so I could see it all properly.  

Since I didn’t really know how long it takes to get glasses made, I started 
leaving messages for my eye doctors to see if I could pick up a copy of the prescription 
they had in my file, in case I ever lost enough of my stubbornness to take it. The doctor 
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who had my file was out of the office all morning, although the reception desk was 
convinced she would be back in ‘just ten minutes’ to return my call. By the afternoon I 
was sick of waiting, so I stopped by their office while I was running errands, but nobody 
could find the file. Her organizational system made less sense, apparently, than that of the 
main filing room. So I went on with my errands, stopping by the allergist to get some 
more medicine, and going to Target to pick up some tiny mouthwash and some deodorant 
and a few other odds and ends I might need on my trip. I finally got a call at around four 
in the afternoon from the woman, who was putting my prescription up front so I could 
pick it up. At that time I was driving to pick something up with a friend of mine, and I 
managed to talk him into stopping by their office again. It wasn’t exactly on the way to 
anything, since we were on the complete opposite side of town, but the offering of free 
drinks got me there before closing.  

The next morning I had to go in search of the actual glasses. I went to the mall 
and wandered around all the shops that sold them, looking at frames and asking about 
prices. They were half off, but even so cost a hundred dollars. The man heated and 
shaped them so they fit better, and I figured I should wear them out, since it would 
probably seem odd to them if I put them away before walking out. They knew my 
prescription was for nearsightedness. Which was, I think, the most insulting part of 
suddenly needing glasses after all these years of being able to see just fine. I’ve always 
thought reading glasses were a fine thing. They seem professorial, dignified. When a man 
pulls out his reading glasses it looks like he is hunkering down to do something literary 
and grand. It’s a gentlemanly motion. I had actually grown used to the idea that, with all 
the time spent reading and at the computer, I would one day need reading glasses. But 
now, when I did need glasses, they were the opposite of reading glasses. Books and 
computers were the only thing my eyes were fit to see with absolute clarity. Only the 
things close enough to touch. Which, fitting though it may be for my body to be able to 
handle only the things my mind had proven proficient at dealing with already, it still 
seemed somehow wrong. Somewhat insulting, that my need for glasses was to see the 
outside world. Needless to say, it was with something of a grudge against my own eyes 
that I put glasses on for the first time. 

I have to say that wearing them the first time out of the mall wasn’t terribly 
comforting, either. I could see all the way down the long corridor of shops with absolute 
clarity, and what I saw was 60 feet of ugly people, overweight and wearing too much 
makeup to cover misshapen faces and imperfections. Little children with splotchy colored 
skin ran around screaming and making horrid expressions, like people made of play-
dough dropped down the stairs or melting in the sun. All the glass storefronts were 
covered with handprints and fingerprints and face-prints from greasy people pointing and 
pressing against it like monkeys at the zoo. Nothing was as clean as I would have 
thought, nothing was quite as charming, blended as well, or was quite as smooth as it had 
seemed only an hour earlier. Everything was covered with wrinkles and dirt and 
imperfection that marred it greatly. The world was ugly when you could see it clearly.  

Thank God for vision correction.  
If it weren’t for the girl coming out of a shop up ahead, wearing jeans that 

looked like they had been made for her and nobody else, I may have just taken them off, 
thrown them down, and never come back. Instead, I went to go try and get her number, to 
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give the somewhat more educated-looking me a test-run. After that, glasses weren’t ALL 
bad. 

I felt so accomplished that I went straight over to my friend’s place, and he 
called over the neighbors, and they helped me prepare for my traveling experience by 
watching Eurotrip and drinking heavily, followed by some games on the Gamecube, and 
more drinking. I fell asleep on the couch there at around three in the morning, and woke 
up around eight the next day, to go home and shower. I brought down my backpack from 
where I kept it stashed away, and tried to dump all the random crap that normally gets 
stored in it in as organized a pile as gravity could afford. I sifted through it for anything I 
might need, but found little, aside from some basic supplies; my first aid kit, some 
granola bars, some tea, and a survival kit. I got distracted, and went online, at first to look 
up the weather in Spain, and ended up writing e-mails and playing internet games for 
hours. I finally stopped when I realized I was hungry and hadn’t eaten that day, around 
two. I had lunch, and went to look at the packing situation. I didn’t know where to start, 
so I tried to plan it in my head, until I got tired at just after four in the afternoon. I figured 
it was midnight in Berlin, so I went to bed. I woke up again at half past nine, and looked 
around. I started to take clothes out of the closet, until I had in a pile all my shorts (four 
pair), some good jeans (two pair), some decent shirts (ten in all), and just about all of the 
socks and underwear I had. Then I wandered around the room, taking things I thought I 
might want and tossing them on the pile. My bag of hygiene supplies, palm pilot, 
discman, a small case of burned cds, some books I hadn’t read, toilet paper. When I had 
just about everything I could think of on the pile, and it looked large and unruly. Then I 
started to sort them all out, and prioritize. The clothes went first, clearly, stacked by type 
and rolled into incredibly tight little rolls. The shirt-roll, in particular, could kill a small 
ox if need be. I left out a pair of shorts, so I could wear them on the plane. Then the aid 
kit and hygienical supplies went in. The hygiene bag is rather large, but when I looked 
through it I couldn’t see anything I didn’t need. Shampoo and conditioner (enough for a 
month). Soap. Pomade and comb. Small tube of toothpaste, small bottle of mouthwash, 
small tin of floss. A few q-tips. Shaving razor, small tube of aloe gel. Condoms and lube. 
Plastic bag. Yet all together, this was a large package. A towel and a washcloth went 
next. Four books I hadn’t read. A notebook and pens for writing on. I had some granola 
bars and some fitness bars and such that I intended to put in one of the side pouches, 
along with the tea and a small bottle of my home-made hot-sauce, but the bag was just 
the size of the carry-on limits as it was, and I didn’t want any bulges to push it over. In 
the little spaces that were left I put a lighter and batteries and extra condoms and snacks 
and whatever else I could find that looked like the thing to have.  

My shoulder bag was loaded first and foremost with my laptop, and the key 
things that go with it, and then the discman, the cds, and the other three books. But 
already it was too full to close properly. After much deliberation, I decided to leave the 
laptop, due to its poor battery life, and just bring the palm pilot with keyboard. I had an 
electrical adapter, a bunch of batteries, and some random work that needed doing. And 
more condoms. Just in case the things I’d seen in my pre-trip research were true. I lashed 
a flannel shirt and a hat to the front of the backpack as an afterthought, and lugged the 
two bags into the living room, packing completed, at around three a.m. I took a four-hour 
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nap, and then played Manhunt until my sister came to take me to the airport at one in the 
afternoon. 
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Day Day Day Day 1    
 
 
 
 
 
The plane was scheduled to leave at four in the afternoon, which is midnight on 

German time. I’d been awake for fifteen hours already, and my plan was to sleep on the 
plane and wake up in what would be the morning in Germany, thereby avoiding any jet-
lag. My sister took me to the airport at 1:30, and there was immediately a line at the 
Lufthansa desks that reached back even past the maze build of yellow rope. The line 
moved so slowly I had to wonder how many people are working the desks up there; a 
wall of people blocking all vision from the back, leaving me picturing two strained, 
overworked and frantic girls. After a half hour we were close enough to see that there 
were five desks currently open, and the slowness was entirely due to the passengers at the 
desks, not the poor, tired-looking girls on the other side trying to keep everything moving 
along. Was this everyone’s first flight? How many questions could they possibly have? 
Flying isn’t all that tricky; you get in the aluminum tube, sit your ass down, let it propel 
you over five thousand miles of land and ocean until the thing stops and you get off. 
Simple. But nobody else seemed to catch onto the ease of it all, and it took an hour and 
twenty-seven minutes of waiting and moving three steps at a time, dragging my forty 
pound backpack along behind me, trying to fight through the fog of boredom and 
impatience and mild anxiety to keep my head in a conversation with my sister, who had 
the kindness to stand and wait with me, instead of zoning out into a semi-conscious state 
until I found myself at the front of the line. Regardless, I eventually got there, offered up 
my passport and ticket, and found out that, while my carefully-packed bag wasn’t too big 
to fit in the overhead compartment, it was far too heavy, and I’d have to check it anyway. 
I tried to figure out in my mind how my clothes were heavier than average clothes, or if 
most people pack something somehow lighter than clothes in a large portion of their 
bags; sponges and stuffed animals and marshmallows and peat moss. The girl gave me 
my boarding passes and I gave her my bag in a matter of minutes, turned briefly to give a 
look of satisfaction to the crowd.  

“Look, see? This is how it’s done. Easy. Get to counter, get the boarding passes, 
get on your way. No reason it should take three hours.” I stop myself before I say it, 
realizing I’m going to have to be on the same plane as these people for the next twelve 
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hours. No need to end up with extra tension when we all have to share the same flying 
port-a-potties and sit asses-to-elbows for half a day still.  

My sister walked with me as far as the security stations, and gave me a hug and 
a good-luck. I put on my glasses, found myself still shocked at how far I could see with 
the damn things, and started to scope out where I needed to go when I got through this. 
The security station had not too long a line, and after the woman at the table had me take 
off my shoes, belt, necklaces, and glasses in a sort of public strip-tease, I went through 
the detector. I was seemingly the one person who didn’t set off the metal detector, and so 
didn’t need to be frisked. Which was good, because I had a pair of plastic push-knives in 
my back pockets. I can’t say as I really believe in trusting someone else to make sure I’m 
safe anywhere, least of all when I think about the kind of people I’d be giving my safety 
to. And while it was no worse an action than, say, carrying a pocket knife on the street or 
having a hunting knife or baseball bat in the car, trying to sneak weapons past airport 
security can be a sticky wicket these days, and I don’t really want for some over-zealous 
republican to name me a terrorist for it, and stick me in some jail where I have no rights 
and will sit without being charged with anything for years on end.  

I went to my gate and sat down, pulling out one of the books I’d brought to read; 
Choke, by Chuck Palahniuk. I hadn’t gotten very far when I felt a bag hit the chair beside 
me, and someone sit down.  

“Hi.” Next to me was a girl who looked around my age, maybe a year or two 
older, but very pretty, with a relaxed smile and friendly eyes. 

“Hey.” 
“Is that the guy who wrote that other book? Fight club?” 
“Yeah. You ever read it?” 
“No, I haven’t. Is it good?” 
“I don’t know. I wanted to start with one of his books that hasn’t been turned 

into a movie. Kind of get a feel for his story when I don’t know what’s coming around 
the corner.” 

“How is it?” 
“Uh…well, the first five pages were excellent. The sixth could have used work, 

but the seventh was back to good again. I really just started.” She smiled wider than she 
should have, considering the joke. 

“But you like it so far?” 
“Yeah. He’s from around here, you know. And he writes like it. That same kind 

of…dark bitterness, I guess. Nothing is really serious, but nothing is really light, either.” 
“I take it you’re from around here?” 
“Yeah. I am. Been in the vicinity all my life. How about you?” 
“Eugene. It’s a little bit different down there.” I looked her over again, 

wondering if the beaded necklace and gypsy blouse were a matter of style, or the 
influence of her town. 

“A little. The same basic recipe, just a little more sandalwood and hemp thrown 
in for flavor.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 
“Nothing. Nothing bad anyway. Just much more hippy-oriented. Uh…Liberal, 

yeah?” 
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“Hippy-oriented…We’re not all a bunch of stoners sitting in circles playing 
hackey-sack and trying to save the rainforests, you know?” 

“No, but most of you are. Wait…I’m not trying to say anything bad. I’m just 
saying there is a definite overtone to the town that infects everyone there at least a little. 
Am I wrong?” 

“I guess not.” 
“Well. Now that I’ve most likely managed to insult your town and, by extension, 

you, what’s your name?” 
“Paige.” 
“Paige. Excellent. Good to meet you. My name is—” 
—WE WILL NOW BEGIN SEATING PASSANGERS FOR LUFTHANSA 

FLIGHT 469 WHO’S BOARDING TICKET IS FOR ZONE 1. ALL PASSANGERS 
WITH DISSABILITIES OR SMALL CHILDREN MAY ALSO BOARD AT THIS 
TIME— 

“I don’t suppose you could pretend to be a small child so we could get on the 
plane sooner.” I was in zone 3, and didn’t feel like waiting. She looked at herself briefly, 
and then turned to me, her eyebrow raised. 

“Are you trying to tell me I look like a child?” I tried to look her over without 
making it obvious I was checking her out, and gave up. 

“No. I mean, we could try to convince them that you are the product of the 
growth hormones in the meat they give in school lunches, and the over-abundance of sex 
and adult images in modern American culture.” 

“Sex and hormones?” 
“You know. To explain your accelerated…development, and somewhat sexier-

than-childhood clothes.” She grinned at the compliment.  
“Would they buy it, do you suppose?” 
“I doubt it. Even if they do, they would probably accuse me of pedophilia and 

extreme acts of perversion and kick me off the plane anyway. ‘We saw you over there, 
chattin’ up that small child like you was keen on her. We don’t need your kind in 
Germany, or anywhere’s else.’ My tickets would be an absolute waste.” 

“Do you realize you gave your hypothetical Germans a southern-hillbilly 
accent?” 

“For some reason everything gets turned into a hillbilly accent in my brain.” 
“Really?” 
“Absolutely. I may have been the victim of some sort of massive brain damage 

that I don’t recall. Involving hillbillies.” 
“How could you not remember something that would cause that kind of brain 

damage?” 
“The nature of the brain damage itself, isn’t it? Likely to include huge gaps in 

memory, confusion, night terrors, and drooling. It’s tragic, really.” 
“Sounds like. So if everyone sounds like a hillbilly to you, how do I sound 

now?” 
“Like you were raised in the hills of the back country and educated by bears, 

wolves, and the men who love them. But, you know…clever.” 
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“Great. So I’m an illiterate hippy then? Wow. You must be loving this 
conversation.” Paige furrowed her brows in an expression of mock anger and insult.  

“Well, luckily for you illiteracy is my number one turn-on, followed shortly by 
willingness to eat bean sprouts or road-kill, and a preference to walk barefoot until the 
bottoms of your feet turn black.”  

“Sexy.” She made a face, then laughed and shook her head. 
“Oh, you have no idea. The black feet thing, in particular, can be a lot of fun. 

Everywhere you go looks like one of those dance-floor tutorial maps, giving you the 
correct foot motions for finding the remote, or making a sandwich. And, if you’re really 
lucky, you can end up with some on the walls or the ceiling of some rooms, which is like 
a scrap book of good times that visiting guests can really only wonder about.” 

“Oh my God. That’s a disturbing picture. Thank you for—” 
—ATTENTION PASSANGERS FOR LUFTHANSA FLIGHT 469, WE WILL 

NOW BEGIN SEATING FOR ALL PASSANGERS WHOSE BOARDING TICKET IS 
FOR ZONES 1 AND 2. ZONES 1 AND 2, PLEASE MAKE YOUR WAY TO THE 
GATE— 

Paige picked up her purse and her backpack and stood up. 
“That’s me. I’ll see you later, I’m sure.” And she smiled and gave a little wave 

and turned to join the line of people disappearing down the corridor to the plane. 
I put the book back into my shoulder bag, realizing it’d been sitting in my hand 

with my finger jammed in the page I was reading ever since Paige said hello. I sat to wait 
for my zone to be called, watching the other people sitting and standing around. Germans 
were talking politely to one another in several small clusters, and right in front of me a 
large woman with a cat in a plastic carrying case spoke to an older man she apparently 
knows about her moving to Prague. They discuss ancient rock formations and geological 
phenomena and the annual conference that the man is going to, while I sit bored enough 
to listen in. She is far younger than him, most likely a student of his. How odd, for them 
to run into each other on the plane. Do professors always get this kind of reception? Even 
if they only teach one class a quarter, that’s still ninety students a year. Eventually, you’re 
going to start running into these people everywhere. It’s like being a celebrity, without 
the paparazzi and autographs.  

—WE WILL NOW BOARD PASSENGERS FOR LUFTHANSA FLIGHT 469 
WITH A SEATING IN ZONES 1, 2, AND 3. ZONES 1, 2, AND 3 MAY NOW BEGIN 
BOARDING— 

I slung my bag over my shoulder, and joined the line. Before I got to the woman 
tearing tickets, an old lady slams into the side of me, pushing her way violently into the 
line. She smells so strongly of perfume I cannot breathe. Even after she has gone, shoving 
random people out of her way on her approach to the plane, her perfume lingers enough 
that I start to panic about suffocation. It fades finally before I board the plane. I’m in 
34D, an aisle seat. The flight is packed, so there’s nowhere to move to, and right next to 
me is a quiet little old German woman, reading her free paper. I tuck my bag under the 
seat in front of me, because the overhead compartments are already getting pretty full, 
and I don’t want to have to keep standing and opening them up every time I want to get 
out my cd player or palm pilot or get a new cd or something. Even though the plan had 
been to sleep, by then I was feeling excited with the first thoughts of travel, of being at 
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the start of something. Barring disaster, as soon as the metal box takes off, I won’t be let 
out again until I’m in Germany, at which point, no matter what happens, I am a foreigner 
for three weeks.  

I start reading again, and every once in a while scan over the people sitting 
around me. I think I can see Paige sitting a dozen rows ahead of me, over on the other 
aisle. And I can hear the women behind me talking. There are three of them, all sisters 
from Beaverton, who are going to Holland to visit their dad. One of them has brown hair, 
the other two are blonds, but there is definitely a resemblance between all three. We take 
off, and I revel in the childlike excitement of that sudden jolt when the turbines kick in, 
and the great feeling in the pit of my stomach when the plan lifts and we start climbing. 
Its like a roller coaster only without, hopefully, the pitch and turn downward at the end of 
the climb. There should be no downward moving until twelve or thirteen or fifteen hours 
later. I have a hard time figuring out the length of the flight itself, with all the time zones. 
All I know is that it will be a while. Long enough for me to grow restless and 
uncomfortable, and then settle in again, probably. I went back to my book.  

After probably two hours, the meals were served, and I had to put away my 
book and lower my table. A woman came down the aisle with a tray ahead of the cart, 
carrying a small stack of trays and checking the seat numbers carefully. She stopped by 
my elbow. 

“Vegetarian meal?” 
“Yeah.” Behind me I could hear the sisters wondering aloud why I was being 

served first, because they were hungry, and didn’t want to wait any longer. One 
suggested they steal my food. 

I had thought it was a good idea, having the travel agent give me vegetarian 
meals. I don’t like eating a lot of meat, and figured the meal would be basically the same, 
with just a different main course packet. When I opened the aluminum tray that carried 
the main part of the meal, I was overwhelmed with doubt. Inside was part of the special 
effects from some alien horror movie; a mucilaginous mass of green goo with chunks of 
red and orange-brown littering it. I could picture otherworldly eggs lurking somewhere in 
the mass of strange substance, just waiting to hatch into some ungodly, horrible monster, 
all fangs and sharp claws, set on taking over our world. It was not, in any way, 
recognizable as food, and it tasted horrible. I covered it back up to hide its shame. The 
rest of the meal consisted of fruit and a tiny salad with no dressing and a cookie that was 
made out of some kind of natural ingredients and tasted like wood chips. I ate it all, and 
couldn’t wait to get rid of the tray. The stewardess sensed this, I think, and took the tray 
when she finally came by passing out everyone else’s meals. I stood to go to the 
washroom before the post-meal rush started. When I got back to my seat, the girls behind 
me were laughing amongst themselves about the horrid state of their meals, but they were 
good enough to eat despite the oddity. Aside from their identifiable main course, they had 
fruit and a salad as well, but they also had a good sized chocolate sized bar. They had 
dressings with their salad, and they had a real roll, instead of a lump of pre-wrapped 
bread of indiscriminate origin.  

“Did your fancy meal look anything like this?” The sister in the middle, younger 
looking than the others, with her blond hair held up with clips, was holding a chuck of 
chicken on the end of a plastic fork as though it was some kind of toxic material left over 
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from a factory. The chicken itself looked like it may have been formed out of sawdust 
and silicone gel, and was covered with something that may or may not have been grape 
jelly.  

“No, I suspect they may have a special disliking for those that order vegetarian 
meals. I think something was breeding in my meal. Something…not of this world.” She 
laughed at the Shatner-esque way the last part came out. 

“That’s what you get for not eating meat, I guess. Communist.” 
“Indeed. How dare I? And as added punishment, my chocolate and bread and 

dressing should be stolen and replaced with inferior counterparts, clearly discovered in a 
crate in the back of the airport, left over from some health movement in the late eighties.” 

“I’m sorry. You want my chocolate?” 
“That’s sweet, but I couldn’t steal your chocolate, you may need it. You’ll be 

sitting there for another ten hours at least, you’ll need something to give you a burst of 
caffeine to make sitting still unbearable. Otherwise you might relax and sleep or 
something.”  

“God forbid. Where are you going?” 
“Uh…well, my goal was to go back to my seat, but I’m kinda right there now, 

so the only real step I have left is to sit down.” She laughed.  
“I mean where are you traveling to? What is your destination?” 
“Oh. Berlin. For a while. Then Spain.” 
“Spain? Sounds like fun. Are you going by yourself?” 
“Nah. I’m meeting up with people in Berlin, and then we’ll all go on to 

Barcelona from there.” 
“And what will you all do in Barcelona?” 
“Um…dunno. It hasn’t fully been explained to me. It’s a sort of adventure, I 

guess.”  
“Cool.” 
“What about you? Where are you going?” 
“We’re all going to see our Dad in Holland.” 
“Are you all from there?” 
“No, we’re from Beaverton. Our Dad moved away to Holland twelve years ago, 

and so every couple of years we go out to see him.” 
“That sounds like fun.” 
“It is. We’re all excited. Especially my sisters.” 
“Why them especially.” The one by the aisle with the shoulder-length blond hair 

swallowed her last bite of pseudo-chicken and answered.   
“Because this is our first trip away from home without the kids or husbands 

since before the kids were born.” 
“It’s like an extended girls’ night out.” The third one, with her long brunette hair 

added.  
“Awesome. So there’s going to be quite a bit of partying, I imagine.” 
“Hell yes. Lots of it.” 
“Just so long as you don’t do anything you or your husbands will regret when 

you get back.” The short-haired blond on the aisle seat spoke again. 
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“Oh, they’ll be coming out themselves in a few days. We’re only on our own for 
the first week. After that they’ll be coming out to meet us here.” 

“Will the kids be coming, too? A whole family vacation at Grampa’s?” The 
brunette answered. 

“No, our mom is going to watch them.” 
“By herself? How many kids is that?” 
“Five, total. Three for me, with Gwen’s two.” Gwen was the blond with short 

hair. I looked at the younger one, who had started the conversation with me in the first 
place.  

“Do you have any kids, or does Grandma just not have to watch them?” Gwen 
answered for her.  

“Little Maggie doesn’t have any kids.” Maggie shook herself and stuck out her 
lower lip. 

“No kids, no husband.”  
“Awww. So who do you have coming out to see you in a week?” 
“Nobody at all.” The brunette leaned over and looked sympathetic and put her 

hand on Maggie’s arm. 
“Oh, honey, I’m sure you’ll meet some big blond Nordic there you can have 

come stay with us.” 
“Ooh, do you think?”  
“Could I get past, please?” The stewardess was behind me with the drink cart.  
“Right. Um…okay. If we don’t speak again, for some reason, good luck with 

finding yourself a big Swede to party with.” And I sat down. Before I put on my 
headphones, I could hear Maggie whispering to her sisters ‘What do you think of him? 
He was cute, right?’ I smiled and started listening to Black Lab’s newest EP.  

After a few more hours of reading, someone came on the overhead system and 
announced that we would now be shown our in-flight movies. The first movie was 
Garfield, the live-action one with Bill Murray as the voice of Garfield. My eyes were 
starting to have a hard time focusing from reading for the better part of the past five hours 
straight, so I thought to watch the movie. Television screens lowered from the ceiling of 
the plane, and I fished around for my glasses so I could see what was happening on them 
clearly. The woman next to me, who had been reading quietly off and on for most of the 
ride so far took her glasses off, and I couldn’t help but feel a little backwards at my near-
sightedness, this vague betrayal of my eyes.  

I watched the movie for a half hour or forty-five minutes, until it was too 
unbearable to watch even just to numb my mind and kill some of the time that was 
stretching on for so long. I closed my eyes, and tried to find a comfortable way to let my 
head droop with my chin on my shoulder, propped up so I wouldn’t fall out into the aisle 
and get run over by an errant drink cart. I nodded off, weaving in and out of 
consciousness like a drunk weaving across lanes of empty roads. I crossed time in great 
leaps and bounds, feeling a vague pride whenever a particularly large chunk had gone by. 
And then I woke up, more alert than the foggy awareness I had been experiencing 
between leaps, and I could feel that my restless sleep was over. I looked around me at the 
dark cabin, all the window covers drawn and the main lights off, and only one reading 
light in ten still on. The movies were all over, and we were back to the simple blue 
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graphic telling us the temperature, airspeed, and time in various forms and languages. 
The little picture of the airplane didn’t seem to be moving at all, surrounded as it was 
completely by blue, the same on all sides. I knew that on the other side of the aluminum 
walls it was bright, a new day out there, but inside the plane felt for all the world like the 
latest night. I stood to stretch. The sisters behind me were all asleep, each older sister 
leaning on Maggie, arms all intertwined. I walked around the aisles in economy class, 
down to the back of the plane, and through the space behind the washrooms, and back up 
the other side. I did it once, walking slowly and quietly, not to wake anybody, lost in my 
own head. I crossed back to my aisle in the path between the business-class washrooms to 
complete my circle. On my second trip around, I was still zoned out, until I heard 
something that stood out in the silence of the sleeping plane. 

“Howdy, stranger. I reckon you look lost there, then.” Paige was sitting up near 
the front of the economy section in the other aisle. She was giving me a lazy, tired smile 
with bright eyes.  

“You’re awake. Don’t you know it’s supposed to be nighttime up here?” 
“Yeah, well, this weird guy was pacing circles around me, leering at me like a 

pedophile and muttering to himself in a southern accent.” 
“…was I really leering and muttering?” 
“No. Not so’s I noticed anyway.” 
“Good, good. That would be beyond the eccentric levels of oddness, and straight 

into creepy.” 
“Yes. Yes it would. Hey, did you notice I was speaking hillbilly for you?” 
“I did. Lord knows that’s probably the only reason I heard you through my deep 

concentration.  You was a’speakin my lang’age.”  
“Is that what that was? Deep concentration? I thought maybe indigestion.” 
“I don’t know. You know when you feel kind of distant, and then you sort of 

space out, and the next thing you know its three hours later and there’s a puddle of drool 
on the table in front of you? It was like that.” Paige gave a little laugh, soft but warm. 

“No. I can’t say that’s ever happened to me.” 
“Oh. Right. Me either. I’ve just heard stories. From friends. Not even friends. 

Just people I associate with. Sometimes. Degenerates, really.” She laughed again. 
“Riiight.” 
“I don’t know. I’m still tired. I can’t sleep so good on planes.” 
“I know, I can’t either. I just can’t get comfortable.”  
“You have leg room though. You can put your feet underneath the seat in front 

of you?” 
“You can’t?” 
“Nah. My bag is there.” 
“You could put it in the overhead bins, you know.” 
“And be separated from it by four feet and plastic? Never.” 
“Attached, are you?” 
“Hey, at least I don’t handcuff it to me anymore.” She smiled and shrugged.  
“That’s something I guess.” 
“Yup…it’s a passion.” 
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“Hey, speaking of, I saw you talking up the girls behind you. I was trying to 
picture you talking all three of them into fitting in the air-plane bathroom.” 

“Do you get group rates for membership in the mile-high club?” 
“I don’t know. We can ask the stewardess…” 
“Eh, no bother. Two of the girls are married, anyhow. With children.” 
“That doesn’t do it for you?” 
“Not the ones with chilluns, no.” 
“Why not? Stretch marks?” 
“Goodness no. No, they take too much effort, the kids. And I need quite a bit of 

taking care of myself; I can’t stand the competition.” 
“Right. So it’ll just have to be you and the single one then, I suppose.” 
“Well, you can come if you want.” 
“Oh, can I? Thanks, but I don’t think we know each other well enough just yet.” 
“Okay. I just don’t want you to feel excluded.” 
“I’ll keep that in mind. Thanks. Do you think she’s going to go for it?” 
“Oh, uh…honestly, I hadn’t given it much thought. In all honestly, she was the 

one who started talking to me when I was on my way back to my seat.” 
“I see. So you are completely innocent, right?” 
“Absolutely. Although I suppose I do feel that wanton acts of a sexual nature are 

sort of owed to me by the pagan gods of travel and adventure.” 
“Really?” 
“Yeah. Blame movies and pop culture, I guess. Or Palahniuk.” 
“How is it his fault?” 
“Are you kidding? The main characters in his book are members of sexaholics 

anonymous. The book is like a retelling of the main guy’s sexual exploits. A good third 
of it anyway.” 

“Are they any good?” 
“Some of them, yeah. I blame them entirely for any inappropriateness on my 

part. I maintain my innocence.” 
“Does it feel weird to think that a man has managed to turn you on?” 
“I have a better one. His family must be proud enough of him to read his books. 

Do you suppose his mom or dad or grandmother have read them and been turned on?” 
“Oooh. Ew. That’s kindof…ew.” 
“How does one reach a point in one’s life when they have to admit to causing 

their grandmother to be in a sexually excited state?” 
“Good point. Touché.”  
“And on that note…” 
“Hey, you know, you never finished telling me your name when you got cut off 

before.” 
“Oh yeah?” 
“Yeah. Do I keep calling you Stranger?” 
“If it pleases you. If not, you can call me Ellis.” 
“Ellis?” 
“Yes?” 
“We’ll just play it by ear.” 
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“Okay. Sounds good. I’m going to mosey on back to my seat now. Maybe I can 
stir up some memories of the Garfield movie and fall back asleep.” 

“Okay. Good luck having sex with that girl in the itty-bitty bathrooms.” 
“Em…thanks Paige. Feel free to stop by for a visit if you need to stretch your 

legs.” 
“Mmkay.” 
I walked around the front and back down to my seat, which was as tiny as I 

remembered it upon sitting. I looked up at the clock, which told me, in French, that we 
had five hours left before landing. I tried to re-discover my sleeping posture and close my 
eyes, but every position I put myself in felt sore and uncomfortable. I tried to push past 
the pain, but only managed fifteen minutes of near-sleep before trying was getting too 
painful to go on. I sat back up straight, and considered taking out my book to read again. 
I heard some rustling around somewhere behind me, and wondered if it was considered 
rude to use your light in the plane. But, I figured, best to make do, and hit the button that 
made it glow.  

“Hey. You awake up there?” A sleepy voice that was barely a whisper came up 
to me from behind. I turned in my seat to see which one it was. Maggie was buried under 
a pile of her sisters, blinking the sleep away from her eyes.  

“Yeah. I’m awake.” 
“Have you been awake the whole time?” 
“No. I slept for a while. But I can’t seem to do that now.”  
“Planes are like that. You sleep, and then suddenly you wake up, and you can’t 

sleep anymore.” 
“I don’t know. Some of these people have been asleep for most of the entire 

flight. The guy sitting in front of me put his seat back and closed his eyes since about five 
minutes after take-off, and hasn’t got up since, unless someone comes by to give him 
food or beverage.” 

“Okay. Well, for some people, then, it’s like that. But for me, when I wake up, 
its over.” 

“I think there have been songs written about that.” 
“About sleeping on airplanes?” 
“Well, probably. But, no, about waking up and something being over. Usually 

love or happiness or a good high.” 
“Do you suppose it’s secretly about planes?” 
“Could be. I think its secretly about discovering the girl you dug last night is 

much more manly than they remembered.”  
“Is it that common, do you suppose?” 
“Oh, yeah, it happens all the time. Sometimes there’s not even alcohol involved. 

You just meet a girl who seems all kinds of amazing, and after a few hours or a night or 
six months or so, you discover, hey, them there are man parts!”  

“Six months?” 
“All the time. Bamboozled! It’s tragic, really.” 
“Has it ever happened to you?” 
“Not so far, that I know. Knock on wood. You’re not hiding anything of that 

sort, are you?” 
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“No!” 
“It’s okay, you know. You don’t have to be embarrassed or anything. I’d 

probably still find you attractive and all.” 
“Oh really? You find me attractive?” 
“Clearly, yes. Had you truly not guessed?” 
“Oh, I’d guessed. I just like hearing it.”  
“Allow me to indulge you. You are beautiful, you have shining, glowing hair 

and soft, smooth skin, sparkling eyes, a musical voice. You are funny and sweet and sexy 
and cool. Your lips glimmer and dance in the most seductive way when you talk, and I 
get dizzy with desire and delusion at even the hinted imaginings of all the things that they 
could do.” Even in the dusky dark of the plane, I could see her blushing. 

“That’s…” 
“What? Push it too far?” 
“No. That was nice.” She sat quietly for a few moments, and it looked like she 

was thinking about something. She looked at her sisters, still asleep, and lifted her head 
up and looked about the rest of the cabin full of people either asleep or reading to 
themselves silently. She started moving the arms and heads of her sisters off her 
shoulders slowly and gently, so as not to wake them. She got up, and sidestepped her way 
out to the aisle, then turned to the back of the plane and took a few steps. She turned and 
looked at me, and cocked her head to the side a little. 

“Coming?” 
I followed her down the aisle, and went into the tiny bathroom, with my back 

against the thin wall. She came in after me, and closed the door behind herself, sliding the 
bolt into place with a hearty ‘chunk.’ She looked at me through strands of hair that had 
fallen over her eyes, smiling mischievously.  

“It wouldn’t be vacation with out a little adventure.” She put her hands on my 
shoulders and kissed me, hard and long. Her hands pawed at me, pulled at my clothes, 
grabbing fistfuls of fabric. Her fingers ran across the impression of my erection through 
layers of cloth, and started to fumble with the buckle of my belt, the fly of my pants. 
With a tug, she pulled it free, her grip firm. She broke from kissing me, with that same 
spark in her eye. Her lips parted slightly, and the tip of her tongue ran over the tips of her 
teeth. She kissed me once more, quickly, before stooping down. Her back slammed into 
the door as she tried to make her way to her knees, and she had to twist around and 
readjust several times before she was settled down, eye level with the part of me she still 
had a firm grasp of. She looked up, and parted her lips again to take it in, so intensely 
warm compared to the cooled air of the plane cabin. After a minute, twisting and turning 
away with her head, she pulled back again, exposing my wet skin again to the cold 
outside air. She growled a little through her teeth, frustrated at the tiny room, and shoved 
me, with her free hand, around and against the sink. She slid around, as I pivoted, so her 
back was to the toilet. She went back to work, this time moving her body, too, trying to 
find the most comfortable position. She would break away every once in a while, to twist 
or crane her neck, to readjust herself, now sitting on the toilet and bending down, now 
stooping on the ground in front of me, with her knees pressing against my calves, and 
then back. I tried to help her, pushing myself back up on the tiny counter. The faucet 
jammed into my ass, and I squirmed around, trying to find a space where I could be free 
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of it. I set off the hot water, and then the cold, but couldn’t find a comfortable position. 
She pulled away again, licking her lips before grumbling to herself, and once again 
grabbed a hold of my side with her free hand, and turned me completely around, so my 
back was now to the toilet. My head smacked against the ceiling where it came in to the 
room. She cooed at me for the bump on my head, and promised to make me forget it, and 
pushed me back again until I had to sit on the seat of the toilet. She wriggled her body 
back, and gave a breathy, loud sigh, finally comfortable, and smiled at me before bending 
her head back, to take me back into the steamy warmth of her mouth. Still, she had to lift 
her head periodically, to rub the back of her neck that was beginning to get sore, 
kneading me with her other hand before resuming. I took my hands from her hair and 
massaged her neck and shoulders, trying to keep them as smooth and rhythmic as I did 
my breathing, until I started to lose my control over both. I could feel the pressure 
building up in me to critical levels, and could feel Maggie working even harder, sensing 
the end was near. She pulled back to give her neck a rest, just as I let the pressure go all 
at once. I closed my eyes and held my breath and grabbed a hold of her shoulder, as a 
stream of protein and genetic material left my body, striking the side of Maggie’s face, 
jetting into her soft, silky blond hair, onto her smooth, flawless skin, down on the nice 
blue pinstriped shirt, half unbuttoned, and the expensive blue bra, half pulled around her 
firm, healthy breasts. Her hand was still on me, working slowly, lifting a finger and 
placing it back gently, sticky with remainders of my DNA. She smiled up at me. 

“Was it everything you pictured?” I smiled back at her, panting for air, and 
spoke between breaths.  

“Oh my God, so much more. So much more. You’re amazing.”  
She stood up, and got a handful of paper towels, got them damp, and washed her 

hands, washed me off, and tucked me lovingly back into my pants before zipping them 
up and buckling my belt, making sure it was lined up straight. 

“That was fun.” She turned back to the sink, and threw away the old towels. 
“Look at me. I’m a mess.” I stood up behind her, and looked over her shoulder at her 
image in the mirror. 

“You look as beautiful as ever.” She smiled and looked at the reflection of my 
face. 

“I’ll bet. Does it make your manful pride swell?” She smiled wider and reached 
behind herself to pinch playfully at my ribs. “You should probably go out first. If we go 
out together, people might see us.” 

“You sure you don’t want me to stay and help you tidy up?”  
“No, I can clean up after you here.” 
“Yeah? Then maybe I can do something for you.” She turned around to face me, 

and put her hands on my chest.  
“Trust me, I had fun. It’s okay. Eventually, someone else is going to need to 

come in here, or we could stay here the whole flight.” She turned back to the sink, and 
started dabbing at her clothes.  

“If you’re certain…” I unbolted the door, and slid it open. She slapped my ass as 
I slid out the door, and laughed, waving a little goodbye as she slid the door shut and 
bolted it again. I went back to my seat and pulled out my book. I heard a shuffling behind 
me, but didn’t look back, afraid I would start blushing if someone was awake to see. I put 
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on my headphones to listen to the Be Good Tanyas. When Maggie was back, she ruffled 
my hair over the seat, and I reached up to pat her hands and wrist with mine. 

After a few hours, I got up to stretch my legs again, and walk about the plane. 
Maggie smiled and winked at me as I walked past, and Gwen blushed a little. Apparently 
she had been filled in on what happened while they were asleep. When I got to the back 
of the plane, I started up the other aisle. Closer to Business class, Paige had finally fallen 
asleep, apparently. One arm was folded on her tray table, with her head on it, and the 
other was dangling out in the aisle. Behind me the stewardesses were getting ready to 
serve breakfast, so I carefully and gently moved her dangling arm to the inside of her 
armrest, so they didn’t have to wake her to move it. She looked peaceful and calm, 
despite how uncomfortable I thought it must have been, contorting in her seat that way. I 
walked back down to my own place, where my vegetarian breakfast was already waiting 
for me. I peeked inside the foil, and inside was a thin translucent membrane of pastry 
crust wrapped around a green, sliming mass of cooked spinach and broccoli. I wrapped it 
back up before it could escape and take over the plane like a foreigner with a box-knife. 
The rest of breakfast consisted of a roll, a real roll this time, not a stale whole wheat one, 
and a croissant, two baskets of fruit, some strawberry jam, some spiced apple cider, and 
some watered down tea with a lemon chunk in it. The jam wasn’t too sweet, the croissant 
was excellent, and despite the thing that was trying to propagate it’s species in the tin 
cooker, the meal was quite good. I had the woman bring me an almost steady supply of 
the cider through the remained of the flight. I thought to myself repeatedly that it was a 
great thing, and would mix well with vodka, but had to keep in mind I would be changing 
planes in Frankfurt, where everything was in German except my own vocabulary.  

When we were finally approaching Frankfurt on the blue map on all the drop-
down televisions, the captain came over the loudspeaker and announced that the airport 
had been shut down earlier, and was now backed up, so we were going to have to circle 
around for a while before we could land. At first, I was irritated, since I had another plane 
to catch, but then I marveled at the amount of fuel the plane could carry, to take us from 
Portland to Frankfurt, across sixteen time zones, and still be good for some circling to kill 
time. And to think I used to brag that my car could make it to Seattle and back with some 
gas in the tank to spare. The blue screen seemed reluctant to tell me the time in Frankfurt, 
so I stopped wondering, and went back to the book I had been reading. Shortly thereafter, 
the captain announced we would be on the ground in ten minutes just as I was finishing 
up the last pages of the book. I put it away, along with my CD player, and made sure 
nothing had come out of my pockets. When we landed, the childlike joy came back and 
reminded me that we were now in Germany, and it would be a new month by the time I 
was back in an English-speaking country. I smiled while we taxied to an open spot on the 
tarmac where the luggage carts and busses were waiting. Some Americans who had never 
been to a European airport questioned what we were doing out on the tarmac, and if the 
airport had shut down again. Stairs attached to the front of the plane and the door opened 
so people could go down to the waiting busses. When the people ahead of me were 
finally moving up the aisle, the back door opened to a second stairway. The sisters, who 
had been talking amongst themselves with a nervous energy and checking their tickets 
repeatedly to see where their next flight was out of, discussed whether to go forward, or 
back. It was decided they would go back, and as they spilled into the aisle Maggie put her 
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hand on mine, and told me it was nice to meet me. She smiled, and her tongue ran over 
the tips of her white teeth again. I smiled and told her it was truly grand to have met her 
as well, and she left. I noticed Paige standing in her seat, looking frustrated while people 
passed, her arm periodically tugging on a strap hanging down from the overhead. With 
the middle of the plane mostly empty, I crossed the empty aisle to her.  

“Hey, lady, you’re holding up the line.”  
“The damn thing is caught on something.” She turned and furrowed her brow at 

me. She stepped out into the aisle, and I followed.  
“Yeah, it looks stuck all right.” I reached up and untangled the strap from the 

hinge. It took a good hearty tug, and came free. I handed her the bag.  
“There. That wasn’t so hard. I think you just wanted some attention.”  
“Shuttup, you.” She smiled and walked down the aisle to the exit, with me 

following. We crowded onto one of the busses, already too full to sit down, but which 
didn’t leave until we were on there shoulder to shoulder. Some business man didn’t want 
to wait for the next bus, already visibly driving to pick up the remaining people clustered 
outside, and Paige was pushed against me in the resulting shuffle. I had to lean my head 
back against the window to keep it from hitting hers.  

“You smell nice.” She laughed, and looked at me, with her head sideways.  
“Oka-ay.”  
“I’m just saying. Thank you. I could have been stuffed in here next to some fat 

dude who’s been sweating for the past twelve hours with no deodorant. Instead I’m 
packed with you, which isn’t at all unpleasant. Aside from the briefcase that keep 
smacking me in the ass.” 

“You sure it’s a briefcase?” 
“Not at all. I was hoping. Can you see it?” 
“No.” 
“Damn.” 
“You do, too, you know.” 
“Keep hitting you in the ass?” 
“No. Smell nice.” 
“Do I? Excellent. I feel filthy, sitting so long.” 
“Yeah. I can’t wait to get to a shower.” 
“I can’t wait for you to get to a shower, either.” 
“Why?” 
“The knowledge that there are beautiful women naked in the world makes life 

worthwhile.”  
“…” 
“Sorry.” 
The bus came to a stop in front of the bus doors to the terminal. We got off, and 

she walked with me to the monitors with the information for all flights. My flight was 
nowhere on there. The flights started at 1:45, with planes that had finished boarding and 
were currently taking off. My flight was to have gone out at 1:25. 

“Hey, Paige?” 
“Yeah.” 
“What time do you have?” 
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“It is 5:56 in the morning in Oregon.”   
“Which makes it 1:56 here, and my flight has gone without me.” 
“Looks like you done fucked up, son.” I looked at her, and Paige tossed me back 

a wide, playful smile. “C’mon, let’s talk to someone.” 
Paige spoke German, and so went with me to the Lufthansa desk to ask about 

my flight. She looked at my boarding pass, and my passport, and got me on the next 
flight out to Berlin, which left at 3:35. Baggage claim wasn’t past any kind of security, so 
I could go with her to pick up her bags. Then she called her friends on her cell-phone, to 
see where they were waiting, and found out that they hadn’t gotten to the airport yet. 
Nothing else to do, she went with me to the terminal to wait for a while.  

“So, hey, did you ever convince that girl on the plane to have sex with you?” 
Her question directly followed a random comment about the pink payphones that dotted 
the airport, and caught me a little by surprise. I could feel my face getting a little warm. 

“Um…kinda.” 
“What kind of answer is that?” 
“…That depends on your definition of the word sex.” 
“I’m sorry Mr. Clinton. I’ll clarify. Did you remove her clothing and then put 

your penis in her vagina?” 
“No.” 
“No? Hmm…anus?” 
“Ha! No.” 
“Did she come in contact with your penis at any time.” 
“Yes.” 
“Then stop beating around the bush and give me details.” 
“We flirted for a while, and then she got up to go to the washroom and asked if I 

was coming. So I went with her, and she went down on me.” 
“Ooh. Blowjob on an airplane. That sounds tricky.” 
“Yeah. It kindof was. Here…” I took her hand, and put it on the back of my 

head. She felt around a little, and made a sad face.  
“Awww, I can feel a huge lump!” 
“Yeah, that’s where she slammed me against the wall behind the toilet.” 
“Sounds feisty.” 
“She was a spitfire all right.”  
“So have you offered your thanks to the pagan gods of travel yet?” 
“Not as such.” 
“How rude. Do you want more good travel sex?” 
“Of course.” 
“Then show some gratitude. Come on, lets go see if we can’t find a burger or 

something for the travel gods.”  
We found a place that sold fresh sandwiches, as opposed to the pre-packaged 

kind. I had one with mozzarella and lettuce and tomato, and managed to find some kind 
of milled mustard to put on it. Paige ordered something chicken. We decided that Lamb 
would be a good sacrifice for the travel gods, since sheep were a traditional sort of 
offering. She insisted on paying. While we ate, she told me about school back in Eugene, 
and a little about her family. We finished the lunch, leaving the lamb sandwich on the 
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counter under a poster depicting an airplane for the gods, and were walking back to the 
terminal when her phone rang. Her friends had arrived. Before she left she gave me her 
cell phone number, and the number where she would be staying, and told me to call her 
when I was back in Berlin. She hugged me goodbye as though we knew each other, and 
wished me good luck with the Spanish girls. And then she was gone. I walked back to the 
terminal alone, and made my way to one of the pink phones, so I could call Meiko and 
tell her I would be late. She wasn’t thrilled, but I explained that the plane had come in 
late, it was out of my hands, and she said she would wait at the airport. So I had a seat, 
brought out the thin Al Franken book I brought, and started reading once again.  

 At around three they finally gave the call again for us to board. There was no 
specific boarding order, just a sort of polite cluster slowly moving to the door. All told, it 
works faster than the order calling, but doesn’t give the first class people the impression 
of special treatment. As though the giant chairs and amenities weren’t special enough. 
The plane was much smaller, with three rows of two seats each. It was an older plane that 
had very few amenities, and it was just over half full. Most of the people were dressed in 
business suits, reading the paper. I thought about the awful commute, but then I 
remembered people back home who drove from Kelso to Clackamas every day, and 
that’s two hours. The flight from Frankfurt to Berlin is less than one.  

The flight was short, and I once again finished the book I was reading just as we 
were getting ready to set down. The plane actually pulled directly to a terminal, and let us 
off into the glass tank where luggage comes. I got my insanely heavy backpack, and 
walked out to where Meiko was waiting with a dude who had a decently sized and 
perfectly spherical puff of hair on his head.  

“Hi. How’s it going?” 
“Well enough. Glad to be done with planes, and pretty tired. How are you?” 
“Bored. This is Ally.” Ally took my hand and shook it. 
“Hello.” 
“Good to meet you. Like the ‘fro.” 
“You miss…Aeroplane?” 
“What? Oh, yeah, my first flight came in over an hour past schedule, and by the 

time we landed, my transfer had gone.” Ally looked at Meiko. She spoke to him in 
German, and he nodded.  

Without saying anything more, they turned and started to lead the way out. We 
got outside to the bus terminal, and waited. There are no trains that go to or near Tegel; 
you can only get there by bus. It is the largest and newest airport in Berlin, and yet the 
least convenient to get to. Almost all transatlantic flights come in to Tegel, yet no flight 
from Tegel goes directly to anywhere of great distance; they all lead to Munich or 
Frankfurt or somewhere else first.  

“I’m going to need a ticket, right?” I asked while we were standing for the bus.  
“Scheiße.” Keiko said something else to Ally in German, and looked around for 

a ticket machine. She started walking to the one she saw, leaving Ally and I to follow her.  
“Is there a cash machine here? I have no money yet.”  Ally shrugged. Meiko 

spoke more German without looking at him. She turned to me with a bemused 
expression.  

“He is going to college to teach English.” And then bought me a bus ticket. 
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We got on the next bus, and took a while, transferred to another, and then took a 
streetcar to Alexanderplatz. I remembered the place from before, especially the large 
shopping center across the street with its white diamond pattern around the building. 
Kaufhaus. Here Meiko and Ally said goodbye, and we got on an s-bahn and rode for a 
while longer, and finally got on a street-tram that took us right across the street from the 
building where she lived. On the journey, she didn’t say much. I pointed out a few of the 
things I remembered, and asked a few small-talk questions about how her job was going 
and such. She was a good artist and a great photographer, but she wasn’t spending as 
much time on either of those things. Art school was too hard to get into. She was 
studying languages instead, and working in a theatre as an usher.  

“Hey, Tierpark! You live around here, right?” 
“Yeah, we’re pretty close.” 
“Last time I was here, I asked Janice why there were all these metal statues of 

Buffalo and such in the area and in front of the U-bahn station. She said ‘Because this is 
Tierpark.’ And didn’t explain any more until almost my last day, when I found out there 
was a Zoo right over the trees from the station, and that Tierpark mean Animal Park.”  

“Did you go?” 
“Yes. There were cows.”  
Meiko was quiet, and I didn’t push her, because I was tired from a long day of 

traveling. We walked to her flat, which was, thankfully, on the first floor of the building. 
Many of the old communist buildings are incredibly tall with no lifts going up and down.  

Her place was a one-room apartment, with a tiny kitchen in a very small room to 
one side, and a bathroom just off of the doorway. The bathroom had a raised bathtub with 
a hand-held shower that attached to the wall around chest-high. It was bright, though, and 
pleasant, and looked to be new, or at least recently remodeled. The kind of place I wish 
they had more of back home, so I could find a decently cheap place to live. Of course, 
none of my stuff would fit in it, but maybe it had a slightly larger big brother somewhere. 
She got a phone call as soon as we got in from her parents, who lived several floors up in 
the same building. She was going up there for dinner, and I was welcome to stay in her 
place, or join her. Since I’m not a huge fan of Asian food and her parents hate English, I 
decided to stay and take a shower.  

Taking a shower involved standing on my knees to wash my hair, and leaning 
close to the wall so the water didn’t splash out on the floor since there was no curtain. I 
dried and left my towel on the rack built above the tub. Then I wandered about for a bit, 
and finally sat, listening to headphones, and writing on my palm pilot until Meiko came 
back, a few hours later. We spoke for a while, I asked her if she had any of her art 
around, and she pointed out a few things she had hanging. She turned on the coverage of 
the Olympics, in German, and then made a phone call. She spoke for hours, and I 
watched features on the German table tennis player, the only word from which I 
understood was ‘sex-machine.’ There were matches; points were scored directly off the 
serve or two or three volleys of the ball. It was like watching someone play in a 
basement, with none of the skill or impressive length of play I had come to expect from 
Forrest Gump. They didn’t even seem to have a supply of balls handy, whenever 
somebody scored, and the ball went flying off the table, one of the players had to chase 
after it themselves, sometimes even ducking under the tables or curtains to get it. I 
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wondered at the sense of national pride people might get from taking the gold in ping-
pong. How much prestige one got for telling people you represented your country in the 
international ping-pong competition. Do they make much in endorsements? Can you live 
on that? Surely there must be groupies. How is it that a man whose sole contribution to 
the world is to play ping-pong could be more attractive than your average guy who plays 
music in a bar every weekend, or writes, or something of creativity and depth? Wouldn’t 
that be somewhat like deciding to become a pro air hockey player, or majoring in arcade 
games?  

I sat watching television I didn’t understand, laughing a little that I don’t even 
watch television at home, when I can actually make out what people are saying, because I 
consider it to be a waste of time. The haze left on my mind from all the travel and lack of 
sleep was made worse by the boredom that crept through my blood. But I gave to it, 
silenced any complaints. Soon enough, we would begin traveling, and I would be in 
Spain. Then I could focus on fun. Tonight was good for rest. 

The fog of emptiness as disturbed a little when someone started knocking on the 
door. Meiko answered, and I heard people speaking German. But while the words were a 
jumble, I recognized the voice. It was Janice. She had with her a tall German, 
prematurely balding and nervous looking. She introduced him as Rictor. 

“That’s, what, German for Richard, yeah?” 
“I think so, yes.” 
“Do people call him Dick?” 
“No.” I turned to Janice. 
“Do you?” She glared at me. 
“No. Shut up.”  
“Fair enough.”  
She sat down, and we spoke. She made everyone else use English so I could 

understand, something that Meiko wasn’t terribly thrilled about it seemed, and Rictor 
(who had no problem at all with my referring to him as Dick) often forgot. But we ate 
fine German chocolate with Hazelnut paste in it, and drank mild alcoholic beverages, and 
played cards until it was late. I don’t, of course, know how late based on clocks. I didn’t 
have a watch or my phone with me since, unlike Paige, my cell company didn’t work 
overseas, so I could only guess it was late because it was dark before they showed up, 
and they visited for hours, and because I was tired with the sort of dizziness and lack of 
awareness that comes when one reaches the 24 hour mark. When they left, I was issued a 
blanket and two flat, tiny square pillows, and was asleep on the floor in less than a 
minute.  
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    Day Day Day Day 2     
 
 
 
 
 
I woke up with the light from the apartment’s one window shining in on me. 

There was no noise anywhere, inside or outside the apartment, and I had no idea what 
time it was. I felt well rested, which usually means I slept a lot, but I didn’t know what 
time I went to bed, nor did I know what time we were supposed to wake up. Or, for that 
matter, what time our plane left for Barcelona. I had the confirmation number written on 
a scrap of paper, but the times or flight numbers had been left off. So I adjusted myself 
under the blanket, and held onto the not-yet-awake feeling, drifting in and out of 
consciousness. The alarm went off sometime. I couldn’t see it, so I couldn’t see when it 
went off. I looked around some, but all I saw was a pile of pillow and blanket where 
Meiko slept, and then heard a mighty slap that silenced the alarm and my clues for 
finding it. But the slap was the only movement from the bed, followed by no other 
movement. I went to the washroom and washed my face, gave myself a quick scrubbing 
with a cleansing wipe, designed for campers and such, and brushed my teeth. It wasn’t 
until after I came out of the bathroom, with deodorant on and hair arranged to an 
acceptable degree, and was putting the hygienal supplies back in my pack that Meiko 
made some sounds of movement, and a weak grumble, before shooting straight up with a 
loud burst of German profanity. She looked at me as though I had been clapping my 
hands and hollering the middle of a movie. 

“We’re late! Scheiße!” 
“What time is it?” 
“Late!” 
She kicked off her blankets and ran around gathering up clothes, and went to the 

other room to change. Then she came out, and started packing. Her pack was, at this 
point, completely empty. 

“I hate waking up early! Scheiße!” 
I didn’t think she expected me to reply to this. The only reply I could have come 

up with, if pressed, was that she could very well have packed last night when she was 
talking on the phone, thus negating part of the reason for needing to wake up so early in 
the first place, since not liking to wake up early was knowledge she already had and not, 
in fact, a new discovery. However, since none of this sounded like the polite thing to say, 
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I sat and drank slowly from the glass of water I had in hand, leaning against my own bag 
that was packed with at least SOME measure of forethought. I mean, granted, it had to 
have been packed by now, or it would have never made it to this country, but, all the 
same, the bag was waiting by the door for hours before it was time to go. And that, I felt, 
gave me the high ground here. 

She finished packing up, and stood looking at me as though I had been keeping 
her from being on time, telling me to hurry up. I had since finished my water, and put the 
glass in the sink, so I was now simply sitting and waiting with my pack for the moment in 
which to spring into action. With her finally ready, I hefted my bag to my shoulder, and 
we went out. A few blocks down the street was a bank where we could withdraw some 
money (a hundred euros is a colorful mix of multicolored and multi-sized pieces of 
paper), and then took the tram down to the station where we were supposed to meet with 
Lora. Meiko looked at the clock on the face of her phone repeatedly and sighed a lot, 
often muttering things in her language I didn’t understand. I passed the time by leering at 
the contents of a nearby pastry stand. I was starving, and at this time just about 
everything under the display glass looked as beautiful and seductive as most of the tall 
blond women passing us by on their way to the trains. I turned to ask Meiko if she 
wanted anything, and saw that she was on the phone, so I walked over and ordered a 
cherry pastry and some orange juice through the international language of pointing and 
holding up a finger to indicate I wanted one of these things to which I was pointing. He 
told me how much he wanted, and, while I understood German numbers well enough, my 
money was somewhat limited anyway, having come from the bank machine. When you 
don’t understand a language, you cannot hear someone complaining about breaking a 
fifty.  

Lora arrived while I was having my breakfast, sitting against a wall with my bag 
on a ledge of some kind. The cherry on the pastry tasted of actual cherries, fresh and ripe, 
not the generic vaguely cherry-esque red filling of American breakfast foods. It was 
excellent. Lora was on her phone as well, as she approached us, but when she got closer I 
got the impression she wasn’t on the phone with Meiko at all. This was confirmed when 
she hung up before Meiko did. When her own conversation was finished, she introduced 
us, and we walked to the train platform. Meiko demanded I give her money for a ticket, 
and put it into the machine and shoved me in the direction of the train. She ran on after, 
and handed me my ticket. While we rode, Lora and I made a few attempts at English 
conversations, after which she asked if it would offend me if she spoke in German when 
she wanted to talk to Meiko. Of course I said it wouldn’t, because to do so would be rude, 
and they were both clearly a little uncomfortable with their English. We took the train to 
the Shönefeld airport station, which is a long brick tunnel with four train platforms, a 
restaurant with tables sitting in the pathway on a bit of Astroturf with a fence around it, to 
give the impression of eating outdoors. The tunnel runs quite a distance, where the tiled 
ground has inset lines, with pictures of trains leading one way, and pictures of planes 
leading the other. Up top we hitched a shuttle to the airport, and found the desk for 
EasyJet.  

Being an American, I had never heard of EasyJet.com before. It is a purely 
European thing. It sounded to me, at first, like a sort of cheesy operation. They do not use 
actual tickets; you order your flight, pay online, and get a confirmation number. When 
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it’s time for your flight, you go to the airport, show your passport and your number, and 
they give you your pass. However, in this case, they had their own section of the airport, 
complete with their own shop. Our bags were weighed, and we had to take them to the 
large x-ray machine, where the man let us watch them go through, pointing out various 
things he could make out in our packs. In the front of my own there was what appeared to 
be a clip of ammunition, which, it turned out, was the extra batteries and lighter I had 
stuffed in the front as an afterthought. And next to them, I could make out the series of 
rings that were very plainly a handful of condoms also stuffed in there. Not so much 
because I didn’t think I was carrying enough with me, but because before I had started 
packing I stopped by the state health department, where they gave them out by strips and 
handfuls, and, since I had them, why not? Who knows, we may get stranded in the middle 
of nowhere and need to use them to collect condensation as drinking water. Or 
something.  

We went through the metal detectors, where the security people didn’t even ask 
me to take off my belt. When the detector went off, the man standing against the wall 
casually gave me a quick once-over with the metal detector, and a quick pat down. He 
asked to see what I had in my pockets, and I showed him. He looked at the plastic push 
knives, shrugged, and told me I was fine. It was as easy as that. The airport didn’t list the 
flight to Barcelona on its many monitors, though. It only listed flights 45 minutes before 
takeoff, and we were early, despite all the cursing of our lateness. So we sat in the long 
tiled hallway with glass walls and waited. Lora asked about what I did, if I worked or 
went to school, and I had to explain to her, in gradually declining English, that I wasn’t 
doing anything at the moment. I was just taking some time for myself between things. 
She said she didn’t do anything either, and then pretty much stopped the conversation 
right there. She looked blankly for a moment, and then started to speak in German to 
Meiko again. I started reading a Nick Hornby book, until a large herd of Germans and 
Spaniards rushed past us to Gate 9. Lora got up to check the monitors again, and I joined 
the line. Meiko waited until the Lora confirmed that it was our line before joining in. We 
stood awhile, and then an announcement came over the loudspeaker telling us that we 
were actually going to go through Gate 2. So the entire herd moved as one mass unit 
down the wide pathways, shoulder to shoulder, while anyone not of our flight hugged the 
walls and tried not to get swept up in our wave. Before we could squeeze past to our gate, 
we had to get our passports checked again with our boarding passes. The men who 
checked were in a glass box by a bottleneck in the hallway, between the glass tunnel we 
were in, and the small lounge of Gates 1 and 2. Hands reached out of the indiscernible 
mass of people holding tickets and passports. Men checked pictures against people they 
couldn’t see, and put the passports back in the still outstretched hands coming from the 
crowd. As we were sifted and sent through, not yet able to get from the lounge to the 
gate, but too large a cluster to sit in the lounge like people, we stood closely, and all 
stared at the glass doors that led to the plane. Nobody spoke.  

A second announcement said that we would now be going to Gate 14 to get on 
the plane. We looked at each other briefly, to see if anyone knew whether it was a joke or 
not, and then picked up our bags and started herding back towards the new gate. Once 
again our tightly packed troupe made way down the hall, causing fear and panic among 
all those who had been sitting to wait patiently for their own flight. Small children 
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watched with amazement, dreaming about when they would get a chance to be a part of a 
herd, marching so thick not even air could squeeze past. We all started for the open 
doorway, like the three stooges trying to all enter a room at once. A woman checked 
passports of whoever managed to squeeze through, and let the passenger walk, now 
almost single file, slightly battered but victorious, to the plane.  

On board, we were told it was open seating. At the mention of this, I pictured 
chaos. I could see school field trips from the fourth grade, kids pushing and shoving to 
get the good seats of the bus. There was no first class, only two long rows or three seats 
on either side. We took the second row from the front, and I could watch the captains 
coming in and out of the cockpit, and hear them speak. They had Irish accents. I 
examined their uniforms for what may or may not be whiskey flasks tucked away, but 
was much less disturbed at the thought than I had been over the first notion of free 
seating. What won me over with EasyJet, in the end, was the head attendant. She had 
dark hair and a skin color that was not tan and not pale, somehow almost orange, and 
deep, dark eyes. She wore what passed as a uniform for them, tight black slacks that were 
made of something not quite cotton, and not quite plastic, but clung to her like a second 
skin. I swear I could see a scar on her leg from falling off a bike as a little girl. I had to 
stare hard to see it, but it was there. She also had an Irish accent, and seemed to speak 
neither German or Spanish. When someone questioned in another language what she was 
saying, she spoke louder and more slowly, before finally giving up and pointing at 
someone who spoke the language. This enamored me to her immediately; I wasn’t alone 
here.  

My daydreams of sunny dates and carnal acts were interrupted by a tapping on 
my shoulder. I turned to see a tall girl with long dark, slightly curly hair and a pleading 
look on her face. She asked me if I spoke German, speaking in German herself, and I 
muttered by deepest and thickest ‘nein.’  

“English?” Her own accent was clearly British.  
“And how.” 
“Could you help me?” She had a bag that was massive, and incredibly heavy. I 

lifted it with a blankness of face to indicate that it was not, in fact, a strain to put it above 
my head and move it about as I tried to wedge it into the compartment. With just the right 
twist, it slid in with the snugness of the winning Tetris piece, without the resulting flash 
and disappearance.  I smiled at her, and opened my mouth to say something witty and 
charming, hopefully to convince her that, in Spain, her time would be well spent with me. 
However, both wit and charm abandoned me, and after a moment of silence, I closed my 
mouth and sat back down.  

The Irishmen flew the plane well, and I couldn’t for the life of me figure out 
why I thought it was funny that that was true. I had just never pictured an Irish pilot 
before. I could picture them doing almost anything else, including open-heart surgery. 
But for them and the stewardess with the great eyes and nice ass, EasyJet won me over. 
Even though a single tiny bottle of vodka was 6€, and anything to mix it with would have 
been an additional 3. That was alright. The flight was just two hours (from Germany to 
Spain in less time than it takes to drive to Seattle), and we landed in Barcelona. 

The airport was massive. Not so much in its length, in the number of planes it 
had going in and out of it. It was massive by the sheer volume of it. Baggage claim was 
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in a sort of sub-level. We picked up our bags, and it still felt like your ordinary, run of the 
mill airport. But when we took the escalator up, we hit the main terminal, which was one 
massive open space. The ceiling was forty or fifty feet above me, with tall pillars 
reaching the entire distance. The back half of the place had an upper terminal level, like a 
plateau standing above the main floor, completely visible. Shops nestled in the cliff 
below this plateau like the shopping district from the Manitou cliff-dwelling village of 
the Anasazi Indians. All the floors were marble, a rich brown sort that had been worn so 
that half the tiles were cracked, and a good deal of the chunks, the inlaid stone inherent to 
the nature of marble, had come out, leaving a trail of pits and divots over what had once 
been a smooth surface. Everything was littered with cigarette butts. Signs were posted 
here and there marking the airport a non-smoking zone, but you could tell, from the litter 
to the air itself, that this was openly ignored as a general rule. Meiko and I sat on a 
random bench, against the glass of the most open bit of the airport, facing the raised 
plateau. She brought her camera from her pack, and started polishing lenses.  

“Shöen, do ra me bust.” 
“No, Shöen, du da day bist, Lora.” 
“Shöen, du da day bist.” 
“Right. Good.” 
“What’s that mean again?” 
“Good that you’ve come back.” 
“Right.” Meiko was trying to teach me random German phrases, as one might a 

child. The words came out of me in a southern slur that I would have had to work at, if I 
were to speak it in English. I had already known what shöen meant. The rest was just 
sounds to me. 

“Try this: Ich micht slaffen.” 
“Ich micht shlaffen.” 
“Good. That means ‘I want sleep.” 
“Do you want sleep?” 
“Yes. I’ve been tired since I woke up. I hate waking up.” 
“If you never woke up, you’d not be able to appreciate not being tired.” 
“I wouldn’t care.” She sat in silence for a second, and then looked at me again. 

“Do you want to try and say something else?” 
“I think I’ll let my brain wrap around those first.” It was vaguely insulting, being 

taught random phrases that were, in the end, of no use. How often did I need to announce 
my need of sleep? I distracted her by asking about her camera, and we filled the rest of 
the time before Lora came back discussing cameras and the art of photography. Lora 
returned and started talking in German, gathering up her bag. Meiko looked at me in a 
coaxing way, like she expected me to do something.  

“Right. Yes. Shoen, doo dah day bist. Lora.” Speaking someone’s name while 
facing them always feels forced and awkward.  

She looked at me in a perplexed way, not as though she didn’t understand, but as 
though she couldn’t imagine why on God’s green earth I would say such a thing. For a 
moment I wasn’t entirely sure that Meiko hadn’t tricked me into asking Lora to do 
something dirty. Meiko said something to her in German, and she nodded slowly. She 
gave me a quick half-smile, and then went back to what she was saying before. We 
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gathered our things, and followed her through the airport to where two women were 
waiting, one in her late forties, another a decade or so older. Friends of Lora’s from 
somewhere. That had with them large plastic suitcases with wheels. The kind that aren’t 
even designed to be carried. The ones that you buy straight after admitting you are too 
weak or too old, tired, or lazy to carry your own things anymore.  

We went up another escalator to a long walkway that would take us to the train. 
Our little crew hit the rubber of the moving walkway and just stopped. I could hear a roar 
in me at the complete lack of understanding of the walkway, of the laziness involved. I 
could hear Henry Rollins in my head, shouting about charging down the moving 
sidewalks of airports, shoving people and moving on without any remorse.  

“…the moving sidewalk travels about the speed of the average human gait, so 
that when you get on it, and walk, you get where you’re going twice as fast, thereby 
increasing your ambulatory efficiency…” Henry’s words should be written on plaques 
periodically everywhere where there are these sidewalks.  

I distracted myself by watching my surroundings. The tunnel itself had a 
corrugated metal roof, and diamond metal sheeting on the ground. There was a strip of 
glass windows all down the length of it. Everything was filthy. The glass was so smudged 
it almost appeared to be frosted glass. There was a coating of film on everything from the 
people chain-smoking down the length of it, tossing their butts whenever they finished. 
Through the windows cars came and went, also covered in a layer of dust and dirt. There 
was a brown tinge to the sky outside. At the end of the walkway, there was a train 
platform. It was like a large shed, with concrete floors and an arced metal ceiling. It was 
open on both ends, but the windows were still glassed in. The queue to get through the 
platform was long, for two simple reasons. The three turnstiles that worked automatically 
had to be fed tickets from the ticket machines against the side wall. Only two of those 
worked, and even those were not overcrowded with people. Anyone who wasn’t from 
around here, whether they looked at the machines or not, assumed that they needed to 
speak to a person to get tickets. The kiosks actually had a dozen languages it gave for 
tickets, but this wasn’t general knowledge, and nobody bothered to look. So the line 
behind the booth with the single worker was overlong, and the man overworked. Even 
after people got their tickets, there was another hold up at the turnstiles themselves, as 
people tried to bring their bags through the metal guides themselves, instead of through 
the bag opening next to the turnstile, or lifting them over. Person after person got stuck in 
the metal bars, trying to wriggle through dragging wheeled luggage that had probably 
never been lifted once, aside from to toss it on the bed when empty to start filling it. Even 
on the other side, there was a crush of people waiting for the next train, which never 
seemed to come soon enough.  

When the train finally arrived, the entire platform emptied onto it, shoving so 
much we could hardly breathe. It felt like a long ride, with too many stops on which 
nobody left, and too many more people got on. When we finally got off, I was sweating 
already. We were in a somewhat dark underground cavern, where platforms extended off 
behind us, a dozen at least. Upstairs was a large terminal, both for buses and for trains. It 
was much like an airport, with a more grounded feel to it. There was more cohesiveness, 
where an airport generally feels like a hodgepodge of everything around it. The two older 
women went and rented a car, and said farewell. We went back and ate our lunch at 
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McDonalds. The menu there was written in Castillan, the old language of Barcelona. A 
dialect so far removed from traditional Spanish that there were many native to the city 
who didn’t speak it at all. It was the same idea as expecting Romans to understand and 
speak Latin fluently, or expecting us to understand Native American. Or even Olde 
English, with its curious spellings and invented words. I find that most Americans are 
completely baffled if they come across one misspelled word in an otherwise flawless 
sentence. Imagine an entire menu based on words that weren’t spelled like anything we 
recognized, that we would have to speak aloud and sound out before it made a bit of 
sense. We forget that English was originally a verbal language, and even the most well-
schooled had to read aloud to comprehend. The letters simply signified the sounds.  

We got tickets for a bus to Valencia that left at midnight. The plan was to sleep 
on the bus, and save money on a hostel. We had most of the day until then, and so left our 
bags in a secure locker. Meiko and Lora wanted to go to the beach. The beach, I was told, 
was what one did in Spain. It was what Spain was famous for. What else did I think we 
had come to do? We took the subway from the part of town we were in, out at the edge, 
mostly suburban houses all pushed together and warehouses, to the waterfront. From the 
Drussanes subway stop we walked along the water, where the yachts were docked, down 
to the beach. On the other side of the street, the buildings were all old, and the streets 
beyond them seemed narrow.  

The beach itself was packed. From the street to the sea was a solid mass of 
people. Sometimes it was difficult to pick a path through them all without stepping on 
someone’s towel or bumping into them. As I looked around, I suddenly remembered the 
thing I had heard about Spanish beaches. Gorgeous topless women. Everywhere. Dozens. 
Hundreds. I couldn’t begin to count them, likely because I couldn’t count more than five 
before getting distracted and forgetting what I was counting and why. I stumbled 
frequently, and was glad when we finally found a small clearing in which to lay our 
towels and sit. It was the perfect spot. There was an almost solid circle of beautiful 
women around where I was sitting; like Conestoga Wagons on the Oregon Trail circling 
for protection. Beautiful Conestoga Wagons, with tan skin, and high, youthful breasts. 
The words Pert and Perky ran through my head repeatedly. It was all I could do to sit 
reasonably still on my towel, behind the safety and comfort of reflective sunglasses, and 
pretend to read the book I brought. Anyone who may have been watching me would have 
noticed that it took me an unseemly long time to get through any one page. A paragraph 
of story, followed by the girl to my left with the red g-string and two pierced nipples. 
Two more chapters, and the group of girls up in front of me, just arriving, shimmying out 
of their shorts, pulling off halter tops, slowly, somewhat nervously untying bikini tops, 
before letting them drop, revealing their wonderful selves. Turn the page, and watch the 
three to my left, speaking Spanish, look native, but most likely not from the city. They 
watch everything around them as much as I watch them, only they have no glasses to 
hide behind. Glasses give tan lines. And they clearly want none of them. 

There was more to the beach than just half-naked young women. It was an 
anthill of activity. Natives carrying coolers and plastic bags walked around selling beer 
and soda and water, chips and candy. Calling out as they walked. If you make eye 
contact, they come to open the cooler, show you what they have. Everything is 
overpriced, but laying under the hot Spanish sun is a good way to learn just how much 
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you’re willing to pay for a bottle of water. Some of them have been doing this long 
enough to be sick of carrying their coolers, and carry them slung over their shoulders by a 
length of twine rope. They have calices on their shoulders from the rope, but if it bothers 
them, it doesn’t show. There are men selling a simple glazed doughnut-like fried bread, 
stacked in large pyramids on a big board, which they carry balanced on their heads. They 
sing songs, some they make up on the spot, some pop songs with the name of their 
doughnuts fit in somewhere. If you want one, you look and make some motion, and they 
come to you, sprinting and springing over all the people. He leapt naked women like 
hurdles to sell doughnuts to hungry tanners. One woman he leapt over sat up with a start. 
She had apparently fallen asleep lying on her back. She had a sunburn that lit across her 
chest like red paint. I winced with sympathy, and considered offering to rub some aloe on 
them to help the burn. Some people simple walked around with stereos, so there was 
always music. I don’t know if they did it for tips, or if they were just more people visiting 
who liked wandering and music. But there was always noise, always something to see. A 
woman walked by followed by four children calling her Madre. The oldest kid looked 
seven or eight. The woman still had an unbelievable figure, no sign of softness in her 
stomach or legs or ass, not even a hint of wear to her breasts, not a bit of discoloration or 
misshapenness to her nipples. There were more like her across the beach. Spanish 
women. Some kind of secret they must have, how to survive childbirth without the 
horrors and stress on the body.  

 Meiko and Lora got bored of sitting quietly, doing nothing, so they started to 
give me shit for sitting and reading, for not swimming and for wearing shoes on the 
beach. I reminded them that I didn’t have swim trunks or sandals, since I didn’t realize 
Spain meant beaches. I got less sand in my shoes if they were on. I had no defense for the 
book, aside for the fact that one in four people out there had something to read, and they 
themselves were listening to music and not talking. What difference is it if I read as 
opposed to sitting without a thought or hint of socialization? That’s not my idea of 
relaxing. Good books are. Lora stood up for the literate everywhere, and reminded Meiko 
that some people in the world read for fun, and it wouldn’t hurt her to try it more. There 
was more that followed in German, and it was clearly a good shot, and Meiko fell silent. I 
nodded my approval to Lora. She gave me a confused look again, and, saying nothing, 
got up to go in the water. Watching Meiko with her cd player made me regret leaving 
mine behind in Berlin. Had I realized how much sitting there was to be, I would have 
brought it. I would have brought more books, too. I only had the one, which I was half 
done with. But even there, even surrounded by a wall of beauty the likes of which both 
Playboy and modern porn can’t really put a torch to, I was getting antsy to move around. 
I offered my towel to Lora when she got back, who had none, and was worried about 
sand sticking to her, and wandered off. She said they would be there for hours yet, until it 
got dark.  

As I made my way carefully through the crowd, I realized that there were 
tourists at this beach than there were natives. This was the place where all of Europe 
came when they wanted to see Spain. Clearly, for this neck of the woods, this was the hot 
beach spot. Like LA, without the vapid uselessness and smog. As I walked, a beautiful 
girl with shoulder length light brown hair was passing in the other direction, walking by 
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herself. She was wearing a top, which was a rarity, of a shimmering metallic blue that 
matched her bikini. She was pale skinned enough that I could see she wasn’t a local.  

“Howdy.” She paused and turned her head, her brow furrowed a little in 
confusion. 

“Sorry, did you just…say howdy?” She had a British accent, a voice that had 
just a hint of breath to it, like she had just been jogging, and only now stopped.  

“Yeah. It’s a force of habit. I haven’t quite got the hang yet of saying ‘Hola!’ 
when I intend to say hello.” 

“Is there something wrong with just Hello?” 
“It’s been done, really.” 
“Ah. Yes. How silly of me.” She had a smile that looked like she was laughing 

without sound.  
“So by what circumstances are you walking alone on a foreign beach?” 
“Just to stretch my legs a bit. You?” 
“Same. My friends back there have bored me numb. To spend an entire day 

sitting…” 
“I know. Not quite as relaxing as it sounds, is it?”  
“In all honesty, the idea never struck me as relaxing in the first place. I 

somehow envisioned Spain as being more of an adventure. We have beaches at home. I 
can sit and do nothing anywhere. I don’t even need to get out of bed for that.” 

“True. What did you have in mind then?” 
“I don’t know. To explore. To actually do something, or go somewhere.” 
“So you didn’t actually have an idea.” 
“Not in the least. Nor did it matter. So, what do you say? Want to walk with me 

a while? See Spain?” 
“Sure.”  
We walked back to where her friends were stretched out, and she retrieved her 

handbag and a pair of shorts. I tried to look like I wasn’t watching as she wriggled into 
the pair of tight denim shorts, facing off to the sea. I saw a woman coming out of the 
water, walking to her clothes. She dried herself hastily with her towel, and tied it around 
her waist. She reached under it, and pulled off her wet thong. When she lifted her legs to 
slide it off, I could see the sand sticking to her still wet feet. She retrieved her panties 
from the pile of clothes, and put her foot through, snagging them on the cloth. She 
tugged-a path of skin was wiped free of sand. She put the other foot through, more snags. 
And then she pulled them up. ‘Aw, she’s going to regret that sand later,’ I thought. And 
then, clearly, in the back of my head, I could hear one of my friends from back home 
singing that song he used to sing whenever someone was being whiny or bitchy in any 
way. ‘She’s got that sand in her ‘giner, and it’s itching alright…’ I tried hard not to laugh, 
for fear of having to explain it all to these four girls I didn’t even know.  

“You ready?” We got to leave, and I was spared the embarrassment of 
explaining.   

We walked down the main street next to the water, the way I had come before. 
Cecilia and I talked about our vacations and what we were hoping to get to see. All along 
the sidewalk were men standing to the side, with white blankets spread out, covered with 
a mosaic of bootlegged cds and movies, belts and hats and sunglasses, jewelry and toys. 
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They sat quietly beside their goods, talking to friends or the merchants next door, until 
you showed interest in buying things. They pushed nothing on nobody, and if you liked 
the music they sold, you got a great deal. They didn’t sell anything that was more than 
one to five euros apiece. We wandered a bit, past buildings that all looked old and dirty. I 
lost track of the scenery every few blocks when I caught sight of Cecilia out of the corner 
of my eye. There was something exhilarating about walking around in foreign place with 
a pretty girl wearing daisy dukes and a bikini top, a place where beauty was so 
commonplace nobody even looked twice.  

“There’re so many places to eat around here.” It was wild. Every block had at 
least two eateries on it.  

“Yeah. It’s amazing. It’s like their main industry.” 
“How do you tell which ones are any good? There has to be thousands of them 

in this city.” 
“Trial and error. I’ve found some good ones. There’s a Tapas place a few blocks 

away that’s great.” 
“You know this area?” 
“Yeah. Our hostal is up this block.” 
“Really?” 
“Yeah. Do you…wanna see it?”  
“Yeah?”  
“Mm-Hmm.” She nodded. 
“Of course.”  
The hostal was behind a large wooden door eight feet high, with a small wooden 

door set in it. Inside everything was made of dark wood, and the man behind the counter 
nodded when Cecilia came in. She led me up three flights of wooden stairs to a room 
with two queen-sized beds and tiled floors. There was a sink in the room, and a tall open 
window. We could hear music coming from the room across the street, and the voices of 
people echoed in from everywhere.  

She was lingering around the edges of the room, a little pensive, a little nervous. 
This wasn’t her style, clearly. She fancied herself the kind of girl who didn’t do this kind 
of thing normally. But vacations are never normal circumstances, and everyone wants to 
do something wild on vacation. Everyone wants a little reckless abandon, a little passion. 
You just have to bring it out of them. I crossed the room and held on to her. I looked into 
her eyes, feeling her heart beating through the veins in her arms. I watched the colors 
dance in her eyes, watched the subtle movements of her lips as she breathed. I stared at 
her until her pulse quickened, until she started to blush slightly. Then I kissed her, hard, 
and drew her into me. Her heart jumped, her whole body went warm, her voice crept into 
her breathing. Her timidity was gone now, replaced by only the desire. By the basic, and 
the animal. I pushed her back, and she landed on the bed, making a noise somewhere 
between surprise and attack. She kicked my legs to make me stumble forward, and 
grabbed my shirt when I did. She was pulling me forward by it, trying to pull it off at the 
same time. I heard a tearing noise, could feel the clothes digging into my skin whenever it 
was pulled in a way that didn’t get it closer to being gone. Her breath caught in the back 
of her throat, little grunts, exertion and abandon, while she blindly undressed both her 
body and mine at the same time. I would put in a hand to help, but it only got the tangle 
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worse, too many hands in the flurry of motion. I ran my fingers through her hair and 
across her skin, and it just made her work harder.  

We fucked in that small, dirty room like animals. Not like animals fuck, cold 
and purposeful and brief, but like they live. Like chimps, swinging at great speed through 
the chaos and madness of the jungle world, catching smaller monkeys, other animals in 
mid-flight, snapping their necks without moving, tearing at them with savage teeth. Like 
sharks, catching the scent of blood miles off, swimming with single-minded intensity to 
the source, whipping the water into foam as they twist and lunge and tear raw meat to 
pieces. Like a cornered panther, black as midnight without a moon, abandoning it’s stoic 
calm and grace to give into the fury of being trapped, the instinct to tear any threat to 
pieces. Muscles that seldom get used are suddenly corded and tensed, the entire body is 
contorted and shaped in ways that would have seemed pointless and illogical a short time 
ago. It was beyond thought and beyond reason and beyond control. Flesh and blood and 
air blurred, and there was no distinction between this body and that, this hand and that 
leg, this gentle coo and that terrible roar. It was all madness and chaos and, explosions for 
all senses, until time passed, and the world suddenly started to turn at its normal speed 
again. There we were, a tangle of limbs and sheets, skin glistening and sheets damp with 
sweat. Cecilia has a look of shock and pride that glowed past the exhaustion, from having 
learned new things about herself. She stayed silent for the longest time, except her 
breathing, and her eyes moved slightly as her mind spun on; recanting the recent tumble, 
posing questions and weaving stories and forming ideas. When all the thinking and 
scheming finally came to an end, she turned to me and smiled.  

“That was fun.”  
We got dressed again and went down to the street. Cecilia traded her shirts and 

bikini for longer shorts and a t-shirt. She pushed against the wall with me on the alley 
behind the Hostal to let a car pass, and her arm stayed around me when we resumed our 
previous position out on the street. After a few blocks her hand was resting on my 
shoulder, and then slid down gradually until it was wrapped around my own. We stopped 
and shared a pastry bread and something to drink, sitting on the edge of a fountain in a 
square somewhere. She had been talking about her trip so far, the places they went. She 
and her friends were traveling largely without plans. They had their plane tickets back 
home, in four days, but they didn’t have any idea of what they would be doing before 
then. One of them wanted to go in to Madrid and see the capital. One wanted to go up 
north. She said that maybe they could even come down on the bus with us, and we could 
hang out until she had to go back to England.  

When we got to the beach, I couldn’t remember where my friends had been. I 
remembered the location by our closeness to some of the lampposts and the lifeguard 
chair, but in coming back I saw too many lifeguard chairs, and too many lamps, and 
couldn’t see the difference between them. I pointed out to where I thought my friends 
were, and she was pretty sure she could remember where her group was. I kissed her 
goodbye and told her I had a good time. Before we had parted too far to speak anymore, 
she called to me. 

“I’ll find you. We can get together and talk to see if we’ll meet up with you guys 
down in Valencia.”  
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The crowd had thinned somewhat, so that I could walk without stepping on or 
over people, but not enough that it was easy to find people. I remembered that both 
Meiko and Lora were wearing their suits under their clothes, but by the time we were at 
the beach and they took their outer layer off, I was already distracted enough that I 
couldn’t for the life of me remember what the suits may have looked like. I couldn’t even 
remember what style they were, although I was pretty sure they weren’t going to be some 
of the girls walking around topless in a thong. The area I though was where they were 
turned out to be wrong, and it left me with nothing more that the approximate distance we 
were from the water, which was about the only other thing I could remember about it. So 
I started walking, about that same distance, looking for anyone who looked familiar. It 
turns out I was quite a ways off, really, from where I thought we had been sitting. When I 
found them, it looked as though neither of them had actually moved since I left. They 
were laying in almost exactly the same position, their cd players lying next to them.  

“So, how was the beach?” I sat down next to them. It was the sitting, not my 
speaking, that got their attention.  

“That was a long walk.” Meiko took off her headphones.  
“Yeah. I met up with someone while I was walking, we spent some time 

together.” 
“They spoke English?” 
“She was English.”  
“Great.”  
“I imagine you’ll probably meet her. She wanted to meet up at some point 

tonight.”  
She didn’t say anything. I wasn’t sure if it was because she thought it was rude 

that I was making plans that might involve them, or what. She nudged Lora, and they 
commenced the German-speak. It was decided, apparently, that the sun was starting to go 
down, and they were done with the beach for a day. They changed back into their regular 
clothes, and bundled everything up. I was given back my towel, which I threw over my 
shoulder. I had no bag to carry things for the day, for which I was greatly criticized 
earlier, and as such it was generally assumed that I should have to carry all my own 
things, even if there was room in someone else’s bag for a towel. I hadn’t realized bags 
were important to have, nor did I feel I needed much more than I could carry on my 
person. My pants came fully equipped with a standard assortment of pockets, useful for 
carrying all manner of items from money-clips and maps to books and notebooks. And 
without the added burden of something to leave behind, loose, or hold onto while walking 
around all day. It did not, apparently, make their kind of sense.  

We walked back through the beach, which was getting less full as more people 
started to get the same notion the Germans had gotten. We walked through where Cecilia 
had been with her friends, but I couldn’t see them anywhere. They walked on, and I 
followed behind them, keeping an eye out. After a while we left the main street and 
crossed onto a narrow one, with stone paved ground. The streets looked a lot like the ones 
I had been on earlier, with Cecilia, but I couldn’t for the life of me remember if they 
were, in fact, the same ones. Without her there to distract me, though, I was able to pay 
more attention. There were long, narrow, winding streets with shops on all sides, or all 
kinds. None of the shops were very wide, most no larger than a single display window 
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and a door that didn’t shut. As we walked down the street, metal shutters went up on all 
sides as cafes and bars opened for the evening, just starting business at six. Meiko 
stopped in every store that sold shoes or handbags that we passed. Lora complained that 
she couldn’t understand why some girls liked shopping so much, especially for shoes. I 
agreed with her, because she was speaking English and I didn’t want to discourage her. In 
all honesty, I don’t dislike shopping, in general. It all depends on what you’re shopping 
for, and who you’re shopping with. I had even enjoyed shoe shopping on occasion in the 
past, when I was with the right girl. But this was dull. There was no passion in this, no 
excitement, no anything. Just shoes and snide comments in German and boredom. In 
between the shops, though, were the narrow streets, well lit even as the sky grew dark, 
and filled with people. As soon as tables were set up outside the restaurants and bars, 
there were people in them. The deeper we got in this part of the city, the buildings got 
older. The stone façade and stucco was replaced with red brick, centuries old, which was 
replaced with larger, uneven bricks made by hand, which were replaced with carved 
stone. I found myself walking beside castles covered with religious carvings, old before 
my country was even born, before anyone conceived of a new world; a continent hidden 
over thousands of miles of sea. Cathedrals towered into the sky in front of me with 
ancient glass windows. It was then that it all became real for me. Before this, I had 
simply been in another place. I could well have been on a beach in southern California; it 
was different than home, and it was hot. But this is what made it Spain. The boredom 
from the shoes had passed, and I found myself staring openly at the buildings, the streets, 
the stones carved for drainage in the ground. Something so simple as that could still be 
amazing. One stood in an open court by what looked like old martial buildings. Had these 
same drains taken away blood during the revolutions and wars that had taken place 
centuries before? I could only picture it as we walked around.  

We finally stopped to eat at some place. The names of the restaurants were 
written on the back of each chair. Several places opened up onto the same square, so 
there would be a large cluster of tables all bunched together. The chairs were really the 
only way to know which place you were actually eating at. The place we were eating at 
specialized in tapas and pizza. Tapas are a traditional Spanish food, a sort of sandwich on 
long, narrow bread, similar to a deli sandwich, only the bread is less soft and puffy, and it 
generally toasted to melt the cheese and meat and everything together. The pizza is 
seldom anything like an American pizza, either. Spain, being on the Mediterranean right 
across from Italy, have known about Pizza for ages, and have countless variations of it. I 
had Lora ask the waiter if I could order one with the toppings I wanted, but he said it had 
to be one listed on the menu. So I went with one that had tomatoes and onions with a 
tomato sauce and two cheeses. It didn’t list the cheeses, it simply said there were two of 
them. I also ordered something called Tiger Nut Milk, which sounded weird and 
interesting. I was sitting facing an ancient cathedral of some kind. I was close enough that 
I had to tilt my head way back to see the first window. It was massive, and covered with 
detail. People came to sit down in the table between ours and the stone building. I saw 
them without noticing them; just more movement. When I finally did take notice, only 
the girl of the couple was facing me. She was beautiful, but even beauty had ceased to 
fully register. All the women in Spain were beautiful. My mind had been sufficiently 
blown, and I could neither be easily shocked or disappointed. And while all her face was 
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well formed, her features struck me as being too small for her head. Almost as if her face 
had somehow pulled itself into the center, leaving too much room around the outside. I 
went back to watching down the streets at the buildings, and the towering creation behind 
her. 

It wasn’t until later, when she started smoking that I noticed her again. It had 
occurred to me that Europeans smoked much more than people back home, and I was 
watching her sit and prove my point. But then I noticed the most interesting thing; her 
face was moving continuously. Not a twitch or a tick, but a steady flow of movement and 
expression, like a tide that pushes and pulls without stop. Her face was expressing so 
completely and with so much depth that I could almost hear her thinking. It was like 
watching someone really involved in a discussion. She furrowed her brows in thought, 
and raised them with a purse to her lips when a solution came, and then shifted her eyes 
to the side as though planning the timing for whatever she had just come up with. I could 
see the side of her boyfriend’s head now; he had shifted his chair some, and he wasn’t 
saying a thing. For that matter, he wasn’t even looking at her. From what I could see 
nobody in the plaza was looking at her or communicating with her. Yet she continued 
without stopping, her face following along and responding to her own inner monologue. I 
found myself constantly looking over, to see how she would react to any given moment. 
The way her neck tensed and moved, the way her thin, high eyebrows shifted and melted 
into new shapes, like smoke in a dream. Or how her cheeks pulled back, her mouth 
contorting into shapes I had never seen a mouth take before, and her nose wrinkles. Even 
her ears and her hair rose and pulled back, seeming to express her thoughts and feelings 
without a hint of intent. So I waited for any new thing that might give her more to react 
to; the first bite of food when the meal arrived, a sudden gust of wind, a loud noise or a 
new musician starting a small set of songs. She would smile or laugh or scowl in grand, 
exaggerative ways, as though there was a third person there with whom she was 
discussing every single thing with. In watching her, seeing her face contort for over an 
hour, steadily, always different and always changing, she became more and more 
beautiful as the night went on. Even though her companion spoke seldom to her, she was 
full of so much energy. Just sitting there she seemed more alive than the Germans had all 
day. And after a while it occurred to me that something in her reminded me of a girl I 
used to care about. Her chin, and mouth. It never ceases to amaze me how some people 
can get under your skin, get into your head, and just become a part of you. I think I will 
always see pieces of her in the world around me, she will always be a part of who I am. 
One of the two women who were strong enough and intense enough to actually change 
me, to make me better. I noticed the meal sitting in front of me, and reminded myself that 
there had now been three such women.  

The meal was interesting. The pizza had a very hard, flat bread for a crust. It 
was not light or fluffy, nor was it crunchy. It was thick and chewy and heavy, and had 
absolutely no shape to it. The sauce was good, but so thin as to be little more than a top 
crust on the bread. The cheese was also scattered very sparsely on top, not gooey and 
stringy between slices, but baked on. It was much more like foccata bread, all told, than a 
real pizza. But I had been starving, and it was filling. The Tiger Nut Milk, on the other 
hand, was a wonderful thing. It was very white, like milk, but a little thinner, and with a 
small bit of powder floating around in the glass. It tasted a bit like milk, too, only 



 39

sweeter, with a hint of cinnamon and nutmeg, almost. It was completely different than 
anything I had had before, but it was amazing.  

When we finally summoned the waiter to bring our check, we got up and started 
walking again. We walked through more of the old town, until we suddenly popped out 
onto a large, main street filled with people. There were stands along the road that sold 
books and magazines and newspapers, an artists painting on the sides of the walkway, out 
of the way. We walked until we got to a large lit up house, with ornate carvings 
everywhere. It was one of Antoni Gaudi’s works; a building front that had balconies 
sticking out in waves, the pillars shaped like bones. Through the colored windows you 
could see the roof of the room pulling into itself in a spiral, like a tornado or a whirlpool. 
I couldn’t remember his name, but I knew it started with a G. Lora tried to tell me who it 
was, but she was wrong. I recognized the use of mosaic tiles on all the surfaces, of all the 
color and all the natural shapes and forms. Everything looking organic, like somehow the 
building had simply grown in among the others, a wild living thing amongst man-made 
structures. A sort of natural camouflage for a giant beast living in a modern city. We 
stood staring at it for a while, people passing in front of us, and I tried to take in all the 
details. But Meiko was complaining about being tired and bored, so we went on, now in 
search of some place to sell water.  

It took nearly forty-five minutes before we found a gelato shop that sold us 
water. Which was fine by me; the night was cooler than the day had been, and aside from 
a small wrinkle in my sock, I wasn’t the least bit sore from walking all day. Even in 
German, all the complaining from Meiko was getting annoying. We walked back a way, 
looking for a Metro station that went back along the Line 3. We passed several, but I 
wasn’t in the conversation at the time. We sat for a while in a deserted corner of a large 
square. It was the only one without people in it, and had been the safe haven after a 
cluster of black men speaking English offered drugs and sex to my travel companions, 
which seemed to frighten them. So we sat to the side, just us and a hundred tiny mice. In 
retrospect, I think that perhaps Meiko would have preferred the sex with strange, high 
men, because the second she saw a mouse she climbed up on the back of the bench. Like 
mice can’t climb. She and Lora discussed something, and I got a little bored. I considered 
reading, but it was a bit dark. I passed my hand over the pocket that had my book in it 
when I was considering how much light I really needed to read, and my finger brushed 
against a flier I had been handed. I took it out, in subdued motions, as to not arouse 
attention, and dragged the corner of it ever so slightly across Meiko’s toes, hanging out of 
her shoes.  

She screamed and nearly fell backwards off the back of the bench. I got kicked 
in the shoulder as she flailed about, screaming, but it was worth it. It was a freakout on 
the grandest scale I have ever seen. Lora just looked confused, a sort of half-smirk on her 
face as she tried to puzzle together what was going on.  

“A MICE! A MICE! A MICE!” Lora began to scan the bench to see if there was 
anything running around there, but she couldn’t see anything. But even as she was 
shaking her head and trying to calm Meiko down, the screaming continued. It wasn’t 
until I finally lost it and started laughing out loud that they paused long enough to realize 
that it had been me. Lora thought it was great joke. Meiko was furious to have been had 
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to easily, but I think that just made it funnier to Lora. And I couldn’t have been happier. 
Much better than reading.  

It did give us the final boost we needed to get moving again. We took the 
nearest metro train back to he station. The place was next to empty, and when we went to 
the locker area, we found the door locked. There was a sign on it that none of us had seen 
previously telling us it was closed from 10:30 to 4 am. It was now 11:45. Our bus was 
supposed to leave in less than an hour, so clearly we couldn’t stay until it opened. Lora 
found a security guard and tried to talk them into letting us in. He disappeared, and left us 
sitting there. I started to think about having to go find some place to sleep, and coming 
back. Could we change in our bus tickets. The place closed, and we were still waiting 
there. Finally a man came, wearing a gun and a frown, and pointed out bitterly that he 
was doing us a huge favor. We got our bags and headed outside to the cement half-roof 
that was the bus depot. Our bus hadn’t come. We crossed the street and sat on a curb 
facing the lineup of busses. With every one that came Lora went to check if it was ours, 
just in case the sign was stuck or something. Apparently she missed a bus once and was 
pretty paranoid about it. It finally showed up, and we climbed on.  

The bus had a few stops before ours. The thing was about half full, but everyone 
was sitting by themselves, with one person for every pair of seats. The last pair went to 
Meiko and Lora. I sat across from them, next to a Spanish man who was already asleep. 
The lights were off, though, and the bus was silent. According to The Plan, all I had to do 
was go to sleep, and wake up in Valencia.  
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I was fast learning that The Plan was a total and absolute, screaming-and-crying 

failure, which left me 0 for 2. Sleeping on the aisle seat of a bus is even harder than 
sleeping in the aisle seat of a plane. True, there were no drink carts coming by to smack 
you in the elbows and forehead, but there were frequent stops in which more people got 
on, trudging down the aisles and serving the same purpose. At some point I considered 
actually just lying down on the floor in the aisle and going to sleep between stops, but I 
knew it wouldn’t last long before someone stepped on me on their way to the bus-toilet. 
The only way to sleep, it seemed, was either to have a window seat, so you had 
something to lean on, to have both seats to yourself, in which case you could stretch out, 
or to be sitting next to someone you knew well enough to have no problem sleeping on 
their shoulder. This seemed to be the entire population of the bus besides myself and the 
driver, who, while sitting in a window seat, remained awake. I looked across the aisle at 
Meiko and Lora, sleeping all intertwined together, and hated them for being able to sleep. 
For the first time ever I was bitter about traveling without good friends, for the simple 
reason that if I had good friends, I wouldn’t have to worry about falling on them, and I 
could finally sleep. I longed for truck beds with blankets in them and dark corners in 
people’s houses I barely knew. Every moment I had ever spent sleeping away from my 
own bed came through my mind, all the places I had managed to forge ahead and get a 
good nights sleep. Even the times I got a lousy night’s sleep seemed like heaven, because 
it was sleep at least. An arm landed on my lap from the Spaniard next to me. I wanted to 
elbow him in the ribs as hard as I could and blame it on a pothole; so much was I jealous 
of anyone who could sleep. But as bitter as I was, I couldn’t destroy the thing I wanted so 
much, and so carefully moved his arm back on his side of the armrest. He did not wake.  

“You just appreciate that off in dreamland, you lucky, ugly bastard.” There were 
no lights to read by, and there was no music. The televisions were all turned off, and 
there were no conversations to listen to. It was just me. I started to invent stories for all 
the people on the bus that I could remember seeing. The three girls at the front, they were 
going to the beaches of Spain to celebrate. The tall one with the large hands just got back 
from finishing her gender re-assignment surgery, after years of painful operations to 
rebuild her genitals and shave down her Adams apple and scrape her voice box and give 
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her a new nose. She was now fully woman, and couldn’t wait to get to the hot beaches to 
show off. The large man behind them was on his way to meet a woman he had been 
talking to for ages on the internet. He had intentionally found someone far enough away 
from his home in Barcelona that a meeting wouldn’t be rushed at all. He hadn’t been 
honest, and was afraid of getting caught. He was sick of the people he had been meeting, 
sick of all the girls he had ever dated. He wanted something new, and thought that the 
best way to get something new would be to be someone new himself. And so far, it had 
worked. She was prettier than anyone he had dated before. She was funny and clever, and 
she seemed to have a good job. He had fitful sleep, with dreams that wrapped around his 
worries. He worried that she might not like him as much when she found out about the 
little differences between who he was and what he told her he was. He was a little 
heavier, he wore glasses, he didn’t make very much money, and he’s never been a very 
good dancer. Most of all, though, he was worried that the things she told him about 
herself were just as fake as he was.  

All of this was interrupted by my sudden realization that we were stopping. The 
bus was coming to a halt. The young man a few seats back, who’s story later developed 
that he had been living inland for all of his life, too poor and uninterested to travel, but 
had always heard Valencia had the best beaches. And after some saving, he finally got his 
wife and two quiet, well-mannered children, and packed them all on the bus to the beach 
with an excitement and anticipation to see it that he simply couldn’t control or explain. At 
this first sign of a stop, he woke from his sleep, stood up with a jolt, looking around with 
an expression of both excitement and confusion, asking “Valencia? Valencia? Valencia?” 
at everybody around him, even though they were very plainly sleeping.  

What we had actually arrived at was a tollbooth. The highway doubled its width, 
and there were nearly a dozen booths. Some specifically for trucks and busses, some for 
people who used only cards to pay, some for cash. The driver pulled something from a 
pocket above him, showed it, and we went on. At first it was strange. It seemed like 
putting a stoplight on the highway. It screws up the flow completely. Yet nobody had 
really been slowed down any. Then it became brilliant. It was a tax-free way to deal with 
the costs of maintaining a national highway system. Instead of taxing everyone who 
makes money for the roads, why not tax the people who use them? For every 100 
kilometers, a tollbooth. Granted, if we tried it, our government would probably find a 
way to keep other taxes as high as before, and still put a booth every fifty miles that 
charges five dollars. Plus police, just in case you forget to use a blinker somewhere.  

“They can manage to fuck anything up.”  
We started rolling again, and the excited man went back to sleep. I went back to 

mumbling to myself and judging my fellow passengers. The guy across the aisle, just in 
front of the Germans, with his cap pulled down over his eyes; he had that tall, lanky kind 
of look. Shady and spurious, most likely heading out to a place a little more out of the 
way, where he could blend in and lay low for a while. He had making money as a small-
time crook and con-man for a while, little grifts and shop registers. Nothing big, because 
crime doesn’t exist in the same way in Spain as it does back home. Enough to pay the 
bills and buy some clothes. But then he got into some trouble. He tried to break into the 
cash register of a small shop in Barcelona. The owner had been saving all his life for the 
shop, and moved from China to be able to open a place to work without the government 
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always looming with a threat to take it away. He had a gun, just in case someone tried to 
take it away here in his new country. There was a struggle between the thief and the 
owner, and when the gun went off, the owner was bleeding. The guy didn’t know if the 
Chinese man was dead or not, but he got out of there, and decided it would be best to get 
far away, either way. So he got on a bus to get away from there. Someplace, hopefully, 
where nobody would notice him.  

“Poor bastard. Things can only get worse for him from here.”  
Then there was the girl in front of me. She had tan skin, and long dark hair. And 

Big, dark, almond shaped eyes. Eyes just like the ones that were peeking out at me from 
between the seats in front of me.  

“Good Christ! I’m being watched!” She didn’t seem to notice that I was talking 
about her, and continued to watch me, shifting from one eye to the other. Half a smile 
was on her face below the large brown eyes. I moved my head back and forth, as she was, 
trying to see more of her through the seats. She realized she was being watched and 
became completely still. I smiled, and gave a little wave with the tips of my fingers. She 
smiled back. Her face disappeared from between the seats and a moment later popped up 
over the top of the seat right in front of me.  

“Hola. Uh…Como Esta?” It could be argued that my Spanish was less than 
great. 

“You speak English.” She had an accent, but I couldn’t place where it was from. 
“I do! And apparently you do too.” 
“Yes. I heard you talking before. I didn’t think anyone else was awake.”  
“All night, apparently. You too?” 
“I can not sleep on the bus. I do not know why.”  
“Busses weren’t made for sleeping in. And I am thinking that they aren’t really 

even meant to take grown adults further than an hour’s distance.” 
“You do not like the bus?” 
“I can’t remember the last time I was this bored and tired and uncomfortable.” 
“The last time you were on a bus?” 
“I think the last time I was on a bus was four years ago.” 
“You don’t use them to get around?” 
“No. Where I live you need a car to get around. Everything is spread around.” 
“Not a city like Barcelona?” 
“No. Not a city so much as an area. We call it a sprawl.” 
“A ‘sprawl’?” 
“It’s like a city that’s been spread out over a wide area. A house here, a building 

there. Nothing built too tall or too close together. Parking lots everywhere.”  
“Why are there parking lots everywhere?” 
“Because everyone has a car and nobody wants to pay to put it places. Also: if 

you would have to walk from one store to the next without moving the car, it’s probably 
not worth it.” 

“You are joking.” 
“I’m not. It’s true. We really are that lazy. I have seen people drive fifty feet 

between parking spaces inside the same shopping area.” 
“How far is fifty feet?” 
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“I think its around sixteen or eighteen meters?”  
“And they drive that?” 
“Of course. You can’t expect an American from the northwest to walk that. 

They could get thirsty or something.”  
“I walk more than that every day just to get to the train. I couldn’t even find a 

bus closer.”  
“Yeah, but you’ll also notice you’re in much better shape than anyone from 

where I come from. I don’t know how things get judged around here, but if you were to 
show up in my area, you’d be one of the ten most beautiful women in a hundred mile 
radius.” She blushed a little. 

“You think I am beautiful?”  
“Are you kidding? Look at you. Your body could have been carved out of 

marble, it’s so perfectly formed. You’re amazing.” 
She seemed pleased. We kept talking quietly through the dark. Mostly she kept 

asking about America, about what else was really true about it, and differences between 
movies and television. We talked through another city and two more toll-stops. The 
people who came on went right to sleep in whatever seats they found, and we remained 
the only people talking on the entire bus. The next toll stop we got to we turned off, 
instead of paying. We went around a spiral of roads, and pulled into a large parking area 
in front of a big open building, like an American supermarket. A few people stirred, and 
the driver told us that we were going to stop here for a half hour. Half the bus stayed 
asleep. A few of the people who woke up went out to go to the bathroom. The beautiful 
woman with the almond eyes and I got off to stretch our legs. When I could see her body 
again all at once, I was reminded that it truly was a work of art. I almost regretted the past 
few hours of only catching the merest glimpse of anything beyond her head and shoulders 
and arms. We sat and had tea in the café built inside the building, which served as a 
restaurant, a store, even a shower to travelers. The bus driver sat down at a table nearby 
and put his feet up. We finished the tea and walked around a little, looking at the things 
for sale in the shop. It was a lot like a truck-stop, full of random things, maps and 
hammers and hats. The sound of running water came from the shower area. It was 
cheaper to get a shower than it was to buy a large bottle of water. The girl was flirting a 
little, talking about wanting something to get her blood going again after all that sitting. I 
looked back and forth between her eyes and the door to the door to the showers. She 
smiled and grabbed my hand, leading me through the door.  

Inside, everything from floor to ceiling was tiled. There was a hallway with four 
doors, two on each side. She pulled me down to the last door, in the corner opposing the 
man who was showering and whistling, kissed me, and pushed me through the doorway. 
My back hit another tiled wall, with a wooden bench keeping my legs from getting back 
under me all the way. She charged in to me, kissed me again, and pulled me around the 
corner of the partition between the changing bench and the shower. There were no knobs 
to turn the water on; apparently this is how they keep people from stealing showers. She 
pinned me to the wall and kissed me hard pawing at me and pulling at my clothes.  

“You have…something? Protection?”  
“Yeh.” I couldn’t break away from her long enough even to answer. I reached 

into my back pocket, trying to fish out a wallet. “Wait. Shit. My wallet is in America.” 
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“No wallet?”  
“To bulky.” 
“You have nothing else?” 
“Not unless we get the driver to let me at my backpack.” She gave me a look 

with overly pursed, pouting lips and sad eyes. “I can make it up to you.” And I kissed her 
again. I pulled at the buttons of her shirt until they popped open one by one, by sheer 
tenacity and constant tugging rather than any actual button-undoing skill. With short 
breaths I kissed my way down her neck to the top line of her bra. I tugged at it with my 
teeth, and the clasp pulled a little at the front. I tugged again, with an added push from 
her hands and it came undone. I connected the dots of raised brail on her areola, and 
traced the lines under her breast with my fingers, up all the way to her arms, and 
continued around her back to her spine. And I moved down, my fingers massaging along 
her spine, my lips pressing against her stomach in the front, pushing her shorts down as I 
went. Her breathing quickened with every pull and snag. When the final tug got the tight 
denim and black cotton past her hips, they slid down to the floor in one bunch.  

I ran my bottom lip across the top line of well-groomed hair, rubbed my cheek 
down across smooth, hard thighs. Her stomach tensed and relaxed as she took in breath 
harder and faster, and her fingers shook while they searched for something to calm them, 
massaging my face, my neck, grabbing handfuls of hair. I reached my hands to grip the 
back sides of her knees. In one powerful, swift motion, I stood up and flung her legs over 
my shoulders. She gave out a yelp of surprise, followed by a squeal of excitement and 
some words in what could have been Spanish I couldn’t understand. I kissed the inside of 
her legs; first one and then the other, working my way inward with each press of the lips, 
until her breaths became gasps, and the gasps started to sound like little anticipatory 
moans. I turned and kissed the tender, glistening parts of her, hard, and her fingernails 
dug into my scalp, pulling me in deeper. Her moans became muffled as she closed her 
thighs in against my ears. I could both hear and feel the beating of her blood rushing 
through the arteries on the other side of the soft skin squeezing my face on both sides. It 
rushes faster and faster, in time with the quiet, forceful moans I hear in the distance, fifty 
feet away but pressing right to me, shaking my every nerve. Her body twisted above me, 
lithe and cat-like, arms reaching back behind her head holding on to the top of the 
partition wall above her.  

She came loudly, squeezing me head so tightly I could barely breath, and was 
getting dizzy, clumps of hair and blood no doubt dislodged from the top of my head 
where her hands were balled into fierce little fists, trying to tear flesh loose from bone. I 
stayed there, in the heat and stillness between her thighs, watching her, towering above 
me, muscles twitching, breasts heaving and glistening with sweat. I grabbed her waist and 
slowly lifted her off my shoulders and onto her own unstable feet. She leaned against the 
wall and lifted her hand to her chest, and took deep breaths. I handed her the wad of her 
clothes, and watched as she shook them out and put them on, sliding and wiggling into 
the tight shorts without even unbuttoning them.  

“We should get back to the bus before they leave without us.” I turned away 
from her, standing in her shorts, still flush and glowing, her shirt still open baring small, 
high breasts. She grabbed my hand and tugged to keep me from moving.  

“Not yet. Your turn first.” 
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“I don’t know that we have time…” 
“We have time.”  
She swung me around full circle and slammed me into the tile wall in one 

graceful arc, and followed after me, pressing my back square against the cold ceramic. 
There was no timidity to her, just a savage sort of passion. There was a fire in her eyes to 
match the red tones of her skin, warm with blood and a heart that had yet to calm down. 

She unbuttoned and unzipped my pants with hands that no longer shook, but 
darted with speed and precision. One tug had me naked to the knees, this beautiful young 
woman on hers before me. She only paused for a moment to look me in the eyes and 
smile before taking me in and going to work. She was strong and powerful and amazing. 
I was already incredibly worked up from the heat of her, the way she moved. I was slave 
to her every movement, her every twist and turn and touch. She didn’t have to work hard 
or long before I was shaking and gasping for air myself. She drew everything out of me 
without a flinch or an ounce of hesitation, until I had nothing left to give. She sat on the 
balls of her feet and looked proudly at me, a grin on her red lips and a spark in her 
almond eyes. I caught my breath, and then pulled my pants back up. She stood and gave 
me a little kiss on the cheek, and then fastened her bra. She pointed out where my teeth 
had caused a snag in the fabric, and laughed, and buttoned up her shirt. While we were 
heading back through the tiled doorway to leave, she stopped, looking perplexed, and 
reached into the leg of her shorts. She pulled back out her black panties, which she had 
apparently missed in the wad of clothes when she was pulling them back on. She took my 
hand and firmly pressed the wad of silk, still a little damp from sweat, into my hand.  

“For memory.”  
Back at the tables, the bus driver was reading a paper and sipping at a cup of 

coffee. He looked at us as we walked back through the aisles to the bus, and I was almost 
certain I saw him smile. We climbed on the bus. I was thinking about whether or not we 
should try and huddle together to sleep, so I didn’t have to share a seat with a strange 
man, but before I could say anything, she sat down on the aisle seat, and turned her head 
in anticipation of my sitting behind her. I took the cue and sat back down where I was.  

“Maybe now we can sleep? Or try?” The dark of the bus made her look sweet 
and peaceful again, her skin finally cooled, and the sleep returning to her eyes.  

“Right. Worth a try.” She smiled and pursed a little kiss at me, and then lay 
down across the seats, her legs tucked up to her. I turned and looked at the man next to 
me, still asleep. The driver came on the bus, and we pulled out and back on the highway. 
The Spaniard rolled over across the armrest again, his arm hitting my leg and his head 
finding my shoulder. It wasn’t the post-coital cuddle I was hoping for, but beggars can’t 
be choosers, and I was tired, so I turned in to him, leaned my head down, and closed my 
eyes.  

I drifted off for a while, and came to again when the bus made another stop. 
Behind me, a Spanish voice asked everyone in sight, deep in their slumber, if we were in 
Valencia yet. A few people came on board sluggishly, looking for a place to sit and join 
in the sleeping. Someone tapped the legs of the man across the aisle and up from where I 
was, the one running from the law and sleeping across two seats. He looked around in 
confusion, and when he realized that someone wanted to sit next to him he first scooted 
over, then looked around, picked up his had, and stood up. The man crossed the aisle and 
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shook the cute girl with almond eyes gently by her shoulders to wake her up. She woke, 
smiled at him, and shifted around a little. He stood with his hand on the back of the seat, 
and I noticed he had a wedding ring. The girl scooted over and the man kissed her on the 
top of her head and sat down. It was a very casual kiss, not the kind of thank-you-for-
giving-me-a-seat gesture one might expect, more an act of familiarity. The kind of thing a 
man with a wedding ring might do to the woman who wore the matching companion to 
his ring. His wife, if you will. Perhaps to his children. I hoped for the children answer, 
but I had a hard time wondering where a young woman, daughter of a man as young 
looking as the escaping-from-law guy was, learned to do the things she did so very, very 
well. And the wife answer made more sense.  

So I was suddenly less tired, watching them interact. Talking in whatever 
language they were talking in, I couldn’t tell, their faces close enough to hear the 
whispers. How long had it been since we left the rest stop? Had she been chewing gum or 
something to disguise her breath? Could he keep from kissing her until I was safely off 
the bus with a good head start? Would he notice her not wearing panties if he just had his 
hand on her hips? Man I hope he’s not the kind of guy to take a feel in public. I hoped 
there wasn’t any flag of silk hanging out of a pocket in a really obvious way.  

As soon as the questions got through running around in my head, I started to 
replay the events in my head; try to see if I just missed something. I could remember her 
hands; there weren’t any rings on them. She didn’t mention traveling with anyone, let 
alone a husband. The two were certainly not just friends, because they had kissed a time 
or two while I was sitting there thinking. He didn’t seem to detect any stray flavors on her 
lips. The theory developed that maybe she was just his secretary, and this was one of 
those sexy vacations where he told his wife that he was going to Madrid for a conference 
on the ins and outs of selling genuine lead pipes to building contractors, and then he went 
on a weekend trip with the loose assistant. I wouldn’t feel too bad about getting in the 
middle of an adulterous extra-marital relationship. But the theory didn’t hold too long, 
since I saw her hand flash between the seats, and it now had a little ring of gold around 
the finger that meant trouble. They kissed again, and I held my breath and watched for a 
hint of suspicion to cross the man’s beady eyes. A minute passed, and nothing happened. 
They wrapped up their foreign discussion, and went back to trying to sleep. With the 
comfort of a the guy who was an alleged murderer now sitting in front of me, with his 
wife’s panties in my pocket, and her taste on my lips, I cuddled back up to the sleeping 
Spaniard next to me, and finally managed to fall asleep.  

 
I woke at another one of those toll points on the highway. I didn’t even lift my 

head, just rolled my eyes to see out the window to see the long rows of booths and cars. I 
drifted back to the sound of someone saying with strong Spanish accent ‘Valencia? 
Valencia?” I sort of faded in and out of consciousness for the last part of the trip, which 
couldn’t have been more than an hour, total, until we pulled into the bus station. The 
station was like a big box, with the rows of long, bus-sized parking spaces and aluminum 
overhangs, and two large holes in the wall for the busses to get through to the streets. A 
few glass doors led to in to the bus station proper, through a shop or a bank or a café. The 
bus emptied to the asphalt outside, where we all crowded around to get our bags. The girl 
from in front of me winked while the man who was probably her husband got two sets of 
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luggage and carried it all while she followed behind, turning back every few steps to look 
at me again. The guy who had been sitting next to me looked at me a little confused and 
frightened. He seemed perplexed when the bus first pulled in, somehow waking up 
everyone at once, and he found himself all snuggly with me, leaning on one another, his 
arm around my waist, and my arm on his. While I was waiting for my turn to dig at the 
pile of luggage, I winked back at the girl, and the Spaniard turned away quickly, probably 
thinking it was for him. I got my own bag and waited for the Germans to get theirs before 
we went into the little café, with red walls, red chairs, and red tables to sit and regroup 
and eat little nutty pastry things.  

We walked onto the street with the light of morning not yet arrived, after 
carrying out our much-discussed plan: putting our bags in lockers that were not kept 
behind time-sensitive doors so we could find a place to stay easier. Mieko and I followed 
Lora across streets and along a stone wall. Lora pointed across the wall, as we 
approached.  

“This is the park I was saying about earlier. It used once to be a river, here in 
town, but it started flooding much and covering the street, so they took the water away 
and made it a park like now.” I looked over the wall and could see the bottom of the park 
twenty feet down or so. Only the tops of the trees stuck above the level of the road, 
looking like little bushes until you got close enough to find their trunks below. It was still 
too dark to see much beyond us though.  

“Here we can sleep if we need to, for a while.” 
She led us down the ramps that went to the old river bottom, now the park floor, 

and along a path down one side. I could see the dark marks of water levels on the stone 
built up on each side of the park, huge ancient blocks of it. We walked underneath a giant 
bridge made of similar stone, the underside marred with graffiti, and occupied by a half-
dozen sleeping homeless. We strolled down the park and beneath another bridge before 
crossing the park and taking a ramp up to the street again. The sun had come up while we 
walked through the park, and it was now bright with morning light up on the street, cars 
moving down it with much greater frequency. Lora ran across in between cars, and we 
just followed her into the street, without a protest, although Mieko’s face had a desire to 
protest clearly written across it. Once across the wide four-lane road, we walked straight 
ahead down a much smaller road, which was one lane if at all. The walls were made of a 
clay or stucco, all tan and covered with dirt and graffiti. Everything, in fact, was covered 
with graffiti.  

We saw a sign marked Hostal, and underneath, a huge wooden door. When we 
rang the bell, after a wait and some bumping noises, a sleepy-looking Spanish man with 
no shirt answered the door. He mumbled something in response to Lora’s questions, and 
shut the door. She said he told her it was too early, they didn’t open to take new guests 
for a few hours. Further down the road, a stray dog shit in the street in front of us, panted, 
and trotted off. Around the corner a falling-down fence separated the street from a lot, 
piled high with the rubble of what used to be part of a corner building. The buildings on 
either side of where it stood had rough walls, remainders of brick and concrete tracing the 
outlines of where the floors once stood, and where the rooms were separated. It was like 
footage or pictures of bombed buildings; half the structure missing, people still living in 
the unit right next to the damage, some of them even punching a hole in the brick to give 
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themselves a window. From middle to corner unit with just a little destruction. The next 
few hostals we tried gave us the same answer, complete with the same stumbling steps 
and crusty eyes.  

Tired and already getting hot from walking in a sun that felt like noon at seven 
in the morning, we stopped when we got to a garden. The garden was well-ordered and 
symmetrical, with a wooden frame structure in the middle, like a gazebo with no ground 
and no shingles on the roof, with plants hanging down all the way around the outside. In 
each of the four corners was a large round fountain with a statue in the middle, still and 
quiet. Paths led from the four entrances between each fountain to the points of interest, 
with benches along the path and flowers everywhere else. It smelled like dust and roses, 
in what was truly a pleasant way. The only other inhabitant was a very large Spanish man 
on a corner bench, wearing short shorts and a very tight white tank-top. Wiry boar-like 
hair crept out from underneath all the edges of fabric. The garden was surrounded on all 
sides by tall buildings. The windows all had shutters over them of corrugated metal, like 
a garage door. Every door and window along the street was covered with that kind of 
door, splattered with paint and years of misuse. It could be that the windows of all the 
apartments or houses or whatever are covered with the same thing. To protect it from 
rocks being thrown, maybe? It wasn’t like we were in hurricane country. At least, I didn’t 
think so. I didn’t know about the beaches, either, though, so I could always be wrong. I 
could just picture the horrid metal screeching sound as all over town Spaniards wake and 
open their metal window shutters.  

By the time I gave up on trying to figure out the window shades (which perhaps 
took a little longer than it would have, aside from the fact that I could actually see them 
clearly enough to inspect from a distance, the damn things), the Germans had each found 
a bench to lie down on and try to sleep. I hadn’t even managed to sit in a way I found 
comfortable, so I didn’t understand the sleeping part. I did manage to stretch out and read 
a while, though, which can be as good as sleep. I got through about two chapters before 
someone stirred and decided it was a time we got a move on again. The fat man was still 
sitting on his bench; just sitting and doing nothing.  

We hit a few more hostals, and got a few more answers. One of them had a gate 
and glass; shut tight. Beyond was a hallway with marble floors and glass walls, and a 
marble stairwell. It was the nicest looking hallway I had seen since I got off the bus. We 
didn’t even get a sleepy desk clerk coming to the door to tell us to bugger off for a few 
hours. This place had the class to do it through an intercom. I was so disappointed I 
couldn’t explain it; such a classy place. We found another, one of a chain of youth hostels 
called Hôme, which seemed to differ in some indefinable yet suspect way from the 
standard hostel. The office was on the second floor, which in American would be the 
third floor (since the ground floor don’t count). Up there a Spaniard who looked half-
Jamaican, complete with dreadlocks and Marley pants, told us they only had a few days 
open. I could see Lora doing the math in her head, patching our stay here together 
bouncing from hostal to hostal. I grimaced pointedly, but nobody noticed. Fortunately, 
I’m pretty sure the things Mieko was saying in German on the way down the stairs to the 
street were firmly based in complaint, and I hoped they were expressing, at least partially, 
my own complaints, and not just the stairs. I had an odd disliking for the Hôme Hostal, 
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and didn’t really want to stay there. They did have their own free postcards, though. Not 
pretty, but free nonetheless. I took two.  

After our second round of hostal hunting came up dry, we decided (and by we I 
mean those among us who spoke in non-English languages) to go take a nap in the park 
until such as time as we could get some decent information out of people. The man at the 
marble-and-glass place told us to come back after 10:30, so we had some time to kill. We 
walked back to the park where a river once was, and lay down under some trees. And 
then we moved to a place more on a hill, also under some trees. And, finding this 
insufficient as well, we moves across the dirt path to a third and final place, also on a 
hillock, also under trees, but by far the superior of the three places. I used my book for a 
pillow, and lay down to nap. There seemed an over-abundance of flies hanging around 
this area, and every second I had to swat something away, but I did finally manage to 
doze off for a while, and left them behind.  

I woke up from my nap around the same time as the others. We gathered 
ourselves; they straightened their clothes and their hair, I made sure my sunglasses were 
on and watched a woman run by in tight clothes. Having readied ourselves for more 
walking, we made our way back to the place with the bars and the glass and all the pretty 
white marble. The gate was undone on this trip, though, and we were able to climb the 
white stairs to a rather nice door with a glass window and ‘Hostal de Pilar’ etched on it. 
The lobby room was nice and clean and pleasant, light wood and more of the white tile. 
They talked business in Spanish, the crux of which centering around whether we wanted 
the room that had its own toilet and shower, for fifteen euros more per night, or wanted to 
wait until noon to see if they had a cheaper one for us. We opted for waiting because, 
having spent the majority of our day thus far in some place or another killing time, 
waiting was our stock in trade. Our venue for round three was the common area just off 
the lounge, with its dark paneling and no smoking postings, and heavy aroma of cigarette 
smoke. We hunkered down on the couches in the back and listened to Spanish television, 
which has never been a pastime I enjoy terribly. Too dark to read, and too much channel-
surfing to zone out, so I sat and sulked and grew vaguely irritated at having spent half my 
day following around a pair of Germans who’s specialty was sitting. Unburdened with 
our packs, we could at least be walking around or something. Two of us had never been 
to Spain before, and could do with a nice intro to Valencia. I tried to distract myself by 
watching the game of soccer that we had finally decided on watching. For the sake of 
understanding, soccer will heretofore be known by its far more common name of 
football, out of respect for a game that is centuries old, and perhaps, blatant disrespect for 
the greatly undeserving American football. Call it a basic lack of appreciation for 
watered-down rugby with fat men in tight pants and plastic armor who make more than 
doctors, teachers, and firemen combined. Seriously, when did fat men in tights become 
athletes and stop being simply, you know, a little light in their cleats? 

Noon came, a room was open, and we agreed to take it. Fanfare played in my 
bitter little heart, all my wishing having paid off for the good place. We took a fairly 
hasty look at the room, and then walked back to the bus station to fetch our things. For 
the sake of less walking, especially in regards to walking with anything heavier than a 
towel and a handbag, we took a cab back to the hostal. Which was exciting in itself, since 
the cabbie drove quickly and wildly through town, choosing roads that had no traffic 
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signals so he wouldn’t have to do any stopping. He didn’t do it with a sort of flippant 
ease, either, he gripped the wheel like he was steering a ship of rough seas. The look of 
adventure in his eyes made me feel like this was, perhaps, truly a great ride. I was a little 
sad to see it end. But we got to lug our junk up to the room, and I had time to take a 
leisurely look around.  

The door to our room had no handle. There was a lock on the outside, which 
kept it latched shut when we were gone, and a slide-bar on the inside to keep it shut when 
we were inside. There was no way for it to be both closed and locked at the same time. 
There were two beds, one queen and one twin. The twin was just inside the door, the 
larger one over in the opposite corner. Directly across from the door was a window, 
which opened to reveal bars on it, and leading to a ventilation shaft between buildings. 
There was a swinging wooden panel above the door, which opened to let the air flow 
through. Along the wall between door and window were a small table, a bureau, and the 
sink with a mirror above it. It wasn’t more than 9 feet by 11. The walls were stucco, and 
right above my bed huge chunks were falling off to reveal the solid brick underneath. The 
floor was a dirty stone tile. When we opened the panel, which had no screen or glass, just 
open space to the hallway, the air that came in was thick with what smelled unmistakably 
like feces. The shower and toilet, in separate rooms, were right across the hall. The toilet 
was remarkably clean for a communal facility, but she shower seemed to have a bit of 
filth accumulated. Not overly so, but a cautious amount. I wished I had brought sandals 
after all. Some of the other room doors were open when I walked the hall, and I had a 
chance to look inside.  

Here’s the thing about hostels, at least as far as I could see; nobody cares. From 
the inside. Clearly they’re the talk of backpackers and the like, for being cheap and 
bohemian and all that; the only way to do it if you listen to them. But from the inside, the 
people who run them seem to see an opportunity to be had. They don’t bother dumping 
money into things like repairs or cosmetic enhancements. They ain’t really competing for 
business with big places. I mean, it’s a hostel, not a hotel. So long as there are college-
age kids wanting to see the world in the way they read about, hear about, and see on 
television and movies (and select pornography web-pages) then there will always be a 
home for hostels. So when you get into your room, you can expect there to be a few 
things amiss. Leaking sink, sending a trail of water across the floor, bed that could use a 
bit of repair, and if you’re lucky a toilet that hasn’t been too scarred by all the action it’s 
seen over the years. For this luxury you’ll pay around thirty-six EU, which runs about 
forty-five Yankee dollars. Stayed in a hotel in California once, town called Stockton. 
Chris Isaak grew up there. It’s outside San Francisco, just a quick ride on the BART 
between them. Paid about that, and got a television with basic cable, air conditioning, 
comfortable beds, private plumbing, all manner of free soaps and towels, and for early-
risers, doughnuts. You can see the contrast. The whole hostal had one television, with the 
remote control constantly in the hands of a man apparently suffering from some sort of 
mild retardation who looked and moved very much like Bill of Bill and Ted fame. But 
you could buy water, if you wanted.  

Having said that I will also point out that there was something almost 
immediately endearing about it to me. Perhaps its because the second we got in the room 
one German went to take a shower and the other went straight to sleep. Of course, most 
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of the earlier apartments I lived in on my own involved either fungi growing in many 
places, or smears on the walls in common areas that were beyond suspect, or both. So 
there was a bit of nostalgia, and quite a chunk of good, decent earthiness to it. I like 
earthiness and dust. And, truth be told, I also find a certain charm in the lack of air 
conditioning. Pompous, fun-spoiling tool of the bourgeois, air conditioning. I know what 
it sounds like, but I swear, if someone calls me a hippy or one of those bohemians, 
well…them be fighting words.  

I was pretty exhausted, having napped only briefly snuggled up next to strange 
men or covered by flies in a public park. Since napping was clearly on the menu, I lay 
down on my bed, and fell asleep. And I saw that it was good.  

 
I woke up alone in the room. There was a map and a postcard sitting on the bed 

beside me. The postcard told me that my traveling companions had woken up, were 
hungry, and wanted to get something to eat, but they couldn’t wake me. They marked on 
the map where our room was, as well as the place they had gone, called The Lounge. 
Postcard didn’t have a time on it, so I didn’t know if they had just left, or if they had been 
gone for hours. I had no watch, and our room had no clock. There was nobody in the 
shower, though, so I washed myself off and changed clothes. Then I studied the map, 
trying to plan out the best route. The café was really pretty close, according to the map. 
Little more than around the corner.  

Of course, when I got myself down to the street, it become worlds more 
complicated. The streets, even many of the ones that showed on the map as being large 
ones, were all pretty narrow and crowded. Half the time it was difficult to tell which ones 
were one-way, and which way that might be. There was no sort of order to them, not the 
standard check pattern one expects from a civilized city. They sort of emanated from the 
middle out, in a random, web-like form. These are streets that are centuries old here, the 
modern shape of roads walked by people since before Jesus was even invented. Used to 
be mud with little pigs donkeys and such running around, I’m sure. So finding things 
wasn’t as easy as it could have been. On top of which many of these streets didn’t have 
names. Which is not to say they were not named, but rather that the plaques on which 
their names were written were often hidden or missing. Sometimes you could even see 
the holes where the bolts had been drilled into the stone or brick of the wall, years of dirt 
collected inside. So while the map said the place was just a few blocks away, I found 
myself all turned around, what had to have been much further than a few blocks, and 
getting closer to a mile. Probably at the very least one of those ‘kilometers’ I kept hearing 
so much about.  

I walked around in circles for some time, what felt like an hour, although, again, 
I had no watch so it was awful hard to tell for sure. I came out at an open plaza in 
between the stone streets, the kind of shape that grows naturally in the cracks of big 
buildings. The ground was at an angle going down, but a platform extending from one of 
the buildings leveled it out, and met the road through stairs. Tables and chairs were piled 
up in front of some of the shop fronts, but nothing seemed open. There was a girl sitting 
on a bench there. Looked to be in her mid-twenties, pretty, in good shape, and not doing 
anything. Just sitting. When she saw me looking at the roads leaving the open space for 
any sort of markings I could identify them by, she said something to me in Spanish.  
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“Lo siento, yo no habla Español. English?” I hoped I didn’t butcher it to the 
point where she didn’t even understand what I said as being her language.  

“I know English. You are lost?” She smiled so I walked closer to her. 
“I am, yes. I have been looking for this place.” I pointed to the dot on my map 

which indicated where The Lounge was supposed to be.  
“That is not far. You cannot find it?” 
“Apparently not.” 
“It is probably closed for now. You will have to wait until it opens again.” 
“Closed? That means my friends probably went back to the room. Tell me; do 

you know where this is?” I pointed again to the map, this time at the X that indicated our 
hostel.  

“I know that. It is also close. That is where you are staying?” 
“Yes. Yes it is.” 
“Do you know what it is called?” 
“Hmm…Hostal de something. Don’t remember.” She smiled. 
“Sounds nice.” 
“It’s lovely. So where are we now? This place here, the…Plaça Correo Veijo?” 

She chuckled at me a little. 
“Plaça Correo Veijo. The ‘j’ rolls in the back of the throat. But that’s not where 

we are.” 
“You roll the ‘r’ too, right? Rrrrrr.” I tried to roll my r into some kind of sexy 

purr thing, and raised an eyebrow. She laughed harder this time.  
“Right. Kindof.” 
“See? Learning already. So, how about it, you wanna be my tour guide?” 
“Tour guide?” 
“Yeah. Lead me back to the hostal.  Show me the sights.” 
“You think there are sights on the way back?” 
“There has to be. You can take me on the scenic route back to my room.” 
“What is ‘scenic route’?”  
“It’s a path that takes longer but has pretty things to see on it.”  
“I don’t think there are very many pretty things on the way back.” 
“Really? Hell, I think we’re already off to a wonderful start.” She smiled.  
She stood up and agreed to walk me back along as scenic a route as she could 

find. I followed as we walked, and she pointed out a few of the places we passed, most of 
them with their metal shutters down over them; this place sells good clothing, that one 
has good food, another sells books. Aside from learning about the finest of shops along 
the way, I learned that my guide’s name was Evita, and she was, in fact, single. I did try 
to make note of landmarks as we spoke, but it was hard, since without windows or doors 
there wasn’t much to judge the places by. Only a few of them had any sort of sign above 
the door. I didn’t know how far away we were from the room or where exactly we were 
when she found me. But it was a pleasant walk with a very pretty girl, so there was no 
reason to keep track of either time or location.  

Some wandering brought us back to the Hostal de Pilar; the wonderful hallway 
of clean white floors and glimmering pink walls dug into the side of a dirty brown wall. I 
invited Evita up in as charming a way as I possibly could, and she walked with me up the 
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flights of stairs. I tried to explain to her the niceties it did include, hoping to entice her to 
stay a little with me, at least long enough to try out the bed. When we got to our knob-
less door, though, it was open a crack, and the sound of German-speak came from the 
over-door gap. I tried to hide the bulk of my disappointment that they hadn’t decided to 
go somewhere else after their lunch, but pushed the door in anyway. They had changed 
clothes, and seemed to be putting things in Lora’s smaller backpack.  

“Hey, guys. How was lunch?” 
“Good. We tried to wake you. We yelled and shook you but you did not move. 

You looked like death. You saw the note?” 
“Yeah. Yeah, I went out to look for you, but I got lost. Evita here was kind 

enough to lead me back here, like a lost little lamb. Evita, this is Lora and Mieko, the 
people I came here with. Guys, this is Evita.” They looked at her with as much interest as 
a fat man would give to cabbage, and then Lora turned back to me. 

“You are come back just in time. We want to go down to see the beaches here. 
You will come?” 

“Sure. Evita, will you join us?” 
“No, I can’t. I have things to do today. Maybe I will see you later though?” 
“Sure. If you’re going, I’ll walk down with you.” 
“Okay.” I turned to the girls, who had gone back to talking in German and 

playing in their rucksacks.  
“I’ll be back in a second, okay?” Lora looked at me, nodded, and went back to 

her bag.  
Evita and I went to the street, and I asked her about what she had going. She was 

going to meet friends a little later to go to the movies and to eat (she would invite me, but 
the movie was in Spanish, and not everybody spoke English) and then she thought they 
may go somewhere later that evening, but she didn’t know where. She asked if I had a 
phone here, and I regretfully had nothing. But I knew I’d be there for a few more days, 
and she said she’d come back and see me, and we could do something. She kissed me on 
the cheek before she walked off, so I climbed the stairs with a sort of airy goodness in 
me.  

Back in the room, they were about ready to go. Still lacking in appropriate 
beachwear, I had nothing to grab but a towel and a book, and we were set. They had yet 
to come to terms with the fact that I was sort of low-maintenance and not requiring of 
many accessories, and I had yet to push myself into supplying the necessary artifacts to 
do this beach thing their way. Not for lack of interest, fully, but I hadn’t seen an open 
shop all day, between wandering and naps.  

The train station was across the river-park, an open flat bit of concrete even less 
ornamental than your average parking lot, with ticket machines in one language and one 
language alone, a rarity for Spain, and seemed to be pretty beat up. When the trains 
themselves came, it was pretty difficult to tell how old they may have been. In Berlin, 
some of the trains running were the same as the ones that had been running for decades. 
Someone told me once that they had been running even earlier than the1950’s. And yet 
all the trains in Berlin were relatively new looking. The trains here in Spain were the 
opposite. If I were to judge by the design, I would say they were from the mid eighties, 
possibly even newer. There was a maximum usage of space, the cars weren’t separate; 
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they were open from front to the back, benches even on the rounded hinges between car 
segments. The very back end, near where we sat, was raised in a sort of alcove-bench 
style seat. The buttons were lighted and bright, and the seats were comfortable. It was a 
new sort of design. And yet, everything was so covered with what looked like thirty years 
of filth and wear and misuse. Panels were missing off the air circulation system, lights 
were out, wires stuck out in a few places, the vinyl cushions had tears in them. They 
looked like they had been in operation for some time.  

The train was so crowded there was nowhere to sit, and, as it got closer, stop by 
stop, to the beach, there wasn’t even much place to stand. Children running around by 
themselves, men in swim trunks and sandals, watching their own kids join the others, 
elderly men with grandchildren on their laps, talking, beautiful young women in tight 
clothing stretched over the straps of a bikini. It felt like the entire town was packing onto 
this train. It got to the beach; the end of the line before the tracks loop around and go 
back inland. Every passenger, to the last one, got off the train. All along the beach, which 
was went on further than I could see, was completely packed. The beach was ten times 
the size of the one back in Barcelona, and with just as many people packed on every 
square meter. Looking at it from a ways back, it truly did look like everyone in town had 
packed up and come to the beach.  

It’s hard to maintain focus on much of anything while you’re on a beach like 
that. I stepped off the train still thinking about Evita and wondering if I had been blown 
off or if she would come around again. I got gaps in my concentration the first step I took 
towards the sand, and by the time I was a few meters away from water I was completely 
lost in the scenery. There were so many women walking around I couldn’t even keep 
track. We found ourselves a place to sit, and once again I found myself splitting my time 
between the written word and the absolute beauty.  

When I’d done enough sitting for a while, and I didn’t think I could take any 
more without going at least a littler madder than I intended to be on vacation, I let the 
others know I was going to go wandering around a little. There were so many beautiful 
young women around, I couldn’t take doing nothing a moment longer. It was a bit of a 
tease, something getting inside my poor American mind. Our culture has sex pouring out 
of it’s veins; television and radio and stories. Like a rebellious teenager, our country 
turned away from its puritanical roots, fitting euphemisms and thinly-veiled insinuations 
into all recesses of its language. Without understanding its awkward and shamed 
parentage or its own lewd reaction to it, it became indulgent in the whims it claimed to 
find amoral. All of which means that while I can hardly turn on the television for fifteen 
minutes without seeing some underfed model trying to sell me something or entertain me, 
there are certain things I do not expect to see, and have certain feeling about. One of 
those things, in fact the highest on that list of things, are nipples. Europe finds no general 
taboo to them, they exist on women as they do on men, and are free range for all to see. 
But for me…well, they’re something special. Few things are more alluring or magical 
than a well-formed nipple; with the shape and the color just so, few things are more 
exciting. And sitting on a beach, watching them walk this way and that, well…how long 
can one sit, really? I wanted to make some friends.  

I had no plan, or at least no plan to speak of, which I considered a good thing, as 
successful as my plans had been to that point. Best I could come up with was to try and 
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spark a conversation with as many bare-breasted women as I could, until one found me 
charming or sexy or funny or something equally worth spending a little time with. 
Walking down the crowded beach, there was a lot of opportunity, and yet I found myself 
turned down time and time again. It took me a while, but I eventually formed a theory to 
explain the things I was experiencing, including a fairly daunting string of rejections.  

Firstly, from what I could see of Spain, and a little of what I had gathered from 
Lora, the Spanish people were very big on perfection as regards to looks. There weren’t a 
whole heaping helping of ugly Spaniards. And I don’t mean this in the sense of American 
fixation on perfect looks, where feminists complain at length about how women are 
expected to be thing and pretty, but at the same time Americans are all kinds of fat 
themselves and ugly folk have no trouble getting play if they want, to go on to have more 
fat, ugly kids. Spain is genuinely committed to being attractive. Everybody is not only 
not overweight, but in great shape. They all exercise, they eat healthy, including 
indulgences that are dealt with responsibly. They can have a good time while not 
becoming unhealthy and terrible as a result. Because of this, or as a part of this, many of 
the Spanish women are on the beach half naked, or all the way naked with some 
discretion, not because they have an overwhelming desire to attract fiends like me, but 
because they want a good tan without any unsightly tan-lines. Its just part of their general 
fitness routine, no more done to attract someone than going to the gym would be. So they 
were really not the ones to try and romance, and I should change my sights accordingly; 
to women were lacking a tan altogether, or, if they had one, had lines. Women who were 
topless, but had sunglasses on. Women wearing only the bottom part of a two-piece 
bikini, as opposed to just the tiniest g-string made my man.  

These new guidelines brought me to a pretty woman with a strong build and a 
sort of dirty-blond hair. She was laying next to two empty towels, her friends most likely 
out in the water. Her hair looked like it was still in the process of drying, bunched 
together. There were bikini tops lying on the two empty towels, so I didn’t have to worry 
about either one of them belonging to a boyfriend, soon to come back. Unless her 
boyfriend was in the habit of wearing floral bikini tops. And, you know, he could be. 
Thou shalt not judge.  

Utilizing my lack of plan, I sat down on one of the towels, and smiled.  
“What do you think of these beaches? Wild, huh?” She didn’t seem to know 

why I was sitting down, but didn’t make a move to cover herself up, or shuffle me along, 
either. 

“Yeah. They’re pretty amazing. Hot though.” 
“I know. For hours I listen to those guys walking back and forth offering all 

manner of beverage. But where are they now? I tell you, its just bad marketing.”  
“Perhaps they could get some kind of marketing director, right? Do a little 

research, maybe come up with a new campaign?” 
“Exactly. Hey, I have a question. You’re from Australia, right?” 
“I am.” 
“Okay. That wasn’t the question. It’s this: you have a lot of beaches, too, yeah? 

Hot weather, reefs, surfers galore. So how do the beaches here differ? What makes this 
funner than being at home?” 
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“The beaches are actually a lot different. There, the beaches are cleaner, but less 
crowded, and there’s less activity. I mean, if you surf, they’re great. But you won’t find 
anything like you will here, where it’s all free and open.” 

“And completely covered with cigarette butts and bottle caps.” She smiled, but 
acted as though I had said nothing. 

“Besides, it’s a lot more exciting to be in another country.” 
“Where nobody can tell on you, because they don’t speak the same language.” 

She smiled again, a sort of devilish grin. 
“There hasn’t been anything for anyone to keep secret, yet.” 
“No wild romps?” 
“Nah. We haven’t been here long, and I’ve been with my two flat-mates most of 

the time.” 
“You could always get them both drunk and goad one into violating the other 

one anally with a beer bottle or some form of produce.” 
“Doesn’t that defeat the purpose of the secret, then?” 
“I suppose. But it’ll come in handy if one of them is ever low on rent.” She 

laughed and shook her head. 
“I’ll keep that in mind if things get slow later on…” 
“Hey, if you don’t doing something carnal soon, vacation is going to be over, 

and all you’ll have are lily-white memories.” 
“And what do you suggest?” 
“I recommend starting with a little alcohol. Just enough to blame things on if 

you get caught.”  
  One of the Spaniards with a cooler full of beverages passed by.  
“¡Cerveça, Soda, chips! ¡Cerveça, soda, chips!” 
“I’ll say this for them; their marketing sucks, but their delivery service is 

impeccable. Beer?” Another smile, relaxed and easy. There is something oddly 
suggestive about a woman sitting and smiling at you without wearing anything above the 
waist. Tossing her hair over her shoulder, a carefree giggle.   

“Hola! Dos cerveças, por favor.”  
“Si. Ocho EU, señor.” I paid the man, he thanked us and walked off, continuing 

his call. I opened the bottles, and kept the caps in my hands. She took them from me and 
threw them over her shoulder. 

“When in Rome…”  
We spoke vaguely and drank cheap-tasting beer that was never cold enough no 

matter who we bought it from. Her friends didn’t come back. After getting three more 
bottles from two different vendors, things took a turn for the better. 

“It seems, dear Silvia, that your friends have abandoned you here. You’re going 
to have to get used to being an orphan.” 

“Does that mean I have to move into a falling down house full of insecure 
children and used clothes?” 

“I’m afraid so. You’ll also spend every day from this day forward looking for 
someone to love you just a little bit more.” 

“That doesn’t sound very productive.” 
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“No, it certainly doesn’t. But it doesn’t help any to complain about the way of 
things; its better just to play the hand you’ve been dealt.” 

“I’d better get cracking then. Will you love me?” 
“Yes.” 
“Really?” 
“Of course. But only physically. I’m afraid I have a cat back home who gets 

very jealous if I bring home strangers.” I gave her a smile to show her I was joking 
around. 

“Well, that’ll have to do, I suppose.” The smile she returned said that she 
wasn’t. 

“Is here okay, or would you prefer somewhere where we won’t get arrested.” 
“The second one, please. I’d rather not have the kind of love I might find in 

jail.” 
“Yes. You hear stories. Is there somewhere more private near here?” 
“There are the changing tents…” 
“You really are a natural at this. Lead the way, you poor soul.” 
She grabbed my hand and her bag and sprang up to her feet, laughing and 

leading us towards one of the changing tents standing where the sand meets the asphalt of 
the boardwalk. Why they even had the tents, I don’t know, since most of the women 
changed either wrapped in a towel or, if you were lucky, right out in the open. The zipper 
didn’t go down all the way, and we couldn’t tie the bottom of the flap off. Well, I tried 
for a minute, but she pulled me away from it before I could properly try and botch a knot. 
But, you know, the road to Hell has to be paved with SOMETHING. 

Silvia was aggressive and powerful; it was as wild as anything I could have 
imagined. The only thing in the tent was a bench made of wood and aluminum, with a 
stand extending from one leg to hang a towel on, but she managed to push me into it 
twice in a row, the second time giving my head a good crack against he cold metal of the 
rack. Before I could get up, she sat on my lap, hands on my shoulders.  

“So what were those ideas nobody could tell about?” 
“There was one floating around involving beer bottles and dark places.” 
“Now, I’m not saying it’s a terrible idea, but don’t you think there’s anything 

better in here to explore my dark places with than a bottle?” 
“Probably. What do you have in your handbags?” She lowered her eyebrows 

and crooked her head at me. “Sorry. Kidding.” I grabbed her by the waist and lifted her 
enough to shift my leverage forward, guiding her back to the bench, only slow enough to 
not hurt her. She pulled me down closer to her, and kissed me with such force I swear I 
could feel my teeth coming loose. I broke free and turned my head down, wrapping my 
lips around a nipple, standing tall on her perfect, athletic breasts. I raked my teeth across 
the surface, and she gasped. I followed the teeth with a caress of my tongue, and looked 
up to smile at her. 

“Can I just say…I love your fucking outfit.” She looked back at me with her 
teeth bared like a warrior woman.  

“Yeah? Cause you look a little over-dressed for fucking.” She grabbed my shirt 
and ripped it off over my head so fast it felt like being punched in the face when the 
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collar hit my nose. There was a faint copper smell, and I had to touch my nose to make 
sure it wasn’t bleeding. She growled. 

“Look at all that pale white skin.”  
“Not a fan?” 
“Nah, s’great love. Just needs some color.” She dug her fingernails into the skin 

of my back and sides, and clawed deep all the way to the top of my shoulder. “Yeah…” 
“Aw…good Christ!” 
“You like?” 
“Oohh…” I kissed her just as hard as she had kissed me, could feel the shock of 

the back of her head hitting the bench, but if she even noticed she didn’t show it. She 
lifted her feet off the ground and pulled up her legs until her toes were caught in the top 
of my shorts, and then pushed off, like she was trying to jump into the air. I nearly went 
flying through the tent, my shorts and boxers bunched around my knees. While I regained 
my balance and tried to lift my left foot out of the leg-holes, Silvia got a condom from 
her purse and flicked it at me. Just as I tore open the pack, I looked up to see Silvia 
shimmy out of her tiny blue bikini briefs, and lobbed them at me. The little wad of cloth 
bounced off my nose, and I threw myself back forward to the sound of her laughter. She 
grabbed a hold of me and made a noise like a panther, somewhere between a growl and a 
purr. She ground her pelvis against me, drawing her growl out longer and lower, until her 
breath faded to nothing; her lips parted slightly, her eyes fixed on mine. Her free hand 
closed in on my ass, and she pulled me hard towards her, guiding me into her with her 
other hand, taking a sharp, deep breath, and lifting her chest to the sky.  

Her fingernails dug in deeper, using her grip to pull herself into me, even as I 
was driving myself into her, steady, hard, solid, shaking the bench into the sand. Her 
body jolted on the bench with every thrust, digging it deeper into the sand, causing 
tremors throughout her flesh, hand gripping the bench behind her head to keep her from 
falling off, breasts heaving, lips contorting, voice coming out light on gasps of air. Our 
bodies twisted and writhed, slamming together again and again with animal force, no 
more speaking beyond the heavy breathing and soft moans filling the tent. She closed her 
eyes, her moans building on one another, every moan bringing me closer. Silvia’s mouth 
opened, her red lips pulled back from her pure, white teeth, short, fast breaths causing her 
jaw to shiver. Her other hand released the bench behind her head, clenching my waist. 
She pulled herself onto me as hard as she could, arm muscles tensed, legs wrapped tight 
around me, grinding herself against me. Air hissed between my teeth, and when her 
muscles finally relaxed, I collapsed forward, arms resting on either side of her head, my 
face buried in her neck. There was a cool layer of sweat over her skin, making her entire 
body glow. We lay there, a ball of flesh still twitching, trying to catch our breaths.  

When I lifted my head, she looked at me and smiled, her eyes shining like 
lanterns. 

“So that’s the difference between Australian beaches and Spanish beaches?”  
“One of ‘em.” 
“I can see why you prefer the beaches here, then.” 
“Yeah. It’s good. Definitely good.” I dropped my forehead back down against 

her chest. 
“I don’t think I can even stand.” 
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“Don’t tell me you’re taxed already. It’s not quitting time.” Her right arm, the 
one my eyes were closest to, lifted, and I could feel her hand massaging me. I couldn’t 
see her other arm, with my head lowered. 

“You’ll just have to give me a minute. Have to regroup.”  
“Aww, did I wear you out? You worked hard, I know. But I know a trick that 

should have you ready to go again in short order.” I heard a plastic click from the ground, 
the hand I couldn’t see.  

“What kind of trick? Some kind of voodoo potion?” The side of her hand rubbed 
against my thigh, her pinky making slow circles over skin still tender from her 
fingernails.  

“Nope.” She grinned at me, playful and excited and predatory. I felt something 
cold rubbing against my ass, startling me, and before I could get out a single word as to 
why that might be, her body slid lower against mine, and something pressed against me, 
and pushed its way inside. I tried to pull away from her on instinct, but her other hand 
was holding onto my ass-cheek, this time without those sharp talons, keeping me from 
getting anywhere.  

“Whoa!” her smile widened, her eyes still twinkling. 
“Yeah?” She pulled herself closer to me, and I could feel her pressing deeper.  
“Savage! What are you doing to me?!”  
“Not what you were expecting?” She pulled on me again, more pressure, this 

time lifting her head up to bite my nipple.  
“Aha, no! No…I can’t say I was. No.” She pursed her lips into a kiss, directed at 

me, and then pulled her finger back out, a sudden release. The hand that was keeping me 
from escaping lessened its grip, but didn’t leave flesh, sliding around my body to the 
front, massaging me again. I was surprised at my own erection.  

“Direct stimulation to the prostate, and look who’s ready for round two…” She 
smiled wider still. I took a step back, just close enough still that her hand was still 
circling the result of her probing. I looked down to the sand, and there was a bottle of 
hand lotion lying just inside her open purse, next to the remaining two of the condoms 
she’d opened. I looked back at her, watching me with a seductive, glare somewhere 
between innocence and madness.  

“For that, voodoo woman, you will pay.” She lifted a slender foot lazily, rubbing 
it against the inside of my leg, and raised an eyebrow.  

“Yeah? Back to the beer bottles, are we?” I shook my head.  
“Nah, not quite.” I grabbed her foot, and stepped closer to her again, sliding my 

hand up higher on her leg. When I was closer, she gave me a fierce look, challenging me 
to whatever I dared. I took hold of her other leg, and spun her over.  

“Hoy!” She caught herself with her hands on the bench, but her knees hit the 
soft sand. She tossed her hair back over her shoulder, out of her face, and turned to glare 
at me. Her brow was furrowed, but her mouth was still smiling wide. Her back rose and 
fell gently with her breathing. Her eyes darted down to her purse and back to my own, 
suggestively. I took the condoms and the lotion from her purse, and she winked at me. I 
slid on the rubber and squirted the lotion on myself, and on her. She cooed at me when 
the cold lotion touched her skin.  

“You ready for another special from the beaches of Spain?” She closed her eyes.  
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“MMmmnn…” I pulled her to me gently, slowly, until her smooth, soft back 
pressed to my legs. Her back arched up, her shoulder blades pulled together. “Ohhhh-
OH!”  

“Better than a bottle?” 
“Yeh…GOD…yeahh.” Her voice was thick with deep breaths. Her hands 

clenched the edge of the bench, and she forced air through clenched teeth. I stopped for a 
second, tracing my finger along her spine. She started pulling herself forward slowly, and 
pushing herself towards me again. I started driving myself into her again, and her head 
pulled back, mouth open, mumbling and breathing heavy. I leaned forward, reaching 
around her slender stomach, down between her legs. Her head tilted back down with a 
little grunt, her hair falling off her shoulders to hang down in front of her. She shifted her 
weight to her left hand, and reached back with her other hand, placing it on top of my 
own, coaxing me to push harder. Her fingers on top of mine, wrapped around them, 
guiding me in tiny circles around and over her tender flesh. She squirmed and made our 
hands speed up, twisting herself harder onto our hands, and against my steady rhythm. 
Deep in her throat she started making the growling purr noise again, in between the 
grunts and breathy moans. The moans grew louder, short gasps for breath between them, 
calling out her approval. Silvia could barely control her body anymore, writhing, tossing 
her head around. Her hand left mine for a second to punch her own nipple, and then 
returned back to my hand, pushing harder than ever. Watching her, feeling her moving 
against me, my own knees got weak.  

Her calls finally peaked, loud, writing against me, pelvis pressing to me, still 
working with me, the sweat cooling on her back. Her moans started to slow down, 
growing quieter between her teeth, as her breathing just began to steady out again. I 
pulled her by her waist tightly to my body, shaking a little, choking on my own air, and 
she moaned again. We took a moment to catch our breaths again, running my fingers up 
her back and through her hair. I guided her by the shoulders to face me again, and kissed 
her, softer now, in between breaths. She spoke and her voice was thinner, and tired. 

“Now you can be tired.” She smiled pleasantly at me, ran her fingers down the 
side of my face.  

“Her majesty’s whims are finally satisfied?”  
“Very, very satisfied. Mmmm…nice.” I sat on the bench, and she pulled herself 

on my leg. 
“Hey…Isn’t it louder outside?” A shadow of a man showed up through the cloth 

of the tent.  
“¿Hola? ¿Señor…Señorita? ¿Está todo bien?” Silvia’s eyes got wider, and her 

mouth opened in surprise, before she turned to me and started whispering.  
“Oi…someone must have heard us.”  
“I think quite a few people probably heard us.” I handed her the tiny ball that 

was her bikini bottom.  
“¡Señor! ¡Usted necesita salir aqui, por favor!”  
“Uh…Uno momento, por favor!” I struggled to get my shorts and boxers back 

up in one lump, getting snagged repeatedly. When I turned back around, one of my socks 
was laying a little less pure next to the bottles and condoms on the sand. Silvia shrugged 
when she looked at me, adjusting her bikini briefs. I smiled at her, and cleaned myself 
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with the other sock before tossing it back down. I turned back to the tent flap. “Uh…Soy 
take a…siesta? Asleep…um…soy grito, muy malo…lo siento…” 

Silvia looked a little more timid all of the sudden, absently draping an arm 
across her chest. I pulled my shirt over her head, and she smiled at me sheepishly.  

“¡Señor! ¡Usted necesita seriamente salir aqui de este Segundo!” 
“Here. Everything in your purse all together?” She pulled her arms through the 

sleeves of my shirt. 
“Yeah. Are we going to go out there?” 
“¡Ahora, por favor! ¡O voy a tener que entrar alli! 
“¡Por Favor! ¡Uno momento!” I turned to Silvia and hap-hazardly kicked some 

sand over our garbage. “Yes and no. I say we take the back door.” I winked at her.  
She looked confused until I stepped to the back of the tent, and lifted the fabric 

up as little as I could, just high enough that she could duck and squeeze under, and then 
followed behind her. There were quite a few people clustered around the tent, watching 
us. I put my forefinger to my lips, in the international sign for ‘don’t tell the authorities,’ 
and rushed with Silvia through the crowd and across the street. When we were far enough 
down, weaving between people until we felt we were further away. Then we cut back 
across the street and down close to the water, and walked back towards where we had 
come from. A man in a police uniform was kicking the things we left behind in the tent, 
while another held the door flap open, and a small crowd still gathered around. Down the 
beach a little we ran into Silvia’s friends, their things all packed up now.  

“Silvia! We came back and you were gone, girl. Where did you go, without your 
top?” Her friends both eyed me suspiciously. One glanced over at the tent. 

“I made a new friend, we went for a…walk.” She smiled and glanced at me 
sideways, and I smiled back at her.  

“Hey…was that you, in there?” The other friend nodded her head towards the 
crowd. Silvia made a very forced, straight expression come across her face. 

“I haven’t a clue what you’re talking about.” Her friends both nodded.  
“Riiight. Well, tell us next time. We were worried.” She looked away, and 

looked back, adding, “Cow.” Before smiling.  
“I should go, too. Make sure my Germans haven’t gone back to the room 

without me, or are standing around referring to me as a bovine creature of some kind.” 
“Okay. It was nice to…em…meet you, Ellis.” Her smile was suddenly sweet 

again.  
“Yeah. It really, really was.” 
“Hey, do you want your shirt back?” 
“You know? No. I like the thought that some part of me will be rubbing against 

your breasts and caressing your nipples for the rest of the day.” She blushed a little, and 
glanced to see if her friends heard. I kissed her on the cheek, and started walking back to 
the place I left the travel companions. I heard someone holler over my shoulder. 

“Hey!” Silvia threw her arms around my neck and kissed me, then shoved her 
hands into my back pockets. She pulled them back out, and whispered in my ear 
“Remember me, love.” Then bit my ear, and ran off again. I noticed she was wearing 
denim shorts now. In my pocket was the bottoms she had been wearing.  
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When I got back to their plot, Mieko and Lora were still laying there, listening 
to their headphones. Lora was using my towel; it looked like she had just been in the 
water again. I sat down near them. Mieko looked at me without saying anything. Lora 
took off her headphones.  

“You had nice time for your walk?” 
“Yeah, it was great.” 
“You are getting bored?” 
“No, not at all. You guy’s weren’t wanting to leave while I was gone, were 

you?” 
“No. We are still just relaxing.” 
“Great. I’ll be fine here for as long as you both feel like staying.” 
“Okay. I have your towel.” 
“Yeah, that’s good. Thanks for watching it for me.”  
She nodded and put her headphones back on. I leaned back on the warm sand, 

watching the waters of the Mediterranean Sea calmly lapping at the beach. We were 
getting later in the evening, the light in the sky wasn’t quite as harsh, the heat wasn’t 
making my skin scream for mercy. I was still thirsty. I was always thirsty. As far as I was 
concerned there was not enough water in all of Valencia to sate my thirst. However, I was 
as relaxed and happy. I pulled out my book and did some reading until the Frauliens were 
ready to go. They did the towel-changing trick (which, while impressive, remains second-
fiddle to those brave souls who are willing to simply strip themselves of all their clothing 
there on the beach. A lot of interesting shaving habits among the bold). They even let me 
keep my towel in their backpack this time, since I let Lora use it.  

 
The plan was to find some place to eat, and then go out for the evening; have 

something to drink, somewhere to sit. We hit the town as it was just starting to have some 
foot traffic, though not a lot, and found this pizzeria that served through a tiny glass 
window, and had a selection of either sausage or four-cheese. Now, an eatery back home 
has a certain flexibility; if you want to substitute ingredients for another, so long as its 
something they had, sometimes swapping out a side menu item with a meal. This is not 
the way of things in Spain, and I had to adjust. So when the pizza place offers a four-
cheese pizza, you don’t have the option of a three-cheese pizza, or a cheese and sausage 
pizza. You have the one thing, or the other. There is no in between. So I had the cheese 
pizza, which was better than the version I had been given before; the crust was closer to 
real crust, if a little breadier, and the cheeses were good. The sauce needed work, and one 
of the cheeses was unlike a thing that should have been allowed to play with the others. 
But it was something new. By the time we had finished this, more people were starting to 
come out; nothing overwhelming, but people were sitting in café’s and courtyard 
restaurants eating, talking, smoking. It was markedly less crowded than it had been in 
Barcelona, fewer things open late. It struck me that, of course, being a smaller town it 
would have fewer things to do in the evening, just as back home you would find the 
nightlife in Portland, but none to speak of in the surrounding towns. But it was a pleasant 
evening, and the aura of peace had taken hold of me. We walked up one street and down 
the next, looking for some place interesting. We passed several nightclubs that were 
closed, with not a soul inside, and there was discussion in German about them.  
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“It is on Sunday, there is not so much things open. All the clubs and things are 
closed tonight.” After some walking and several closed places, Lora felt it necessary to 
explain to me.  

“Is it because of the church? Spain is a religious place, right, so they don’t work 
on Sunday, even to run a store?” 

“Mmm…no. Everybody parties so much on Saturday that nobody will wake up 
on Sunday and go to work. They need sleep and to…make head clear.” 

“And that’s why there are no bars open tonight? Too much drinking last night?” 
“Yes. That is why.” She nodded to herself.  
“Of course.” Meiko sounded as though it was common sense, how could I have 

not known? With my wild, shot-in-the-dark guessing about religion… 
After some wandering and not finding much, we sat down in a large area paved 

with flat stone that I was almost certain I had seen earlier, but couldn’t place when or 
why. Three different restaurants opened out to a huge cluster of tables. We sat towards 
the middle, and a long-haired man came out of somewhere and started speaking in his 
native tongue. Lora spoke to him in Spanish, and then to Meiko in German. Meiko stared 
at me while Lora spoke to the waiter, and then also turned to me. 

“You want something?” 
“Um…do they have long island ice teas?” Lora asked the man. 
“No iced tea.” 
“Not…never mind. Sex on the beach?” 
“No.” 
“Cranberry-vodka?” 
“No.” 
“What do they have?” 
“You want, like, a vodka-lemon?” 
“That will be great. I’d like a vodka-lemon.” 
The man returned with a beer, a ginger ale, and a double-shot of vodka in a tall 

glass with a bottle of lemon fanta, and disappeared. We sat for a while, and I watched the 
people, listened to a man playing a guitar by the restaurant door. Then the Germans 
brought me in on a conversation about insecurity and being false, people who pretended 
to be something they weren’t. I was as active a participant as could be, without taking 
note of any irony that I was feeling pretty shunned having done nothing but be myself. 
But we had a genuine conversation for nearly ten minutes, before the conversation 
suddenly switched back over to the German, and I no longer knew what was going on. 
But a new musician had moved in at the corner, playing a flute, and I had the longhaired 
guy bring me another vodka-lemon, and time passed. When the waiter guy finally 
stopped by to see if we wanted anything else, they switched from talking to doing the 
math on the drinks. I understood enough of the man’s Spanish to give him the money he 
wanted, and he went to make change before they even noticed he was gone. They didn’t 
pay any attention to him again until he came to give me my change. When he walked off 
again they got mad, Meiko tossed profanities after him as he left.  

“No, it’s fine. I paid for the drinks.” 
“But what about us?” 
“I paid for all the drinks.” 
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“We have to pay, too.” 
“I paid for your drinks.” 
“For us?” 
“Yes.”  
“Oh. Er hat für ensere Getränke, ich denkt gezahlt…ich schätze. Thanks.”  
We went back and hit the streets again, searching for another place to go. There 

was one place in particular we were looking for, a disco called Pinball. We walked up 
one street and down the next, scanning the windows and doors of the buildings we passed 
by, for anything that looked like it fit the description. We were coming up short. Meiko 
was tired and Lora was about to give up, and the combination of heat and dehydration 
and not eating much let those two vodka’s give me that special, contended feeling, and I 
was glad to go along with any plan put before the council. The plan turned out to be to 
just go back to the room and try again the next day, and so that was what we did. It had 
cooled since the daytime, but it was still warm enough that, being in shorts and a new t-
shirt, I was comfortable just sleeping on top of the blankets. It was an excellent sleep. 
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Day Day Day Day 4    
 
 
 
 
 
It was sunny when I woke up, but it hadn’t yet gotten hot. It was nice, lying 

there in the morning. Everything was quiet, no sounds coming from anywhere. The still 
air came in from outside, only a hint of bad smell to it. The girls were still asleep. I tried 
to guess how late it might be in the day, comparing it to how bright it was in the morning 
the day before, but I hadn’t had a watch then, either, so I really couldn’t say. Regardless, 
I wasn’t tired, so I didn’t see the point in going back to bed even if it was early. I got up 
and checked down the hall, and both the shower and toilet were vacant. The hallway was 
a picture of absolute stillness, without a single sound coming from any of the doors along 
it. It was like being in an abandoned hotel. Eerie and nice all at once.  

I shaved and brushed my teeth in the stillness of our own room, and then 
showered down the hall. The ceiling above the stall had developed a small leak, but with 
the water on it wasn’t noticeable. There was plenty of hot water, and with nobody else 
up, I felt no need to hurry, so I could take a nice, long shower. When I was done the place 
was still absolutely silent. In the room, everyone was still asleep. I didn’t want to wake 
them with my moving around. I wandered the hall a little, exploring here and there. There 
was a second washroom I hadn’t known about, over by the stairs, tucked into a corner 
next to a closet and another room. The place didn’t actually match the floorplan that was 
posted as a fire escape map. There was a window-like opening in the hallways covered by 
a cloth curtain, and when I pushed the curtain aside I was looking into someone’s room, a 
couple sleeping on top of red blankets. The woman was rather attractive, and her 
nightgown was riding up to a large extent. Down the hallway from our room and around 
there was another window, this one actually leading outside. It was open, and it was 
peaceful there, so I sat in the open window and read for a while, one leg dangling down 
the wall, to the sleeping city outside.  

Before long I could hear the first sounds of morning; somewhere in the building 
bedsprings came to life, and a young woman was moaning with passion. Her voice 
carried through the building. If I leaned to the left enough to touch the windowpanes with 
my shoulder, I could feel her calls shake the glass. If all alarm clocks came equipped with 
the sounds of a beautiful girl having an orgasm, I might not end up smashing so damn 
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many of them. I might look forward to being woken up. One of the best sounds in the 
world, especially to bring the day to a start. 

In five minutes time, they had come to a close, and I had come to the end of a 
chapter. I left the windowsill, and since the Fraulines were still asleep, I went downstairs 
to buy a new bottle of water.  

At the counter the old man, who looked like Albert Einstein, was selling a girl a 
bottle of water. I got a bottle from the cooler and set it on the counter.  

“¿Usted también desea un poco do agua?” 
“Si, por favor.” I tossed a euro coin on the counter. 
“Gracias, señor.” 
“Usted también.” I turned to go and almost ran into the girl who was still 

opening her bottle. 
“Whoa there. Sorry.” She had a strong Irish accent, and up close, she had a ridge 

of freckles running from cheek to cheek, across her nose.  
“No, no, this one is all me. I was too busy trying to remember simple Spanish 

words just to mess them all up to look where I was going.” 
“Ye could’a done worse. I just pointed and put money on th’ table.” 
“The very best relationships I’ve ever had start exactly like that…”  
“Ye’ve a terrible mind, haven’t ye?” 
“God, yes. I take no blame this morning though. I was being perfectly civil until 

I heard one of the other tenants having themselves a great morning.” 
“Oh, aye, tha was a show, wasn’t it? Makes a girl feel she’s wasting her 

mornin’.” 
“Couldn’t you just kick your man out of bed until he brought an encore?” 
“Sure’n I could, if I had one.” 
“Wait, hold it. You just said ‘sure’n.” 
“Yea?” 
“That’s great! I didn’t know you people really did that. Do you say all the old 

classics? Top of the mornin’ to ye! Faith and Begorah!” 
“Oh, Christ…” 
“Would you like my lucky charms? I hear tell that they are magically 

delicious…” 
“Ey, fuck up, you rotten bastard.” 
“Why is it you can toss profanity and make it sound more friendly than the 

things my friends have been saying to me for days?” 
“Practice an’ good Irish blood.” 
“Okay. I’m sorry for all the others, but, seriously, can I get you to say ‘Shiver 

me timbers’?”  
“Ye’re thinkin’ of pirates, yeh?” 
“Wait…you’re not a pirate?” 
“Not hardly.” 
“Can we modify it? ‘Shiver me Shamrocks’ or something?” 
“Shut it, you.”  
“Fine.” 
“Are ye going to pout now, is that it?” 
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“I can’t help it. I’m just terribly disappointed to find out you’re not a pirate.” 
“Was’t that important to ye?” 
“Yes. I had all kinds of questions. I saw a movie once about pirates, and they did 

all manner of things with the peg legs and stuff.” 
“And were the pirates all gerls without pants?” 
“You saw it too?! Great!” 
“Are you always like this?” 
“Eh. I’m bored. There’s a bed full of sleeping Germans upstairs that I have to 

wait on before my day gets started right.” 
“You canna do anythin’ without them?” 
“They’re kindof in charge. They brought me on their trip, so I should be polite 

and not wander off. Plus, I don’t speak Spanish.” 
“Well you managed to get tha water, didna ye now?” 
“With all of three words remembered from the last Spanish lesson I had when I 

was eight.” 
“That’s not bad, remembering that long.” 
“Well, I was eight. I hadn’t started drinking or getting hit in the head yet, so the 

memory was still pristine.” 
“A bit of a late bloomer then?” 
“Hey now. I’ll not be judged by your standards. I’ll have you know that by 

American standards I was very average in my vices.” 
“Is bein’ average a concern for ye then?” 
“Only in so much as it meant losing my virginity at sixteen. Couldn’t have cared 

less about the rest.” 
“And why should ye? Clearly ye have a sort of devotion to yer John Thomas 

that goes beyond all else.” 
“Devoted indeed, and for such a long time. They say there are no relationships 

that last anymore, but we’ve been together for some time, and are as close today as we’ve 
ever been.” 

“It’s inspiring, truly it is.” 
“One of those stories for the ages…” 
“Aye.” 
“Anyway, since we were both feeling the day a little lacking, what with the 

morning alarm and being here alone and all, and I have some time to kill anyway, What 
do you say we go upstairs together and have some fun?” 

“Ye lay it out on th’ table, just, eh?” 
“Why mince words?” 
“Well, where would we do it, then? Ye’re friends’re asleep in ye’re room, 

mine’re asleep in ours. We’re outta beds.” 
“Um…showers?” 
“I had mine today, already, thanks.” She started walking up the stairs, so I 

walked after. 
“That’s it then?” 
“Surely you don’t expect me to sit here all day while ye figure out a good spot 

for me to ride ye?” 
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“What if I think of it after you leave?” 
“Then tell me next time you see me, and we’ll just see what happens, won’t 

we?” 
“Fair enough. Hey, one last thing before you go?” 
“Yea?” 
“Say ‘Oh, its just the luck of the Irish, laddy’ for me?” She laughed to herself 

and kept climbing the stairs.  
“Ye wee bastard.”  
“Bye.” 
“Aye, see yez.” She rounded the corner of the stairs to the floor above mine, and 

was out of sight.  
 
Back in the room, I read for a while longer, waiting for the others to wake. 

Clearly, if this was going to be the pattern most mornings, I was going to need more 
books, because I had only brought the one with me, and by this time it was almost gone. 
It was definitely on the list of things to do. 

As soon as the girls got ready, we went out and found a place to eat. A block 
down the road was one of those places that had three tables inside the building and ten 
out on the sidewalk. The menu was as simple as you could care for: we had three choices. 
For breakfast, you simply ordered ‘breakfast,’ which consisted of coffee, toast with jam 
and butter, and a glass of orange juice. For lunch you had a choice of either tapas or mini-
pizzas, which was essentially the same bread used for the toast with cheese and sauce 
melted on top. Pizza was a loose term around those parts. There were three varieties of 
tapas or pizza, depending on what you wanted; beef, veggies, or chicken. We had 
breakfast, while all around us people were eating lunch. It was, after all, noon. The toast 
was on some kind of sourdough bread, with excellent jam, which tasted like fruit instead 
of sugar. Not sure what kind of fruit it was, exactly, but it was good. The juice was fresh-
squeezed and without a single grain of sugar. The Germans immediately made faces and 
started adding sugar packets two at a time, but it was great. It tasted just like eating an 
orange. No additives necessary. It was relatively cheap, too, costing only around three 
euros.  

I had no idea what the plan for after breakfast was. Things were discussed, and 
there was certainly an air of ‘well, glad that its settled now’ finality to the discussions 
shortly before we finished eating. All happened in that other language, of course, but I 
was certain plans had been made, and that was good enough.  

Our plan, it turned out, was to go buy more food. There was a lot of walking in 
directions I couldn’t quite fathom, and couldn’t keep track of for the life of me. 
Everywhere I looked were incredibly fascinating things to see, old buildings and shining 
lights and pretty girls and things that blew my mind. I couldn’t make it a block without 
seeing something to make me forget entirely what direction I was headed in or why I was 
going there. We were on a road that led down to a large plaza and a massive church with 
a tall, flat-topped bell-tower. Then we were on a long road full of shops, and two lanes of 
traffic, which was the largest street I had seen in this town, since we crossed the six-lane 
road on our way in. At the end of this street was another park, its own little island 
surrounded by streets. On the corner closest to us was a massive tree, with thick roots and 
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branches flailing over the ground and the fence. It was like a hundred cobras all knotted 
together and petrified, a canopy of leaves keeping them out of the sun. It was full of ideal 
little nooks to sit on and recline in. it would have been perfect to read under or nap in. 
There was a couple, sitting on a bench near to it, hiding in it’s shade. They weren’t saying 
anything, or looking at it. Just having a nice sit. It looked really nice. Peaceful. Lora 
looked over the park, trying to see what I was looking at. She pointed above it.  

“You see over there…the building?” 
“A few of ‘em, yeah.” 
“On the top there is a place, an internet café. You show them you have a 

passport, and they let you use the computer.”  
“Sounds like a good place.” 
“Would you want to go while we go to the store and get food?” 
“Maybe later. I’d like to get some things to eat myself.” 
“Okay.”  
The store wasn’t large. It looked especially small, nestled between some of the 

taller buildings nearby. This part of town looked newer, a century old or less. Which by 
standards of everything else in the mile surrounding our hostal was considered like new. 
They were by far the most recent thing I had seen inside the barrier of the old part of 
town. The streets had widened up, and there were even four official parking places in 
front of the store. High-traffic area that it was.  

Let me just start by saying that a Spanish grocery store is not what you think of 
when you hear the words “grocery” and “store” put together. It was smaller than the 
smallest Safeway or Hagan’s I had ever seen, much closer to the size of a corner store or 
bodega. It had all the same departments as a large store. Produce consisted of two cold 
cases of vegetables and fruits displayed in saran wrap, like meat. Two onions to a pack, 
neither of great size. Also picked up a six-pack of a fruit called a Paraguayo, which 
looked a lot like a peach that had been pinched on the top and the bottom, making it look 
like a wheel or doughnut made out of fruit and covered in fuzz. They had a small dairy 
section across from that, a single cooler of milks and yogurts and cheeses. The cheese 
wasn’t labeled, for the most part. There was Gouda, Mozzarella, and non-specific 
‘Queso’ along with equally non-specific ‘Queso Nuevo.” I got a pack of Mozzarella, 
which came in a pouch, soaking in brine, and a pack of Queso, wrapped by hand in saran 
wrap.   

The entire store was much the same way. There was more selection than you 
would get from any convenience store, and yet less quantity of everything. A miniature 
version. But it was pleasant to shop in. I got some mustard, a pale yellow with mustard 
seeds still whole inside, and some white bread in a whole loaf, and plenty of water and 
orange juice. Orange juice was pretty prevalent, just not in a fresh-squeezed sense. 
Naranja. The ‘J’ makes a back-of-the-throat noise, apparently. We got two hand baskets 
overflowing with food, and it only cost €15 altogether. It was the first inexpensive thing I 
had seen so far in Spain. There is no way you could buy that many groceries for 20 bucks 
back home. You’d be lucky to get all of what we had for less than forty. So I was 
overjoyed to pay for it. I was even happy enough to carry most of the bags on the way 
back to our room.  
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When we got there Mieko just collapsed on the bed. They had words in their 
own private language, but I’m pretty sure the gist of it involved Mieko whining and being 
tired, and planning on naps being taken.  

“Hey, Lora. That place you were talking about, the internet place? Could you 
put it on the map?”  

“Oh, the internet café? You are wanting to go?” 
“Well, yeah. I thought you guys might want some time to yourselves this 

afternoon, so I figured maybe I’d go wander a little.” 
“Okay. I will write it down.” She took my map and started looking over 

buildings to see which one it was. 
“Do you happen to know any book stores that might sell English books, too?” 
“That sell books in English? I think that there aren’t so many of those here. 

Once there was a place I knew. I write it on the map, too.”  
“So what are you two going to do?” 
“Go shopping. Meiko wants to see shops. She likes shoes.” 
“Right on. So do you want to meet up later, then?” 
“Yes. There is a store with name Fnac. We could meet there at seven or 

something, yes?”  
“That works for me. I don’t have a watch, though. I wouldn’t know when it was 

time to meet up.” 
When she was done putting more dots on the map, she got a watch out of her 

rucksack and handed it to me. She didn’t seem to understand how I could be somewhere 
without having a watch, and sighed heavily while getting it for me as though I was an 
idiot child. I could have explained that, since I was coming here with people, I didn’t 
think I would have to know what time it was all by myself. I had not foreseen, really, 
spending time on my own. And since my only watch at home was my cell phone, which 
didn’t even work here anyway, I didn’t think to bring another one. I figured any time-
telling would be taken care of by the group. Which was close to the same reason I didn’t 
have a palm pilot or a cd player there, either. But, since she didn’t actually ask, I let her 
implications slide, took her watch, and left.  

So for the first time I was responsible for getting myself around this town. I 
wasn’t just following. And since I had to know where I was going, more or less, it meant 
at least a little more attention had to be paid to the streets. Which was, it turns out, pretty 
difficult.  

If you look at a map of Valencia, of the whole city, it would look fairly normal. 
Large blocks of buildings with streets, and a little bit of pattern change as growth 
happened to the city. But in the center, right underneath a long green line that used to be a 
river, is a little round section that doesn’t fit into any pattern, doesn’t fit into the scheme 
of the surrounding city. This is the old part. Once upon a time, this was the entirety of the 
city, kept within its perfect circle shape by tall, heavy walls. And within the safety of 
those walls, the city was born, grew, in its haphazard manner, with its chaotic roads 
fitting the giant stone structures of the wealthy and the paranoid. And since very few 
roads were longer than a few blocks, and nothing lined up perfectly into intersections, 
there was no real hope of just finding a good street and walking down it until you came to 
the intersection you wanted, like you might do if you were exploring a new city here, or 
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even exploring the outer parts of the new Valencia. To get around in the ancient part of 
town, you truly needed a good map. 

With the map, things were still confusing. Every street, even the ones too narrow 
for a single car and only lasting a block, had a different name. Many of the names 
sounded the same, since they were all in Spanish, named after Spanish people who had 
done great Spanish things. You could see, on the corners of the buildings, where many of 
those signs had been torn off over the years, as I mentioned, but most streets just had the 
one, maybe two signs to mark it. If it was an exceptionally long street, it would have one 
every 5 or 6 blocks, but with so few of those streets, they were easier to identify anyway, 
as long as the street was straight enough that you could identify it as being all one path. 
So if you didn’t see the sign, or you came to the street at a corner without a sign, or if 
perhaps the sign had fallen off the building, then there wasn’t a whole lot of chance of 
you knowing where you were. You would have to keep walking until you could find 
SOMETHING, and then backtrack.  

I figured it would be easy. I had a map, I knew where I was, and I knew where I 
wanted to be. From the X to the big black dot. Simple, right?  

When I got down there, I couldn’t remember anything about the building that 
had been pointed out to be the internet café. Nothing. The building that was marked as 
being the one was actually an office building, and was closed. And while I couldn’t tell 
you what the building looked like, I could tell that it didn’t look like that one. I walked 
around the entire block twice, but it didn’t seem to be in that block at all. There was an 
open door, leading to a small lift and some stairs. I figured maybe this was a back way to 
the café. I took the lift to the 4th floor. There was a single door directly in front of the 
opening, which was wide and made of wood with potted plants on each side. It didn’t 
look like an internet café. It looked like a very expensive home. I went up a flight of the 
spiral stairs, and found the same thing. So I started going down via the stairs, and every 
floor had another door, slightly different in paint and the things on the outside of the 
door, but all had an air of richness and were clearly not for public use. When I finally got 
to the ground floor, I headed for the exit to the street. The desk to the left of me, which 
had been vacant when I came in, now had a woman at it who seemed very surprised to 
see me.  

“¿Excúseme, señor, puede yo le ayudan?” Loose translation: What the Hell are 
you doing here? I smiled really wide and waved. 

“Hola!” 
“Éstas son residencias privadas, señor. ¿Cuáles eran usted que hacía para arriba 

allí?” Translation: Leave or I’ll call the Spanish-speaking police. 
“Buenos Dias!” I called over my shoulder as I walked to the open air. I could 

hear her yelling after me, but couldn’t make out the words, and wouldn’t have understood 
them if I had. I decided that it was definitely not the block I was looking for, and moved 
to the next one, determined to not only find out where this place was, but to get away 
from there before someone decided I had been up to no good.  

 
About an hour later, I had not reached the little black dot, and had no idea where 

I was. I hadn’t crossed any of the six-lane streets that surrounded the ancient part of town, 
but the buildings were starting to look newer and taller. The street opened up for a park in 
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the middle with a huge fountain, and the sidewalk was paved with white, tan, and black 
tiles with a wave pattern on them. It was beautiful, and opulent, and made me think I had 
walked entirely too far.  

Suspicions were confirmed when I got to a street eight lanes across, like an 
asphalt moat circling the part of the city I was in from the part on the distant shore, 
modern and new and covered with neon signs, aside from a bullring and a train station, 
standing alone like an outpost in the middle of the savage jungle. Even on the shrunken 
scale of my stolen map, the street looked huge. I walked along the side of it, until a sign 
confirmed what I got from the map: the street, named Xàtiva, would only take me farther 
away from the dot on the map that symbolized where I was trying to go. I was going to 
need a plan. Of course, when all I could come up with was to turn around and head back 
in the other direction, it became apparent that I was going to need a much, much better 
plan. Something… 

So I started back in the direction from which I had come. The path covered in 
wavy tiles the color of autumn led between buildings, wider than any of the streets I had 
seen, even those designed for four lanes at once, and completely crowded with tables 
spilling out of restaurants. One of which was a Gelato shop, and in front of that shop was 
my better plan. It was beautiful, too; about 5 foot 3, short black hair, a short colorful of 
sun dress that clung to her back and her ass in a way that gave me no doubt about my new 
plan.  

“Hello…Hola.” She turned to me.  
“Oh?” 
“Hi. Como Esta?” 
“Désulé, qu’avez-vous dit?” 
“Français?” 
“Oui.” 
“Neat. Bon. Je suis Ellis.” 
“Enchante. Americain?” 
“Oui. That obvious?” 
“Your accent is very strong.” 
“And my French is very bad.” 
“Well…” She smiled and looked away.  
“No, that’s okay. Only took two French classes, and didn’t pay too much 

attention to either.” 
“That is why you visit Spain, and not France, yes?” 
“Not really. I understand Spanish even less. More based on opportunity.” 
“Okay.” 
“How long have you been here?” 
“Here? Valencia? Two weeks.” 
“Great! Listen, I’m a little lost. I was trying to find a bookstore, but I ended up 

here, nowhere near it instead. Wanna walk me back home?” 
“To where?” 
“Hostal. Don’t know its name. Here…” I pulled the map out of my back pocket 

and pointed at the X that symbolized our place. “This place here, in the middle.”  
“That’s a ways away.” 
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“Yeah?” 
“Yes. I am not going that way.” 
“Really? If you bring me back, I’ll buy you lunch.” 
“I don’t think so. Sorry.”  
“But…” 
“Non.” She took her cones from the man behind the counter and turned away 

from me.” 
“Okay. Au revior.” 
And it was back to the drawing board for another new plan.  
I never did come up with anything more original than that, though. It was all 

more of the same, walking back in the direction of the hostal, ducking into side streets to 
check my map and make sure I was heading back in the right direction, more or less, and 
asking every pretty girl who wasn’t with a guy for directions. I didn’t get a lot of positive 
response, though, and before long I was standing on the street in front of the doorway, 
and there was nobody by my side to go up with me. And since I wasn’t that hungry, or in 
that great of a desire to sit by myself in the room, all I could do was try, once again, to get 
my bearings, and head off back in the direction of the alleged bookstores.  

This time I had a reasonably good idea of where I was the entire time. I made it 
to the area that had been marked down on the map. Once there, if course, the searching 
wasn’t done, since Lora didn’t know exactly which building the shop was in. But I had 
the area down. She thought it was facing West from whichever building it was, so I 
checked that side of the four buildings she was the surest about. I couldn’t find it, but 
decided I would go on to check out the Fnac store before looking further. At the rate I 
was finding things, I didn’t want to end up late to the meeting place, and I clearly wasn’t 
getting much in the way of help just then. So I went back to the crossing I had seen 
earlier, between the glimmering, newer restaurants on the tiled walkway and the old train 
station across the road. It turned out I wasn’t all that far from where I was supposed to be 
after all. I joined the huge cluster of people standing just off the curb, waiting for the 
walk signal. It was the first time I had actually seen Spanish people waiting for a walk 
signal, but, then, there were a while lot of lanes of traffic to run across, and the road was 
never completely empty. But as soon as the herd reached critical mass, the cars stopped 
and a timer started counting down how long we had before cars started moving again. 
And when the timer ran out, they did start moving again, whether or not there were 
people still in the street.  

Fnac was a massive store full of all the very best things to spend money on; 
three stories tall and covering nearly a block. The bottom floor was all computers and 
digital electronics. The newest cameras, the most expensive DVD players and plasma 
televisions. The next floor up had all the movies you could want, and the very best in 
video games, with kiosks every few yards full of people sampling them. And then on the 
top floor, a wider variety of cds from all over the world than you’re likely to find most 
places, along with aisles and aisles of books in a half dozen languages. I could have spent 
a hundred thousand euros there and not had everything I wanted. I wandered around for 
some time, looking at all the racks of movies. I found the two Dover cds I hadn’t been 
able to find earlier. There was a great collection of They Might be Giants cds that were so 
much cheaper than they would have been at home. Most of the time I spent looking at 
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books, though, since I had finished the last one I brought with me. There was an entire 
section of English books, and there was a pretty good selection there. It was a little heavy 
on absolute shit like Stephen King and Tom Clancy, but there was also some Hornby and 
Highsmith, and they had the Michael Moore book in every language known to man, I 
think. It’s amazing how obviously hilarious it is to most of Europe that we have Bush as a 
president. You get the feeling that they can’t believe we actually voted him in, and keep 
going along with him.  

Having mentally tagged everything, I tore myself away from the store before I 
started leaving embarrassing little love-stains all over it, and went back across the mighty 
auto-moat to the part of town I was growing more used to. This time, without using the 
map at all, I made it from the crossing at the bullring back to the buildings, which, I was 
told, contained a bookstore.  

I searched around the blocks I thought it was on, and found nothing. There were 
at least a dozen shoe stores, and even more boutiques selling the most modern fashion, 
and quality goods. But not a one of them sold anything resembling a book. Since I 
couldn’t shop for what I wanted, and had some time yet to kill before I had to meet the 
Germans, I started wandering a little, exploring some of the shops I did find, and some of 
the blocks beyond my search radius. 

Among the buildings was a shopping mall, euro-style. To someone who’s never 
left the country, you might never realize how different an American shopping mall is 
from those of the rest of the world. The suburban mall, with two or three stories of indoor 
stores and entertainment, surrounded by miles of parking lot; that’s a rarity to the outside 
world. Even the American big-city malls, the ones that lead from sub-basements and go 
straight up, aren’t the same as elsewhere. We plan around our malls. They plan malls 
around the city. Imagine taking the city-mall, and putting in into a blender, and then 
pouring it out into whatever space is available. You end up with the malls of Canada, 
which fill the first two floors of four entire buildings, all linked through underground 
walkways and glass over-street paths. With a little more creativity, you end up with the 
shopping centers of Europe.  

This one was a city block with the walkway that cut diagonally through it open 
to the air, with not so much as a curtain to slow someone from entering. Almost every 
wall in the place, from the ones outside, the ones inside, and most of the walls separating 
stores from one another, were made of glass. There were points in which you could look 
all the way through to the street at the other side of the building. There were three and a 
half levels, and in order to move between them you had to use the narrow escalators 
which were at different ends of the commerce center from each other. So in order to go 
from the underground level to the very top, you had to walk past every single store on the 
way up. Crafty. On the top floor, only half the size of the rest, was a mini food court; 
three eateries and just over a dozen metal tables set up. The counters all seemed 
connected, but I went to the one that I think was selling Tapas and ordered a lemon 
fresca. I thought about sitting down for a few minutes, but it looked like all of the tables 
were full.  

“Ese parecer un almverzo bueno, sano.” 
“Sorry. English.”  
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“Hey, you are not hungry?” A girl with dark hair was watching me, smirking a 
little more than she had been before.  

“Some, I guess. Mostly thirsty.” 
“You want to sit?” 
“Sure.” 
“Are you waiting for someone?” 
“No. I’m just wandering around. I have to meet my friends a little later.” 
“Where are they now?” 
“I don’t know. Shopping, somewhere, I think.” 
“And you didn’t want to shop?” 
“I have no problem with shopping, but I think they wanted some time to 

themselves.” 
“And you wanted some time to yourself?” 
“Actually, I was hoping I would find someone to spend it with.” 
“And then you found me.” 
“So I did. Where were you a few hours ago?” 
“Work.” 
“Where is that?” 
“A shop, over on Periodista Azita.” 
“Couldn’t find it if you threatened me.” 
“It’s a street, over on the other size of the plaza. The big one, with the 

fountain?” 
“Right. That I saw.” 
“But could you find it?” 
“If you gave me an hour, maybe.” 
“You can see it from the street.” 
“So maybe just a half hour.” 
“Not great at finding your way around?” 
“Well, you know. American schooling system. Sounds like you’ve been there, 

I’m sure you know.” 
“I have been. I was an exchange student for a year. How did you know?” 
“Your English is terrific. Most Spaniards speak English with a little bit of a 

British accent, but you don’t have that. You just have a sort of Spanish-American accent, 
and vocabulary.”  

“Aren’t you clever? And here you were doubting your schooling system.” 
“I was one of the smart ones.” 
“Really?” 
“Not as much as you, though, I’m sure. How did you do in our schools?” 
“I admit, they were easy. But I didn’t spend so much time working on it.” 
“Why not?” 
“I was a foreign student. Nobody expected me to. Besides,” She took a drink 

from my soda and lowered her head so she was peering at me from beneath her slender, 
dark brows, “a lot of American boys are really sexy.” 

“Did you think so?” 
“Still do.” 
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“Are there a lot of American guys here in Valencia?” 
“Not so many as you might think.” 
“Well, on behalf of American guys, we think you’re pretty sexy yourself.” 
“Thank you.” 
“Thank you for letting me join you here.” 
“My pleasure. You know, if you are hungry, you can have some of my lunch.” 
“No thanks. It looks nice, but I was hoping you might have something a little 

more…succulent for me to put my lips on.” 
“Were you?” The mischievous smirk returned to her face, and a flash of 

something in her eyes. 
“Yeah. Maybe we could see about some more of your pleasure.”  
 
The door to the service area opened with an echoing bang louder than either of 

us had planned. We shushed each other briefly before we started kissing again, stumbling 
over our own feet and running into the walls. We slid off one wall and nearly hit the 
floor, catching ourselves just in time to come back up, just so we could trip again. She 
pushed me back, and I fell further than I thought I would, ending up in a little nook off 
the hallway, where the electrical access panels were. Stabilized against the wall, she 
started leaning her weight into me, lifting one leg up to rub against mine. My hands slid 
from her knees down her smooth thighs and up under her skirt until they touched silk. I 
grabbed a handful of flesh and pulled her close; she followed anxiously and started 
grinding her pelvis against me. I held my arms around her and spun around, so her back 
was now pressed to the wall. I kissed her for a moment longer, and pulled away enough 
to see her clearly. Her soft, dark hair had fallen over her face, and only a sparkling 
glimpse of her eyes shone out from behind it, but her lips were pulled back from her teeth 
as she breathed, slightly feral. I stopped and leaned into her again, kissing her lips, and 
her neck, while my hands explored her body just a little more, from her chest down her 
legs, and then back up again, one on the outside of each thigh. I went to one knee, and 
lifted her skirt to her waist so that I was staring right at her bright blue panties. I started 
pulling them down, and she leaned her head back against the wall, lifting her feet to help 
me. They got snagged on her sandals, so I tore them off, and she looked down again at 
the sound, grinning, and pulling my head closer in to her. I bit the inside of her thigh, to 
tease her, and heard a gasp come from her lips above me. She whispered something into 
air, and thrust herself towards me.  

Hair brushed my nose, and warm skin brushed my ear. I lifted her left leg up 
with my hand, it arched over my shoulder and wrapped around me, keeping me close, 
like a boa constrictor. I caressed her ever so slightly with the edge of my lips, and I could 
feel her muscles contracting, could see her writhing her body expectantly. With all the 
gentleness and passion we had moments before, I kissed the tender part of her, just barely 
hearing her gasp through the muffle of her legs and hands that covered most of my head. 
The longer I stayed down there, the tighter she held on to me, gripping my hair in white-
knuckled fists and squeezing me between her thighs as though for dear life. The tighter 
she held on, and the more she writhed and twisted to my touch, the more vigor I used to 
massage her with my tongue, and my lips, and even my breath. I couldn’t hear anything 
but her heartbeat, fast and strong, save for a quick slip of a moan when she jerked and 
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caused one of my ears to be open for just a second before covering it back up and 
bringing me in even tighter against her.  

Unable to hear or see anything made me all the more aware of every movement 
she made. Her weight shifted from the foot she was standing on to the leg wrapped over 
my shoulder and back again. Her hands were on mine, moving across her body, and then 
back to my hair. I could feel a foot, now free of it’s shoe, rubbing against the inside of my 
legs, tugging on the top of my jeans and moving across my confined erection. Without 
any idea how she did it, I soon realized she had undone my pants with her one foot, and 
was poking and rubbing me inside. She tossed one of my own hands down at me, keeping 
my face from pulling even a little away from her with the other hand. Her foot kicked it 
towards me, until I freed myself from my boxers. Her foot and my hand touched me, 
blindly, absently, while all my efforts poured into her. Her heart was beating so fast I 
couldn’t keep count, and her skin was so flushed and warm I thought she would burst into 
flame.  In strong convulsions, like a machine at work, she suddenly grabbed my head 
with both hands, her nails digging into scalp, and pulled me in to her with all her strength, 
then released enough for me to hear her gasping, and pulled again. All her weight was on 
my shoulder, and her body couldn’t keep still. Finally her body relaxed, and after a few 
moments, she shifted her weight back to her bare foot and released the death-grip she had 
on my skull. Her heartbeat started to slow just a little, and she relaxed enough that I could 
finally pull away from her. I looked up at her, the light in the hallway suddenly too bright 
to see her clearly, the air chilled against the wetness on my face and down my chin. I 
could see her chest moving with her long, sighing breaths, and when my eyes adjusted, 
could see the bright redness of her face slowly fading out. One lingering hand remained 
on my head, petting it and playing with hair, following me as I sat back on the balls of 
my feet. She looked down at me, smiling when she heard me tucking myself away and 
zipping up my pants. Her eyes continued down to the floor, at the sticky wet puddles left 
behind. She looked back at me and chuckled, caressing me again through my pants, 
before noticing the drops that were also on her ankle. She slid her foot and lifted it up far 
enough to reach it, so she could slide the strap back across her heel. With a single finger, 
she wiped her ankle clean, and then, smiling at me with that same playful, slightly sinister 
smile, she slipped the finger into her mouth and winked at me.  

 
I stood up and she straightened out her skirt, making sure it wasn’t still bunched 

up anywhere. I held out her panties, which were torn and had been caught around my 
fingers ever since I pulled them off. She wrapped my hand around them. 

“A souvenir.”  
“Thanks.” She smiled and leaned close, kissing me on the cheek. 
“No, thank you. Trust me…it really was my pleasure.” She pulled a tissue from 

her purse and wiped my face dry with it before we pushed through the door back out to 
the small food court. We weren’t exactly discreet, coming out, but nobody seemed to 
notice us much. 

“I had a good time, myself.” 
“Good. You have to go meet your friends now?” 
“What time is it?” 
“Almost seven thirty.” 
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“Yeah. I’m going to be late, I think.” 
“It’s too bad. I’ve enjoyed…talking to you.” 
“Me too.” 
“Do you want to call me, while you’re still here?” 
“I don’t have a phone. But you could always come see me at the hostal.” 
“Where are you staying?” 
“A Hostal. Up at the end of Plaza de Mercado? I think it’s called the Pillar, 

maybe?” 
“Okay. I’ll do that.” 
“Good. Because that was just the start of some of the things I’d like to do with 

you.” She put her hand on my cheek and smiled. 
“Sexy American boy. I’ll see you later.” She kissed me gently, a quick peck, as 

though suddenly demure and shy, and took her hand back. I smiled at her and walked 
away, looking back at her every few steps. She was standing with such perfect posture 
and an innocent face that I would almost doubt anything had happened, aside from the 
slight shaking in her knees. When she was finally out of sight of the escalator, I started 
walking as quickly as I could back to Fnac, to meet up with the Germans.  

 
When I got to the electronic wonderland, the girls were lingering around the 

front area, looking around. I had actually made it on time by the watch that Lora had 
given me, but they looked at me as though I was an hour late. When I told them I wanted 
to buy some things, they sighed heavily and said they would wait if I hurried. Having 
been there before, I knew exactly where to go, and I picked up the Dover cds as well as 
the three books I had been looking at earlier. It took me little over fifteen minutes to get 
the things and pay for them, but I couldn’t find my companions anywhere when I was 
done. I went out to the street to see if they were waiting there, and couldn’t find them 
there, either. I started to get mad until I saw the vending machine selling ice-cold bottles 
of water, and realized I was thirsty. I popped in a euro and got out a bottle, and started 
drinking. The bottle was empty in less than a minute, without the slightest hint of 
exaggeration, and just as I was finishing up I saw the girls trudging back across the road 
to me.  

“The man tells us we cannot wait inside, so we sit on that bus chair to see you 
come out.” 

“Cool. I thought you had abandoned me. Did you guys have fun shopping?” 
“Yes.” Meiko didn’t expand on it, and didn’t smile, so their answer seemed a 

little suspect, but it wasn’t the time to start throwing around accusations of deception.  
“Did you find the book store and the internet café?” 
“Neither, actually. The internet café wasn’t in the building marked on the map, 

and I couldn’t find the bookstore for the life of me.” 
“The internet café? In the building we went in, the bank?”  
“It was closed. Large doors all locked up.” 
“That is strange. And you couldn’t find the bookstore, either?” 
“No. I searched all over the area it was supposed to be in. At some point I was 

even over there on my knees. Wasn’t there.” 
“It’s there. I’ll show you.” 
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We walked back through the part of town I had been to twice already, looking. 
She was certain it was there somewhere, but in the end her memory just took us to an 
empty, stripped building that had, at one point, been a bookstore, but was now a vacant 
storefront for rent. Having admitted defeat, we started back to the Hostal. On the way we 
passed a sporting goods store, and I bought a pair of swimming trucks so I wouldn’t have 
to endure any more mocking on our next trip to the beach. The rest of the trip back was 
all German conversations and daydreaming, and when we got back they both just 
collapsed on the bed.  

 
While they slept, I read all about the Arsenal football league as explained by 

Nick Hornby. Let it be said that it must be the mark of a really good writer to make an 
interesting book about a subject in which I have never had any interest, through great, 
intelligent humor. A book about an obsession still shows more breadth of character than 
many of the people I’ve known who are considered to be well rounded. Let it also be said 
that a British book about a British team written with British humor should never, ever be 
turned into an American comedy about Baseball with the worst and least talented actors 
ever to be committed to film. Everything that was good about the book will be lost, 
leaving only a color scheme and a title wrapped around a creation more full of shit than a 
constipated bull after a huge banquet.  

When the others finally woke up, we made sandwiches with German black 
bread and groceries, while acting somewhat suspiciously towards one another’s tastes in 
sandwich. Mine involved two kinds of cheese and mustard and onions. Theirs involved 
buttering both pieces of bread and putting on tomatoes and, sometimes, tiny slices of 
cheese. It was a clashing of cultures and tastes, from which no lessons were learned. 
While we were eating, it was discussed what we were going to do that night. Not with 
me, mind, as that I hadn’t learned to speak German in the past few hours, but it was 
discussed, nonetheless. After which the both of them changed clothes, and I continued to 
sit and wonder what was going on.  

 
It was decided that we were going to go get a drink, and then go dancing. To 

facilitate the first part of this plan, we made our way to a place called the Lounge, a few 
blocks away from our hostal. The inside was a mixture of red paint and surfer-themed 
decoration, complete with a few small, potted palm trees. The benefit of this place was a 
computer, in the back corner, which could be used to access the internet for absolutely no 
charge to paying customers. The girls had been here already when I was asleep the 
previous day, and I think the plan was to set me at the computer so I could write English 
to people back home, and not bother them. However, once we were seated, I was already 
occupied completely with the wonder of a drink menu in English. The wonder of which 
wasn’t so much the English part, because what difference is there really between ordering 
a lemon vodka and a vodka lemon? The amazing part is the fact that there was a cocktail 
menu. See, I’ve developed a theory. America has the disposition of being uptight enough 
and so willing to blame our problems on anything besides ourselves, that we have the 
fairly unique distinction of trying to make all use or sale of alcohol illegal in our history. 
Up until that happened, there were no mix drinks. You had beer, often warm, or you had 
a shot of straight alcohol. I think there may have been such a thing as a gin and tonic back 
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then, but I don’t know for certain. Nobody drank vodka, though, so that was out. But 
when the ignorant, religious sons-of-bitches in charge of the country in that era made 
these things illegal, they forced the evolution of drinks. Aside from creating soft-drinks, 
they also pushed people to make their own alcohol. And since bathtub Gin tasted so 
terrible, people had to start mixing things with the alcohol in order to make it drinkable. It 
started with simple things; the syrups from soda shops and various tonics, and then 
evolved. And now, since the cocktail is such a part of our culture, we keep making more. 
These countries that have never had this experience don’t have the cocktail as a part of 
their culture. They are only getting wind of them now, as our own culture spreads out 
over the world, like a noxious cloud of smog. So, seeing a list of drinks, a long island ice 
tea and a sex on the beach and rum and coke, which I knew, was fun.  

I was still a little dazed with this joy when the baldheaded man came to the table 
to take our order. Lora started giving it to him in bad Spanish. And it suddenly occurred 
to me that his Spanish had an Australian accent. So when he was asking her to repeat 
herself for the third time, I repeated it again in English. Between my English, and the 
German accented Spanish Lora had been speaking, he stayed and talked for a while. He, 
himself, had left Australia some years ago, and lived for five years in Munich, before 
coming to Valencia and opening the Lounge up. So we supplied the array of languages 
that he spoke, and I clearly had an appreciation of his taste in drinks. In this conversation 
he also pointed out that the computer had been frozen for some time, and the internet 
option was ours to use if we could make it work. I had faded out by this point in time, 
because the pretty girl brought me my Long Island, and I was enjoying it completely. Not 
to imply I was sucking it down like Hemmingway or anything. But it had been a while 
since I went out, even before I left. And if you ever find yourself thirsty on a nice night 
after a hot day, a really well made Long Island Ice Tea can be a wonderful mix of tastes 
that makes an evening complete.  

I was halfway through my second, completely unaware of the time (I do believe 
I mentioned the effectiveness of drinking in Spain) and Meiko and Lora were still trying 
to get the computer to work and sipping their Ginger Ale and Pale Beer respectively. 
They’d never had a cocktail before, but declined my offer to buy one for them, because 
they didn’t like to drink. Having observed the situation for long enough, I had come up 
with the perfect solution.  

“Unplug it.” 
“Was war das? Um…What?” Lora looked irritated at having to use English. 
“When my old roommates computer would freeze so we couldn’t even turn it 

off, we unplugged it. Then plugged it in. Made everything better. We call it a Microsoft 
Reboot.” They discussed the plan amongst themselves.  

“Will this make the computer broken?” 
“Dunno. I’m not tech support or anything, but it never seemed to damage his.” 

There was more discussion, which broke down in to what I imagined to be a round of 
‘you do it!’ ‘no, you do it!’ before Meiko kneeled down and unplugged the machine. She 
plugged it back in and turned it on, and sure enough, it worked. Within a few minutes, 
she was up and writing an e-mail to someone they both knew.  

Within fifteen, the Aussie came over and pointed out that we had killed the 
music that was playing through the bar. Which, you know, I think he may have been right 
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about, because it did feel suddenly quieter and more strange somehow after the computer 
had started working. But, as he fiddled around with it, he couldn’t seem to get the music 
to come back on, and wasn’t too concerned about it. He even said ‘no worries’ as he 
walked off. It’s gratifying on a personal level when stereotypes turn true.  

I was taking my first sip of a Sex on the Beach when my turn came up to write 
e-mails, and the first two drinks were doing their work well. I proceeded to write a series 
of e-mails that made the barest minimum of sense to anyone whose e-mail address I 
could remember, until my mental rolodex was tapped, my glass empty, and the Germans 
ready to go.  

 
Looking for a place to dance started out as a re-run of the night before. We 

walked around the part of town Lora remembered there being the most number of clubs 
in. We stopped by the place we all remembered from the night before, Radio City. It was 
open now, and had a few people sitting in the front part, which consisted of a few booths 
and the bar. The back half of the building, though, which had the dance floor, was almost 
completely empty. There was one couple dancing, which consisted of an old Spaniard 
with long curly hair, and a blond woman dancing with him. They were surreal to watch, 
dancing unlike anything I could imagine as being called dancing, but they had a 
seemingly endless supply of energy. We hung around for a while, watching them, and 
decided we would try to find somewhere more lively to do the dancing in, and we’d come 
back if there was nothing better. 

Over the next few hours we walked up and down streets that did a good job of 
confusing me when I was completely sober and in daylight. Following around the pair of 
them with some drinks in me, I had no idea what was going on. But I was having a blast. 
The streets were packed with all kinds of people talking and laughing and sitting around. 
The crowd from the restaurants mixed into the walking crowd which spilled in and out of 
bars and clubs. It was like a massive social gathering that just kept going, on and on, 
block after block and hour after hour, and everybody was having fun. Everywhere signs 
flashed and glowed in rainbows that make God’s look a little bland, colors that weren’t 
invented until the past 50 years, while music played, some of it full of sounds that didn’t 
even exist a year ago, all of it bouncing off of cobblestone streets and buildings that have 
been standing for centuries on end. It was a breathtaking experience, and it mattered less 
and less what we were doing or where we were going, really, so much as it mattered that 
I was here, taking in as much of everything as I could, absorbing the sensory overload 
that was surrounding me.  

There was a place called Johnny Maracas, which was a sort of 1950’s Vegas 
with a Spanish twist. Everything was classier and the music played without a hint of hip-
hop to it. The tables and bar were a polished dark wood and the neon hiding under the lip 
somehow managed to bring out the air of classiness without making it look like a strip 
club. We were there for less than fifteen minutes before we walked out again.  

“That place was for old people.” Lora’s explanation left little to question.  
Another place, all glass and maple and candlelight, we couldn’t have afforded to 

so much as buy a drink in. We looked through slightly tinted glass at the people inside, 
and Meiko made noise like she wanted to go in, to which Lora seemed to respond that we 
couldn’t. It may or may not have been pointed out that the clientele of this club was the 
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same age as Johnny Maracas, but they were also clearly wealthier than the other, and age 
is apparently something that money can buy. We hit a series of places in rapid 
succession, all of which had the same dead setting as Radio City had. We spent even less 
time in each of these, some times not even stopping inside so much as making a loop and 
going right back out the door again.  

It had to have been between one and two in the morning when we got back to 
Radio City. The crowd had definitely grown in the time we spent searching for a bigger, 
better club, with all the booths now full, as well as a good deal of the mini-counter than 
ran the perimeter of the entire bar. However, for all the people that had come, and were 
clustering around, the only people on the dance floor remained the Old Spaniard and his 
Hot Blond, who were still going at it with fierceness to music that was decidedly louder 
than it had been before. I ordered a Vodka Lemon, because I couldn’t have myself 
sobering up if I was going to have to dance. Lora and Meiko went to the dance floor, to 
where a pillar stood in the very center, and leaned on it, sipping from another Pale Ale 
that they were sharing. I took my drink to the wall counter, so I could lean casually. Next 
to me was an Australian with a drink in each hand. As soon as he recognized me as being 
able to speak English, he started up a conversation about the club, and what I thought of 
Valencia. A few minutes passed, and his friends showed up, so he went over to greet 
them and get another drink. Back out on the dance floor, the original dance couple still 
were going at it, and my companions were still leaning and not dancing.  

“Clearly they need rescuing from their own inactivity.” I swallowed all that was 
left of my Vodka and started walking out to the floor. When I got to the border of what I 
felt separated the dancing area from the rest of the bar, I started dancing, until I was over 
next to the Germans, where I took a second to make sure I was, in fact, dancing to a 
reasonable degree.  

“HEY. I THOUGHT YOU GUYS WANTED TO GO OUT DANCING.” The 
music was even louder over there, and I had to speak loudly just to be heard at all. 

“Yeah…?” Meiko looked at me as though it was the stupidest question ever 
asked.  

“SO HOW COME YOU AREN’T DANCING?” 
“THERE ARE NOT SO MANY PEOPLE HERE.” Lora gestured to the room 

behind them, which consisted of a backup bar, completely dark, and the back half of the 
dance floor, without a soul on it.  

“THERE ARE A TON OF PEOPLE HERE! THEY JUST ARENT DANCING 
YET.” 

“So?” Again, I was blowing Meiko’s mind with obviousness. 
“SO MAYBE THEY’RE WAITING FOR SOMEONE ELSE TO START 

DANCING BEFORE THEY DO IT, TOO. BE TREND SETTERS. PIONEERS!” They 
both rolled their eyes, but they also stopped leaning and started dancing more. I did my 
own thing, dancing to the very best of my ability as an intoxicated white male, who had 
never spent so much time on a dance floor in all his life. I feel I did very well, 
remembering moves I had seen from television and ads for things, which involved pretty 
girls in very tight clothes, avoiding, of course, any of the overly feminine moves. 
Unfortunately, my memory focused a lot on the really feminine moves, being partial to 
the twisty, writhing goodness of a pretty girl in tight clothes dancing, so I wasn’t left with 



 85

a ton of material to work from. But what I had I aped well. I would make eye contact 
with one or the other of them now and again, so as to make the dancing group activity, or 
at least something I was participating in.  

“LORA, DO YOU KNOW THIS SONG PLAYING? IS IT SPANISH? 
“YES. SPANISH. I DO NOT KNOW WHAT IT IS CALLED.” 
“IT’S GOOD. DO YOU THINK?” 
“I LIKE IT.” 
“ME TOO.”  
Eerily enough, my plan worked a little. While it had originally just been us and 

the couple that didn’t stop, there were now over a dozen people dancing all around us. I 
smiled and kept at it, wondering a little how long that kind of thing was supposed to last, 
and what was the etiquette for taking a break without looking disinterested. Meiko 
stopped moving, and just stood for a while, looking around. After a while, she tugged on 
Lora’s sleeve, and they both walked off. I tried to pay attention to where they had gone, 
so I could find the men’s room later if I had to, but I had no idea whatsoever where they 
went. Several songs passed, and I kept dancing, until it finally occurred to me that I was 
tired. I looked around and couldn’t see them anywhere, and since I wasn’t dancing 
because it was something I particularly enjoyed, I went back to the sidelines for a rest. I 
looked out on the club, which had grown considerably again in attendance, and at the 
dance floor, which was now reasonably crowded. This, of course, I attributed to my own 
action. Me and Old Spaniard and Hot Blond.  

As I was thinking that, Old Spaniard was making his was over to me, dancing 
the whole time. He danced right up next to me, and a whole string of sounds came out of 
his mouth that I was ages away from understanding. I held a hand up to my ear, gestured 
to him I didn’t get any of what he said. I tried to look American while I did it, hoping, for 
once, that something about my skin and the way I dressed would make it as blindingly 
obvious as it had been to so many others.   

“ADELANTADO, HOMBRE. USTED TIENE QUE BAILAR. MIRE A 
TODOS, ELLOS SON TAN HERMOSO. BAILE CON ELLOS.” He smiled and kept 
dancing, looking at me as though he had just told me the greatest secret of life, and 
couldn’t wait to see my reaction.  

“SORRY, WHAT?” He got in closer to me, yelling louder, more slowly, as 
though that was the basis of my lack of ability to understand him. 

“SIENTA LA MÚSICA, ÉL LE ESTÁ PIDIENDO A QUE BAILE. 
MUÉVASE CON ÉL, HÁGALE EL AMOR. HAGA EL AMOR A UNA DE ESTAS 
SEÑORAS. ¡HÁGALE AMOR A TODO MARAVILLOSO PUEDE VER!” I briefly 
lifted my shirt, trying to point out the English writing on it, and waved my hands around 
my ears and mouth, trying to sign the international term for deaf and dumb.  

“SORRY, LO SIENTO, I DON’T SPEAK SPANISH AT ALL. I CAN’T 
UNDERSTAND YOU.” He smiled when I was done, showing his aging and discolored 
teeth. I couldn’t for the life of me tell if he was nodding that he understood, or bobbing to 
the music. His eyes and rhythm seemed to indicate neither. 

“USTED TIENE QUE CONSEGUIR EN TACTO CON VIDA. USTED TIENE 
QUE SENTIRLA PARA VIVIR. ADELANTADO, DANZA, HOMBRE, DANZA.” 
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There was obviously a communication barrier, and the amount of alcohol I had consumed 
wasn’t helping my comprehension skills any.  

“SERIOUSLY, BUDDY, I’M NOT GETTING ANY OF THIS.” I tried to turn 
away from him, hoping it would end the conversation, but he used his elbows and 
dancing motion to nudge me around again, until I faced him.  

“NO SÉ DECIRLE. ¡USTED! ¡TENGA! ¡PARA BAILAR!” I was getting 
really frustrated, and all out of ways to explain to this guy that I understood nothing he 
said, and even less of what he did.  

“LO SIENTO, SEÑOR. NO HABLA ESPAÑOL. ENLGISH.” He smiled and 
reached out a hand to shake grab hold of mine. He held it, in what was a cross between a 
handshake and a dance move all it’s own, and said more things I didn’t understand. I 
smiled and shook my head. 

“NO, NO ENGLISH. DANCE!” 
“LATER. I WAS JUST DANCING. I’M TIRED NOW.” 
“DANCE!” 
“SOON, SOON. NOT NOW.” He smiled and patted my shoulder, and then 

danced away, out to the floor and the gathering crowd. No sooner had he gone, than from 
around the other side of the crowd Hot Blond came sauntering and dancing out, also 
headed in my direction.  

“Crap. Again with this?” She danced within earshot.  
“HOLA! DANCE!” She did a shimmy and shook her chest at me, to illustrate 

what dancing looks like. Up front, she was as unsettling as she had been attractive from a 
distance. She was a carefully constructed illusion of what a beautiful woman might look 
like. She wasn’t ugly, she wasn’t old, and she wasn’t wrinkled. But she had been built 
upon so much that she became more a caricature of what a woman could be than the real 
thing. Her breasts were clearly fake, and either too new or too big, because they looked 
like they were made out of solid plastic. Her face had been coated with several layers of 
makeup to give it the right color, but in the red neon light they appeared synthetic. Her 
hair was bleached and straightened and not terribly healthy.  

“I’M RESTING. I’LL DANCE MORE LATER.” 
“DANCE!”  
“IN A LITTLE BIT.” 
“DANCE, DANCE, DANCE!” She moved closer to me each and every time she 

said the word ‘dance’ and so was actually rubbing and grinding against me. I could 
actually feel her nipples rubbing against me through my shirt. 

“SERIOUSLY, I WAS DANCING BEFORE, AND I’LL DANCE AGAIN IN 
A LITTLE BIT.” She started smiling even wider, recognizing that I said the word dance 
twice myself. We were covering good ground, here.  

“DANCE, DANCE, DANCE.” It was like being asked to join an eerie cult. But, 
like any good cult, her persistence and her nipples won me over. She grabbed my wrists 
and started pulling me towards the dance floor, laughing and smiling like a small child. 
“DANCE, DANCE, DANCE!”  

I followed her out, dancing with her. Now that she didn’t have to waste energy 
on coaxing me anymore, she started back in at double-quick pace. After a few minutes, 
when she was convinced that I was dancing, she started to dance her way back to Old 



 87

Spaniard. I looked behind me, considering going back to where I had been. The 
Australian from earlier was watching me, and laughing at the abduction. I shrugged at 
him, and worked it into the dance as I noticed Hot Blond coming back to me for a 
moment, before turning back. As I danced, I tried to formulate an escape plan, on how to 
get out without having to start that again. I was plotting and dancing, and backed into 
someone. I turned to apologize to the little drunk Spanish man, and in so doing noticed a 
trio of girls in dark clothes coming toward the dance floor. I wasn’t the only person to 
notice them. As soon as they were on the dance floor, one of them was immediately 
pulled aside by the short man I had bumped into. The other two danced idly and chatted 
with each other, until one went to the bar to order drinks. The one that was left by herself 
had red-auburn hair and a medieval looking blouse of dark purple and black. I danced my 
way closer to her until she noticed me.  

“HI. DO YOU SPEAK ENGLISH?” 
“YES, I DO.” It was too loud to be able to tell by her accent where she was 

from.  
“WHAT’S YOUR NAME?” 
“SOPHIE. WHAT’S YOURS?” 
“ELLIS. LISTEN, DO YOU WANT SOMETHING TO DRINK?” 
“OKAY. THANK YOU.” We both did the crossing-the-dance-floor half dance, 

half walk move over to the bar. 
“WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE?” 
“WHAT ARE YOU HAVING?” 
“LEMON VODKA.” 
“I’LL HAVE THAT.” I ordered, and the barman poured two doubles and 

handed us two bottles of lemon fanta. We walked normally, now with drinks, and through 
them, purpose, back away from the bar near where we had been. 

“SO ARE YOU HAVING A GOOD TIME?” 
“I GUESS. I DON’T REALLY LIKE DANCING.” 
“YOU REALIZE YOU’RE IN A DANCE CLUB, RIGHT?” 
“YEAH. MY FRIENDS WANTED TO COME HERE.” 
“I UNDERSTAND. I’M HERE FOR THE SAME REASON. I DON’T CARE 

FOR DANCING EITHER.” 
“YOU WERE DANCING WHEN I CAME IN.” 
“I KNOW. IT WASN’T MY IDEA.” 
“SOMONE MADE YOU?” 
“YES.” 
“WHO?” She looked at me suspiciously. 
“OVER THERE, THE GIRL YOU CAME IN WITH?” 
“YEAH?” 
“YOU SEE THE TWO SHE’S TALKING WITH?” 
“YEAH.” 
“THEY CAME, ONE AT A TIME, TO TRY AND TALK ME INTO IT. THE 

WOMAN ACTUALLY PULLED ME INTO THE CROWD AND ORDERED ME TO 
DANCE REPEATEDLY.” 

“NOT REALLY.” 
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“SERIOUSLY. IT WAS SURREAL.” 
“ARE THOSE YOUR FRIENDS?” 
“NO. THEY ARE…” I hadn’t actually seen then since they wandered off 

earlier. I looked around the room, trying to see if they were still in the club. I had the 
room key, since I was the only one with pockets, so I knew they couldn’t have gone back 
there yet. Then I saw them, in the back, over by the reserve bar, which was still dark. 
“OVER THERE, IN THE BACK. THE TWO SHORT GIRLS.”  

“THE ONES SMOKING?” They were, in fact, in the middle of getting stoned 
along with two guys talking to them.  

“THAT’S FUNNY, BECAUSE EARLIER THEY WERE TALKING ABOUT 
HOW THEY DIDN’T LIKE DRINKING OR BEING DRUNK.” 

“MAYBE THEY CHANGED THEIR MINDS.” While we were watching them, 
the silhouette that was Meiko handed the joint back to the silhouette that was the guy 
talking to Lora, and then started making out with the silhouette directly next to her. 
Almost directly after this, Lora started kissing her own silhouette. 

“HEY, LOOK! THEY MADE FRIENDS!” Sophie smiled, and looked over to 
her own friends. They were both happily dancing away.  

“IS IT LOOKING LIKE FUN YET?” She wrinkled her nose and shook her 
head. 

“NO” 
“SINCE NEITHER OF US ARE TERRIBLY FOND OF DANCING, DO YOU 

WANT TO LEAVE?” 
“TO WHERE?” 
“ANYWHERE WHERE WE AREN’T SUPPOSED TO DANCE? WE COULD 

GO FOR A WALK OR GET SOMETHING OT EAT. DOESN’T MATTER.” 
“OKAY. STAY HERE. I SHOULD TELL MY FRIENDS.” 
“YEAH…ME TOO.” 
She walked to find her friends, and I cut through the crowd to where Lora had 

just broken the embrace with her man.  
“HEY, I’M GOING TO TAKE OFF. ARE YOU GOING TO BE HERE A 

WHILE?” 
“YEAH. YOU ARE GOING BACK TO ROOM?” 
“DON’T KNOW. IF I’M NOT IN THERE, THE KEY WILL BE AT THE 

FRONT DESK.” 
“OKAY.”  
I went back to wait for Sophie, who returned from telling her friends where she 

was going.  
“READY. LET’S GO.” 
“OKAY. BEFORE WE GET TOO FAR, WE SHOULD SWING BY OUR 

HOSTAL SO I CAN DROP OFF THE KEY IN CASE THEY NEED TO GET IN.” 
“WHERE IS YOUR HOSTAL?” 
“…” With all the wandering and the drinking, I had no idea, whatsoever. I didn’t 

even have my map with me to look it up if I knew where I was. The Aussie was still 
behind me, so I turned to him.  

“DUDE, DO YOU KNOW WHERE PLAZA DE MERCAT IS?” 
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“SORRY, MATE, JUST GOT HERE YESTERDAY MYSELF.” 
“THANKS.”  
I turned back to Sophie. 
“WE’LL FIND IT.” She laughed quietly, and I took her hand and lead her 

through the crowd to the door.  
 
Outside, the air was fresh and pleasant. It had been so hot in the club that the air, 

which was far from cool, was absolutely refreshing. Sophie and I started walking in the 
direction that I thought might lead to the Hostal. Sophie laughed every once in a while 
and asked if I knew where I was going, but she didn’t seem to mind that I didn’t, and we 
talked about our time in Spain so far. Even without the loud music, I still couldn’t figure 
out where her accent was from, but her English was incredible. Eventually I knew I had 
gone further than I should have. A homeless man approached us and asked for money. I 
reached into my pocket and fished out a €5 coin, and held it in the man’s hand. 

“Pardon, Señor, habla Englaise?” 
“No, Señor. Español.” 
“Donde es el Plaza de Mercat? El Hostal de Pilar?” 
“Ah. ¿Plaza del Mercado? ¡Si! Venga adelante, por favoré.” 
He led us half a block down, where another homeless man on a bike was riding 

slowly. They spoke together for a while, and then the second man handed his bike to the 
first, and stepped towards us.  

“¿El Hostal de Pilar?” 
“Yes. Si.” 
“Lo sé. Sígame.” 
We followed the man down several blocks, with him looking back to make sure 

we were still following him, until he finally stopped.  
“Aquí está.” 
“Gracias, Señor. Here…” I handed him another €5 coin, and he smiled back and 

thanked me. I approached hesitantly, not entirely sure that we were at the right place, 
until we were in the entryway.  

“This is the right place?” Sophie was watching the doubt on my face.  
“Yes. This it.” 
“Do you want to just go here?” I wasn’t sure she was saying what I thought she 

was. I was clearly too drunk even to find my way home, I didn’t want that to lead me 
astray here, too, so I thought about it a while. 

“Yeah?” She smiled. 
“Yeah.” So we went up the room, and she latched the door. Before I could figure 

out the light switch, she started kissing me. We kissed, and took off our clothes, tossing 
them wherever they fell. When we were on the bed, she pushed me back, and I lay down. 
She climbed on top of me, and kissed me once more, and then sat up, and slid herself 
around me.  

The sex was weird. It was something she wanted to do, I didn’t doubt that. She 
suggested we go up to the room, she kissed me, and she was the one doing the work. And 
yet something about it all felt like we were doing business. Not in a prostitution way, 
even. It felt like I should have been wearing a tie and holding a briefcase. She gyrated 
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with an absolutely flawless timing and repetition. If someone had been watching, they 
would have sworn we were caught in a loop. Even her breathing was keeping perfect 
rhythm, like a metronome, not loud, not fast, no hint of that moan. Like she was working 
out at the gym. Exertion without the passion. She only shifted her position once, like a 
car changing gears. Without any warning she leaned forward, just enough to set her hands 
on my chest, and put her head down, and changed the tempo of her movements and 
breathing slightly. They didn’t get louder or more energetic. Just shifted. And she 
continued in the new mode for several more minutes. If I wasn’t paying such close 
attention, I would have missed the end entirely. For the last two dozen breaths, she curled 
her lip, just slightly, and there was a hint of a whine in her voice, and then she lost her 
rhythm, just for a few beats, and then slowed down entirely, to cool-down mode, with her 
whole body drooped over mine.  

I had been so involved in watching her, this beautiful young woman with great 
hair and a truly ideal body screwing me like she was a robot, that I had actually forgotten 
about myself entirely. I was so distanced from it all, like watching a computer simulation 
of what sex with a gorgeous woman would be like, that I had distanced myself from the 
actual sex.  I gently rolled her so she was lying on her side, still linked to me, and started 
pushing myself into her. She wrapped her arms around me, but her expression didn’t 
change. When I finished, she still had her arms around me, and her eyes were still 
focused on my chest. I rubbed my cheek against hers, and she looked at me, and kissed 
me a few times, then snuggled herself up next to me to sleep, pulling the blankets over us. 
I lay there for a while, watching her, trying to see clearly what had just happened. I felt 
awkward somehow.  

Suddenly, Hot Blond’s bizarre cultish dance-recruitment methods seemed so 
much more…normal.  

But as bizarre as it all was, it had been a long day, and I couldn’t stay awake for 
long. I fell asleep in the deep sleep that comes after a night of drinking, with no dreams or 
restlessness or interruptions.  
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Day Day Day Day 5    
 
 
 
 
 
I woke up to sunlight filling the room, feeling warm and happy. The air smelled 

ripe and exotic, and while it didn’t smell like anything I would want to spray around my 
house, it was absolutely new, and carried with it an array of aspects from the entire city. 
Food and people and flowers and animals, all came in the window, surrounding me and 
waking me up. It was the first and likely the only time I have ever been so glad to be 
woken up by a smell containing human feces in my entire life.  

When the rest of my senses became a little more alert, two things occurred to 
me; the first being that I was naked, and barely covered from my toes to my knees with a 
sheet, and the second that, when I went to sleep, I wasn’t alone. I looked around the 
room, but Sophie wasn’t there, and I couldn’t see any trace of her aside from her black 
lace bra, hanging off the edge of my bed. Lora was asleep in her bed, though, so I quickly 
grabbed my shorts from the floor and pulled them on. The door to the room was open a 
crack, so I peeked into the hallway, but the shower and toilet doors were both open. 
Meiko wasn’t in the room either, so maybe they both went to breakfast.  

I walked to the window, and looked out through the bars. Our room only looked 
out to a ventilation shaft, but being close let me see the sky, and let me hear the city. 
Everything was so quiet, I knew I couldn’t have slept in for very long. I was wide awake, 
though, so I knew there was no going back to bed. I always wake up feeling energetic in 
the morning after a good drunk. So I quietly got my hygiene bag out and shaved at the 
sink next to the window, and brushed my teeth, before getting fresh clothes and heading 
to the shower in the hall. The door to the shower started swinging shut just before I got 
there.  

“Aww…” 
“Sorry, were ye goin’ to take a shower?” 
“Hey! Irish girl?!” The door swung back open, and the girl I had met the other 

morning was standing there in pajamas comprised of high shorts and a tank top.  
“American boy. We meet again. How are ye doin’?” 
“I’m great. And you? Trying to wash off a night of filth and sin?” 
“Filth, yeh. Not so much sin.”  
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“I’m sorry to hear that. It must be a grave disappointment to you.” She smiled 
and shrugged. 

“What about yeh? Any sin yez were wanting to wash off?” 
“Disappointingly enough I did wake up alone this morning.” It wasn’t 

technically dishonest, and I really didn’t want to say something to make this girl stop 
talking to me. She looked really nice with her freckles and her hair all messed up from 
sleeping and her little pajamas.  

“Yer friends are all still asleep?” 
“One of em. Don’t know where the other one is.” 
“Well, I’m goin’a take a shower. If yer sick of bein’ alone, ye can join me if yer 

like.” She turned away from the open door, and walked back towards the tile of the 
shower. I followed and shut the door behind myself. She was already peeling off her tank 
top and starting the water. I hung my clothes over the hook on the door, and dropped my 
shorts, just as hers were flung around the corner of the wall at me.  

There was as much genuine cleaning as there was action. I suppose I had 
expected a sort of steamy shower scene from a blue movie or something, but I ended up 
spending more time shampooing her hair than I did kissing her. Which, really, was a lot 
more fun than I thought it would be. It was like some kind of body massage, scrubbing 
her, being scrubbed. Like a poor man’s spa treatment. And it wasn’t entirely without its 
own physicality. During the scrubbing, as I was washing her back, she reached behind 
herself and started feeling around my stomach and legs, until she had a firm grip in what 
it had been that she was looking for. But that time, I had gotten used to the idea that this 
might not, in fact, be a sexual encounter. So when she started kneading and pulling, it 
was a very pleasant surprise. She turned to face me, a gleam on her face, hiding behind 
wet strands of hair. And when she was convinced that I was definitely enjoying what she 
was doing, she turned it up a few notches, pushing me against to wall and leaning into me 
while making purring noises in the back of her throat. When my back hit the cold tile, she 
pushed further, rubbing against me, twisting for me, biting my skin; it was like having an 
incredibly intimate lap dance, with touching privileges. But she was certainly goal 
oriented, and did everything she could to make it hotter and more intense until she felt 
and saw the body spasm that meant we had reached our mutual goal. She smiled while I 
tried to catch my breath, and kissed me slightly on the cheek.  

“Sure’n that makes up for wakin’ up alone this mornin’?” 
“Absolutely.”  
We didn’t say much else. We finished washing up together, and then dried each 

other off. I pulled on my pants, and then sort of drifted off. I just stood there, against the 
wall, watching her get dressed, and brush her teeth, and fix her hair. She wasn’t doing it 
in any special way, she wasn’t even really acknowledging my existence at all. I didn’t 
know why it was as fascinating as it was, but, regardless, I didn’t really even move until 
she was about done. And then, realizing how weird it must have been, my standing there 
like a lobotomy patient for fifteen minutes, I didn’t really know what to say. I rested my 
hand on her shoulder, and kissed her cheek, and thanked her, and then walked out. I 
hadn’t even bothered to finish getting dressed, I just left, carrying my things back to the 
room in a bundle in my arms.  
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I tried to put it out of my head and get on with my day. Lora didn’t look any 
closer to waking up, and Meiko was still MIA, so I decided to go for a walk. I left a note 
on my bed to let her know, if she woke up, that I’d be back soon.  

I was a little more confident, this time, that I knew where I was going. Or at the 
very least that I would be able to make it back in a reasonable amount of time. There was 
a different feeling in the air. The streets were quiet. Even more so than they had been on 
Sunday, when everything was closed. It was a different side of Spain. Old ladies were 
doing their shopping for the day, and people were in the stands outside the market 
building, selling vegetables and handcrafted leather. I strolled down the Plaza del 
Mercado, memorizing the shops, the buildings, and the street. I didn’t want to end up lost 
for several more hours, if they decided to send me off on my own again. At the end of the 
street was a shoe store, with a rack out in the opening of sandals for sale. They had a 
simple pair for €10. I figured they would go with the swim trunks I bought the day 
before, and I would be ready if they wanted to go to the beach. I wouldn’t have to give 
any more excuses about not having brought things to go to the beach in, and they 
wouldn’t have to roll their eyes and give me shit for sitting in the sand and reading 
without going to the water. For a second, I thought about shopping around a little. There 
were a lot of shoe stores all over, at least one on every block. I remembered a girl I used 
to work with telling me about how all the places right on the Mediterranean were big into 
the latest shoe fashions, and that living in Italy for a few months only ever made her shoe 
obsession worse. But, then, when I thought about it, I couldn’t really remember many of 
those places selling anything at all for men. The reason I could remember them so well, 
probably, was because they were both full of beautiful Spanish women, and sold shoes I 
knew the co-worker girl would have loved, which reminded me of her, and, if I was 
honest with myself, I could do with less reminders. So I grabbed a pair that looked like it 
would fit. I managed to communicate just fine with the woman running the counter, 
regardless of our inability to really speak one another’s language. I got a free hat, which 
wasn’t at all my style, but was free, and God knows I love that.  

I walked around a little more, braving my way through side streets, intentionally 
distracting myself and then testing to see if I could find my way back to the main street. 
My instincts worked every time, and soon I was recognizing things. I tried to find the 
place we had been to the night before, the Lounge, but couldn’t. I was convinced I found 
the plaza it opened out to, and it matched the dot on my map, but there were no signs, and 
none of the windows I could see through looked familiar at all. Finally, I realized it was 
time to go back, and see if everyone was present, awake, and accounted for, so I gave up 
the hunt and turned back.  

Back at the hostal, I got to the room seconds after Meiko did. Lora was sitting 
and going through her bag, looking for clothes to wear. Meiko looked tired. 

“Hi. Long night?” She didn’t say anything to me, just looked at Lora. I sat on 
the bed and took the tags off my sandals. Lora got up and walked to the small table with 
the food on it. She pulled something off the back of the chair with an outstretched finger. 

“This is maybe from that girl you had last night?” It was a pair of panties that 
matched the bra that was still sitting on the foot of my bed. Meiko lifted the bra an inch 
off the cover with a finger, and let it drop down again next to the matching panties added 
to the pile by Lora. 
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“Guess so. Sorry. Did you guys have a good time last night?” Meiko shrugged, 
but didn’t say anything. 

“I had fun. Not fun getting into the room last night.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“The door was latched when I came in. You didn’t answer the door.” 
“Really? Jesus, I’m sorry. Sophie must have latched it. The door was open this 

morning, and you were in bed, so I assumed you got in okay. How DID you get in?” She 
pointed to the opening above the door. 

“I climb in there.”  
“I really am sorry.” 
“Were you really drunk or something?” Meiko, having finished making her 

sandwich, finally said something. 
“I was, yeah. But I still didn’t think Sophie had latched the door. If I had seen, I 

would have opened it.”  
“It is okay. I go to take shower.” Lora grabbed her clothes in her arms and went 

down the hall. Meiko sat on the bed, glaring at me.  
“We have to talk.” 
“Okay. What’s up?” 
“Me and Lora are having a hard time having fun with you.” 
“Why is that?” 
“You don’t join in conversations, you don’t want to go to the beach. You don’t 

want to have fun.” 
“I am having fun. And I like the beach fine, I just didn’t have beach things 

before now.” 
“We feel like we are always looking for you.” 
“I am usually right there with you.”  
“It doesn’t matter. This is my holiday, and you are causing stress. Lora is 

unhappy and I am stressed and it is no good. We think it is better if you aren’t with us. 
You would be happier by yourself.” 

“I’m sorry you feel that way. I don’t mind being with you guys. Is there 
anything I can do to make you two feel more comfortable?” 

“It’s too late. You should just go by yourself.” 
“Okay. Fair enough. The key will be at the front desk?” 
“Yes.” 
“Okay. Have fun.” 
Since I had been waiting for the girls to wake up and get ready, I didn’t see any 

reason to hang around. I got my things back together, and went back down to the street.  
 
At first, I was a little dumbfounded. Minutes ago I was buying sandals so I could 

make them happier, and participate more with the group things. Hell, last night I danced 
for them. And now I wasn’t good enough to spend time with them. Because I didn’t carry 
on conversations with them? They never spoke English. Three times a day, someone said 
something to me in my own language, and I answered. I carried on conversations as well 
as I could. I repeated myself and simplified my English to make it easier for them to 
understand me and be comfortable speaking, because they knew, before I even agreed to 
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go on the trip, that I didn’t speak German. And now, here I was, exochristened from the 
herd because I didn’t converse. It was retarded. And they were always looking for me? 
What does that mean? Every time I left their presence I told them beforehand, and they 
didn’t care, and I always showed up when I said I would. But, at the same time, my anger 
at being cast away was accompanied by a bit of relief. I truly hadn’t been looking 
forward to spending an entire week on a beach. If I wanted to go to a hot beach, I could 
just go to California. A twelve-hour drive is a lot cheaper than a twelve-hour flight, and 
while there are a whole lot of people speaking Spanish there, it isn’t frowned upon that I 
don’t. I want to see something of Spain, not just water.  

All told, Meiko was probably more right than she knew. I was enjoying the 
thought of being on my own. It was a little boring, following around people who refuse to 
speak in a language you understand. Getting constantly nagged for liking to read is a pain 
in the ass. Who cares that I didn’t speak Spanish? I’d manage just fine. Of course, just 
because I was fine with being on my own, doesn’t mean it wasn’t insulting. But, fuck 
them. They were probably still making butter sandwiches and talking about the beach. I 
was…somewhere. And it didn’t even matter where anymore. Because, at this point, I was 
my own tour guide.  

I pulled out the map again. The part of town I was in, due to its extreme age, 
was just chock full of historic sites, and many of them were marked on the map. Since I 
had a map and some time to kill, I started looking for places. Any place which would 
allow my admittance. The closest to where I was, if I was reading the street signs 
correctly, was a agricultural museum. Before you say anything, let me point out that 
museums are like women in this way; you never know which ones will truly be 
interesting until you’re inside them. It took me a while to find it, on the little side-street it 
was on. When I did, though, it looked impressive. Not as a museum; in fact, I couldn’t 
see any way that it WAS a museum. But the building, with its tall doors open, ten feet 
high and seven feet wide, like the gates to a castle, was gorgeous. And inside, a huge 
open courtyard, with lantern shaped lights hanging from the stucco ceiling and balconies 
running the edge of the place, windows leading through gauzy curtains to private rooms 
inside. It was like something out of a Zorro movie. (It was a problem I had, equating 
Spain to Mexico. You’ve no idea how many times I looked for a Mexican restaurant, 
thinking it would be natural). However, beyond that, I couldn’t see much of anything. 
There was the courtyard, which was indeed full of plants of all different kinds. And then, 
to the back, was a gigantic tree, which was so big around that it would have taken four of 
me to get our arms all the way around. I tested this by hugging it, which both solved my 
curiosity, and made the tree feel warm and well-loved. There was a bench behind it, 
which I sat on for a while. The air in this place smelled fresh and clean, most likely a 
result of all the plants working so hard to make some fresh oxygen. But, interesting 
though the tree may have been, the one-room museum couldn’t keep me sitting there 
forever, and I soon had to get up and go back to the street. I consulted my map briefly to 
see which direction I should go in, and then realized that I truly didn’t care, and started 
walking.  

I did that for hours. Just walk. I know it doesn’t make for a great story. It doesn’t 
pace as well as finding a treasure map and trying to hunt down the mysterious lost 
Golden Butt-Plug of Christopher Columbus, gifted to him by the King and Queen of 
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Spain after discovering free money and cheap labor. It doesn’t have as much action as 
finding a cute little Spanish girl and a gifting her with a butt-plug of my own. But, there it 
is. That’s what happened. I started walking, and continued to do so for hour after hour 
after hour. For all the monuments and museums, there were a dozen absolutely gorgeous 
buildings, covered with the tracks of so many eras I couldn’t name them all if I tried. At 
first I tried to look discreetly, but then I remembered that I was in Spain, not America, 
and nobody was going to mug and rape me for trying to see the detailed cornicing on the 
top of an ancient cathedral. The only goals I had were to enter any building that looked 
neat and allowed me to go in, whatever it may be, to try and talk to anyone who struck 
me as being interesting, and to find something to drink whenever I got thirsty. The last of 
which meant I was almost always keeping my eyes open for a decent place to buy 
something to drink. I wanted some Chufi milk, and started walking in the direction that I 
was pretty convinced the grocery store had been in. I remembered it being by the 
rectangle shaped park full of gnarled old trees. Right across from the park, on the way to 
the grocery store, was a gas station unlike any gas station I had ever seen. It was a little 
pull-off, like we have back home for bus stops. There were three pumps long it, and cars 
just pulled in, often times had to back in, and gassed up before rejoining the street. It was 
like a pit stop. There was no convenience store attached, no huge covered cement 
platform or giant billboard with anthropomorphic cars extolling the virtue of their own 
brand of gasoline and selling half-price hot-dogs. It was simple. Pull in, get gas, give 
money, get air or water if you need it, and drive on. Compact, simple. Beautiful.  

The building which I remembered, or imagined that I remembered, the store to 
be in turned out to be a combination watch store and café. Most of the rest of the corner 
near where the store supposedly existed was taken up by another El Corte Ingles, this one 
much taller than the one by the mall where I got my trunks. It was also surrounded by a 
clutch of people, and a buildup of cars. When I got closer I saw that an ambulance was 
pulled onto the sidewalk near the entrance, and police were keeping everyone back. Still 
a little nervous around the police in a Spanish-speaking country, no matter how many 
times I reminded myself that they weren’t the same thing I would get south of the 
American border, I skirted the whole scene, and turned back.  

I was starting to recognize things more, though, and actually knew where I was. 
I walked past the building I had gone to the top of looking for an internet café, went 
through a deceptively huge underground parking garage to cross a busy street, and found 
a bank with fantastic architecture. I remembered that the legendary internet café was on 
the top floor of a bank in this area, so I went into the lobby, and found a directory near 
the lifts. Sure enough, the third floor had a room that was called a ‘centro de 
computadoras y del estudio.’ It was pretty close to closing time for the bank, though, and 
already a steady stream of studious-looking Spaniards were coming down the stairs and 
out the lift doors. Any free computers would have to wait until things opened up again 
after siesta. 

With everything closing and time to kill, I challenged myself to finding my way 
back to the hostal without any use of the map whatsoever. Just because I was recognizing 
buildings didn’t mean I was a native yet. But, as it turns out, I was much better at it than I 
thought. Somehow, being forced out on my own had caused something in my head to 
click, and suddenly I knew which direction I had to go to get where I needed to be, and 
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half the time what roads to take. Side streets were still confusing, since none of them 
actually went straight in any direction, or for any distance, before turning, becoming 
another street, or just stopping entirely. But the main streets were cake, and before long I 
was looking up at the front of the Hostal, which I could now also recognize by the 
building itself, instead of just peering in the front door to see the pink mirrors and white 
marble. On the way up the stairs to the lobby on the first floor, it occurred to me that I 
was going to need to ask for the key if the girls were out. And asking for the key would 
require me to say things in Spanish. When I got there, a large man behind the counter 
looked up at me from what he was reading. 

“Hola, Señor.” 
“Hola. Dos-diez, por favor?” He looked at me a little questioningly, and I started 

to panic at the thought of having to elaborate. I could not elaborate. Two-ten was about 
the extent of what I had to offer. 

“¿Dosciento-diez?” 
“Si.” He turned around and pulled the key from its cubby. 
“Aquí usted está.” 
“Gracias.” And so I successfully communicated in a foreign language. To Hell 

with the Germans, and to Hell with translators; I could find my way around and fumble 
through Spanish just fine on my own!  

 
Being in there alone, I suddenly liked the room so much more. It was peaceful, 

and cozy. There was food and water there, and the sounds from outside drifted in at just 
the right volume. Nothing was so loud that it sounded like people were right in the room 
with me, but I could hear everything well enough to feel connected. I could live here 
quite comfortably for some time.  

Having a chance to sit back and look at the room as a whole also gave me a clear 
view at how trashed my corner looked. Whoever came in and made the large bed every 
morning did nothing with mine, and it was still as tossed around as it had looked when I 
left. The corner was lined with dirty clothes from various occasions of clothes-changing, 
and I had still not bothered to tuck away Sophie’s lacey underthings. I imagine it made 
the Fraulines a little uncomfortable, staring at the evidence that I was bringing random 
girls into the room to fuck. They may have crabs, or steal things. For that matter, she may 
well have stolen things. Clearly I had the things in my pockets that should have been 
there, but I truly hadn’t looked through anything to see if something was missing. That 
may have explained why she just disappeared in the night. Either that, or she was terrified 
when Lora came climbing in through the vent over the door. It couldn’t have been 
because she felt whorish from the night before. She hadn’t done anything with enough 
vigor to feel slutty and no money had changed hands. Or, I hoped no money had changed 
hands anyway. 

An inventory check was the excuse I needed to clean, and sort all my dirty 
clothes. As I piled them up and separated them by what could get another day of wear, if 
it came to that, from what was pretty much done, I started to notice a trend. Almost 
nothing stank, certainly not very strongly, but almost every piece of clothes that I had 
worn smelled vaguely of flowers. The same scent was on everything. It was the same 
scent that lingered in the air, underneath the smells of sweat and soil and food and waste. 
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Like everyone was wearing the same perfume, and it had somehow gotten on me. Or 
come out of me. Maybe this was the secret to the mineral water. Maybe there was an 
additive that made sweat smell like flowers, so that as everyone walked around in the hot 
sun, glistening and drinking bottled water, they smelled like a florist, instead of an 
armpit. It would certainly be a little less sexy if all the beautiful Spanish women smelled 
like construction workers at the end of a long day. Construction workers, on the other 
hand, would be much more sexy if they all had the bodies of Spanish women. A little 
disconcerting, perhaps, when they got to the daily ass-scratching and farting contest. And 
the handlebar mustaches would haunt my dreams. But, still, it would be an improvement.  

But with everything packed away and in rights, so tidy it looked like I just 
arrived and hadn’t unpacked anything, I wasn’t missing a single thing. Sophie’s virtue 
and honor remained intact. Relatively speaking. For a one-night stand. Who didn’t even 
stick around to see morning. And slinked away without any underwear. After locking my 
companions out of the room. So, maybe, not the most virtuous person I’ve ever met, but 
at least she wasn’t a thief. And that has to count for something.  

 
After a quick meal I went back out. We were coming to the end of Siesta, and I 

didn’t see the point of hanging around inside all day. I left one of my two maps on the 
Girls’ bed, with a note asking where the grocery store was, for when they got in. I hit the 
street, and walked south. Not because I had any real goal, but because I wanted another 
test, to see how well I knew that whole area. There was also more sky down there, and I 
wanted a chance to see the sky turn to night. Some of the other parts of town, where the 
streets are literally only eight feet from building wall to building wall, you can’t see too 
much of the world above you. That’s actually one of the things I loved so much about 
walking around earlier. You really can’t explain it. When you tell people about how 
tightly packed the town is, they can’t see it. We have narrow streets, too, some places. 
Not even in the same ballpark. Most people’s homes have eight-foot ceilings. Picture 
entire sections of town where that is all the room you have between four-story buildings. 
Not a narrow street with a sidewalk and a grass verge. No lawns. No sidewalk 
whatsoever. About a foot and a half of space, enough room for a person of reasonable 
size to walk in single-file line, separated from the main road by the occasional metal post, 
keeping cars from getting too close. An obese person could not fit in the designated 
walking area, and three of them could block an entire street. Like grocery store aisles, 
everything coming to a halt because tubby wanted a second sample of microwaves 
hotdogs.  

While it had been my goal to watch the sun go down, I never even noticed it 
happening. I was sitting on a bench opposite the fountain ajuntament, watching the world 
going by. And suddenly, I looked up, and realized the sky was dark. It hadn’t been 
obvious, at all. So I got up and started moving again. People were beginning to hit the 
streets, going to get food before going out at night. More people than had been out at 
noon; everyone who had something to do in the day, everyone who didn’t, people from 
the surrounding, more modern-looking city coming in. The town, which had been active 
all day, was picking up even more, on streets that literally glowed with their own light. 
It’s no wonder I missed the sun going down, when everywhere was so brightly lit that 
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there were no seriously dark corners or spooky nighttime streets. It was like a surrealist 
movie, like a dream, daytime coming at night.  

I kept moving for the rest of the night, moving around the town, going in and out 
of clubs and bars and restaurants. Anywhere there were enough people that I could move 
freely and comfortably, experiencing everything, watching and listening, a part of 
everything and of nothing all at the same time. There was so much ambient energy 
between people, huge groups everywhere, meeting and breaking apart to collect again 
with different people. If I could have gotten enough height, a helicopter or whatever 
cloud God uses to get around, I imagine it would have looked a lot like cells under a 
microscope, dividing, combining, growing, all in an otherworldly glow that isn’t a part of 
what we would consider the real world.  

I didn’t do much else. I didn’t dance, and I didn’t drink. I just mingled in the 
biggest party imaginable, wandering around and talking to anyone who could speak 
English. I enjoyed being able to go where I wanted without having to listen to 
complaining about walking too much, without sitting at length for no reason, without 
listening to people speak German right in front of me. I was free, and that was all the 
entertainment I needed for one night.  

When I got back to the room, the key was gone from the cubby, and the girls 
were asleep in the dark, or as dark as our room got with the light coming in from over the 
door. I moved around quietly. All the walking finally got things moving enough that I 
could give the communal toilet a good, hearty test run. It wasn’t until too late that I 
realized I had missed out on all the toilet paper. In an act of desperation I had to sacrifice 
my socks to the gods of sanitation and hygiene. Not as soft as two-ply, but good enough. 
Back in the room I collapsed on the bed, without bothering to undress or use blankets. I 
could still hear the sounds of the people outside, and from somewhere down the hall, I 
could hear a couple having sex. Somewhere around the time that the woman was starting 
to climax, I drifted to sleep.  
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Before I was even fully awake, I was aware that on top of the dull, quiet 

morning noise, I could hear the distant sound of a woman moaning. I wondered if I had 
actually slept, or just blinked, but the light pouring in through the window and the 
morning air told me I had. When I listened closer, I could tell it was a different girl 
entirely. I lay there until she and whomever she was with finished up, and then got up to 
take a shower.  

The girls were still asleep again, but this time I wasn’t obligated to hang around 
until they woke up. Since it turned out Lora had added the store to my map, which I 
actually slept on for most of the night, I wanted to go get some things I felt I was sorely 
missing before eating anything. So I walked down to the cute mini grocery store, and it 
turns out I knew where it was in the first place. Had there not been an accident, I would 
have seen it right near the El Corte Ingles, on the other side of where the ambulance and 
crowd of people were. This time, once more, I was able to take my own time, picking at 
the Spanish foods with curiosity and an eye to purchase. I got some onions and lettuce 
and a bell pepper, and some of the paraguayo. I got more bread, a bakery-fresh loaf that 
had been pre-sliced, since we only had a little knife that didn’t cut well. I also re-loaded 
on juices and water, since the stuff I bought ran out the day before. I paid less than ten 
Euros for everything I wanted, and left with three bags full, two of which were all 
beverage. I walked back to the hostal, and had that feeling again for the second time like I 
belonged where I was, and I could almost blend in. That feeling like I was just a block 
from home, and couldn’t wait to see my favorite chair.  

With all the added groceries I was able to make an impressive sandwich, full 
and tasty and everything a sandwich should be. Lora woke up while I was making it, and 
watched me as though I was trying to turn lead into gold, and, after a weary sigh, went to 
lay back down. I can understand a lot of cultural differences, but the inability to 
appreciate an American sandwich is beyond me. If there is one thing about Americans 
worth learning, it is the sandwich. I think we have Blondie cartoons to thank for that. God 
bless you, Dagwood Bumstead, and all you’ve done for us.  

I had decided I wanted to check out the bullring. I didn’t know anything about 
them, and I can’t say I was overjoyed at the thought of watching a bullfight. But, if one 



 102

was going on while I was in Spain, I couldn’t very well miss it, could I? What would 
Hemmingway say, when I died, if I passed up such things? He’d be waiting at the gates 
to kick my pansy ass, and it would break my heart. 

Going to the bullring meant going south again, and I told myself I was going to 
have to spend the afternoon and evening exploring some other directions, getting to know 
them as well as I did the southern part. I didn’t even make it off of Plaza del Mercado 
when I ran into a couple who had stopped on the walk towards the end of the street, 
arguing. The guy had a backpack on and another bag leaning against his leg. The girl was 
carrying a massive orange rucksack, which had to have been big enough to hold her, if 
she could fold into a ball well enough. Her hair was shoulder length and a blondish red, 
her face was cute even though she was clearly pissed, likely the result of her small, 
roundish nose and the light freckles that went across it. I thanked my glasses for making 
me able to see such details without being eerily close. I walked on, getting near enough to 
them to hear them. They were arguing in English, with American accents.   

“So what do you want me to do about it?” The guy was acting victimized, like 
he thought he was being accused of something. 

“I want you to stop whining! I want you to pick up your shit and start helping 
me find a place to stay.” She was turned halfway away from him, steps away, like she 
was ready to leave.  

“Like I know where to look?” 
“You were the one who made the plans.” 
“Yeah, and I thought we already had a place. Am I supposed to go back and tell 

them to kick out whoever they have in those rooms already and give them to us, just 
because?” 

“I don’t give a shit what you do. Look, just get your stuff. I’m hungry and I want 
to have a place to stay before we get food.” 

“I’m hungry, too, you know! I want a bed, I want a shower! I’m just as unhappy 
as you are.” The girl threw her hands up and started walking off. “Cassie! Where are you 
going?” 

“One of us has to do something besides bitch and moan.” 
The guy stayed where he was for a while, watching her walk off and protesting 

from where he was. The girl was walking almost next to me, muttering to herself. 
“Sounds like your trip could be going more smoothly.” She seemed surprised 

and a little confused to hear me talking.  
“What? Oh, yeah. It’s a blast.” 
“What happened to the place you were supposed to be staying?” 
“They overbooked, and don’t have room for us.” 
“Seriously? That sucks. So you don’t have any leads on where to go?” 
“Not really.” 
“Did you already try the place up the street? Back there?” 
“The creepy Hôme place?” 
“No, the Hostal del Pilar.” 
“No. Does it have any openings?” 
“I don’t know. When we got here, they were the only place that had an opening. 

It might be worth a shot. There are a few more back there, too, if it doesn’t work out, that 
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I can remember.” She stopped walking for a minute, and looked at me before smiling. 
She was adorable when she smiled, and I couldn’t help but do the same.  

“Thanks. I appreciate the help.” 
The guy was trying to jog carrying all his stuff as we turned to go back, and he 

stopped.  
“Hey, now where are you going?” She didn’t slow or even look at him. 
“I’m still looking for a place for us to stay. Someone decided to be helpful.” 
I could hear him stopping and whining more before resuming his jogging as he 

followed after us, grunting and panting with his bags swinging around. He had an 
absolute lack of grace about him. She seemed to like what she saw of the entryway, but at 
the bottom of the stairs, she stopped, and looked up.  

“Why can’t any of these places have elevators?” 
“Then it wouldn’t be a hostel. Give me your pack, I’ll carry it up.” She agreed, 

and we went to the lobby, with the guy puffing and lumbering behind. At the desk, she 
spoke to the woman who had given us a room. They discussed it in Spanish, and her 
Spanish was clearly much better than Lora’s had been. They were almost done by the 
time her friend got to the lobby with his gear, but when he got to the room, he stayed 
back by the door, glaring at me. After she was done talking to the desk clerk, she came 
back to me. Before she could say anything, I heard German voices coming down the 
stairs, and the Fraulines came through the doorway.  

“Are you guys going out?” Meiko glared at me. 
“We are going to eat, to have breakfast.” 
“Cool. I’ll take the key.” She slapped it into my hand, and turned away. 

“Alright. Have a good day.” When I turned back to Cassie, she was looking at me with a 
bemused smile on her face. 

“I don’t think she likes you much.” 
“That chick hates me. What’s the verdict?” 
“She said she thinks she’ll have something, but we have to wait until noon 

before she’ll know for sure.” 
“Yeah, we had to play the same game. What do you want to do? I can show you 

the other places we stopped at when we were searching, or we can wait here until noon. I 
bought fresh food this morning, I can make sandwiches, and your fellow there can take a 
shower.” She glared at me when I referred to him as ‘her fellow.’  

“Will you still help us later if this place doesn’t work?” 
“Of course.” 
“Okay. Let’s wait and see what happens.” 
“Works for me.” I picked up her pack and led to the stairs. On the way over, I 

patted the dude on the shoulder. “One more flight, buddy.”  
 
I unlocked the room and dropped her bag next to my bed. She stepped in behind 

me, looking around, nodding, and sat on the side of my bed. The girls’ bed was covered 
with clothes, and their bags were both still torn open from when they were getting ready.  

“Is whoever sleeps in that bed just a lot messier than this one, or does this one 
not get used at all?” 
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“The one you’re sitting on is mine. The girls sleep in the big one. And they are, 
apparently, messy.” 

“Are they not always that bad?” 
“I don’t know. In all honesty, we don’t know each other that well. It was kindof 

a rash decision to come on a trip with them. Clearly it’s hit some snags.” The guy came 
puffing into the doorway.  

“Yeah. Mine, too.”  
 
After some discussion, it was decided that the guy, who I was introduced to as 

Matt, wanted to take a shower before anything else happened. I pointed to the shower 
down the hall, and started making sandwiches for Cassie and myself.  

“So, you and Matt, what’s your story? You two seem to get along about as well 
as the Germans and I do.” 

“It’s actually a lot like you guys, really. I did this temp job thing, back home, 
and worked in an office for a few weeks. Matt was one of the other workers there, and he 
took a class or two at he same college I go to. He sent me e-mails every day from work, 
even after I stopped working there, but we never really hung out. Anyway, he decided 
that he was going to be going on this trip, and said I should come with him. My classes 
had ended for the summer, so I thought it would be fun. Matt said there was this huge 
group of people, most of them from school, who were going to be coming, and they were 
making all the arrangements as far as travel and housing, we just had to give them a 
deposit.” 

“Clearly they did a good job planning for Valencia.” 
“Yeah, it’s actually all been like this. Turns out they didn’t really organize much 

of anything well. So far we’ve been to seven cities, and one of them, one, had all our 
arrangements made. Aside from that, there are always too few rooms reserved, or no 
reservations at all. Half of the people ended up with the wrong train tickets, and had to 
wait around for four hours until the next train left from Paris to Orleans. Everything is 
this huge mess, and through all of it, Matt has been whining and complaining and hitting 
on me. We haven’t had a single conversation yet. Every single thing out of his mouth is 
whining or talking about how he wants to have some kind of exotic sexual adventure or 
something. And he’s constantly trying to ‘adjust my pack for me’ so he can brush up 
against my tits or trying to book us a room with one bed. He’s just so fucking annoying.” 

“Was he more interesting in his letters?” 
“He wasn’t, like, fascinating or anything. He wasn’t funny or witty, but he 

wasn’t this sleazy. I didn’t expect him to be the best friend I ever had, I just really wanted 
to come see Europe, and I thought he would be fine to travel with.” 

“Why didn’t you just come by yourself, or with your friends?” 
“My friends were all broke, and I didn’t think I would be able to find my way 

around enough by myself. With a group, there’s always someone who can find out where 
you’re supposed to be, you know? Matt said he could speak French and German and a 
little Dutch. So we could explore and be able to communicate. Only his French was 
awful, nobody knew what he was trying to say, and he couldn’t understand them, either. 
We met some Germans when we were in Paris, and he kept trying to talk to them in 
German, but they didn’t understand him either. “ 
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“You did alright by yourself with the Spanish down there.” 
“I’ve taken four years of Spanish. I do okay.” 
“I think you’d do fine anywhere. Most people know English. And knowing 

Spanish, I’m sure you were able to read French alright, even if you couldn’t speak or 
understand most of it?” 

“Reading it was okay.” 
“So all you have left is German. And, trust me, the two I’m with are kind of an 

aberration. Most Germans are really very polite, and most speak English. You’d do as 
good without him as with. Better, even, because then he wouldn’t e dragging you down 
like a clumsy, geeky anchor.” 

“He is clumsy, isn’t he?” 
“Dude has an almost absolute lack of style and grace. It is unsettling.”  
“Like a baby ox; all clumsy and new to the world.” 
“And gooey with afterbirth?” 
“Ew. No. But he does sweat more than he should, so he glistens the same. And 

stinks.” 
“Is that why he’s paranoid about not showering?” She started laughing. 
“I gave him so much shit about it the first time we were on a train together. I 

knew everyone else could smell him, and it was embarrassing, so I told him he had to do 
something about his serious B.O. issue. Now he wants to shower two or three times a 
day.” 

“Well, he can’t have the woman he intends to have carnal travel sex with 
thinking he stinks.” 

“Shut up.” 
“I mean, really. Every guy knows the secret to getting into a girl’s pants is 

smelling good. He can’t afford to skip any steps here. He’s banking on you.” She shook 
her head, trying not to smile. 

“I mean it. Quiet you. No more of that.” 
“Can’t really blame him though. I mean, you are sexy, and you did agree to 

travel with him. That can naturally ONLY mean you’re hot for his lily white ass, and are 
just playing hard to get. It’s only a matter of time.” She buried her head in her hands for a 
moment, and pulled it back up, the smile winning over her mock anger. 

“You are so dead. Bastard. That will never happen. He is never going to have 
me. If I could only get a shock collar for him, I would stop him from even thinking about 
me.”  

“Oh, come on. Like you aren’t just waiting for some travel sex of your own.” 
“I didn’t say I wasn’t. But Matt? Never, ever—EVER—going to happen. Ever.” 
“Aww. Poor li’l fella.” 
On cue, Matt knocked on the door and walked in from the shower, one of his 

bags over his shoulder. He looked around the room, and at us. He looked a little bitter at 
the two of us, sitting across from each other and talking. I pointed to a sandwich sitting 
open on the table.  

“Didn’t know if you wanted mustard or butter or anything on it.” 
“Butter?” 



 106

“Don’t look at me. I take no responsibility for the poor taste of others.” He 
squeezed my fine Spanish mustard all over his sandwich, and then sat down on the bed 
beside Cassie. By the look of frustration she shot me, he sat a little too close to her. He 
elbowed her in the side when he tried to eat his sandwich. She sighed and went to the 
window.  

“So, Matt, how was the shower?” 
“There was something dripping on me.” 
“Besides the water you intended to drip on you?” 
“Yeah. From the ceiling.” 
“That would be the shower above you. If you open the window, most of it will 

hit the glass.” 
“Great…”  
“Hey, Ellis, what’s this window looking down to?” 
“Nothing, really. Ventilation shaft. Garbage and drainage. If you listen closely, 

whenever the toilet flushes, you can hear water rushing out and hitting something down 
there.” 

“Tell me your kidding.” Matt made a disgusted face. 
“It’s not the Four Seasons, man. Different drainage and sewer systems here.” 
“Different how?” Cassie was acting cheerful and interested, I think, just to spite 

Matt. 
“I don’t know how much time you spend hanging around in American sewer 

systems, but if you were to go down there, you’d find that a lot of them don’t have the 
open rivers of filth and fecal matter you might imagine. What you get is a lot of runoff, 
from rain and storm drains. And a lot of huge pipes, which are what the sewage and fresh 
water go through. In newer areas, your power sources and cable lines and everything also 
run through there. This is why you can walk over manholes and sewage grates without 
actually smelling shit. I’m told some places still do things the old way, toilets dumping 
into the drainage water, but there are health issues, and the manholes have to be sealed up 
to keep everything from smelling bad.” 

“I didn’t know that.” She was playing the studious role so straight it was hard to 
tell if she meant it or not.  

“The way I understand it, Spain doesn’t work that way. The underground sewer 
system is very direct, very basic. If you were to lift a manhole cover and drop down, 
you’d be knee-high in the fecal matter of strangers. Which is why, you may have noticed, 
sometimes it smells pretty rank out there. It also means that if you have old pipes, and 
you just redirect your sewage lines to dump into a huge hole in the street, it’s okay. It’s 
just hitting the main sewer lines anyway. Especially in places like this which are, frankly, 
a lot older than indoor plumbing. You go into some of these places and you can actually 
see the pipes bolted onto the walls, running along corners. They were put in later, so they 
run on the exterior of things as often as not.” Matt was less happy with the explanations 
than he had been with the original idea. 

“But that would fail building codes and health codes or something, having this 
stuff exposed to the air. People could breathe it in and get sick. Pipes could burst open.”  
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“You gotta remember that you left your home behind some three thousand miles 
ago or something. Building codes differ here. As for health, nobody seems to be sick to 
me. They deal with it. They don’t play around sewage holes. They avoid dripping water.” 

“Why would they avoid dripping water?” Innocent and inquisitive. She had to 
be doing it just to play games. 

“You’ve noticed water dripping off the eaves of some of these building as you 
walk around, right?” 

“Yeah.” 
“Well, has it rained since you were here?” 
“No.” 
“Aside from what grows underneath the dripping eaves, are there standing water 

anywhere to indicate that it may have rained recently, or that there were large deposits of 
condensation that develop overnight?” 

“No.” 
“So where do you suppose that dripping water comes from?” From the hallway 

someone flushed the toilet, and I gestured with my ear towards the window. We could 
hear the sound of water hitting wet cement. I couldn’t have planned it any better. Matt 
looked like he might be sick. He finished his sandwich slowly, taking his time in 
chewing. To look at him, I would guess he had walked under the water on occasion, and 
was coming to terms with what that might mean. I could hear Cassie chuckling behind 
me.  

“Cassie, do you have the time?” She took her time winding down her quiet 
laughter to answer me. 

“Half past ten.” 
“Okay. So there’s some time yet before you’ll know if you’ve got a room. 

What’s the plan?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Well, I don’t know how closely tied you are to this group. Do you have to go 

check in? Do you want to just hang out here? Do you want to wander around a bit?” Matt 
answered with the last of his sandwich still in his mouth. 

“I think we should go see the group. Let them know we think we found a place, 
and see where everyone else is ending up, just in case they have another room and your 
place doesn’t work out.”  

“And does her ladyship have a vote?” 
“I want to hang out a while, maybe go for a walk.”  
“But, Cass, don’t you think—?”  
“Yeah, it’s a good idea. But do we both need to go? You go check in, and Ellis 

and I will go explore, and then we can meet back at noon to see if this is going to work. 
Okay?” 

“But…I guess. Are we leaving our stuff here?” 
“If that’s alright.” She looked at me with raised eyebrows. 
“S’cool.”   
“Then leave it. Lets go.”  
Matt looked a little dismayed to be going off on his own. Cassie wanted to wait 

until he was gone to leave, just so we didn’t have to walk with him anywhere. Once she 
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was sure he was on his way back to their group leader, we left and locked up. Cassie told 
the woman we would be back by noon, and still wanted the room if it was open. I gave 
her the key to put in its place, and we left.  

We didn’t have any specific goals. She just wanted to see some of the town. We 
walked over to the Cathedral, and then behind it, towards the areas I had been meaning to 
explore more thoroughly. We discussed our lives back home and our vacations so far, and 
the importance of choosing better travel companions on future trips. We walked and 
talked to one another for an hour, until we ran into some people she knew from her 
group. She was sick of all of them, and wanted to duck away without being seen. It 
looked like they were coming our way, and probably only didn’t notice us because they 
were looking so intently at a map. I recognized the street we were on; it was the one with 
the big tree museum in it. We hurried down the street and ducked into the massive doors, 
and then back to the bench by the tree. She peeked around it to see the people walk by. 
We just relaxed there, continuing our conversations, and after a while Cassie leaned into 
me, resting her head on me. Somehow, our talking trailed off into a really comfortable 
silence, which was broken only when Cassie looked up at me and then stretched her neck 
to kiss me.  

 I don’t know if it was because she was cute and charming, instead of just wild 
and passionate, or if it had something to do with the differences in the talking-to-
nakedness ratio between Cassie and everyone else I had known around then, but kissing 
her felt really good. Not just in an exciting, hormonal way. Inside, and in my head. It 
felt…good.  

 
We made it back to the hostal a little bit later than noon. When we got to the 

front desk the woman seemed happy to see us. She immediately started talking to Cassie 
and pulling out papers to sign.  

“Allí usted es. El cuarto está abierto. Intenté decir a su amigo, pero él agita su 
cabeza y las manos, 'no, no, no.' Usted necesita completar esto, y usted puede tener la 
llave.” 

“Muchos gracias. ¿Dónde ahora está mi amigo?” 
“En el pasillo, televisión que mira.” 
“¿Y este sitio, allí es dos camas, si?” 
“Sí, dos camas.” 
“Muy bueno, gracias.”  
She finished the form and was handed the key to room 413. We went into the 

lounge, and sitting in the back, pouting at the Spanish TV, was Matt. She held up the key 
so he could see, and he got off the couch and followed us upstairs.  

“Thank God we only have to carry this stuff up one more flight of stairs.” Matt 
nudged his bag with his toe, like it had wronged him. 

“Two more.”  
“What do you mean?” 
“We’re on the second floor now. Room 210. We’re going to the fourth.” 
“How is this the second floor? We’re two levels above the first floor.” 
“You’re thinking like an American again. There’s the ground floor, which is 

where the door is, and then there’s the first floor, which is where the lobby is, and then 
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the second, which is where we are. Europe doesn’t start counting floors until you’re one 
up from the ground.” 

“That’s stupid. Hey, Cass, since he’s carrying your bag, you wanna take one of 
mine?” 

“Dude, that’s not very gentlemanly.” Cassie led the way out the door, with her 
head held high and her steps deliberate, like royalty, to emphasize the ladylike manner 
with which she should be treated. Matt groaned and hefted his second bag.  

Their room was a little smaller than ours. There was a table and two chairs, 
instead of the one we had, but their chest of drawers was much smaller. They also had a 
window that faced out to the place between buildings. The coverings on their beds were 
different though, a dark blue blanket, and the walls were painted different colors than 
ours had been. Cassie seemed satisfied with it. Matt less so. He tossed his things on his 
bed with dismay, and then his face brightened a little. 

“At least we got in before we missed the group. We’ll still have time to meet up 
with them.” 

“Where is the group going?” I asked the question to Cassie, not Matt, but he 
answered anyway. 

“The City of Arts and Sciences L’Hemisferic.” 
“Isn’t that just a science museum?” Cassie answered this time, with a flat voice. 
“Yes.”  
“Don’t get me wrong, I’m all for museums. Shouldn’t you all be going to see 

museums about something uniquely…Spanish, instead of one about gravity? I’m pretty 
sure gravity is the same in most places, on this planet.” 

“But it’s a big attraction.” 
“No doubt. Just like the Oregon Museum of Science and Industry is to Portland, 

and the Pacific Science Center is to Seattle, and the Royal Canadian Science Museum is 
to Vancouver, BC. But they’re more…universal, I think. If you have limited time in a 
new place, I just thought it made more sense to see things that you don’t have back 
home.” Matt scowled at me, and Cassie smiled. “I mean, how is it going to be different 
than those?” 

“The exhibits are in Spanish?” Cassie had this way of being adorable when she 
was faking enthusiasm. 

“You don’t know it’ll be the same. Just because it didn’t look that different in 
the brochure—” 

“No, hey, look, I’m not trying to insult it. I’m just arguing an opinion. I’m sure 
you guys’ll have a blast.” Cassie shot me a scowling pout for giving up on the fight so 
quickly. “But maybe it wouldn’t be a terrible idea to spend some time exploring different 
things for a day. If you want to go, and Cass doesn’t, why not split up for a while? Then 
you’ll have stories to tell when you see each other again.” 

Matt was very obviously not down with the new plan I set forth, but he could 
see that he wasn’t going to win anything by arguing, and if he stayed to try he was going 
to miss out on seeing the Science City. So he left, in a bit of a huff, and Cassie threw 
herself onto the bed in victory.  

“So what are we going to do now?” 
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“I don’t know. I was just arguing, I didn’t have any kind of grand strategy for 
what happened if we won.” 

“What were you going to do before you ran into me this morning?” 
“Had no plan for that, either, really. Explore to the west a little. I was on my 

way to see the Bullring when I saw you arguing. But I didn’t have anything specific in 
mind for after that, even.” 

“So why don’t we just go explore to the west and take things as they come?” 
“Works for me.” 
 
We went down the street, and stopped to go inside the old Market, which was a 

block down the street from our rooms. It was being remodeled, so the entire outside of 
the building was covered with scaffolding, and the scaffolding was covered with large 
canvas sheets, with a picture of the building printed on it, so you could look at the giant 
stone building, without actually seeing it. Inside, though, was huge and completely 
empty. Massive spiral columns rose from the floor to the ceiling, some thirty or forty feet 
above us. The entire building was just one big room. This was where the market used to 
be, back in the Old Valencia. Where silk and jewelry and spices were traded for gold and 
silver. Where fine marble could be ordered in quantity from merchants dressed in the 
most grand clothes. Even empty, with one wall of it also covered in scaffolding, it was 
breathtaking.  

Across the street, the Central Market had closed for the day, so we walked 
around it to the back, to the park we napped in on our first morning, waiting for the 
hostals to open. We walked through it a while, the smell of flowers overcoming anything 
else, and watched the fountains. Beyond that was a large residential district, with the 
ancient buildings rising up above narrow, dirty streets. We walked through a lot of the 
places the Germans and I had gone through on the way into the city, and I was able to 
appreciate them fully. Without any destination, we just wandered through the area, 
talking. The second time we passed a small grassy lot, she took my hand to pull me closer 
to see a family of tiny mice running, in herds, around the lot and across the street, to what 
looked like an abandoned building. It looked like a cattle drive might if it was seen from 
a helicopter. After that, she just never bothered to let go of me, so we walked together, 
hand in hand. We came out of the area at Guillem de Castro, one of the wide roads 
surrounding the old city like a moat, and walked along its edge.  

Along the road, where it meets another large street named Quart, there was an 
old tower. Part of the old wall that used to circumvent the entire city, keeping out 
invaders and thieves and, I don’t know, animals or something. The tower was massive 
and thick, and with the pieces of wall still clinging to its sides, you could imagine it 
fending off people by the hundreds. The front side of it was scattered with pits and 
pockmarks from some war, more recent than the ones it was built for.  I don’t know what 
war. Spanish civil war, maybe? I tried to picture the city with the wall still standing, just 
the tops of buildings standing above the line. I closed my eyes and walked through the 
gates, as though the gate was the opening, and the first view of the city. I tried to picture 
the tower defending against an actual battle, hordes of people on the outside, flinging 
arrows, fire, and then a more modern one. How it looked to have bullets bouncing off the 
stone, the buildings behind, the peaceful laid back scene that was all of Spain torn apart 
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by a war; a brutal war in which the people of a nation were pushed to a point of attacking 
one another with makeshift weapons and gardening tools, stringing the enemy up on the 
street to set an example. I’ve never seen anything like that, though. I don’t think I am 
capable of imagining the kind of things the people who built that wall had to, or the 
people who stood on it to fight for their lives, and the lives of everyone on the inside.  

Cassie’s attention seemed mostly to be fit on giving me questioning looks while 
I wandered around, stuck in my own head, staring at the tower and the buildings around 
it, with breaks here and there to give the same questioning looks to the Gelato place 
inside the gate. So I gave up my attempts to try and put myself in the past, in the worlds 
that came before this one, and bought the pretty lady some orange chocolate gelato. Once 
that was gone, we got up and started walking again. There wasn’t any convenient excuse 
this time, no reason to pull me anywhere, but we were holding hands as we walked 
anyway. We continued to follow Guillem de Castro north, towards the long river-park. 
We discussed the street’s name, and why it was that our country didn’t regard Fidel 
Castro with the hero/revolutionary status that the rest of the world did.   

When we got to the Turia Garden, we went down, and walked inside it. It was 
still full of unbelievably huge, ugly flies, some with what I fear to think may have been 
swollen egg-sacks hanging off their abdomens. You couldn’t sit for two seconds without 
having the bastard things on you in dozens, so we walked a little faster than our casual 
stroll had been. Even then, it was impossible to keep them off of us, and we made an 
effort to smile tight-lipped smiles, so we didn’t end up swallowing any of them. By the 
time we got to the Trinidad Bridge, we were so sick of the flies we decided it was time to 
leave the park. The two of us entered back in to the city, and started weaving our way 
through the streets, neither of us paying a bit of attention as to where we were.  

We came out at the Plaza de la Virgin, behind the Cathedral, and wandered 
around it to the front, and back down the series of roads that dropped us out again at the 
Hostal. With no more thinking than had been involved when we walked in the direction 
of the building in the first place, we got our keys, and went up the stairs to my room. She 
stopped me in the doorway and kissed me, and it felt even better than it had earlier. She 
pushed me in the doorway, and shut the door behind herself, latching it. 

“You latched the door. That’s frowned upon, you know.” 
“Fuck it.” 
“Alright, but you’re going to get excommunicated, too.” 
Cassie didn’t answer, but kissed me again. We tripped and half-collapsed on my 

bed, and didn’t even bother to break apart long enough to catch ourselves properly. Her 
left leg draped over me, caught mine in its grip. Minutes passed, and her hand traveled 
from its place on my side to my front, feeling around for something. I lifted my eyebrows 
in over-exaggerated curiosity.  

“Oh.” She lowered hers in response. 
“Mmm.” Cassie grabbed my shirt and pulled it off of me. 
“Yeah?” 
“Mm-hmm.”  
There was no rush, as we undressed each other. Each movement was slow and 

controlled, each action deliberate. And while there was so much passion running between 
us, it wasn’t wild and untamed. It seemed controlled by something, though, what it was, I 
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couldn’t have said. Once naked, she pushed me on my back, and climbed on top of me. 
Her skin was fair, flushed pink and warm to the touch. Her eyes sparkled, and her lips 
quivered. Her body moved against mine with graceful, powerful strides; I watched the 
muscles roll underneath her silky soft skin. She started to sweat a little, and everything 
about her glowed in the afternoon sun. Her hair flowed when she tossed her head, and her 
voice was like singing when she sighed. She was beautiful and ethereal, like being with 
an angel. I was so completely lost in her, in watching her move, like she was dancing, 
feeling her body, hearing and tasting her breath, her moans, nothing else in the world 
seemed real to me.  

In the back of my head, somewhere on another planet, I thought I heard familiar 
voices. Just a trace of the world beyond the perfect one I was experiencing.  

“Verdammen sie ihn, er hat den Schlüssel innen dort wieder?” 
The muscles of her abdomen clenched, and unclenched, smooth, serpentine 

movements.  
“Wer ist dieser Kerl?” 
Her breasts, firm and athletic, moved in rhythm all their own, delicate pink 

nipples dancing, swaying, hypnotizing me.  
“Sein Name ist, sagt Matt, daß er seinen Freund innen dort suchte.” 
Her lips were dark with the rushing of blood, parted, closing to swallow, small 

white teeth biting her lower lip, pulling it free slowly, and then parting again to let out a 
rush of air, a subtle moan. 

“Was tun sie innen dort? Ich lade Sie oben, Sie schaue auf.” 
Her head dropped down and her eyes closed, brow furrowed. Her teeth bit down 

on her lower lip again, the top lip curling to let out another moan, from somewhere 
deeper in her throat, long, drawn out, growing with the sound of something building 
inside her.  

“Heben Sie mich wenig stark, ich kann nicht alles sehen an.” 
Her head tossed back again, hair following after, like streamers, or a million 

golden ribbons. Tiny droplets of sweat flew off the ends of damp clusters of hair, 
sprinkling my body and face. Her mouth opened again to let free a deeper groan.  

“Oh, Gott, sind sie, sie haben Geschlecht innen dort.”  
Hands with slender, soft fingers gripped my sides with hidden strength, and arm 

muscles twitched. Another spray of droplets from her hair as her head came back down 
again. 

“Stimme? Gut gehen Sie darüber, entriegeln die Tür hinaus.” 
Her body trembled and shook, and folded in on itself. Legs pulled tight, catching 

me in between like a vise, stomach tensed and pulled her body down, back curved, until 
the soft, wet hair from her head rested on my chest. Voice was like a high note being 
held, forced through clenched lips, and body moved in slow, powerful jolts.  

“Vorsichtig, erhalten Sie nicht Ihr Bein verfangen. Fallen Sie nicht.”  
Fingers loosened their grip, and ran through the glistening hair, pulling it back 

as she straightened her body back up. Her chest still heaved, breasts rising and falling as 
she took in air in gasps. Her mouth, open wide enough to let through the air, turned up at 
the edges to smile, and beautiful blue, shimmering eyes joined in.  

“Ich bin innen, Einfluß an, ich erhalte die Tür.” 
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Smile got wider, and the aftershocks running through her body slowed. She 
brought a hand up to her chest and held it there, is if trying to contain her heart beat by 
holding into it more tightly. The sun made her glisten like a marble statue in the morning; 
beautiful and majestic and eternal. 

In a world behind our own, there was a dull metallic noise of something being 
opened, and then a rush as a door swung open. The reality of what was happening behind 
Cassie set in, and she covered herself with an arm, while ducking down to draw a blanket 
around her body. Lora and Matt rushed into the room just as I got the covers over me, and 
mere seconds after Cassie got them up to cover herself. Meiko stood with her hands on 
her hips, scowling angrily. Behind them, the heads of several people that had gathered in 
the hallway peeked up, to see what was happening. One of them let out a cheer, which 
was quickly followed by the rest, a chorus of unintelligible English and random 
congratulations. The noise did nothing to calm the three travel companions and 
roommates in front of us though. I scrambled for something reasonable to say, something 
that might make some scowls go away.  

“So, how was the science museum?”  
Matt shoved Lora out of the way and left the room, followed by a chorus of 

mockingly sympathetic moans from the standers by in the hallway. Cassie turned to me 
and put her hand over her mouth to try and stifle a laugh. Clearly having also been 
thinking of the right the right thing to say, she looked at Meiko and Lora, and gestured to 
her bra and pants, which had landed on the bed across from ours. 

“Could you be so kind as to hand me my clothes, please?”  
Angrily, Meiko grabbed up some of the things lying around and threw them at 

me, as hard as clothes will be thrown. Again, we tried to keep our amusement to 
ourselves, and started dressing under the covers. As soon as we were clothed, we threw 
off the cover and stood up. Cassie stood right in front of me, and held one of my hands to 
her stomach, leading me a little closer to the door.  

“Sorry about the door thing. Last time, honest. Do you guys have good plans for 
tonight?” Meiko threw up her arms and made an angry sound that defies description, and 
walked over to her bag. Lora, apparently less angry, or more controlled, actually 
answered. 

“We are going to change from being at beach, and then go to eat dinner some 
place.”  

“Sounds good. Do you know where you’re going to eat?” 
“No. I want her to try something local from here, but she…ehh, is not sure.” 
“When in Spain, eat as the Spaniards do, I guess. There’s this place over in front 

of the Cathedral that looks really popular for traditional food. I haven’t gone yet, it may 
be expensive, but, you know. Seems good.”  

“We will see.” Cassie tugged on the arm she was holding. 
“Okay. Well, sorry again about that. I didn’t think you’d be back yet, and it 

swings open. Have fun at dinner.” 
We left, and I swung the door shut behind myself. A few of the Australians were 

lingering in the hallway.  
“Hey, yur boyfriend ran off down the hall.” 
“Boyfriend?” Cass looked at me. 
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“I think he means Matt.” 
“Oh. He’s not my boyfriend.” She looked back at the Australian. “He’s not my 

boyfriend. He’s just this guy from home, we’re traveling together.” 
“Is that one yur man then?” She looked at me and smiled. 
“He’s…a friend. And he’s a guy. He’s a new good guy friend.” She smiled 

again and led me down the hall to the stairs.  
“I should go find Matt and see if he’s okay. I don’t want him to be too upset, 

you know. I do have to travel with him for a few more weeks.” 
“That’s cool. Will I see you later?” 
“You bet your ass you will. I’ll stop by your room after a while.” 
“Okay. Good luck.” 
She went up the stairs to see if Matt was waiting around outside their room. I 

went down to the street. I wasn’t sure where to go, so I walked down to the park that had 
the cool tree and the fountain.  

When I got there, a sign pointed out that the park was called the Plaza Alfonso 
El Magnanimo. I don’t know who Alfonso is, but his magnanimousness yielded a great 
park.  

There were benches all around the edges, and drinking fountains shaped like 
lion heads, as well as a great water fountain in the middle. I sat on a bench and looked 
around. On the ground, there was a flash of red running by. I put on my glasses and 
looked more closely, and saw that it was a beetle. It was a bright red color, aside from a 
pattern, like four triangles coming together to form an X, in shiny black. I looked more, 
and they were all over the ground there. The red they were colored with was so vivid, and 
bright, they caught the eye even from a pretty good distance. From twenty feet, I could 
see a beetle scurrying across the dirt path. As dull as it may be to watch beetles running 
around, when I looked over the rest of the park, I couldn’t find anything more interesting 
to look at.  

Even though there were people on almost all of the benches, I became aware 
that few of them were actually doing anything. One man was napping, and one man was 
playing with his phone, and one woman with very blond hair smoked several cigarettes. 
The rest were just sitting. Not reading, or writing, or eating, or even talking to one 
another. Just sitting, and staring ahead of themselves. In fact, as I thought about it, it 
occurred to me that I had really seldom seen anybody do anything. Smoking and playing 
with cell-phones really covered the bulk of daytime activity. Even men with their 
beautiful Spanish girlfriends would just sit, not even looking at one another, silently. I sat 
on the bench for at least an hour, and in that time the people, some of which were there 
before I got there, still hadn’t moved, hadn’t done anything. My ass got numb and I 
thought I was going to scream from boredom, but I was dead set on not leaving before I 
saw someone in the park do something. They had to do something. They had to.  

Another hour passed, and it was then cemented in my head that the Spaniard 
must be the most idle people on Earth. They wake up any time between six and ten and 
go to work. The banks are open from, what, eight in the morning until noon. And then 
things start closing down; shops, banks, offices, even most cafés. They go home, or to 
friends’ houses, and nap, or have some down time. They change clothes, get ready to go 
out. At around four to six, the shops and restaurants all start to open up again, and the 
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people go out and shop. Businesses stay closed, because this isn’t really about business, 
its just about shopping to shop, to browse and to buy shining colorful things, neat 
accessories and fashionable clothes. That’s why so few of the stores, I think, have 
random, tacky crap. Its hard to fit a Wal-Mart into a place where looking good and 
shopping around is the entire point. You don’t need a discount priced fleece pullover, 
because most of the time it’s too damn hot to wear a proper shirt anyway.  

So, now, shopping ends around nine or ten, due only to the fact that many stores 
start closing, and the people move to the restaurants and cafés to have a nice supper. They 
linger and languish, and then, often, move on to another place for a light dinner or a quick 
drink. They break off around midnight, heading to clubs between then and one. The busy 
time, when everything gets going, is between two and four, and then it slows down again 
until six, when most people go home and get some sleep before work in the morning. 
And this isn’t just on Friday and Saturday. This isn’t only on holidays. This is every day 
except Sunday, when nobody does anything. How can people stand so much inactivity? 
When you see it, you imagine the teen movies of the 80’s, when nobody did anything 
except have fun, even the nerds. But nobody really looked happy. The guy with the 
insanely beautiful girlfriend just sits, stone faced. If she looked my way, I probably 
couldn’t suppress a grin. Its like some part of them has atrophied, and is suffering slowly 
inside them, rotting and eating away at itself while they sit helpless, staring at nothing 
and smoking one cigarette after another. I couldn’t imagine living life that way for so 
long a period of time. I sat there, thinking is over, waiting for someone to move. But it 
didn’t come. Any argument I may have had against them slipped away, because they also 
didn’t have much in the way of crime. People’s doors and windows were almost always 
open, nobody even had screens on them, let alone locks. They had a system that worked. 
And besides, it was almost two, and I was tired. I said a silent goodbye to the Spaniards 
who slept sitting up, with eyes wide open, and to the red and black beetles, playing the 
sucker’s game of toil at their feet, and went back to the room to fall asleep on top of 
blankets I didn’t see the point in arranging, with the door still open to reassure me that it 
wasn’t in any way latched.  

I couldn’t have been asleep for more than an hour or two before I was woken up. 
The first thing I noticed, aside from the slamming open of a door that was already pretty 
much open to begin with, was the lights all being turned on, so it must have been long 
enough for it to get dark outside. Their entrance was loud, but followed almost 
immediately by the sudden stop in conversation that signaled the fact that they did see me 
sleeping. Almost directly after this realization, they went right back to talking loud, and 
didn’t bother to turn the lights off. It was an easy guess that they were still a little pissed 
about the whole being locked out of the room while I had sex thing. And while I could 
see their point to some degree, they were definitely taking it a bit too far. I mean, it was 
naptime for God’s sake. Besides which, did I get in their way when they were getting 
stoned with strangers? Did I get all huffy and track down Meiko when she didn’t come 
home to storm in on her and her Spaniard doing their thing? No. So why go to an effort to 
wake me up? 

Regardless, I faked like I was still sleeping. I wasn’t about to let them get in the 
way of my nap. And while I couldn’t avoid them actually getting in the way, I wasn’t 
about to let them know that they had been so damn successful at it. So I continued to lay 
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there, and really did a pretty good job of relaxing for a while. It did start to irritate me 
how loud they were talking. I shifted my position once, but didn’t give up the illusion of 
being asleep. I only opened my eyes once, from underneath my arm, but it was a pure 
reflex action at the sound of undressing. They closed again not long after, realizing both 
that I didn’t particularly care to see either of them nude, nor did I think they would 
actually be so in one another’s presence. It was, for some reason, out of character for 
them to see one another topless. Back home, on one night of social gathering, my buddy’s 
wife, his old friend the ex-stripper, and the woman from down the street all took off their 
shirts to compare breasts, and the effects of life and childbirth on them. And this was just 
standard fare, because one was drunk, and the other two simply didn’t care. Yet for these 
two old friends to see one another? Unheard of.  

I shifted back to face the wall, and thought about far more pleasant things. 
Things like Cassie’s hair, and the way her skin shone earlier in the day. The thoughts 
were pleasant, and calmed me from their rudeness and talking enough that I actually 
started to drift off to sleep again. I was stirred from the dazed half-sleep by someone 
grabbing my ankle and shaking my feet. I thought one of the girls was doing it to annoy 
me, but when I looked down, there was Cass, smiling in the doorway.  

“Sleeping?” She cocked her head to one side.  
“Trying. What’s shaking?” 
“Just got back from an outing with the group. I wanted to see what you were 

doing.” 
“Clearly not a lot. What about you? You have big plans?” 
“Nah. I blew them off to hang with you.” 
“Really?” 
“Yeah. So get up off your bed and lets go.” 
“You want I should change first?” 
“Nah, you’re beautiful, never change.” 
“You’re…beautiful.” I tried to make it sound as much like a child’s insult as I 

could. When I was standing, Cassie put her hands on my shoulders and led me out of the 
room. 

“Ladies, have a good evening.” Cassie blew a kiss to the Germans, and shoved 
me the rest of the way out the door.  

 
We hit the dark streets smiling, breathing in air already cooling, our feet on 

stones that were just beginning to vibrate with the hum of the crowd. We walked around 
to the east without thinking. This time we held hands as though it was natural, without 
any hesitation or excuse, without even being aware of it for a while.  

“Was there something you wanted to do tonight?” 
“Umm, no, not really. What is there to do?” She looked at me playfully, happily. 

She glowed to match the city.  
“Honestly? The only thing to do here is to drink, and to dance.” 
“I’m not really much of a drinker. I do it sometimes, but…I don’t really always 

like it.” 
“So then you must want to dance?” 
“Do you want to dance?” 
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“It’s never been my favorite thing. But it could be I just lacked the right 
partner.” 

“Am I the right partner?” 
“Who can say for sure? I’d say you have a pretty fair amount of righteousness to 

you. One might say you are a very righteous girl.” 
“Well, my righteousness aside, I won’t make you dance tonight. I don’t really 

feel like dancing.” 
“Why not?” 
“Too loud. I want something cozy.” 
“Alright. Well, then, lets find you someplace cozy.” 
We found a little restaurant, actually a series of three restaurants, wedged into a 

small plaza somewhere behind the Cathedral. It was cozy in that the tables were all 
reasonably close, but if you sat at the edge, it was a little darker, a little quieter, and a 
little more peaceful. We sat there for a long time, talking, eating, laughing. When we 
finally got managed to pay our bill, a notoriously difficult thing to do in Spain, we started 
walking again, until we came out into the Plaza de la Virgin.  

The Plaza de la Virgin at night is Valencia’s playground. There is no way to 
fully capture the way the light from the lights and restaurants reflect off the beautiful, 
smooth marble laid in intricate pattern across the entirety of the plaza. The way the water 
from the fountain rumbled with a subtle echo, never covering up any voices, but 
emphasizing every sound. The way everything glows like angelic light through an 
invisible fog, illuminating and comforting, clearly. The ancient cathedral, watching over 
everything, the tall, beautiful old lofts with their balconies and drifting curtains. Small 
children on roller blades playing all over, the marble proving a perfect smooth surface to 
roll across. The steps leading down to the marble design were lined with groups of people 
relaxed and talking. Even though there were over a hundred people here, talking and 
shouting, I could hear Cassie breathing. Above everything was the sound of a single 
guitar, from a musician who had no collection hat; he was just enjoying some peace at the 
end of a day, and giving the rest of us a sense of tune and beauty. It was perfectly 
peaceful, and serene.  

Cassie and I found a place along the steps to sit, and watch, and listen.  
After a while, the kids on the roller blades wandered off around the cathedral, 

and some guys showed up on skateboards, doing tricks off the fountain. One of them, 
who may have even been homeless, with clothes torn, patched up, and stained with 
something that could have been his own feces, was followed by three dogs with no 
leashes. When he was boarding, they chased after him and visited with the crowd. The 
youngest of them stayed on a leash with some friends on the steps, while the oldest, 
smartest, played with another dog, wrestling and running to try and maintain hold on a 
crushed beer can. When the less intelligent, or at least less bold of the two dogs was 
called back by its keeper, the remaining dog brought the can to someone passing through 
the Plaza center, who kicked it accidentally, not even realizing that he had done anything 
until the dog brought the can to his feet and dropped it. He continued to kick the can for 
the dog, and the dog raced to get it, eventually being joined again by the companion dog 
to race for it. The guy got bored, and tried to walk off, but so long as he was still on 
marble ground, the dog chased him down with the can. When he was finally far enough 
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away to be beyond the dog’s attention, someone else standing in front of the steps came 
into the spotlight. For over an hour the dog brought the can to person after person, some 
who wanted a chance to play, some who were just trying to get from the street leading 
from one strip of clubs to the set on the other side of the plaza. We got some apricot 
gelato from the merchant facing the plaza, and sat back down, listening as the first 
guitarist stopped playing to talk to his friends, and the roaming musicians started making 
their rounds.  

Right around the time that the paper dishes became empty of the delicious fruity 
goodness, a musician entered wearing all black. She had a guitar all covered with black 
symbols. She looked a little punk, with short-cropped black hair and piercings, but when 
she started to sing, she played gentle traditional Spanish melodies, and sang along 
beautifully. She did a set of five songs, and then walked around collecting before moving 
on. 

“What do you think?” Cassie had been watching as intently as I.  
“She was good. I liked her a lot.” 
“Me too. Want to follow, see if she plays any different songs?” 
“Do you think she will?” 
“I don’t know. Most of the ones that I’ve seen have enough to play for hours on 

end if they have to. Some even have cds to sell.” 
“Okay. Lets go.” We followed her as she left between buildings to find another 

crowded plaza. 
“You like the music, huh?” 
“New music is incredible. Finding something really good that you’ve never 

heard before? Its an amazing thing.”  
“So you more than just like music.” 
“I admit it. Music does something for me.” 
“What about people who make it?” 
“Depends on the person. I don’t want to screw everything ever to sing a tune. I 

don’t have wet dreams abut Sebastian Bach or anything. But if I see a girl who was a 
little plain, and then turns around and belts out some great music, then, yeah, it makes her 
more attractive.” 

“Why do you think that is?” 
“The creation of new things? Rhythm and soul? I don’t know.” 
“If I wasn’t here, would you be trying to have sex with this musician girl?” 
“No. She’s at work, I don’t want to cost her a living.” 
“I see.” 
“Maybe after.” 
“Maybe?” 
“Hard to tell. She might not be my type. Might not speak English. Might loose 

all interest once she stops playing music.” 
“So it’s the music that makes her attractive?” 
“Yup. Watching women play music is sexy. The creation and passion and stuff.”  
“So is she turning you on right now?” 
“No.” 
“Don’t lie.” 



 119

“No lie. She’s not doing it for me like she normally might. I think its because 
you turn me on more.” 

“Why is that?” 
“My guess is the freckles.” 
“Freckles?” 
“Yeah. I dig ‘em.” 
“Well, I dig you, too.” 
“I don’t have freckles.” 
“No, but you have other stuff.” 
“Other stuff?” 
“Yeah. Like a cool goatee. And a way with words. You make me laugh. Make 

me wish I was traveling with you instead of Matt.” 
“Was Matt okay? From earlier?” 
“He was weird. He hasn’t been talking to me as much.” 
“Did I fuck up your trip?” 
“No. Why would you have? It’s not your fault he’s being an ass.” 
“He’s just really into you.” 
“Yeah, but, not because I gave him the idea that he should be or anything. I told 

him I wasn’t into him. I told him before we left, I told him while we’ve been here. I don’t 
want to be with him. I want to be with someone like you.” 

“So what happens for the rest of the trip? He just watches you awkwardly and 
thinks terrible things because you had a good time for a while with a dude you met in 
Spain?” 

“Nah. I’ll kick his ass after a few days if he’s still doing it. There is nothing 
wrong with what I did, and there is no reason for him to be such a dick about it. If he met 
some girl and got laid, he wouldn’t think he was being cruel to me. Why should I feel bad 
about hooking up with you?” 

“You shouldn’t. I just wanted to make sure that things weren’t going to be 
awkward with you two.” 

“No. We cool.”  
“Good deal. So, does that mean we can have more sex?” 
“In theory. Yeah.” 
“Good to know. Just asking. You know. For…a friend or something.” She 

lowered her eyebrows at me.  
“Mm-hmm.”  
The musician played another set, with different songs, and passed around her 

collection hat again. We started following her again, but she was leading us to the series 
of Plazas and bars near the hostal. Cassie was holding my hand, and after a while she 
gave my arm a tug. 

“Lets go this way.” 
Her way was the most direct way back to the hostal. Both our rooms were 

empty, so we got the keys to mine. If we were going to have more problems, my 
roommates could be pushed further. This time, for reasons of civility, we stuck a piece of 
Styrofoam from the paraguayo wrapper into the latch of the door to keep it closed 
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without locking it. But there weren’t any more problems. We had sex, and it was great, 
and then we pulled on the blankets and went to sleep.  
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Day Day Day Day 7    
 
 
 
 
 
I stirred with the feeling that someone was moving around. In the dark place, 

long before sleep has really left, I could feel Cassie still pressed up against my back, 
could feel her arm around me. I told myself it must have been the Germans getting up 
early for a change, and never even bothered to open my eyes. I would have gone back 
into a deep sleep, if it weren’t for someone suddenly grabbing hold of my arm and 
shaking. I grabbed a hold of the offending hand before I even opened my eyes, and made 
a fist in some kind of primitive instinct. The only person I wanted touching me, or 
waking me, was sleeping behind me; I could feel her breath, feel her breasts push against 
me every time she took in air. When I did open my eyes it was Matt, looking pale and 
unwell.  

“Matt. What? Too early, man.” The words didn’t come out as conversation so 
much as barely-intelligible sounds, like a bear with an ass full of tranquilizer darts. 

“Um. Cassie and I have to meet up with the group. We have a meeting.” His 
eyes nervously shifted to a sleeping Cassie, and then back to me. 

“This one of them things you can do alone?” 
“No. Whole group.” 
“Mmkay. I’ll wake her.” I rolled over, slowly, so that I was facing her. I could 

see in the gap between us that she was still naked from the night before. As was I. I drew 
my finger across her cheek. 

“Hey, girly. Time to wake up.” She stirred, and touched me without opening her 
eyes. 

“What’s goin’ on, sexy?” 
“You know that Matt dude?” 
“Fucker.” 
“He’s here.” 
“Why?” 
“Says you have to go to a meeting.” 
“Why didn’t I travel with you?” 
“We didn’t know each other then.” 
“I wish I did. Knowing you is fun.” 
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“You too. You rock my world, naked girl.”  
“What’s he doing?” 
“I think he’s watching to see if the blanket will slip so he can see a nipple.” 
“No nipples for Matt.” 
“Poor Matt.”  
“Hey, listen.” I lifted my head and listened. Echoing in through the window was 

the familiar sound of vacationing travelers having sex. It was becoming a normal part of 
the morning now.  

“That’s just my alarm clock.” Cassie smiled and whispered. 
“Make Matt go away.” I turned back around to Matt. 
“She’s gonna need to be dressed if you want her to go with you?” 
“Yes.” 
“The gentlemanly thing to do would be to leave the room and let her do that.” 

He looked put out. 
“We really should be leaving soon.” 
“Yeah. Go on upstairs, she’ll be up in a sec.” 
“I’ll wait out here.” Matt went through the door and shut it behind himself. It 

was plain to see that he hated me severely. Cassie laughed as soon as he was gone, and I 
turned back over, less carefully now that nobody else was watching, to face her. 

“I wanna do what they’re doing.” She smiled, her eyes fixed on the window, and 
I could tell what she was thinking about. 

“We ain’t alone in this room, you know.” 
“I can be quiet.” 
“I’m pretty sure Matt is right outside that door.” 
“Won’t hear a thing. Quiet.” 
“You can be quiet?” 
“Real quiet. Like a little church-mouse.” 
“I’ve never heard church-mice have sex before.” 
“Exactly.”  
In the early morning, with the dusty bright light coming in the window, we had 

sex to wake up. The other couple finished before we did, but they had a head start, so it 
wasn’t entirely fair. But it didn’t matter, either, we were so involved in our own thing. It 
wasn’t a marathon session, it wasn’t loud, it wasn’t dynamic. It was the two of us, under 
the covers, not moving too fast, too hard, or else the bed would squeak on its aged hinges 
and smack into the chipping walls. And she couldn’t make much noise, or else Matt 
would hear and come in. She was breathing hard, so hard that in my desire to be quiet it 
sounded like water rushing over rocks, like a hurricane through the trees. Before she 
came, she had to keep burying her face in between my arm and body, in the pillow, biting 
onto my hand to keep from making a sound. Her climax was signaled by her teeth sinking 
into my shoulder, so deep she drew blood. It hurt, but at the same time felt amazing. And 
when she was laying, trying to catch her breath, my own blood caught in the corner of her 
mouth, she looked different than she had before. She pulled on her clothes as soon as her 
heart slowed a little, and wiped the blood from her face right before she kissed me 
goodbye. She whispered that she’d be back later, and left. Two pairs of footsteps left 
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down the hall. I wondered if Matt could hear anything out there, or how long he had been 
waiting before he suspected anything.  

 
When I finally decided to get out of bed and start my day, after some time lying 

as quietly as possible to make sure the girls hadn’t woken up during anything they 
weren’t meant to see, I decided to get up, shave quietly, and take a shower. Taking a 
shower, of course, had become difficult. I noticed, the previous day, that there were 
tomatoes laying around in the hallways and in the bathroom. I hadn’t really thought 
anything of it at the time, since the day had been pretty full already. But the few red skins 
laying in the hallway wasn’t even a fraction of the mess in the shower room. The entire 
floor, and half the walls, were covered with mashed and already rotting tomatoes. Better 
still, the drip from the ceiling had gotten to be a steady stream, most of which could be 
directed outside by opening the window above the stall inward. And the showerhead had 
gone missing, leaving only a pipe sticking out of the wall. Taking a shower was a lot like 
being washed by a warm hose. It wasn’t until after the shower that I discovered the 
broken plastic head hiding on top of the tile half-wall separating the shower from the 
sink. I put it back on the pipe, so the next person could have a real shower, with water 
that goes it more directions than one.  

I was getting dressed when I heard someone go into the shower after me. I didn’t 
think much about it, but with most of the place asleep, sound carries pretty well. So just 
after I could hear the water being turned on in the back of my mind, I heard a loud thunk, 
followed by someone swearing.  

“Guess the shower head didn’t stay up. Should have been more careful.”  
 
In the new morning air, I declared it to be a day of things that had, so far, gotten 

away from me. I had a map which was covered with little dots, each one signifying 
something worth looking at or exploring. Fully a third of them were governmental 
facilities, which I had little interest in. Not just because the politics that guide the way 
people live have a tendency to reflect the worst parts of the species, but because they also 
contain areas not open to the likes of me, guarded by men with guns and signs that I 
cannot read; which is a recipe for my getting myself shot. And I don’t imagine that 
gunshot wounds would do much to improve a vacation. This could just be ignorant 
superstition on my part. I really should try to be open to new things. Regardless of this, 
however, the remaining dots on the map were split equally between the various gardens 
and the other museums or places of note. And while I had visited a great many of both, 
there were still some that I had missed, and that I had desire still to see.  

The first of these things was the bullring down to the south, near the train 
station. It was one of those things idyllic of Spain, one of the few images in my head I 
had of the place before coming, from the words of Hemmingway and the cartoons of 
Hanna Barbara. It was something that I knew would be a part of the trip even before I 
knew what the trip would entail, completely. If I didn’t see an actual bull fight, I certainly 
could see where they went down. It was just a part of history. 

As I got nearer, the bullring was both impressive and imposing. Seeing it make 
me think of pictures of the ancient, half-crumbled Coliseum in Rome, only alive, and 
vibrant. Flags flowed down from the top arches, stories above me. I could picture the 
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inside, swarming with people and activity. I could actually feel the history and energy 
coming off it. There was no way in, any more than there would be for someone wanting 
to go into the Rosegarden on an off night. But along one side there was a covered 
walkway, with an arching brick ceiling forty feet above my head, and inside that was a 
museum attached to the bullring. And if I could see inside the bullring, then I could 
certainly see inside the bullfighting museum.  

Much to my dismay, the museum was not intended to be the mass cultural 
exposition to the rest of the world that one might imagine. Not only was every display in 
complete lacking of any English descriptions, but the girls at the front counter didn’t 
speak a bit of English, which is uncommon for the majority of Spaniards. If not for my 
ability to hold up one finger and say “uno, por favor’ I wouldn’t have even been able to 
get in. Thank God for the second grade.  

The museum was actually on the second floor, and consisted of two rooms. The 
majority of the displays were large black and white photos of bullfights gone past. I think 
I would have had to not only speak Spanish but have a pre-standing appreciation and 
knowledge of the sport. There were a lot of names and dates from famous moments in 
bullfighting. And around these pictures were memorabilia from those events. Pieces of 
clothing, the jabbing spear things, capes, sometimes an entire outfit. The entertaining 
parts were the costumes retrieved after a goring. There would be a picture of a bull 
jabbing the matador while a crowd of shocked onlookers gasp and cry out in amazement. 
And next to the picture is a glittered, fancy bit of clothing, with rips matching those of 
from the picture, and a discoloration where they didn’t quite get the blood stains out. And 
its fun to look at it and think, hey, there were bull horns jabbing through here, and into 
soft, pompous man-flesh. Of course, to protect the dignity of the men no longer wearing 
the garish costumes, the mannequins all had what looked like rolled-up socks bulging 
from the costumes. One wouldn’t want to imply that the matadors were anything less 
than masculine. And, it seems, it was customary to wear them on the right.  

There was also a large selection of the decorative swords they carried, which I 
suppose I had always assumed might actually need to be sword enough to take down a 
bull, and, as it turns out, probably couldn’t have taken out a middleweight wrestler. Hell, 
most of them had handles so tiny that only two fingers were likely to be able to wrap 
around them. Just a guess, but it probably had something to do with making their package 
bundles look larger by comparison. The highlight of the museum by far was the scale 
model of the bullring itself, made during its actual construction. It was detailed down to 
the sand in the ring and the little people milling about outside. It was a God’s eye view of 
the building I was connected to right then, and somehow it just seemed bigger by seeing 
it all at once to scale. I could picture myself as one of the little model people looking up 
at the rows and rows above from the sand floor, and let me tell you, it was a sight to 
behold.  

 
The Bull-fighting museum didn’t take up much time. I wandered around the area 

a little more, finding a charming, old neighborhood, perhaps a few centuries younger than 
the one across the street, but not many. There was a music shop that didn’t have anything 
I recognized or looked interesting, at least not for the prices they were charging, and there 
was a boutique of random things that I browsed through a while. I thought about going 
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back down to Fnac, but decided against it since I really didn’t think I would need any 
more books, and wanted to spend my money on things that I couldn’t get at home 
anyway. So I crossed back to my side of the road and started wandering northward again. 
While it wasn’t so much a mission of exploration and fun, I did suddenly remember that I 
wanted to find a Laundromat or something similar so I could get my clothes clean. I’d 
left a note for Lora asking about them but she replied that they were rare and too 
expensive to be worth it. She didn’t tell me what alternatives there were, though, so I 
decided to write it off as bad advice from a lame German, and keep the laundry as a 
priority.  

When I was only a little ways away from the Hostal, I saw a familiar face 
coming down the street from me.  

“Evita! Hola!” 
“What? Ellis, hello. How have you been?” 
“Really good!” 
“Good. You haven’t been at your room much.” 
“Have you been by? You should have left a note or something.” 
“I don’t carry paper.” 
“Oh. Naturally. What are you doing now?” 
“I was going home.” 
“Want to help me out instead?” 
“Are you lost again?” 
“I’m not lost, really, but I don’t know where I’m going.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I need to wash my clothes, but cannot communicate with anyone who would do 

this. Wanna go with me and translate?” 
“That sounds like fun, but I have a better idea.” 
“What’s that?” 
“Why don’t you take them to my apartment to wash?” 
“Are you sure that this would be easier than going to a laundry place?” 
“Maybe. But they’d just loose your clothes.” 
“I like my clothes. They keep me not naked. When I want to be not naked 

anyway. Sometimes naked is good.” Evita just smiled at me. 
“So do you want to get your clothes, or no?” 
“Yes, lets.” She walked with me back to the room and got all the clothes I had 

gathered in my pack, and I followed her back to her apartment. She lived on the second 
floor of a building only a few blocks away from where I was staying. It turns out her 
washing machine was a lot smaller than I thought it would be; like some kind of 
prototype. I got the feeling that individual washers and dryers were still kindof a new 
thing for these people. However, it was better than paying for stuff, so she took my 
clothes and started washing them, and then joined me on her sofa. She asked all kinds of 
questions about what I had been doing the past few days, and how well I was learning my 
way around. And then, with really no prompting at all, she started leaning closer to me, 
and kissed me. I couldn’t think of anything particularly clever that I may have said to 
warrant it. It was a spontaneous act of foreplay, and while it wasn’t a bad thing by any 
stretch, it was a little confusing. But she wrapped an arm around me, and slid into my lap, 
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with her breasts pressing into me, so I forgot any thoughts I may have had not directly 
related to what was going on, and went with it. She was sitting on me, pushing me back, 
her blouse open, breasts spilling out. I couldn’t help but wish more nights at the 
Laundromat visits had been like this. But as we sat there, the jingle of my belt buckle as 
Evita fumbled with it mixed in with the jingle of keys on the other side of the door.  

“¡Mierda! ¡No ahora!” She sat up so fast I thought she might get whiplash. 
“What? What’s going on? That’s not happy talking.” 
“Get up. You have to go.” She slid off me, trying to pull me to my feet. 
“Why? Are we done already?” 
“No! Iago is home.” She gave up on pulling on me and ran to get my shoes.  
“Someone named Iago? Awesome!” 
“No, it’s a bad thing. You really have to go.” She tossed me my shoes, and 

waved her hands for me to put them on.  
“Yeah, but these places don’t have back doors.” 
“Come.” She pulled my hands again, and this time I stood and followed her. She 

led me through the bedroom (which was littered with men’s clothing) to the door-sized 
windows which led out to a balcony.  

“Lady, you’re as crazy as you are sexy. I’m not jumping all the way down 
there.” 

“No. Look.” She pulled a board from behind the plant shelf on the balcony, and 
slid it out over the rail until it was dangling like a bridge between her balcony and the one 
next to her.  

“Uh-uh. That fucking thing can’t support me. It’ll break, and I’ll die.” She 
shoved me and whispered harshly.  

“Go! He’s in the kitchen now!” Over at the other balcony a woman wearing 
shorts and a sport bra came and stood in the open doorway, with a half-smile on her face, 
and her hair all mussed up. 

“What about all my clothes?” 
“Come back for them later! Go! GO!”  
“Fine. But if I die, you’d better feel really, really bad.” I climbed up on the 

railing, and took a tentative step on the board. I hunched over, supporting myself with a 
hand, somehow hoping that if I kept a low center of gravity the board wouldn’t shake too 
much. Evita was already gone from the balcony behind me, and the girl at the next 
balcony just watched me, she certainly wasn’t rushing to hold the board if it slipped. So I 
inched my way slowly across what reminded me entirely too much of a cheap fence-
board that couldn’t have been more than eight inches across, over a street three floors 
down. I only paused once, to try and spit on someone walking underneath me, strapping 
on his helmet and climbing on his bike. Not out of spite or anything, but if I was going to 
fall to my death, I wanted something funny to happen first. But he stepped out from under 
the lugie path just in time for it to miss him, and I continued taking baby steps across my 
board. When I got to the other side, I hopped onto the balcony with as much appreciation 
for structure as I have ever had. Behind me I could hear traces of conversation between 
Evita and Iago, from the window six or seven feet away, on the other side of the board 
which now looked entirely too thin. The blond girl on this balcony was still leaning and 
smiling.  
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“That was fucked up. Seriously. I hope that Iago guy is big enough and violent 
enough to justify me sneaking out the damn window like that.”  

“Iago is…little big.” 
“I’ll pretend you said ‘fucking huge’ just now. So does this happen a lot?” 
“Sometime.” 
“Hey, look at that! You’ve got an escape board, too! This is a lot more common 

than I had thought!” 
“It works.” 
“You know what would also work? Rope ladders. You can escape safely on a 

rope ladder, they roll up nicely, and rope ladders aren’t nearly so scary.” 
“A ladder may be some…suspicious.” 
“Call it fire safety. Or just hide them well.” 
“Less exciting. Excitement is good for you.” 
“Falling sure ain’t though. Have you ever had to cross on that thing?” 
“No. Iago is no jealous of me.” 
“Course not. If you were to show up on the couch with Evita it would probably 

be the best day ever for Iago.” She didn’t say anything, but smiled and went inside. “So 
what were you doing when the board hit?” 

“Sleeping.” 
“Sorry. Did I interrupt you?” 
“Yes. But is okay.” 
“Right on. Okay, so, I take it the door is this way?” 
“Si.” 
“If you don’t have any objections, I’m going to go then. Thanks for having me, 

it was lovely to meet you.” 
“Bye.”  
I left feeling relieved to be gone. There was something entirely too messed up 

about the past five minutes, between the daring sleazy action hero escape to the grinning 
girl; this is the kind of thing these people do for fun. Too much trouble, I think. I jotted 
down the address and apartment number before running down the stairs, because weird or 
not, I was going to need my clothes back sooner or later. However, in the meantime I was 
all too glad to get out of Dodge, and get on with my day, because there was a lot of 
Valencia left that didn’t involve balconies or unsettling girls smiling at me in their 
underwear.  

 
The thing that I had been wanting to do the most, the thing I just kept missing, 

even when I kept walking right past it, was the Cathedral. This was a religious place. 
Long before it was full of Spaniards the cathedral was the site of a temple for the Moors 
who lived here. It’s been holy ground for so long SOMETHING good has to have seeped 
into the ground beneath it, apart from the bodies likely buried there. Something that was 
the center of two towns. Something as ancient as anything I can imagine. I’ve seen 
museums where ugly pots and woven mats were kept in hermetically sealed glass boxes 
and protected as treasures. Where tattered remains of leather clothes and a broken stone 
foundation can be heralded as a reminder of a time before my home was a part of the 
United States. Where the most sacred thing our country has is a single piece of paper 
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treated with more care, consideration, and protection than the preserved body of Lenin, 
and yet even the people who are supposed to care the most about it wipe their asses with 
it even as they quote it. Figuratively, of course, considering the laser eyes and glass case 
preventing them from actually touching it to check. And yet the seeds to the hemp plant 
that would become that paper still hadn’t been planted when this cathedral was already 
ancient. This was a sacred place when that field was still open, unspoiled grass. And for 
all its age and importance, there was no giant glass bubble erected around it, there were 
no armed guards keeping people from so much as sneezing on it. It was still a church. 
There were people who came here every Sunday to worship. I could touch the walls, go 
inside, sit on pews carved by hand hundreds of years ago, look at those remaining from 
the original church. It was unbelievably important that I go inside.  

It was still open when I got there. In the small fenced in court before the door 
women kneeled, completely covered with black cloth, and begged for change. They never 
took their eyes off the ground, never stood. Even when they walked, they did so hunched 
over, their faces a foot from the ground, using sticks to keep themselves from falling 
over. Inside the doors, the ceiling rose in tall arches. The pillars that held it up were like 
ancient trees, so tall and worn you could see the different blocks of stone put together, but 
to the touch they were the same surface. It was absolutely breathtaking. All around the 
sides of the church were little coves protected with iron gates, behind which were the old 
alters, confessionals, and statues. Some of them were literally made of the finest polished 
wood and gold and silk; as glowing and opulent and imperial as anything I had ever seen 
in my entire life. In a chapel to the side, noted as the Capilla del Santo Cáliz, there was 
one display that had drawn a bit of a gathering. Behind the glass and Iron was a Goblet, 
which was the Santo Cáliz for which the chapel was named. There were display signs all 
around it in every language, which was fairly unusually for the rest of the displays, that 
noted that this was the very same chalice used by Jesus Christ to consecrate the Last 
Supper. It was a class bowl on top of what looked like an overturned goblet, made of gold 
covered with intricate linework, and adorned with pearls and gems. It looked like the cup 
taken by the first man in Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade, and, even though I could 
not deny the seriousness of what I was seeing, or the tingle in my skin, I heard a voice in 
the back of my head saying ‘He chose…poorly.’ It didn’t look like the cup of a humble 
carpenter, Indy was certainly right about that. But then they didn’t say this was the Holy 
Grail, it was the cup he used to consecrate, which I’m sure meant something else. Maybe. 
Perhaps the one that he passed around in which wine turned into his blood, as in The Last 
Temptation. I was suddenly hit with a little embarrassment at standing in front of this 
thing, which is a fairly amazing artifact, and realizing that the majority of my biblical 
knowledge comes from movies as opposed to actual education or reading. But, heathen 
though I may be, I have still seen no shortage of pictures of Jesus in my life, and seeing 
something he actually used, touched, interacted with…well, that’s a special kind of 
weird. In all its glimmer and glory, it fit right in with the golden alters and decorations. 
All combined, they made Donald Trump’s place look like it was furnished from a 
second-hand store (which isn’t meant to indicate I think his surrounding are anything less 
than tasteless and tacky, but, one must admit, it is full of a lot of pointlessly expensive 
shit). And…frankly, it really felt like God could have had something to do with the place.  
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It wasn’t so much the gold and flash. Anyone with a lot of money can get 
anything they want made out of gold. Saw a dildo made out of gold on some HBO special 
once. The thing that gets you is all the time and effort that has gone into this place. The 
ongoing effort. First they build the place, which is no small feat, and then they keep 
making it better. Adding a door over here with a huge archway and images of all twelve 
apostles carved out of the stone. And then add some hand-carved pews, and an insanely 
detailed alter. Maybe a fancy pulpit, and a baptismal font carved entirely out of a single 
slab of marble. None of these are quick activities. Nothing about this is the most 
expedient way to get a building for people to worship in. The building itself is an act of 
worship, because everything in it, every part of it, is a labor of love, an act of sacrifice, in 
a way, for their beliefs. They want everything to look good to show that they are willing 
to give their time and effort for what they believe, and in the end they have this massive 
monolith dedicated to their ideals, this thing that has been constantly growing and 
becoming more impressive year after year. And this is what our churches lack. When I 
was in the fourth or fifth grade, my mother decided we should all start going to church as 
a family. They church she chose was a popular one for the city. Over the years in that 
town, I met a lot of people who, it turned out, went there. But from the outside, it just 
looked like a house; not terribly different than the one my uncle built on their property up 
in the hills. And inside was no different; sheet-rocked walls, carpeted floors, stairs down 
to a basement with meeting rooms and a laundry closet. If my uncle’s living room had 
vaulted ceilings and stained glass windows, it would have been this church. The place 
was built in less than a year, and contracted out to the same people who build houses and 
renovate convenience stores. And once it was done, it was filled with pews bought from a 
pew-supplier, all loaded up with bibles and hymnals, and there you go: church. Come 
one, come all. That’s always bugged me a little. If that was God’s house, why did it look 
like something that people I know live in? Why wasn’t it somehow special? What wasn’t 
it built with love and detail by the people who attend it? Downtown, there are churches 
that used to be movie theatres and office buildings. What’s special about that? I know 
that you could argue that God is in us, in everything, and that surroundings shouldn’t 
dictate a holy place. And I’m not saying we need solid platinum collection plates to make 
a place holy. But I think people do need the effort put into it. I mean, can you imagine 
what it’s like for some of these people in Valencia to go to church? To look around, and 
everything they see was made by hand. It is clearly a holy place; God guided the hands 
and spirits of thousands of people over centuries to make it what it is. And as they see 
this, they see the example of a life lived for God. Sitting in a church built by a handful of 
carpenters motivated by hourly wages, sitting in surrounding picked from a holy mail-
order catalogue, what is that? That doesn’t nurture or encourage anything. It’s just a 
convenient solution to guilt, religion, and lack of social contact.  

I lingered around the cathedral for a long time. I wanted to touch everything that 
wasn’t locked up; was almost compulsively drawn to come into contact with it. When 
nobody was looking, I quickly put my tongue to the ancient confessional on display. It 
was smooth, and a little salty from all the people touching it all these years before me. In 
the back corner, by the door I came in through, which led out to the Plaza de la Reina, 
there was a sign in Spanish. There was a picture, in the style of an old-fashioned etching, 
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along with the words ‘torre de miguelette,’ which meant the bell tower. I joined the queue 
and paid my two euros to enter.  

The tower was tall. Clearly, it was tall when you saw it from the outside, and 
you can read in a great many places that it is 50 meters to the top. But, when inside, 
climbing up ancient stone steps, it feels REALLY tall. The stairs were narrow and wedge 
shaped, spiraling around the central support column. I closed my eyes and tried to picture 
how it would have been for a priest walking up in the middle of the night before the 
electric lights had been installed. The steps were tall and narrow, meaning there wasn’t a 
lot of room for error as far as footing goes. Going up would be one thing, but going down 
something else entirely. Everything echoed, as I continued to climb, so it was difficult to 
tell when someone was still at the top and when they were right around the bend from 
you, going down. I hugged the inside curve at the first sign of other travelers, leaving the 
makeshift rebar guardrail for those coming down. The stairs were less than six inches 
deep at the center edge. Every once in a while a window would appear on the stairs, 
looking out on the city for a brief moment, before leaving you to the constant spiral of 
stone and graffiti. Over two hundred steps to the top, where there was a door to a room as 
big around as the tower itself. Inside was an old man, sitting alone on a wooden bench. 
All around the walls of the room were series of bells of all different sizes, each one, I 
imagine, having a different meaning when rung. The man spoke in Spanish to a small 
child, and the child got to ring one of the smaller bells three times. I knew that to the rest 
of the city those bell tones would clearly indicate that it was 11:45. On a small table there 
were postcards laid out with pictures of the bells on them; postcards that weren’t 
available in any of the shops I had seen. A hand-written sign said €1 each. The 
transaction was on the honor system since there was nobody watching, with the man 
explaining the bells to guests who could understand him. I plunked down change for two 
of the cards on the existing pile, and went back out on the stairs to go up just a little 
further to the very top, where the roof opened up to the clear skies. In the center was the 
main bell, the Miguelette bell, named for the Archangel Michael, and which in turn gave 
the tower its name. From the edge, I could see the limits of the town I had been in. I 
could literally see those places where the road separated the old from the new, where the 
buildings started to rise above the rooftops of history. I walked slowly around the tower, 
watching below me for minutes at a time. I saw a small boy chase pigeons in the Plaza de 
la Virgin, and people setting up extra tables for lunch. I saw a woman out on a balcony 
watering her plants and dancing to music I couldn’t hear. On the building next to her, a 
woman sunbathed on her roof alone, naked except for sunglasses. On the other side of the 
tower, a man was playing a flute on his balcony, while a small child read a book with 
colorful pictures. It was like a window into the private lives of the entire town. I heard a 
slight creak, and turned to face the bell; noon had come.  

The bell didn’t swing, like the cartoon cathedrals. The hammer inside pulled 
back and released, making the thing blur with vibrations, and a single clear, loud tone. 
But as loud as it was, knowing that I could hear this bell from everywhere I had been in 
the city, it wasn’t so deafening to stand next to it as I had expected. Move a few blocks 
down the street from a concert, and you won’t hear a thing, but if you stand next to a 
speaker inside for a few minutes your ears will be ringing for the next sixteen hours. I 
was standing next to a bell that could be heard a mile away, and it didn’t even hurt my 
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ears. I turned back down to the Reina Plaza, watching everyone looking up at the tolling 
bell. How long had this bell been looking over everyone here? Six hundred 
years…regardless, the view from the top, with the bell ringing over and through my head, 
made the Saint Cáliz feel about as significant as a Dixie cup. 

There was a couple sitting on the top of the tower, leaning against the stone 
guardrail separating us all from a terrible fall. They were leaning into one another, 
whispering into each others’ ears, and smiling a lot, watching the other people on the 
roof. I wondered if they were waiting for everyone to clear out so they could have sex up 
there. They had that look about them, and the expressions they wore when they noticed 
more people coming up out of the stairs was one of impatience and irritation. And who 
could blame them, really? This ancient bell, the same exact tone that has been ringing 
since the 1400’s, shaking your entire body while you make love, above the rooftops of 
thousands of people? That’s sexy. Hell, if I had the money, I would buy one of those top-
floor apartments right across from the bell-tower, so I could feel it every time it rang, 
until my own internal clock was tuned to that of the cathedral. And then any time I 
brought a girl home, I would time myself, so that I hit my orgasm right as the bell was 
tolling the hour. How could it be any more intense than that? Plus it would add a little 
extra humor to the phrase ’ringing her bell.’ I noticed that they had finally almost gotten 
their wish, and the only people left on top was myself and them. And while I was hesitant 
to go, to leave this magical place where I could see so much of this beautiful town all at 
once, I didn’t want to keep them from making any magic of their own. So I smiled at 
them and started the descent back down the long staircase.  

Going down was a little more intense than coming up was, because I could see 
the steepness of the fall that was waiting for me if I should stumble. I couldn’t go down 
the stairs too fast, because the steps weren’t all perfectly smooth, and the guardrail wasn’t 
very supportive. It wasn’t until I was almost to the bottom that I had to stand aside to let 
someone pass. I still stuck to the inside curve, mostly because I didn’t want to be the 
bastard who made a small child take the more dangerous, non-guardrail side of a tall 
stairwell, but I didn’t climb down while I was there. The stairs were entirely too shallow 
for that, and I didn’t want to have made it down two hundred steps just to break my neck 
on the last dozen or so.  

Back on ground floor, I made my way across the grounds to a large alcove that 
served as a sort of gift shop near one of the side exits. Spain being the devout place it is, 
and this being the most incredible thing I had seen in Spain, this was where I wanted to 
get my souvenirs. I got a pair of crucifix statues mounted on pieces of white marble, and 
a pair of rosaries made of some kind of pod or seed instead of beads. An actual nun, 
wearing full habit, was working the cash register; I felt like I should be reverent 
somehow. I barely even knew enough Spanish to be polite, though, so I bowed when I 
thanked her, and put my change in the collection plate on the counter. And then I 
wandered out the door, feeling light headed from the entire experience of the cathedral.  

 
I cut through the Plaza de la Virgin on my way back to the room. Over in the 

corner, close enough to the corner between the cathedral and the building next to it that I 
hadn’t been able to see it from above, it looked like something was being built. It actually 
looked like a stage being put up; the aluminum supports and pointless and random 
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scattered wired screamed stage of some kind. But no signs were posted in any language, 
and nobody seemed to know anything special about it, at least not that they were 
advertising in a big way. I told myself that maybe we would have ourselves a free concert 
or something, and made a note to check in with the stage situation periodically, just in 
case. And with that in mind, I made it back to the room, exhausted and overwhelmed by 
strangeness, holy sensations and beauty, and lay down for a nap.  

 
In my sleep I remember hearing the SNAP sound as the piece of styrofoam I 

jammed in the lock was broken open. By the time I had actually woken up fully, the 
Germans were in the middle of sandwiches and talking, and putting together a change of 
clothes. Not actually changing mind you; they still didn’t do that in front of each other, 
but the clothes were ready for when they left to change. It makes you wonder a little if 
the entire time they sit there on those beaches, surrounded by beautiful naked women, 
they are feeling completely uncomfortable. If they’re seeing that many naked women all 
in one sitting, why bother remaining clothed themselves? It was strange. That wasn’t 
what I was thinking at the time, though. As I rolled myself over and sat up, what I was 
thinking about was the fact that I had been sleeping in my clothes for almost a week. 
Every time I slept alone, which sometimes meant twice a day, it involved being fully 
dressed with no blankets to speak of. I must have looked like that drunk friend who 
always comes over and passes out; just sprawled wherever I landed. I was a little proud 
of my ability to sleep wherever, however, and a little curious about how it appeared to 
people who didn’t know me well; either I was asleep completely naked with no regard for 
whether I was sharing a room or not, or I was completely dressed. Never halfway. But the 
fog of sleep wore off, and I cared less and less about the opinions of the Fraulines, and 
more about the whereabouts of the majority of my clothes. I washed my face and wetted 
my hair (the nice thing about using pomade while traveling is that it clings to the hair, 
even when dry, so if you wet it the stuff becomes re-activated and hair can be re-shaped, 
making it quick and convenient), and then had a sandwich myself, and one of the curious 
Spanish fruits. And then I left in search of my clothes. 

It may be a testament to how well I knew my way around by then that it took me 
no time at all to find Evita’s building. I walked straight there, as though I had been there a 
hundred times before. There was even this eerie feeling of familiarity walking around 
streets I was recognizing, like I had been in the place a lot longer than the few days I truly 
had been. It’s a strange sort of haunting to go on vacation and start to feel like a city 
you’ve been in for a week is home. I remembered the floor an apartment right off, and 
knocked quietly on the apartment door, listening for heavy footfalls that might belong to 
a man to come to the door. What happens if he answers? Lie. Ask for another woman. 
Ask for another man, for that matter. No sense in making him suspicious; play queer and 
hope for tolerance. I didn’t hear any steps at all before the door opened, though. My 
sleuthing skills were lacking. The figure in the doorway wasn’t manly, either. Evita was 
standing there in her shorts and bra from earlier. Hot countries; why bother with shirts? 
God bless them.  

“Is now…okay?” 
“Now is fine. Iago is asleep.” 
“Neat. Um…can I have my clothes?” 
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“Yes. I have them ready for you. Come inside, please.” She was so polite and 
friendly it was weird to think that just hours ago she was forcing me to walk the plank 
like some kind of sexy pirate with no eye patch.  

“Em…okay.” I stepped in and she closed the door behind me. I didn’t want to 
get too far away from the door. She went off to the laundry closet and came back with 
two grocery bags full of neatly folded clothes. 

“Here they are. All ready for you.” 
“Thanks. A lot. Did he notice anything weird about the clothes?” 
“He thought I washed his clothes. He didn’t look.” 
“That’s good. I wouldn’t want you to get into any trouble.” She smiled. 
“No trouble. I wanted to say sorry, really, for earlier.” 
“Hey, no worries. I always wanted to walk a tightrope. Carnies get all the fun.” 
“Maybe I could do something to make up for it?” She was stepping close 

enough to me that she had to look at me from under her brows, giving her a sultry, 
sinister sort of pout. 

“I think the bed may be, you know…occupied.” 
“Who needs it?” I tried to back up and reached for the doorknob. 
“I, uh…” My hand was pawing at the air, and I realized that I was feeling 

around the wrong side of the door if I had intended to open it. My back was pressed flat, 
and Evita’s hands were on me. 

“Relax. I won’t hurt you.” 
“Ain’t you I’m worried about—” I would have complained more, but she kissed 

me, and cut off any words I had coming and any thoughts I had to make more. It was 
actually an effective way to quiet me down, and I’m going to have to keep it in mind the 
next time I’m hanging out with the guys and someone’s stories are running on a little 
long. She broke away. A sense of déjà vu caused me to look down to watch her undoing 
my pants for the second time in one day. 

“Hey, you know—” She shut me up again with another kiss, and finished the job 
with my pants. This time when she broke off contact with my lips, she kept hers so close 
that I could feel her them moving against my cheek. 

“Now, shh.” She kissed the side of my chin, and then dropped to her knees.  
Now, here’s something that the brilliant minds of science need to look more 

into; oral sex is the single greatest debilitating act a man can experience. It is more 
effective than tranquilizer guns. It doesn’t matter what is going on, what was happening 
or what he was thinking, the second it starts, he’s finished. If we could just get a single 
really skilled woman past enemy lines, war would be pointless. Even if whatever tyrants 
or leaders we had a problem with fully intended to fight to the death, we could get 
peaceful resolution in an hour. She would need some kind of sexy ninja training, because 
once he knew what was coming, he would probably try to kill her, but once she knocked 
him down and started in on him, she’d be safe. A few minutes of diligent work, and she 
could have a peace treaty signed and a formal apology. Once word of our methods got 
out, of course, there would be a sudden rise in political insurgencies, but we could 
balance it out just fine.  

Needless to say, I didn’t make it out the door. It’s not so much that I was against 
the act itself. Having a beautiful woman blow me in an exotic place was what I had 
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dreamed about when I decided to go on this trip. But I couldn’t help but feel like I was 
the special guest star in a long-running soap opera. The kind where all major plotlines 
had been played out, and we were starting to repeat ourselves terribly. All the added 
drama of escaping off the balcony and coming back for a quick thrill while Iago was 
asleep in the next room; I mean, I could hear him breathing, for Christ’s sake. It wasn’t 
thrilling, really, as much as it was pointless. Frustrating, being a part in someone else’s 
game. I kept thinking about Cassie. No games, no drama. No quick lust-filled meeting 
and then disappearing. She was still there when I woke up, and it felt really good. No 
sudden panic and regret. My only regret was that she had to go.  

Evita finished up and looked up me expectantly, more pride showing in her eyes 
than passion. There was a certain difference between the look on her face and what I felt. 
While I was unable to get away once she started, I had been daydreaming almost the 
entire time. But I don’t think my opinion of the situation had mattered all that much. I 
was a conquest. She was going to talk about this later with the girl next door, about how 
she got another one while her man was asleep one room over, and how I couldn’t stay 
away. But for me…well, I hadn’t even bothered to put down my grocery bags of clean 
clothes. I mumbled out kind words, so absentmindedly I don’t even remember what it 
was I said, and I ran my hand over her hair, pretending to be affectionate enough that I 
didn’t make her angry, before getting out of there as soon as I could.  

I dropped my stuff off in the room, which was empty now, and went out walking 
around a little to clear my head, first up north, and then along the street next to the long 
park. I decided to brave the bloated, disgusting flies, and went back into the riverbed, 
walking along until I came to a bridge, where I would go up the ramp, and cross over, 
taking time to examine it thoroughly before going back down the ramp at the other side. 
The bridges were truly marvelous, and I had no idea how someone would have built such 
a thing in the 1100’s. How much balls it must have taken, back then, to decide they 
would start stacking blocks into this giant rushing water until they made a path across. 
How many people died building these things?  The Puente Serranos and the Puente 
Trinidad were, I think, the oldest, with the Serranos being the one immediately on the 
other side of the Massive gateway that used to be the main entrance inside the city. Once 
I got to the Puenta del Real, with it’s statues of clergy guarding it, I stayed on the far side 
when I crossed over, and continued up, into the Jardines del Real, a massive park that 
housed, if the map was to believed, a Zoo, an old Royal Palace, which looked smallish 
for a palace, al of which was surrounded by a variety of gardens, so of them flat and full 
of flowers, some having intricate paths carved down between tall bushes and hedges, all 
full of fountains, beautiful landscaping, and, in part, a large duck pond with a waterfall 
that I admired from a distance. Doubling back through the garden, I tried to walk through 
the Zoo, but the word ‘Zoo’ was perhaps used a little hastily in the translation . There 
were several large buildings housing birds of exotic origin, and two petting zoos that I 
saw. But there were no cages with tigers or zebra or grizzly bears. It was pleasant 
nonetheless, though, and I wished it was larger to explore and walk through as I left, back 
into Tunsia Park which, with all its various insect life, probably did qualify for a zoo. 
Like Jurassic Park with six legs and egg-sacks. I continued along the park to the music 
stage, like more fallen ruins of Rome, this time mostly manufactured, although still very 
cool, and then turned back when I started to sense dusk and dark approaching, and 
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headed back to the town on street level, until I got close enough to my part of town, an 
crossed back over into familiar territory. 

I ended up back down on the colored tile of the district to the south, by way of 
the quiet residential area in reclamation to the west. Since I was there anyway, I went into 
the Il Corte Ingles and bought a cheap bike clock so I could know the time. I didn’t think 
it would be terribly important, but I was curious from time to time, and I didn’t know 
how to ask to see someone’s watch in Spanish. El Rolex? It got dark and I continued to 
wander aimlessly, until I found myself back at the Plaza de la Virgin, which was fast 
becoming my home away from home there in Valencia. The stage had not been 
completely set up in the far end of the plaza, just off the smooth marble. There was a 
display next to it covered in pictures of flags from different countries. It was written all in 
Spanish, but from what I could read it was an international dance competition. I sat down 
at the table nearest the edge for the café, and ordered a drink. The skateboarders were 
back again, practicing tricks. At the edge were two small kids, one of which didn’t even 
have a regular sized board, but a mini trainer. The older guys skating were different than 
the ones that had been there the night before, but they still showed courtesy to one 
another. Two came over to the kids and tried to help them—teach them how to keep 
balance and kick the board up to catch it. No wonder the boarders were all the same skill-
level. They trained one another from childhood. Even with the stage setup and wires 
running here and there, the place was the same. A few people read the sign about the 
dance competition, but nobody paid any undue attention to the massive stage. Some 
people sat on the edge for a while, and then left on their own. The security guard 
watching it didn’t care. Even when one of the boards got loose and rolled underneath, he 
didn’t do anything. He just let the kid crawl under it to get the board back. A guard or cop 
in Portland would never have allowed that. They could have been sabotaging the stage, or 
gotten hurt, or something equally asinine.  

After a while, some people finally got on the stage. There was a slightly 
overweight man in a t-shirt who seemed to be directing a group of four couples. And then 
music started; great traditional Spanish music with a pepped-up drum beat, and 
everybody started to dance. They were rehearsing for the competition the next day. And 
the great part was, even though they were rehearsing in the plaza, it wasn’t a huge event. 
Nobody announced to the crowd what was going on. It was plainly visible, but wasn’t 
done for us. We had a show to watch if we cared to, and they had a stage to dance on, but 
the two things were unrelated. Even after a while, when the number of people was upped 
to eight couples and the dancing got really complicated, so when they finished the hodge-
podge audience applauded, they didn’t care. A few of the dancers nodded thanks, but 
there was no formal acknowledgement of response received. They practiced until almost 
one, and then wrapped it up. A lot of the people in the crowd were dispersing to go find 
their dance clubs for the evening. I’d spent most of the time either watching the dancing, 
which was really very pretty and far more entertaining than I would have thought, and 
listening to a conversation between a couple that had just met. One of them, I think, was 
French or Italian, and the girl sounded like she was Russian or Romanian. But since they 
didn’t speak each other’s first language, they were communicating in English. English is, 
in many places, the lowest common denominator of language. And they were having that 
beginning-of-relationship talk, the occasional silence while they tried to think of what 
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else to say. The girl was much better at conversation than the guy was. She was full of 
questions, and stories about things she had seen, and opinions that needed expressing. I 
was a little bit jealous of the guy, actually. She seemed tough and interesting, and was 
incredibly pretty, with a kind of bohemian thing; pierced lip, dreadlocks, dark clothes, no 
makeup. It’s a rare thing, white girls who can pull of dreadlocks.  

When the dancing was over, and it became clear the couple was going to be 
moving on, I paid my drink tab and walked off down the street behind the plaza. I 
stopped into a club, considering if I wanted to dance or try to meet someone. I had a drink 
by the bar and watched the dancing; a rough change after the formal, trained dancers 
outside. More visceral and basic, but with key elements of similarity. It was pleasant to 
watch, for the most part, until some drunken Americans filled out the dance floor, 
lumbering and flailing about. I was embarrassed for all of us, and left soon after, heading 
back to the Hostal. It had been a bit of a weird afternoon, and I didn’t feel like trying to 
have any getting-to-know-you conversations of my own like the couple at the Plaza were 
having. Frankly, I was probably worse at it than the guy was. I wasn’t feeling much like 
company at all, unless Cassie was back in her room.  

I checked, when I got back to the hostal, but nobody was in the room, so I went 
back down to our room. I found another scrap of Styrofoam to jam in the door, and went 
to sleep. It didn’t last too long, though, until the door slammed open and the light turned 
on. The girls were talking and shouting loudly. They had either made the decision to be 
assholes, or were completely drunk. I kept thinking it would die down and they would 
pass out, but they kept at it. I got so mad that my feet were numb, and for some reason 
couldn’t ignore them and fall back to sleep. My whole body shuddered and my elbow 
slammed into the wall hard enough to make the glasses on the bed-shelves shake. I could 
feel pieces of paint and plaster flaking on my arm from the dent I’d just made. It brought 
the volume down a few decibels, but not by much. Meiko, the louder of the two, passed 
out a few minutes after that, and Lora followed not long after. I turned off the light again, 
and fell into the deep sleep that I get when I have some alcohol in me.  
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I woke to screaming, feeling unsteady and ill at ease. I couldn’t figure out why it 

should be so unsettling as it was; I had gone to sleep and woken up to the sound of 
women moaning and panting for as many nights as I had been in Valencia. I slept like a 
baby when it started and I woke up happy and refreshed. Listening to strangers 
copulating can be, I think, the best way possible to wake or go to sleep. But this wasn’t 
the same thing. I had to focus in on it to discern why. And then the difference hit me. 
This wasn’t moaning, or passion; some woman who I’ll never meet writhing in orgasmic 
pleasure somewhere across the building. This was painful, agonizing screaming. This was 
the word ‘No’ screamed at the top of tired and hoarse lungs, before it broke down to 
hopeless sobbing. This was incoherent jumbles of sounds expressing what words would 
have failed to. Inconsolable. Unbelievable. It sounded like someone was being tortured, 
literally, just down the hall. The sound made my skin shiver and my nerves twitch. It was 
the kind of thing you normally want to react to; if someone you know makes this noise, 
you want to cry in sympathy, if you see a stranger doing this, you do whatever you can to 
make them feel better, at least a little. Physical confusion filled the morning, with this 
suffering I couldn’t pinpoint, see, or do anything about. I stayed still and closed my eyes 
and tried not to picture a girl with tears streaming down her cheeks and snot dripping 
from her nose, or any one of the hundred things that could have wounded her so much to 
cause this violent outburst. For almost an hour I lie, shifting position every time I shifted 
a thought; every time I failed to block something out. 

Eventually, trying to shake off the unreality of the echoing sounds, I got up, 
shaved, and took a shower. The leak in from the ceiling was getting so bad now that at 
first glance I thought the shower itself had been left on. Of course, one look at the shower 
and you could see this wasn’t the case, not so much from the lack of water coming from 
the showerhead, but by the lack of showerhead itself. Once again, there was just an 
exposed pipe coming from the wall. The broken head was laying on the floor by the 
drain. Opening the window inward now only caught the drips, leaving some mystery 
water still coming down with the shower water. To make matters better, the tomato 
pieces lying around were starting to go south, and the small tile room smelled like an 
over-ripe veggie drawer. In the plus column, however, I got the shower head back on and 
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working enough to clean myself. On the way out the door I saw someone heading in. This 
time, I issued fair warning on how to hold the showerhead while turning on the water so 
it didn’t shoot off and club him in the head with the pressure. Why not do a good deed, 
just this once? Sooner or later someone is going to get hit with it anyway. Maybe one of 
the Germans. There was a nice thought… 

Back in the room, Lora was awake. It was rare, and made me think it was later 
than I thought.  

“You sleep okay?” 
“For the most part. Woke up once. And you?” 
“I sleep good, too. Today is last day for Valencia, so maybe you go out, take a 

last walk or something.” 
“I’ll do that.” 
“Be back by eleven. You need a watch?” 
“Nah. I bought one. Thanks.”  
“Have fun.” Lora collapsed back on the bed. Meiko didn’t even stir.  
It wasn’t even nine yet, so I went down to the street to have a walk in the early 

city light, while the world was still. It was really a peaceful time for goodbyes. 
 
I was immediately curious about the dance competition in the plaza. I figured I 

would just stop in and see what was going on, since I’d no idea when it might start. The 
trouble with numbers is I have absolutely no good reason why I had no idea when it 
might start. There is no real language barriers for numbers. I am certain the sign said 
what time the competition started, and had it written out in nice clear numerals, that even 
if I didn’t speak a word of Spanish, I could have understood. I, however, did not pay 
attention. Even being on my own to communicate and get along at my own means 
apparently wasn’t enough to break me of the assumed incommunicability I suffered from. 
Then again, how much does it really matter what happens and when if I have no 
schedule, no place to be, and don’t need to worry about anyone else? The busses out of 
town leave at noon or something. If dancing starts before then, I can watch it. If not, I 
can’t. Knowing this won’t change it. So fuck time. I would find out when I got to the 
Plaza.  

It was clear something was going on as I approached. I had gone the back way 
to the Plaza, down the still streets that only ever seemed fully alive at night, where the 
dance clubs were the thickest, and down to where the shops started appearing, most 
already open for business. Sitting on the stone ledge of an ancient building, a musician 
was playing a pan pipe. It was a mystical thing, high, wandering notes and quick, sudden 
bursts of down-scale melody. It wouldn’t have been out of place in the magical forests of 
mythical, medieval Europe, or the nymph-filled valleys of the Greek Gods. And, as eerie 
and ethereal as it was, it wasn’t terribly out of place on this particular morning, either. I 
listened to it, and something about the way the notes lingered and echoed made my blood 
run cold. I told myself it was just the lingering effects of the wake-up call, but I couldn’t 
stay and listen anymore regardless, and had to move along.  

Before I could even approach the Plaza de la Virgin, I could see something big 
was going on there. The narrow street leading up to it was lined with unmarked Black 
cars, and men in matching black suits stood, watching everything carefully. Just out of 
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visual range from these men, newscasters stood explaining to the camera’s and people on 
the other side of them what was going to happen on this day, and, no doubt, why it was 
important. The news people were speaking languages other than Spanish or English, 
which told me it might have been a bigger event than I had previously thought. I weaved 
between officious-looking government men, the Spanish answer to the secret service, and 
the various news-crews, making a point to avoid walking between the camera’s and the 
casters (while most likely managing to get in the background of several broadcasts). 
Apart from these people, though, the plaza was as empty as it ever was, no early crowds 
waiting for the show to start, and no music going on. Since it wasn’t soon enough to 
show time to bother with waiting, I just kept walking, through the paths with the least 
number of scary governmental agents, around the cathedrals in some of my favorite 
walkways that led underneath the old arched hallways that connected the cathedral to the 
old living quarters of clergy.  

I wandered through all of my favorite streets; past the plant museum, through 
the gardens, down to the large fountain, where the mist mixed with the morning air and 
the bright sunlight to form a new-day magic to help clear away some of the disease 
lingering from the morning. And then I made my way back up, stopping in again at the 
Plaza de Redonda and the Mercado Central, to enjoy the stalls where actual whole rabbits 
and ducks hung in butcher stalls, and cheese were on display that had been made by hand 
by the people standing behind the counter, or their families. When I got back to the room 
the girls were awake and packing their things together. Everything I owned had been 
packed away already. I went upstairs to check for Cass one more time, but she was still 
out. I wrote a letter telling her I was sorry I missed here, and told her how she could get 
in contact with me, and then went back down to our own room, where I sat and read 
while they gathered everything together, and when they gave the word, lashed my book 
to the top of my backpack (to the series of elastic straps that can be used for little more 
than lashing down a book-sized object for easy access), and we started down the stairs, 
heavy packs on shoulder. 

We walked down many of the same roads we came in on, carrying the packs, 
only this time they were roads I knew. I felt like I was going through familiar territory 
now, not some strange place. The graffiti were harmless pictures, following the common 
patterns of eyeballs with stick-figure feet or detailed drawings. The broken down 
buildings were charming. We had to rest a few times, when Meiko expressed (in German) 
that she didn’t think she could go on any longer. When we crossed the two busiest streets 
and the park, we finally broke down, and Meiko made Lora hail us a cab for the rest of 
the way. The rest of the way, of course, was only a matter of five blocks away, and even 
with heavy bags, an utter waste of money. But it got us to the bus station, where we stood 
waiting for our bus, which wasn’t on so strict a schedule, and then loaded on. The seating 
was open again, so I found a pair of empty seats right in front of the mid-way door and 
the bathroom, and sat down. Just before pulling out of the garage, an Australian girl 
approached from behind me, either having snuck past me cleverly earlier in the seating, 
or moving up in some kind of mid-trip seat-shifting, and wanted to join me in the other of 
the two seats. By my count the entire bus was filled when we left the lot, and the under-
carriage luggage store was quite full. So, slowly and tightly packed, we pulled out of the 
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garage, through a curious series of streets, and onto the Spanish highway, leaving 
Valencia behind me. 

 
The bus trip seemed at once longer, and more pleasant than it had been 

previously, when taken at night. I am fairly certain that all the stops were the same: I 
recognized the same rest stop (this time I stayed on board), and the check points. As near 
as I could tell, they were spaced every 100km. However, there was no need to feel as 
though I should be asleep; conversation flowed all around, and I wasn’t completely 
exhausted from being up all night.  

The girl was calm and quiet. She had a magazine with her, folded in her hand, 
but did not open it, and did not speak. I could only tell she was an Australian because of 
the way she said ‘excuse me’ when she sat down. Although, I was beginning to notice a 
series of familiar traits in the Australians; a certain longness to the face, a definition to 
the features. Line up a Briton an American and an Australian, and I couldn’t have picked 
them out, of course. But on a bus full of Spaniards and other Europeans, they stuck out as 
much as, I’m sure, I did. She was pretty, though, with long straight hair that shone 
healthily, and a thin smile. She didn’t seem to be paying attention to anything in 
particular, neither was she looking out the window at anything. So I decided to take my 
chances in a conversation. Because, if nothing else, girls with Australian accents are 
adorable.  

“They sure pack these things to the rafters, don’t they?”  
“Best way to get their money out, I suppose.” 
“The price of cheap tickets, right? Next summer they’ll release the even cheaper 

way to travel: a box truck with a shelving system in the back. Just slide on into your 
particular shelf, try your best to sleep, jammed in like a sardine, and in five to seven 
hours, you’ll arrive at your destination.” 

“That’s not a bad idea. I could use a nap.” 
“You want I should stop the talking and let you nap?” 
“No, I can never sleep on these things.” 
“I know. The bus on the way down the Valencia was murder. And that one was 

half as full and in the middle of the night.”  
“Why were you taking the bus in the middle of the night? Did you miss the 

regular bus?” 
“No. No, that was part of the plan. You see, this way, we could save on a night 

of having a room. Sleep on the bus, and then hit the town refreshed, and one nights rent 
richer.” 

“Sounds like a good plan. Did it work?” 
“Not so much, no. We got into town too early to do anything with the extra time, 

and I got about five minutes of sleep in a five hour span, and the Germans were whiney 
all day. The rest was spent mostly staring into space and shoving this sleeping guy off 
me.” 

“Germans?” 
“The people I’m traveling with. Look about four rows up, and across the aisle, 

the two girls who look like they’ve never met, because they aren’t talking or looking at 
each other or anything? Those are the Germans.”  
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“You don’t talk about them like you like them much.” 
“Yeah. That’s because I’ve been with them for a week. We aren’t close.” 
“That’s too bad.” 
“Hey. We liked each other long enough to get me to Spain, and that’s what 

matters. Having friends at this point would just be gravy.” 
“And what have you been doing then by yourself?” 
And as the bus ride went on, we discussed the things that we had each seen on 

our Spanish vacations. She, like so many others, had been in town for the Tomato 
Festival nearby to Valencia, and I got to hear about the chaos and madness of hundreds of 
people laughing and hurling tomatoes and swimming in fruit. From the descriptions, it 
was something of a mix between mud wrestling and old footage of Woodstock. And it 
was an interesting visual; half naked people from all over the world dancing and covered 
in tomato chunks. Everybody who goes just wears a white t-shirt, so that nothing 
important gets ruined, and so you have a stained shirt as a souvenir, but as a result, after 
the first hour or so, the whole event starts to double as a wet t-shirt contest. I had actually 
heard of this festival, seen it on the travel channel. I couldn’t get over the fact that it had 
been so close, and yet I missed it. It was the first time I was a little angry that I never 
traveled with friends. If I had someone with me, surely one of us would have picked up 
on the tomato thing.  

There was a loud argument growing from the back of the bus, between an 
elderly Spanish woman and a young, possibly Australian man. The majority of the 
argument consisted of an older Spanish woman jabbering in Spanish, in a shrill angry 
voice, and the guy saying ‘no’ repeatedly. This doubly one-sided argument built to a head 
as the old woman started screaming at the top of her wrinkled, collapsing lungs and the 
man responded by yelling ‘fuck off’ at the top of his. This culminated with the woman 
hobbling up to the bus driver to tattle. He sent her back to her seat, where the argument 
continued until the next toll-stop and he had to come back to tell them that if they didn’t 
stop the arguing they would be removed. I tried to picture what it would look like for the 
wretched, ugly old hag to be thrown off the bus, perhaps breaking a jaw and a hip as she 
struck the ground with the sound of a sack of meat landing on rocks. Frankly, by that 
point, it no longer mattered what might have happened, or what the dude could have 
possibly done to anger the woman so, because the horrid and incoherent screeching that 
was coming out of her mustached lips and poorly-crafted teeth were enough to make me 
wish such horrible injury and battery on her that she would find it quite difficult to 
continue to make these noises, or noises anything like them, in the future. However, the 
threat of being de-boarded forcefully from the bus was enough to make them stop. My 
travel companion and I looked at each other and shrugged, and then continued our 
conversation with no more interruption from the trouble from the back. 

We took a break in the conversation when a movie came on the television. I 
recognized the movie right away, but it was such an odd thing to see on a bus in Spain it 
took a moment for the title to hit me. Twister. With Bill Paxton, Helen Hunt, and Cary 
Elwes. Dubbed into Spanish. There was a time when my sister was incredibly fond of the 
movie, and as a result, I’d seen it dozens of times. Not enough to remember that Bill 
Paxton was in it though. In my memory, the part of Bill Paxton is usually played by Sam 
Neill or Dennis Quaid, with his Grinch-like smile. Not just this movie, either. Every 
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movie I’ve ever seen him in, my memory inserts the stand-ins. Regardless, it was like a 
bizarre dream, watching the faces and scenes I knew carrying on as they always did, only 
with strange new voices coming out of their mouths. Not just that the voices were 
different, and speaking a funny language; the voices were the most stereotypical 
‘Spanish-Language Show’ voices I could have imagined. Paxton spoke with a booming 
voice that dripped machismo; somewhere in California the real Paxton was lounging, 
wishing he was Sam Neill so people would remember him, and wondering how in the 
Hell his chest just got three times hairier, by mere association to the voice. Likewise, 
Helen Hunt was now speaking with a high-pitched damsel-in-distress voice, and Elwes 
was driving around in his black truck laughing like a cheesy horror villain. And for the 
first time, Cary Elwes’ voice was less effeminate and mannered than Helen Hunt’s.  

The novelty of all of this was lost on my new friend, who started drifting to 
sleep not twenty minutes into the movie. I laughed, and asked if she needed a siesta, and 
she just nodded and made an agreeing sound in the back of her throat. I went back to the 
movie, and after a few minutes, she shifted herself in her seat and lay her head on my 
shoulder. It was a little weird, simply because we hadn’t really known each other well, or 
closely. We spoke for two hours or so, with no contact whatsoever, and now I was 
becoming her pillow. However, I’ll take a pretty Aussie girl over an ugly Spanish man 
any day, and I didn’t say anything, just petted her hair for a moment to mark my approval 
of the action. I had intended to watch the Spanish Twister, but the steady breathing and 
warm skin were drawing me in, and before long I was drifting off myself. I woke briefly 
to watch the little plastic electrodes from the twister-measuring device scatter across the 
road, whilst the tornado-chasers clamored after them, and then my eyes closed again, and 
when they opened next the television was black, the day having already been saved. The 
entire bus was eerily silent. Even though it was still the middle of the afternoon, there 
was little conversation, and little movement as everyone hunkered down and napped out 
the duration of the trip. The girl was still asleep, so I had to maneuver carefully to get my 
book out without tossing her head off my shoulder like a misbehaven cat.  

And I read. It was somehow pleasant, even though there was no real reason for it 
to be. I was sitting in a cramped seat on a crowded bus, which was smelling a little off as 
anything small and packed with people will after any amount of time. Nobody was 
speaking to me, partially because few people even spoke my language, and partially 
because the people I was there with weren’t near me and wouldn’t talk to me if they 
didn’t absolutely have to anyway. There was no entertainment, and I couldn’t move my 
right arm because a girl I did not know was sleeping on it, and all I had to read was a 
book about Football, which, however well written and funny it may be, was still about 
Football. Describe it out loud, and it should have been miserable. I should have been 
counting the seconds until I could get off that thing. But I wasn’t. It was really nice. It 
was peaceful, and calm. Reminded me a little of those cold days in winter, when it’s icy 
and freezing outside, and you can see it through the window, see the snow, see the empty 
streets, see people walking by shivering and bundled up, but it’s still warm inside. There 
was that same sensation, of being locked inside something, safe, and vaguely triumphant 
over…something. Doesn’t really make any more sense, I suppose, but I guess I was 
hiding from the stillness and quiet by being still and quiet myself. If I was more silent 
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than the space around me, if I moved less, I was somehow in the center of it, looking out; 
turning the nothingness back on itself. I smiled.  

Australian-girl didn’t wake up until just before the bus ride came to an end. She 
smiled and sat up, until she saw the trace drop of drool on my shoulder, and became too 
embarrassed to look at me until I assured her that it was okay. I don’t know if she 
believed me, but we spoke quietly for the last half hour, until the bus pulled back into the 
covering that was the bus station we originally left. The entire bus emptied, and started to 
cluster to get our bags. The girl met up with her companions, who had been sitting 
somewhere else, and I grabbed all our bags and waited for the girls to mosey down the 
steps. They looked like they had just woken up, and sleepily grabbed their bags. Meiko 
made that whining sound that I’m sure translated to bitching in German, and I was glad I 
didn’t fully understand.  

I followed the two of them, having no idea what the plan was. We went and sat 
on a short length of concrete wall, with our bags at our feet. They discussed things, and 
every once in a while, Lora would look at her watch and then wander off. Meiko didn’t 
say anything to me during these moments in which we were left alone. In fact, she didn’t 
even look at me, so much that I remain fairly certain she was making a point not to look 
anywhere in a direction that could potentially have me in it. So I made no attempt to draw 
her into a conversation. After the third such trip away, Lora took pity on me, finally 
realizing that I probably had no idea what was going on. 

“We wait here for my friend, Oskar. He comes down from up North to be with 
us for holiday.” So there WAS a friend of Lora’s along for the journey. I was starting to 
think I had imagined that part of the original plan.  

“Cool. I was wondering when he was going to show up. Is his bus late?” 
“Yes. Maybe. I do not know when this bus arrives, which bus it is. He tells me, 

I, uh…forget. I do not see him here now, so it will come soon I think.”  
“ Good deal. Is he someone you met when you were living here?” 
“No, he is friend from school. He is living in Spain now, for a while. Soon he 

comes home.” So it is to be another German. 
“You’ve known him a long time?” 
“Yes, very long. He is very good friend.” 
“Right on. I’m looking forward to meeting him.” Which was true. At this point, 

it would be good to see a new face, even if it was just one more German.  
And she was right: it didn’t take too much longer of sitting on the wall for him 

to show up. He looked pretty German, too; tall and lanky with curly hair and pale skin 
with rosy cheeks. Reminded me of a German exchange student. They all looked just like 
him. He stood and spoke German with the girls for a while, until Lora pointed at me, and 
he nodded. I don’t know what their word for ‘horrible bastard’ is, so I missed the full 
introduction, but he seemed not terribly displeased. 

“Hi, Ellis. You’re American?” 
“Yes. I am. Good to meet you.” 
“Yes, you too. Forgive me if my English is bad. I have been speaking Spanish 

for so long, and now German, and English at the same time. I am going to get so 
confused.” 

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll let you know if you start babbling.” 
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“In two days, there won’t be any sentences, just Spanish and German and 
English all mixed up. It’ll be a mess.” 

“I’m looking forward to it. Should be interesting.” 
“So, now we are going to go get a place to stay, yes?” 
“Um…dunno. I am poorly informed on the plans.” 
“They don’t tell you things? Oh. This is what Lora said.” 
“Okay. Cool.” We all gathered our things and walked into the Sants Estacio, and 

went down to the Metro train. We took the blue line, the number 5, which is the same one 
we had taken our first day here to go to the beach, and got off on the Drassanes Station, 
as we did previously. Only, instead of walking down the wide road with all the people, 
we ducked straight away into the side-streets, and started looking for a place to stay. This 
is actually one of the more suiting parts of the way these things work. The concept that 
we’re staying somewhere, without any idea or notion beforehand where. We know the 
area we want to be, and then we just…look. No reservations or check-in times or 
deposits. No schedules. One cannot vacation properly when one constantly has schedules 
to keep.  

The first three places we went to didn’t even let us in the front door. One was 
full, one was actually a home for elderly people, and the third just didn’t answer. 
However, the fourth one was progress. Oskar and I sat with the bags on the ground floor 
while the girls went up and discussed the room. Oskar was reading a sign and laughing.  

“You know what this sign says?” 
“Um…escuela del teatro otro del río…that means theatre school 

from…something of the river?” 
“Right. School of Theatre from over the River. That’s…in Germany, this is one 

of our phrases. If someone says they are from the other side of the river, it means they 
are…gay? Homosexual? So this place, it sounds like it is saying it is a Gay Theatre 
School.” 

“Makes sense to me. In America, you don’t even really need to preface it. 
Homosexuality is implied just with the words Theatre School.” Oskar laughed. 

“Mom, Dad, I have something to tell you…I am going to Theatre School.” 
“It’s like letting them down easy.” He laughed again. The girls came back down, 

and he pointed at the sign on the door. They both laughed. Conversation, and we picked 
up our bags and left. As we were walking down the road, Oskar turned. 

“Oh. What we were saying was, she, who runs this place, has two places. That 
one was for if you stay three days or less, and this is for four or more. So we got the keys 
and will stay here. It is fifteen EU a night for each of us.” 

“I figured it would be more expensive here.” 
“Yeah. Barcelona isn’t cheap. It’s a good deal though, because they’ll have a 

room, and we’ll have a room.” 
“Cool. This is great. I’m In the Loop.”  
 
We turned down an alley that was short and small and dark, and smelled terrible. 

It was the same sewage smell from Valencia, only three times stronger in this section of 
street. The alley was more angled, too, than the streets in the other town had been. The 
center of the street was the gutter, with water sitting in it from runoff dripping off 
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buildings and leaking pipes. We opened the door and went up aged stairs to the second 
floor, where the Hostal was marked simply by a blue and white sign with a P on it.  

We opened the door, after the locks were figured out (not the easiest task in the 
world considering that this door, also, had no knob. It had a plate where it looked as 
though there was once a knob, but that had been replaced with a dead-bolt style lock) and 
entered into our new hostal.  

There was a desk right in the opening, like a front desk, only nobody was 
stationed there. Behind that was a sliding door of opaque white glass, closed. The place 
was immediately dismaying; dirty and worn and ramshackle. It smelled like something 
unclean but coated with soap. We walked down the uneven hall to the door that led to the 
first room.  

The room made me take back my initial judgment. It was old, yes, but so was 
the first place we stayed. This one had two full sized beds, and a private washroom with a 
shower. The floor and walls were relatively clean. On the other side of the beds there was 
a tall, eight-foot window that came to the floor and led out to a balcony with a chair on it. 
Across the way, on the other side of the alley we had come in by, was another apartment, 
where music played and people spoke. It was a nice room. We sat there, and the others 
spoke, and I went out to the balcony to read and eat a sandwich. Across from me, a man 
came out on his own balcony with a tape deck and a guitar. He sat on the ground, playing 
along with a tape and singing. I stopped reading to listen to him; to the girl in the back of 
the house singing along. This went on for five or six songs, during all of which the 
fraulines mocked him terribly. It made a little more sense, their lack of musical interest, 
watching them do this. Playing along with music you know is one of the most common 
ways to learn to play, to practice. I learned to play bass exclusively by playing all the 
grunge songs that I listened to at the time. And then the man turned off the tape, and went 
back inside. Not long after, I got sick of listening to the German. I took the other key, and 
walked back down the hallway to the other room.  

The second room wasn’t as nice as the first. It actually reaffirmed my original 
opinion about the place. It wasn’t so much the dirt that made me uncomfortable. Dirt 
washes off. It was the fact that nothing seemed put together right. The floor was uneven, 
and broken, with sharp pieces of terra-cotta tile laying open. The bathroom had a huge 
raised platform where the shower was, and a low-hanging hand-shower. And I don’t 
mean slightly raised or slightly lowered. The floor of the shower was above my knees, 
and the showerhead was mounted at shoulder level. Even if I was crouching on the floor 
of the shower it didn’t look like I could fit under the showerhead. The toilet was also 
raised up a foot. In between, right across from the door, was the sink, and a drain in the 
middle of the floor. Unlike the Girls’ room, our window was not so large, or so open. It 
was as tall, but went down only so far as the top of a bookshelf where the extra blankets 
and towels were kept, about three feet above the floor. The window opening itself had 
rough iron bars over, which is just as well, because there was no balcony on the other 
side and no view to see if there had been one. Just another gray ventilation shaft that 
smelled as bad as anything ever had, and filled the room with its foul odor. There were 
aging and yellowed cabinets along one wall, covered with the remnants of stickers and 
tape, with the doors falling off their hinges. It looked like a tenement apartment in the 
slums somewhere. It was hard to believe I was paying to stay there; harder to believe that 
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anyone would want to get in so bad as to kick the door in. Regardless, when Oskar 
followed me to explore the new room, I noticed that someone previously had. The 
doorjamb was torn apart where the latch hit, and was repaired with a simple board nailed, 
not screwed, into the frame. This caused the door to get stuck often, and only open 
loudly. Oskar’s impression was about the same as mine, but he justified that we wouldn’t 
really have to spend all that much time there, since we had the girls’ room to hang out in 
when we weren’t out in the town. He still wasn’t fully aware of just how welcome I 
wasn’t going to be in that other room. But, I couldn’t certainly make a point not to be in 
this place longer than I had to.  

Lora and Meiko appeared to check out our room, and laughed at the squalor of it 
compared to theirs. When they were done mocking, we all went for a walk, and once 
again, I was invited. It was weird. 

 
The streets of Barcelona were similar to the ones of Valencia, but there was a 

different feel to a lot of it. Everything seemed both newer and filthier. There was more 
glass and neon and modern store-fronts, with the glitz and glowing of a modern nightlife, 
and most of the streets were wider than they are in Valencia. But at the same time, 
everything is completely dirty, with actual garbage and remnants piling up in the corner 
between buildings and paving stones. Valencia was huge and old, but maintained the feel 
of a small town to some degree, with its friendly demeanor and markets full of people 
selling the meat of animals they had slaughtered themselves. Barcelona was bigger, and 
somehow managed to blend in the crust of a large city with the ancient carved stone of 
history. The people reflected this: a more touristy group than before; louder, more 
foreign, flashier. There was an overwhelming abundance of people who were under-
dressed in a careful, deliberate way implying vacation and adventure. There was the 
superficial obsession over beauty that the Spanish women had, without the subdued 
restraint. It was a little like an American dance club on spring break, or a city of good 
size between 10 and 11 on Fat Tuesday.  

I was recognizing buildings, as we walked, that I had seen all those days earlier 
when we first arrived, as though my mind had wrapped around the concept of Spain 
enough for it to be real, a place I could be. We stopped in at a strip of shops up a stone-
bricked road. I’d decided earlier in the day that I was going to buy necklaces for all the 
friends back home. Most of these places had hand-made jewelry of some kind, and 
necklaces were much better gifts than, say, shot glasses that say Barcelona on them or 
postcards or t-shirts. Not that I didn’t buy t-shirts. Just not for everyone. So I window-
shopped more than the girls combined, and bought lovely beaded necklaces while they 
tapped their feet and waited, and Oskar looked longingly after some miniature hookah 
pipes.  

It was mentioned that we were running low on food, but nobody could 
remember where the grocery store might be, so we went into three separate bodegas until 
we found one that they felt would have the correct assortment of breads and beverages. 
They also had some more Queso, and all manner of things to drink, including some 
insanely cheap alcohol, and I had to use the glorious opportunity to load up on vodka and 
tequila, and some sour lemon beverage to mix them with. After closer inspection, the 
available breads were not to the liking of the Germans, and they left largely unfulfilled, 



 147

though they did get some butter and nutella to put on the bread they didn’t have. Now 
that they felt themselves burdened by the groceries, we returned back to the hostal and 
hung around in the nice room, eating the last of the bread. And then I drank the drink of 
the righteous. Oskar joined me for a few, but the girls looked at us in their disgusted and 
arrogant way, and refused to drink anything. While I was drinking on the balcony, things 
were being discussed, and the decision was made that they would go out dancing. Oskar 
thought I should come along. As he asked me, I could see Meiko sitting on the bed 
scowling at him. I tried to imagine going out with them again; me acting overly energetic 
and bubbly if only to irritate them, and ruining their night for a second time through 
spirit. But the whole thing would be a lot of work and not all that much fun. I declined 
with all the politeness of a half-drunk man, and brought my bottles to our less pleasant 
room. I had another drink and came to the conclusion that it was a fine night and I had a 
new town to walk around in and explore.  

 
It was a little like starting over at square one again, only with no map and a head 

full of cheap alcohol. I had the feeling of the Spanish streets, I had a confidence of 
wandering. Our room was off a very distinctive alley off of one of the largest streets in 
the city, the Passeig de Colom, named, most likely, after the tall column with the statue 
on it which was at the dead end of the street. On the other side of this street, there was 
water, which made me all the more confident that, if wandering, I could find the room 
again. Find the beach, the sea, or any large body of water relating to this, and I can find 
the room. So simple a blind man could do it (mostly because our alley was identifiable by 
the severity of the stench coming from it).  

With this confidence, I crossed said street, where a pleasant strip of grass and a 
really nice park separated the cars from the marina that lined the water. I followed this 
along until I heard a lot of shouting in that language that I know.  

“God, you’re an fucking prick. Will you leave me alone!” An Aussie girl was 
knocking a guy’s arm away from her, face red.  

“What? We didn’t mean it.” The guy attached to the recently slapped arm 
laughed along with the crowd of people. The girl wasn’t quite so amused.  

“Just fuck off, alright?” 
“Aw, come on, don’t be that way.”  
She didn’t say anything else, just turned and stormed off. She ran right past me, 

tears shining on her cheeks. The other group just clamored their confusion and laughed, 
not so much as looking in the direction the poor girl ran in. And, since they were 
unpleasant and in front of me, and they weren’t paying attention anyway, I turned around 
and went back the way I came. 

Down the path, where the park raised up and met with the sidewalk, around the 
corner from a large, ancient looking building originally having something to do with 
maritime trading or military concern, or some kind of nautical club, (with the usual 
assortment of towers and decorative protrusions), and leaning against the stone walls, 
gray with age and dirt, was the girl. She was shaking a little, crying quietly; a sad chill 
charging through a beautiful frame, twisting it.  

“Hey.” She sniffed and looked up at me, her eyes puffy. 
“Hrmi.” It was a cracked squeak of a greeting.  
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“I heard the yelling. You doing alright?” Although she was crying quietly, when 
she spoke her all that came out were broken sounds, with words mixed up in them.  

“Sssnf…I just don’t want…to be around them.”  
“Why WOULD you want to be around someone who doesn’t treat you well?”  
“They just…I’m so sick of it…” She was controlling her crying now, her words 

were clearer. 
“So don’t. Lots of people in this town that aren’t stupid pricks.”  
“Yeah…I don’t know any though.”  
“Well, meet them. My name is Ellis.” 
“Bridget.”  
“Nice to meet you.”  
“So you’re not a stupid prick?” 
“Well, not that big of an asshole. At least not all the time.” 
“Then it’s nice to meet you as well.”  
“So now do you want to tell me what happened?” 
She told me about how she was going on this trip with her boyfriend and some 

of his friends. They hadn’t been dating for terribly long or anything, and I she never even 
met some of the people they were going with. But a trip to Spain was a trip to Spain, and 
ten days couldn’t be that long for something to go wrong. But the second he got around 
his friends, the dude turned into this grade-a asshole, and starting giving her a hard time. 
In the daytime he would ignore her or make fun of her or grope her in public, and at night 
he expected her to do whatever the Hell he wanted her to do, like his own private bendy 
doll. He wasn’t even paying for her trip; she was doing it all on her own. They were just 
the vehicle through which to go on the trip; the opportunity, not the source. And now she 
was regretting ever agreeing to go on the trip, regretting even meeting the guy. Even if he 
wasn’t this big of a jerk before, and promised to be less of a jerk later, he couldn’t take 
away the way he’s been acting. She had all but told him that she was done with him in a 
dating-type respect. Now she just had to get through the vacation with as little annoyance, 
while salvaging as much entertainment as she could until she returned to home turf and 
could proceed to never talk to him again.  

While she was explaining all this, we walked up and through the brightly lit 
streets, until we came to a wide section, more sidewalk than the road but not quite a full 
square, and restaurants spilled out of the doors into the fresh air. We sat down for a while, 
and waited for someone to come and offer us food and drink, but nobody came. So we 
continued to sit and talk, somehow invisible to all serving staff. She seemed to be having 
a good time, and had relaxed significantly. She wanted to have a drink, and since we sure 
as Hell weren’t getting any at the establishment we were apparently just on the outskirts 
of, we decided to find a proper bar and get a drink there, and then worry about food a 
little later.  

Just down the street was one such bar with flashing lights of all colors God 
created, and a few I’m sure he wishes he had thought of. There was loud music making 
the reflections in the window shimmer and shake; even the people standing at the bar 
were dancing. We had lemon-vodkas (the one non-beer drink you can safely order), and 
stood near the bar listening to music and shouting at one another. After two more drinks 
she wanted to dance, and by this time I was drunk enough to agree to this twice over. So 
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we danced for a few songs, all traces of earlier sadness disappeared from her sweet face, 
replaced by lips pulled back into a smile as we danced and laughed as our dancing came 
to a crashing halt. She finally wanted to see about getting food, so we stumbled laughing 
out of the bar and started walking aimlessly and discussing the options to eat. For every 
restaurant or eatery I brought up that I had seen, we came closer to the conclusion that 
she didn’t really care if we went out at all, eventually realizing she would just as soon go 
back to my room with food. 

The Germans weren’t back when we got in, but the Spanish aren’t as used to 
young men of my talents, and the door to the good room, where all the food was locked 
away, opened with the help of a fake credit card and some wiggling. We finished off the 
last of the bread in some sandwiches, watching the people from the balcony, and then 
returned to the little room where I was to be staying, leaving the good room locked tight, 
with no implication that I had ever been in there, aside from the vague scent of alcohol 
that passed in my wake.  

Back in the ugly room we sat on the cabinet beneath the open window and 
talked quietly, to the complete exclusion of all the rest of the world until Bridget was so 
tired she could barely stay awake. Due mostly to the timing in which I arrived, the relief 
of having someone finally treat her decently perhaps, Bridget seemed relaxed and at 
home, as friendly as though we had known each other for some time. She ended up close 
enough that she was laying her head against me whenever the tiredness took her too 
suddenly. In my drunken haze, I thought that perhaps she was having a good enough 
time, or was maybe even charmed enough by my own company, that she would be 
staying here and not bothering at all to return to the ass-hole friends she had abandoned in 
an emotional fit. She could just continue her vacation staying with our group, or with me 
at any rate, and then return to her friends on whatever day their plane was supposed to 
leave. But all her things were with them, which made it all a little unpractical, and 
eventually we both knew she would have to go back to her own people. She and I walked 
down for a while, until she was certain she knew where she was; just a block away from 
her own hostal.  

 I walked slowly back to my own room, thinking about the girl and an 
opportunity lost, replaying the evening in my head to see if I had made any mistakes. I 
wondered briefly what the Germans were doing, where in Spain Cassie was right then, 
and how she was doing, and if there were any places to go to keep me from having to go 
back to bed alone. Ultimately, I was far too tired to hit the bars and do any more dancing 
or acting charming, and accepted that it was time to call it a night. After stumbling up the 
stairs, through the knobless door of the Hotel Desperation, and forcing my way into our 
ramshackle room, leaving it unlocked (although still jammed well and proper due to the 
random piece of board nailed to the doorframe to keep it shut), I stripped the heavy 
comforter from the bed and put it in the cabinet, and collapsed.  
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Day Day Day Day 9    
 
  
 
 
 
There was a hacking cough, ghastly and horrible; not a simple flu or something-

down-the-wrong-pipe cough that clears up and leaves the cougher good as new, this was 
the kind of cough that came with blood and mucous, sleepless nights, and eventually 
death, neither sudden nor surprising. This long death rattle went on and on, never 
breaking for more than ten minutes.  

The cough was joined very quickly by the screaming of a child, shrill, grating, 
terrible. The child was soothed, somewhat unsuccessfully, by the unnatural singing of 
middle-aged woman who is the antithesis of what singing was supposed to be, who 
heretofore had been occupying herself by cooking a meal of mysterious origins which 
sent a God-awful smell into the air, strong enough to work its way through the blankets 
and clothing no matter how hard I tried to cover my nose or how hard I tried not to 
breath.  

What finally got me out of bed was the stomping from the room above which 
caused the walls to vibrate, and the mirror to rattle nearly off the wall. Since the entire 
country of Spain seemed determined to keep me from sleeping, I gave in and sat up. 
Oskar was asleep in his bed, though I couldn’t say when he may have come in. Even 
though I did have a watch now, I still had no idea what time it was when I finally went to 
sleep. For that matter, I couldn’t remember for the life of me what day it might be. I got 
out a scrap of paper and tried to map it out. I counted out the days from when I left, on 
the 20th, until the day I was supposed to go back. And if that was a Friday, which I was 
almost certain it was, which would leave me on a Saturday. In a few days, it would either 
be the 30th or the 31st, depending on what kind of a month it was. Thinking about it too 
hard would be useless, though, so instead I started to get ready for whatever day was 
ahead of me. Our private washroom was really only marginally bigger than that of an 
airplane; just as narrow, but longer. On one end there was a toilet, a literal throne on a 
raised marble dais, and opposite that, the shower, which proved to be just as difficult to 
use as one would imagine from looking at it. The cord on the hand-held shower head was 
short enough that one could not use it standing up, but the place where it mounted to the 
wall was far too low for me to be able to use it while mounted, even crouching down into 
a small beastly ball. The result was an awkward squatting position, using the handheld 
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and passing it from hand to hand while scrubbing. When I’d finished, and successfully 
gone down the now-wet and very slippery marble stairs from the shower, Oskar was now 
awake and sitting on the edge of his bed.  

“Gut morning.”  
“Morning.” 
“Did you sleep okay?” 
“I did. You?” 
“Yes, like…very well.” He was clearly fairly tired and having some difficulty 

sorting out the languages, good though he may be, and whatever sentence he had in mind 
when he started was finished with what he could remember quickly.  

“What time did you get in?” 
“Three, I think?” 
“Did you have fun dancing?” 
“We didn’t dance, actually. We went, but Lora thought it was a little loud 

and…Meiko didn’t want to dance. So we went to eat at another place and then just 
walked around for a while.” 

“Good deal.” 
“How is the shower?” 
“Awkward and weak. You going in?” 
“Yes, I think so.” 
“Watch your step. Slippery in there.”  
He declared upon finishing his shower that he wanted to go get some bread, 

since we were out of it and the girls wouldn’t be waking for some time. He hadn’t spent 
as much time in Barcelona as Lora had, but he had spent considerably more time in 
Spain, and as such his Spanish was remarkable and fluent, while hers was broken and 
clearly quite limited. Regardless, we stood at the back end of the alley, away from the 
water, discussing which way we would find a bread store in.  

“How about that direction? What does that sign say?” I pointed across the street. 
“What sign?” 
“The red one, with yellow letters. Above what looks to be a counter selling 

bread and pastries and stuff.” 
“…it does look like a bakery doesn’t it?” We bought two loaves of Spanish 

bread, light and long and thin, with a hard crust and soft middle. Since the entire 
adventure was as anticlimactic as it could have been, and nobody was given any time to 
sleep longer, we walked back through the alley and the street on the other side, to the 
railing which separated the wide sidewalk from the lowered walk that marked the 
beginning of the park. 

“So, you’re English is excellent. Let me guess; exchange student?” 
“That’s right.” 
“What part of the country were you in?” 
“Kentucky.” 
“Ooh. Sorry about that. How did you like it?” 
“Kentucky?” 
“The whole thing.” 
“Oh, it was different. Interesting.” 
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“The school was simple and the people were basic?” 
“School work was pretty easy. Not that the other kids were dumb, necessarily it 

was just…less important to everyone that things got done, or that you remembered 
anything.” 

“And the rest of it?” 
“The rest of America…your malls were absolutely enormous. Just full of people 

and stores and food. It was insane.” 
“And the food?” 
“Oh, it was good. There was so much of it just everywhere. Some of them like 

we have here, but it wasn’t the same at all.” 
“And some, like Taco Bell, that haven’t managed to find their way here yet.” 
“I loved Taco Bell. That was one of my favorites, there and…another…they 

made sandwiches and had a weird name?” 
“Quiznos?” 
“Yeah! Quiznos. That was really good. We should get them, too.” 
“How did the whole thing compare? The environment, the way kids grow up?” 
“You grow up faster, I think? Less controlled. There is so much more room for 

them to be by themselves, and you spend all this time listening to music and movies, it’s 
everywhere. Like these things are telling you to grow up faster and more violently than 
normal, or at least is normal for me. Like, metal detectors at the school? And all those 
girls having babies? It was weird.” 

“Where I went to school had the highest percentage of teenage pregnancies of 
any school in the state.” 

“Right! And there are drugs everywhere. I mean, we have drugs here, I like to 
drink and when it’s available I like to smoke a little weed. But it’s not everywhere, and 
not all the time. People aren’t selling hard drugs in school. And over here, it’s no big 
deal. We could be sitting here getting high right now and the police wouldn’t do anything 
about it, so it isn’t as big a deal to everyone.”  

“So you’re saying the fact that it’s illegal to smoke weed and do drugs and drink 
before 21 is the reason it’s so bad?” 

“I think that because it is illegal it means there is no…no medium, you know? 
All you have are one group saying ‘no, no don’t do that, it’s terrible, never touch it’ and 
another group saying ‘yes, do it, get drunk every day, get stoned every day, that’s what 
life is’ so kids have to listen to one or the other, there is no middle.” 

“Right. Whereas if it was legalized, or at least openly ignored, then we could 
point out ‘hey, this stuff is pretty good, you can use it sometimes, but this other stuff is 
really bad, you should avoid using it.’ That grouping weed and crack together in the laws 
makes them more open to the kids. They smoke weed, and that doesn’t hurt them, so 
smoking crack, which is just as illegal, will probably be alright?” 

“Yeah, I think that’s it there. Nobody is ever told how things work. The school I 
went to taught about drugs, and it said that all drugs were bad, drinking was bad, but 
almost everybody drank some, or did some drugs, so they knew it was shit, you know? 
The school said that sex was bad, you shouldn’t have sex, but it didn’t tell what to do if 
you did, to use condoms and to be careful and to know the person first. And so the kids, 
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they know they aren’t going to listen to the teachers but they don’t really know what they 
are doing.”  

“So, my friend Janice has been living in Germany for 3 or 4 years now. She 
spent a year in high school here, and now she works with kids. She says that the schools 
are terrible, because they provide absolutely no guidance for the kids; they are made to 
remember facts, and they do learn a lot of facts, but they don’t get anything out of the 
experience that will improve their lives in the long run or prepare them for real life. 
You’ve seen our schools, you grew up in your schools, what do you think?” 

“I don’t think so. I think our schools are less social than yours. We don’t spent 
so much time worrying about fashion or talking or having dances and parties. But I think 
we do learn a lot more than just facts. I mean, we still date in school, we still have friends 
and play music and stuff. We have some less free time, and that keeps us from partying 
as much as you, but it doesn’t stop it all. Our schools don’t much focus on the future. My 
school in Kentucky had people who were called…” 

“Guidance Counselors?” 
“Yes! Guidance counselors. And they sat down with kids and talked to them 

about college and what they wanted to do, and helped them plan and stuff. We don’t have 
anything like that. But most kids there didn’t do anything with the counselors anyway. 
Every body had a plan with the counselor, but the kids who graduated, a lot weren’t 
going to college. The ones I knew who graduated, they didn’t go to college. Some did. 
But everybody had a plan. So how many of them actually did what they told the 
counselors they would? How many went to their plans? The people I graduated with from 
German school, some of them did not go to college, too. But more did. I don’t know the 
exact math, but it must be close. Really, most of them know what they want to do 
anyway, without a counselor.” 

We chatted a while longer, and then decided that the girls would probably be 
awake by now, and we could go eat. Lora was up in the room, but Meiko was asleep. She 
finally complained about all the noise and sat up. We ate breakfast and lunch at the same 
time-first covering the new bread in nutella (why do Europeans love it so?) and then each 
making our own version of a lunch sandwich, theirs with butter and tomatoes, mine with 
mustard and lettuce and onion and cheese. Oskar, reminded of the great sandwich shops 
that are one of the few points of pride and happy memories from America, followed up 
his bland German sandwiches with one identical to mine, much to the dismay and 
shocked expressions of his fellow country-women. I kept waiting for an angry glare from 
one of the two of them in my direction for the sandwich. It would be further proof of my 
evil influence on him, I should think. First he fucks up my banishment, and then he joins 
me in eating flavorful food. Next he’ll have lengthy and polite conversations with me in 
English in full view of both them and the public, and all Hell will break loose.  

He was truly making a ruin of the banishment though. Before we even finished 
our sandwiches, he started explaining to me the day’s plans, which started out by taking a 
train up north to the Parc Güell, which is a park created by and dedicated to the artist 
Antoni Gaudí.  

It was decided not to take a train from the nearest station to the hotel, the 
Drassanes station, but to walk a ways up La Ramble, the main thoroughfare for this part 
of Spain. The street consisted of two lanes in each direction, which were separated by a 
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walkway twice as wide as the two halves of street combined. This walkway was 
considered to be a booming commerce area, and the edges of it were lined completely 
with entertainers or entrepreneurs of some kind. The first part was comprised of a series 
of connected tent stalls, selling jewelry and crafts. I bought two necklaces here for my 
friends. As you walked along the road you saw a great deal of street artists. Some sold 
paintings done on their own time, with easels set up and working on a picture in view of 
the audience, a small crowd gathered behind, watching the work, feeling in tune to the 
picture as it was created. There was a narrow portable wall with hinges on in like an 
oriental screen on which past pictures were displayed, prices set upon them, but I am 
certain the ones he was working on in view sold for more: some patron walked by it in 
mid-creation and, feeling a part of the picture, offered to buy it before it was even 
completed. I certainly hope those go for more than the ones done at night in a small 
Spanish apartment. There was also a ready supply of caricature artists, a with their 
display of past victims and parodied celebrities demonstrating their skill for the more 
humorous arts. There were also a greater variety of street performers than you could 
possibly conceive of, each with their own gimmick style. There was a sexually 
ambiguous being, pale in skin and covered in a black cloak, playing with a sphere of solid 
glass, making it float and glide across their body as though by magic. There was a woman 
dressed entirely in fruit, with a cluster of people waiting to take pictures of her. Several 
painted men standing still, perfect living statues so convincing you would lean against 
some of them while waiting for a friend by mistake. A troll, covered in tattered rags of 
clothing and painted green with leaves clinging randomly and nails cut long, sharp and 
yellowed, frightened every child who looked his way, groped any girl who stood too near 
him. When one dresses up like a terrible monster, one has free reign for his actions, since 
nobody expects civility from a troll. Another couple were wooden African statues, with 
grain painted on them and golden painted beads of decoration and signature. The most 
original I saw that day was a man standing on a wooden crate dressed to look exactly like 
Ché Guevara, waving and smiling and taking pictures with people as they became 
available. It was a pleasant site, people who were heroes for a life of struggling and 
helping those less fortunate rather than a few days of being on reality TV being a public 
ass and belittling themselves and others for the sake of a half a million dollars. Our 
country may never get over its narrow-minded ignorance enough to publicly 
acknowledge the greatness of Castro, to give Cuba half a chance at success, but here, 
standing at the side of a busy walk, Ché was reminding people of the importance of 
working and fighting for something greater than oneself. And this was a beautiful 
statement, and a creative idea, especially compared to the cheap shot of some bastard in a 
Bart Simpson or Telletubby costume, waving and collecting money from parents with 
clamoring children without offering a damn thing in return. The only pre-costumed man 
who was worth anything was the one whose lower half, from the waist down, was an 
ostrich costume, with artificial legs dangling as though belonging to the rest of the man 
riding the great unruly beast. He walked around sneaking up on people, primarily pretty 
young women, and then screeching at them while goosing them with a bird-headed wand. 
It was funny for everyone but the goosing victim, and even then, in retrospect, was often 
worth good times. There was something debasing about those who would put absolutely 
no effort into the attaining of street money; somehow insulting to the image of everyone 
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who got dressed up, who made techno music with nothing more than a stick, a 
didgeridoo, and their mouths. It was a carnival-esque exhibition of artistic creation, and it 
was almost a shame to leave when we finally got to the train station that we decided to 
take.  

The nearest train station, or at least the one we chose to get off at, was actually 
some distance from the park. It involved a lot of walking, most of which was uphill, 
underneath buildings which had an inordinate amount of dripping of water which we 
were reminded was most certainly NOT rain runoff. We sat in a grassy wedge between a 
Y in the road. I lay back and closed my eyes, feeling the hot sun on my face, the cool, 
soft grass tickling my legs like a playful schoolgirl.  

When it was decided among the committee that we were to get on the move 
again we stood and started walking on the streets leading to the park. On one such street, 
we ran into a group of men dressed as bikers. In the center of the group was a guy 
wearing chaps with nothing underneath them save for a narrow black g-string. The men 
were laughing and joking about, clearly having a fantastic time, and asked if one of us 
would mind taking a picture of them. Oskar and Lora both spoke to them a while, and 
Meiko stood back laughing her spoiled rich-girl laugh. Myself, I was a little too confused 
for much of anything, but I did understand the outstretched camera, and took it, standing 
back to frame them all in. The rest of the bikers surrounded the one with the tiny man-
panties, and smiled, making muscle-poses in anticipation of the flash. When the picture 
was taken, I returned the camera and they walked on, I believe in search of a bar in which 
to make a spectacle of themselves, and we continued to climb the hill in search of a grand 
monument.  

Inside the park was no different than many of the parks I have seen in my time 
anywhere between Canada, home, even as far as Wyoming. However, not long into the 
park, along the simple dirt and gravel paths lined with bushes and trees, we came to a 
series of stone pillars. These weren’t the common stone pillar in that the stones were not 
carefully chosen and shaped; imported from long distances for the way they shone and 
smoothes into a single tall roman column. These were common stones picked up off the 
ground as they were laying, the same dark brown as most of the earth that surrounded 
them, and stacked to make tall columns that widened at the top, like wine glasses, with 
pieces sticking out randomly, like barbed wire. The pillars kept up a pathway lined with a 
railing wall, constructed similarly of the rocks found laying about, with a plant holder 
above each column, the sharp-leaved plants only adding to the spiked look of the entire 
structure. Over the tops of the plants, and further down the path, we could see the peak of 
the Gaudí house, where the architect lived, and which was now turned into a museum. It 
was discussed among the others (though my banishment was being broken, I wouldn’t be 
involved on any conversations that weren’t necessary) that we wouldn’t go into the 
museum, home not only to the remaining memories of Gaudí himself, but a fair collection 
of the art of his contemporaries, including, according to the sign, originals of Salvador 
Dali, because it ‘costs money,’ which was a shit-poor excuse. 

At the top of the path was a large central square for the Güell, which was 
surrounded completely by a constant, rippled and undulating bench, comprised of mosaic 
pieces of white glass or ceramic, with colored waves and shapes along the top, and soft 
clay dirt for floor. People were clustered about sitting in groups and talking along a bench 
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of historic significance. The Germans requested that I take a picture of them sitting on 
said bench. Then, in another act of madness, Oskar asked a foreigner to take pictures of 
the four of us, as though we were all fond of one another, bosom buddies brought 
together after several years of being apart. We all smiled at the camera (Meiko’s clearly 
fake and disguising the scowl she held for me moments before). From the square (which 
was shaped nothing like a square), you could look down on the gates leading to the 
outside world, and all the buildings that were the beginnings of a small community. 
Apparently, the original plan was that this would be a separate village, self contained and 
based on equal parts devotion and artistic nature, creating a new sort of peace and balance 
in the populace. The dream was never realized, however you could see the administration 
office, with a four-sided cross topping it off, shaped much like a cathedral, and a lodge, 
built in the specific style of Gaudí, stone and mosaic and the natural curves of nature 
turned into buildings. It was wholly beautiful and curvy, like a city growing naturally out 
of the ground, some kind of massive monster existing only to awe and provide a magical 
and beautiful existence for an entire community of fictional, mystical creations, like 
fairies or Keebler elves, making magical cookies and baked goods for centuries .  

We did go down the ramp to the lower portion of the square, which was called, 
in Spanish, the room of a hundred columns. According to someone nearby, both speaking 
English and reading from a guidebook, only actually contained 84 columns. This was 
originally designed to be the central market of the utopian garden-city of the plans, with 
their own self-grown vegetables and meat for sale that had never left the protective walls. 
There were rings hanging from the intricate pictures in the ceiling of sea creatures, from 
which chandeliers would be hung to aid commerce even after the sun had gone down, 
leaving a glowing sale of merchandise to revel anything imagined in the fever dreams of 
capitalists everywhere. It was a sort of covered paradise, what would have given Billy 
Shakespeare a hard-on. Leading from the covered area to the exit and entrance gates was 
a fountain in the form of a lizard/dragon creature, enormous and blur with water pouring 
from its mouth and into the long stone fountain, lined with moss and ferns. And at the 
bottom of the stairway, in an open, stone-paved area, was the beginning of the garden city 
that never saw its completion, with the lodging house and the administration building, 
both now turned into a sort of museum, outlining some of the intentions of the town, the 
things that were to be. They had the look of fairytale cottages, brightly colored as though 
they were made of cobblestone pieces of candy, decorative arches ridging the roofline 
and riding into the air, and a steeple with blue and white checks on which stood another 
four-sided cross.  

There were apparently leagues of pathways for hiking and strolling pleasantly, 
however the Germans wanted none of that, and so we left through the front gates or what 
would have been a breathtaking village.  

 
There was discussion on the way back regarding lunch, and it was decided, 

against my vote, that it would be better to head back, find the grocery store, and eat in the 
room, instead of getting good food. So we took the train back, getting off at the 
Catalunya station and walking down, looking carefully for any visible signs of a grocery 
store, asking the occasional random stranger for hints, most of which responded “No sé, 
yo he estado buscando uno, también.”  
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The store, when it was discovered, looked like little more than a Quick Stop 
with an orange color scheme. Inside the place spread out in all directions, like the inside 
of Dr. Who’s phone booth, and every inch was packed with hungry people. We knew, 
just looking out over the aisles, that a small mobile group would be more successful than 
a large one. A brief English-language planning council was held in a makeshift war-room 
between two soda machines, and we went over everything we needed, writing it down on 
a white page torn from my notebook and my pen (Oh, look, the guy who insists on 
bringing writing things everywhere is coming in handy now), and then the Fraulines, 
renamed Team Frigid, took deep breaths, said silent prayers to their pagan gods, and 
marched past the turnstiles into the insanity of the store. Oskar and I watched after them, 
discussing their chances of survival, and then when the lobby area started crowding up 
too much with other stayers behind, guarding backpacks and holding vigils, we moved to 
the outside of the store where we could watch the action from behind the plate glass 
windows, and could watch the rest of the activity on the street in the meanwhile.  

“Tell me about your time in Spain.”  
“What do you mean?” 
“Lora says you’ve been up north. What do you do there? Where is it?” 
“The Basque Country…in the 30’s there was the Spanish Civil War.” 
“Right. The Fascists who were in power fighting against the Spanish Republic, 

one of the most brutal wars in history because it wasn’t just armies and battlefields, it was 
people in towns and villages killing each other with farming equipment.” 

“That’s right. It was terrible. Well, Italy was supporting the war for the Fascists, 
and Germany and Italy were allies. So when he was asked for help, Hitler sent in huge 
bombing raids against the entire north part of the country, where the biggest 
concentration of revolutionaries were. This was the place where most of the art came 
from, most of the scholars and the leaders of the revolution. So to make an example, they 
burned it all down. Some of these places were, really, completely destroyed.” 

“That’s terrible.” 
“It is. I don’t know how much you know about Germany, but when you turn 18 

or 19 you have to join the army. And, if you choose not to join the army, to be a 
conscientious objector, then you can do a year of civil service. And, as a third option, if 
you want to and qualify, sometimes you can do a year of civil service abroad, in one of 
the redress centers, where we give help to make up for some parts of Germany’s past.” 

“I see. Hence your being positioned up in the parts that were flattened by Hitler. 
So what’s it like there?”  

“What do you mean?” 
“The place where you’re staying? What’s it like?” 
“It’s small. So much smaller than Barcelona, and than Valencia. It’s just like a 

tiny town. But the people there are really nice. I have a lot of friends there.” I pair of 
particularly curvy girls with golden skin and very little clothing walked by. 

“I’ve noticed a definite niceness about this place. Do they all look this way? 
Because…damn.” 

“I know…no there are not so many girls like this up north. Not at all. But there 
are some. I don’t know. It’s not so great, I would say.” 

“Don’t compare it to Berlin. Compare it to my country.” 
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“Oh. Yeah, it’s pretty great then.”  
“So, a year? It must pretty much feel like home then, right?” 
“In a lot of ways it does.” 
“Are you conflicted at all about it? Going back, I mean. I think I overheard that 

you only have a few days left in Spain.” 
“A few days. There are a lot of people here I’ll miss. But there are a lot of 

people I miss from Berlin, too, who I am really looking forward to seeing. Like Lora. I 
haven’t seen her in forever, and it’s just like old days, hanging out with her. So I do have 
some mixed feelings.”  

We were quiet for a while after that. Oskar was very clearly deep in thought 
about his upcoming shift in lifestyle. I tried putting myself in his shoes: being somewhere 
for so long. I imagined leaving all my friends behind and moving into some new place. If 
I didn’t see my friends for a month, it wasn’t uncommon, and I never felt any 
overwhelming longing for their company when I did see them again. At the same time, I 
had never tried to move to a new place for a year. I stayed in my first apartment for a year 
and a quarter, and it felt more like home than any place since, more than most places 
before. But that was years ago, and since then I haven’t been anywhere for that long a 
period of time. Nowhere feels like home. I know the first day I move into a place that it is 
only temporary, that I shouldn’t get too attached to anything. I remind myself, setting up 
a reading chair in spring, that even if it IS positioned to get the warmth and light from the 
fireplace, I shouldn’t expect any winters in front of it. Some would probably say it’s 
become a pathological aversion to permanence. Short-term jobs, short-term living 
quarters. Nothing too concrete. Put me in a small town for an entire year, and I would 
probably be crawling out of my skin to get out by the time the year was up, clawing at my 
own ankles to get the chains off. But maybe that’s a problem. I couldn’t help but thinking 
that if this was an issue, if this was something that was happening in my subconscious, 
then there must be some cause. Something to keep me from wanting to hold on to 
anything for too long.  

Team Frigid came back successfully with bags of groceries in hand, and we took 
the load, returning to them their backpacks, and proceeded to take a new route back to the 
rooms, through narrow shopping districts I hadn’t seen before, and had more sandwiches. 
My trip to Spain: Sponsored in part by the International Sandwich Foundation. We sat 
around a while and spoke, and I even hung out a while, wandering between the chair on 
the balcony and the cabinet, since Oskar was making a point of steering the conversation 
in an English direction. And the crux of this conversation was that, though it was dark, 
Lora and Oskar wanted to go to the beach for a swim. And, since I was invited, and had 
precious little else planned, I went with.  

The beach in Barcelona is lined with tall floodlights, like you would see at a 
football stadium, so that you can stay out there long after the sun has gone down. Even 
with these lights, the beach population was much more sparse than it had been in the 
daytime. There were now small groups of people, all clustered up around their respective 
stereos and/or coolers. We sat in more of a single-file line than a cluster, and had but one 
beer each in place of a cooler. Lora and Oskar stripped to their bathing suits and ran to 
the water. Meiko stayed behind and filmed it with the video camera for a while, and then 
watched it several times before they got cold and tired and came back from the water. 
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And then they all sat together, watching themselves swimming and laughing and running, 
with an overzealous amazement at their own actions, as though it hadn’t happened just 
moments ago. 

Myself, I had a minimal interest in watching them swim the first time, when it 
was live and I had the good seats, so watching the whole event in syndication on a small 
screen was not my idea of a good time. I occupied myself by creating a large face in the 
sand: piling and carving with my fingers, using bottle caps for irises. Behind me, beyond 
the Germans talking in excitement at the footage of the things they had already done, was 
techno music playing loudly from the outdoor bar about thirty feet to the right. Above the 
techno music, Pacino delivered his monologue from Devil’s Advocate, yelling in the way 
that only he can about God’s rules on conduct. Spaniards and drunken tourists swayed 
and danced lazily to the beat, and it seemed as though they were acting in complete 
oblivion of the words, and what they were saying. This place was equally distant from the 
Devil’s opinions and God’s ideals: this place had its own rules. The music went on, and 
the beach continued to empty. I cleared out a large flat space, three or four feet on all 
sides of me, and started drawing symbols and characters in a cyclical pattern, like a 
massive pagan spell created from the genetic memory of my ancestors. I left the circle 
without damaging it, able to look at my heathenism from a distance. All it lacked was 
fake blood spilled in the middle. But it left me feeling filthy, like I was playing in a giant 
ashtray. Everywhere you dug, cigarette butts, bottle caps, pieces of paper, condom 
wrappers and empty bottles were scattered. Everybody was on vacation here, which left 
nobody to clean up when the party was done. 

My own party was getting dull fast, so I decided to go for a walk, to see if I 
couldn’t find anyone a little more entertaining to spend my time with. I walked up the 
beach, past the makeshift dance club on a cement platform in the middle of the filthy 
sand, and along the well-lit path. It was starting to get to me; not being able to talk to the 
people around me. Being by yourself is fine, and can even be a really great experience, 
but…God Damn. There are limits, you know? And spending a week inside your home, 
with good music and things to read is a pretty different thing than traveling halfway 
around the world to walk around by yourself. So as I walked, I wasn’t even paying that 
much attention to the beauty around me, to the lights and the dance and the life of it all 
(thought I doubt I could have truly missed them). I was listening, amongst all the 
conversations, for familiar words. I was trying to find someone who spoke English, so, 
just for a while, I could talk to people whose company I enjoyed, and who were interested 
in listening to me in return.  

I knew it wouldn’t take too terribly long. Barcelona was so full of people from 
other countries it was like the UN threw a frat party, and Spain in general was full of 
Australians. It would have been impossible to go for too long without finding a group of 
them, clustered together, drinking and shouting. Finding some that were worthwhile was 
a different story altogether. I came across group after group, standing on the corner in 
front of a bistro, clustered just inside a bar, walking down the street, stumbling against 
one another. But none of the groups interested me, and none of the conversations sparked 
my interest. It was like looking for something to drink and only finding empty bottles 
everywhere; there was potential for what I wanted, but nothing inside it. I understood the 
words, and what they said meant nothing, meant as little, if not less, than the things the 
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Germans were saying back on the beach. It was disheartening to say the least. I wandered 
back to my companions feeling completely betrayed by my people (my people in this 
instance being anyone who spoke English as a first language, whatever country they may 
have come from).  

The Germans were still watching themselves, their own adventures, playing out 
on the tiny two-inch display screen of the camera. They finished up when they saw me 
return. When midnight hit, the giant stadium lights went out, and the only light remaining 
was what came from the city and the bars, and the glow of the movie camera. They were 
discussing food, I think, and none of them felt like going back for another sandwich. 
Oskar asked me, in English, if I was hungry also. I was, but I didn’t feel like giving in to 
that concession: the thought of another food-related debate in German/English with only 
half of us understanding what was going on at any given time tired me. I would eat when 
we got where we were going.  

Of course, even without the cross-language communication, it was still an ordeal 
to find a place to eat. We wandered for nearly an hour, looking at places here or there. A 
lot of the bistros closed down at midnight when the lights shut off, leaving the business of 
providing drink to the thirsty and food to the intoxicated to the bars and dance clubs. The 
places left open were the nice restaurants, with expensive meals and clientele too old to 
go to the clubs and too social to go home, and the fast food vendors; mostly the little 
hole-in-the wall shops that were little more than a counter open to the street. The 
Germans wanted someplace they could sit down, of course. The fancy places were out, 
since they couldn’t afford that. Which left us wandering, looking for somewhere they 
could rest their weary asses, exhausted from the blocks and blocks of walking at a slow 
and meandering pace. The thought of sitting more was about to drive me into a screaming 
rampage.  

“HOW CAN YOU FUCKERS BE SO CONTENT TO DO NOTHING?! HAS 
YOUR FEAR OF THE NAZI WITHIN YOU BECOME SO STRONG THAT THE 
ONLY WAY YOU FEEL YOU CAN AVOID KILLING AN ENTIRE GROUP OF 
PEOPLE IS BY DOING NOTHING AT ALL? JUST SITTING ON YOUR BORING 
GERMAN ASSES AND WAIT FOR NOTHING MUCH AT ALL TO COME ALONG 
AND MAKE YOU GO HOME TO BED? YOU’RE ON VACATION, FOR THE LOVE 
OF FUCK! GO EXPERIENCE SOMETHING! ANYTHING! GO GET HIGH ON 
PILLS YOU CAN’T EVEN IDENTIFY AND THEN NAIL EACH OTHER UNTIL 
YOU PASS OUT FROM EXHAUSTION AND SPUNK OVERDOSE! BUT IF I SEE 
YOU SITTING AROUND FOR ANOTHER SECOND, I AM GOING TO BEAT YOUR 
PERFECTLY SPHERICAL AND WELL-EDUCATED SKULLS AGAINST THE 
ANCIENT STONE OF THIS BEAUTIFUL TOWN THAT YOU SEEM SO DEAD-SET 
ON MISSING SIMPLY BECAUSE YOU REFUSE TO WALK MORE THAN FOUR 
BLOCKS AT A TIME!!” 

I was good. I held my tongue.  
We found a falafel place, one of a chain that seemed to be scattered throughout 

the entire city, each one worked entirely by the Middle Eastern people native to the food 
being served. Imagine a place where every Italian restaurant is owned and operated by 
genuine Italian people, not just a New York guinea, but an actual Italian. Where the 
Greek Café has a wait staff that all speaks Greek as a first language. Where a chain of 
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restaurants opens up not because of an aggressive sales group at the franchising office, 
but because of a single ambitious family with enough relatives and friends and in-laws to 
run them all.  

I don’t know exactly what it was I had to eat. I didn’t know what the names of 
animals were in Spanish. I think it was sheep. Let’s call it sheep. There was this excellent 
salsa-like sauce of cooked hot peppers and ginger. Vegetables. Warm, fresh pita bread. It 
was good. Even if I did have to eat something for the first time in front of the slovenly 
Germans, getting food everywhere and sitting and complaining. Meiko’s voice hadn’t 
taken any form besides a whine in days. Her four stock responses to all conversation were 
still holding strong. I was almost glad I didn’t speak German just so I didn’t have to 
acknowledge the fact that her conversational skills were somewhat less than those of 
most household pets.  

When I couldn’t take any more, I politely excused myself, and asked Oskar if he 
wanted the room key. He thought they would be sitting and talking in the girls room for a 
while. So I went for a walk, to get some use out of my legs, to feel the blood pumping 
through muscles that were still vaguely sore from so much constant use. I wandered the 
streets, not entirely sure where I was mainly because I was never paying attention for 
more than a few minutes at a time, until I came out at La Rambla, the main strip. Even so 
late, this place was a carnival. I walked among the crowds, the only single person in a 
world of clusters. There was an internet café in the same building as a Subway, an 
automated thing where you use money to buy coupons which you then use to log-on to 
the machines with the new and very temporary credit card-like numbers on the tag. I sent 
out some mail, sober this time. A point which I didn’t hesitate to make in the letters to my 
family, who tend to start fretting over my being an alcoholic with the first sip of a second 
drink.  

Then I checked with the bank, to see how much money I had left to drink away 
and spend on clever art. Isn’t it funny how you always want a drink most when you find 
out you are too broke to buy a single shot?  

Apparently I hadn’t been paying close enough attention, and the exchange rate 
being what it was, I was now broke. All my savings; the bit I had intended to waste and 
the extra store of it that was going to be used to keep me afloat for the rest of summer to 
keep me from needing a job right away, it was all gone. All of it. My only remaining 
money was what I had on me. Which was just enough to pay for my share of the room 
bill.  

I didn’t want to waste time online anymore. I didn’t know how much longer I 
would need later, or if I would have any money to buy it. A few minutes ago, the twenty 
euros for a painting seemed like nothing. Now the one-fifty for an hour on the computer 
seemed extravagant. Being broke changes perspective really fast, no matter how many 
times you go there.  

I walked up the street towards the pillar of Columbus. Towards the end of the 
street a pack of whores came out, rubbing their hands on me, grabbing my shoulder.  

“I’ll suck it so hard, baby.” 
“You wanna fuck?” 
“No.” 
“C’mon, you look lonely. Let me come help.” 
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“I can do anything you want, honey.” 
“Look, even if I wanted to, I’m so broke you wouldn’t want me.” 
“Look at you, I think you can afford it.” 
“Not even a taste. Plus I’m not interested. I’m going to go drink until I fall 

asleep.” 
It took a lot of shrugging and brushing to get their hands off me, but they finally 

gave up. When I got back to the room, I didn’t feel like drinking, though. I was out of 
juices to mix with the alcohol, and I was tired. I threw myself on the bed, and went to 
sleep.  
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Day Day Day Day 10    
 
 
 
 
 
I don’t know what woke me up first: the stench or the noise, but I woke with a 

start, wide awake very suddenly. The woman was still singing, the child still screaming, 
the terrible smells of bad cooking and sewage filling the room. Across the way the old 
man was dying slowly, losing his lungs one chunk at a time. The tenant above us caused 
our own personal earthquake test. Reminded me of the display at the science museum I 
remember as a kid: a little fake house with pictures on the wall and such, and every 
fifteen minutes a 6 point earthquake was re-enacted with you inside, pictures rattling and 
everything falling over. Then the house would right itself and the furniture would go back 
into place and the whole thing would get ready to start over again. Only instead of 
happening every fifteen minutes, this one happened every morning, at the same time, for 
as long as my upstairs neighbor felt like moving around, and the furniture in my room 
were not fitted with cords hooked to their legs waiting to tighten and set everything back 
to normal; when the mirror had finally taken enough shaking, it was going to fall and 
shatter with no security measures whatsoever to stop it.  

Over in Oskar’s bed, a leg was hanging out from under the covers that was 
definitely not his. Not unless he took to shaving his legs. I looked closer, and Lora was 
laying beside him in bed.  

“Weird. I don’t remember hearing you guys fuck.” 
I tried to picture for a second the two of them going at it while I slept peacefully 

next to them, but imagining the frigid Germans doing anything active and passionate was 
too surreal. 

“You guys don’t move. I’m gonna go take a dump.”  
They listened well, not fluttering so much as an eyelash. So well, in fact, that 

when I came back out after finishing up and taking a shower, I still don’t think anyone 
had budged. And since I didn’t feel like sleeping the entire day away, I went out for a 
walk. I seemed to be drawn like a magnet to La Rambla, because no matter where I went 
or how aimlessly I walked, I always ended up there. Once I even turned back, and went 
into the thick of the city, however, sure enough, before long I could hear the noise of it 
coming down the narrow alleys to meet me. I ducked into a café to get away from it, and 
ordered some kind of tea. It was like a version of a chai with milk, but had a very 
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different, almost fruity taste to it, intermingling with the spices. I took the tea in a to-go 
cup, sitting for a while on the window ledge outside the building before moving on, 
giving in to the inevitable draw of the busy street.  

I actually came out to the street very near to the café where last night I had made 
the terrible discovery of my own poverty. Suddenly I couldn’t even taste my tea over the 
shaking disbelief that I had just spent €3.50 for it, knowing how little I had left (this is 
how I get into these things!), but what could I afford? I went back to the café, my ticket 
still in my pocket, fake credit card number all ready to be used. It was already paid for, at 
least.  

I wrote to myself a while, and then responded to e-mails to my family, who had 
been quick to respond themselves. I mentioned why I was able to respond so fast (too 
fucking broke for anything else) but made sure to point out all the things I was doing with 
my broke self, all the walks and the sights and the wonder of it. And, frankly, I’ve been 
broke and hungry in a lot of places. I still had enough for food, enough for rent, and I was 
still in Spain, so I was already better off than I had been in the past, and, what the Hell, 
this was still vacation. So I finished up the things I was writing for my own benefit, 
mailing them to myself in lieu of a floppy disk, and then went back out onto the morning 
streets.  

I was hit by the feeling again, walking back down the pathway near the harbor, 
sun already laying warm hands on me. That strange feeling that goes beyond just 
knowing where I am, knowing where I’m going; the vague feeling of home. The 
peculiarity of it being that, not only should a place where I can communicate only so 
poorly with everyone, and where I have only been for a few days, not feel like home, but 
that a place with weather like that should not suit someone like me. I grew up in the moist 
green places in the northwest; the mud and the rain and the cold and the rolling fields and 
crowded forests full of plant-life never having been touched or cultivated before, these 
are the things I was built from. I used to take fourteen-mile walks in the gray and the rain 
just to clear my head and remember a smile. When I moved out, I once had to hide from 
the police for running around town naked except for boots and an old winter cloak and 
war paint, for no other reason than it was the first huge downpour of spring, and I 
couldn’t think of anything that would make me feel more alive. I remember when I was a 
kid and it would rain for two weeks without stopping, and then I wonder where the 
weather of my youth went; replaced by all this dry and heat. I think this, and meanwhile 
people from other parts of the country visit my place, my home, and wonder how people 
can live in such a cloudy place, where you see the sun so seldom. Of all the places in this 
world, few make less sense to feel like home than Spain, all flat hills covered with 
nothing but dist and tumbleweed, where the sun shines hot more often than not, full of 
beautiful people and welcoming to all. It’s the mirror opposite of where I come from, and 
I have no problem with my origins. But there I was, walking along, sun in my eyes, on 
my skin, and feeling relaxed, and comforted.  

Back in the room, nobody was up yet. Watching them, I couldn’t help but think 
that they liked sleeping even more than they liked sitting. And damn but they did love to 
sit! So, you know, when in Rome and all…I sat on the bookshelf underneath the window, 
though which spilled both an awful smell and terrible noise, and read until they awoke. 
And when they were finally up, we went to the other room and ate (apparently the reason 
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Lora was asleep in our room was that Meiko came back to sleep early, and when Oskar 
and Lora got in, the good room was locked. So it wasn’t just me who locked others out of 
rooms). Showered and fed, we then all went for a walk. Or, at least, we all started going 
for a walk.  I thought we were all together, until I looked around and discovered Meiko to 
be missing. However, nobody else was concerned, so if she had been kidnapped by 
savage morlocks and carried away to be eaten, well, that must just be common practice. 
And, really, who am I to question evolution?  

With other people now joining me in walking (and much to my surprise, they 
were actually walking at a pace identified by average standards and practices as normal, 
and with absolutely no complaint) I was free from the duties of choosing my own path 
through the town, or paying attention to where that path might bring us to. Or through. Or 
near. I really had no obligations beyond the occasional conversational interjection, and 
keeping up.  

Keeping up itself was easy enough; they were walking, yes, but they still 
weren’t going for any kind of land record. There was plenty of time to enjoy the sights 
going up La Rambla. The woman with a shaved head, dressed in eerie robes, crystal ball 
rolling across her hands and arms and shoulders as though possessed and completely 
immune to the laws of gravity and nature. The beautiful woman dressed entirely and 
exclusively in fruit, smelling vaguely of citrus and sweat. The painters making 
caricatures, portraits, landscapes. The musicians. The pet stand with it’s tiny turtles and 
exotic birds. Food stands, crowds. A zoo, where the animals were the least bizarre part. 
Lora and Oskar weren’t even paying attention. As near as I could tell, they were talking 
about old times going to school together.  

At the top of the street, we turned past some construction in the roads and 
sidewalks, cutting a literal moat around one newsstand offering books, magazines, the 
newest releases on DVD at discount prices, and video games, with only a bridge of thin 
plywood to get across. Just around the corner, on the street directly across from the Plaça 
de Catalunya, a large open square with three fountains, a sculpture, and in the center, a 
tile pattern like a compass rose inside a six-spoked wheel. It was bright and full of 
people, and after a few minutes I realized it was the same square we had all been in that 
first night, when I managed to convince Meiko that my bookmark was one of the tiny 
mice that scurried all over the place. Apart from the square, as unique as any of the 
ancient parts of this city, too old to be replicated anywhere, I didn’t recognize anything. 
Standing tall behind us, and currently catching the full attention of the Germans, was a 
Hard Rock Café; the opposite of everything Spanish and old, a little bit of American 
consumerism chiseling it’s way into something better than itself. Like breast cancer; 
malignant and ugly, existing only to destroy something beautiful, and worsen the quality 
of life for all those who come into contact with the host form.  

Tumor-ridden nonsense aside, the Germans were both interested, and I was 
playing well with others, so we went inside the crowded restaurant, loitering around the 
central foyer area, designed for those waiting to be seated, and full beyond capacity of 
those simply wanting to look. And I have to say, the inside was the most American thing 
I had seen, outside of the occasional pale and obese body littering the otherwise beautiful 
beach, or lingering around on benches. The wood inside was new and polished to a 
gleaming finish, however had been beaten and coated to look aged. It was every bit what 
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one expects from a middle class establishment, very little different than any T.G.I.Fridays 
or Applebee’s back home. The cacophony of a hundred people talking in different 
languages even masked the fact that few of these languages were English. For a second it 
was so much like being back home I almost left immediately; I most certainly didn’t 
spend all of my money so I could see a place that felt like down the street in my own 
home town, after all. But I was with people, that would no doubt be considered ‘rude,’ so 
I stuck it out, and pretended that it was more museum than novelty, with all the little 
mounted displays all around. I helped point out some bits of American pop culture that 
they were missing out on, and they oohed and aahed over a piece of one of Kurt Cobain’s 
guitars, Pete Townsend’s setlist, and Anthony Keidas’s leather codpiece. Passed briefly 
through the gift shop, which was actually expensive enough to make the staggering prices 
of everything else seem reasonable, and then left back out to the streets, which, for all the 
scent of sewage and strange dripping runoff, felt so much cleaner than the building we 
just left.  

What we were looking for, it seems, was the Cathedral of Barcelona. The center 
of the city, the basis on which the city was built around, that Lora had somehow managed 
to forget the location of. We walked further along the road, what felt a little like the wide 
road in Valencia, separating the ancient from the vaguely old. To my right, buildings that 
it would be considered sacrilege to change, and to my left the buildings that were just 
only a century or two old, constantly changing and rolling with the times, some of them 
altered to the point of being super-modern buildings of gleaming white and glass, selling 
the finest of clothes to the most discerning of customers. Of course, here, all stores were 
fancy, and all the goods were high end. Nothing could compare to shopping at the local 
department store for discount knock-offs. We broke from the main artery we were on, 
and started weaving through the streets, pausing every once in a while at an intersection 
for Lora to look around, seeing if she could remember where she was, and where the 
Cathedral might be in relation to herself.  

With enough weaving we finally came out into an open plaza buzzing with 
people. A tall building of mostly glass and white stucco, with a Picasso stick figure 
drawing etched over the doors. A small, simple and barely noticeable sign declared it to 
be some kind of school. 

“This is the school for…drawing…drawing houses? To build, the plans?” 
“Architecture?” 
“Yes, this is it. School for Architecture. Very famous school.” 
“Looks subtle.”  
Across from the school was the cathedral. It stood taller and more imposing than 

any of the outlying buildings, sharp and barbed and ornate as any church I had ever seen. 
Its opulence and elegance was even beyond the Cathedral in Valencia, which was a sort 
of simple beauty compared to all the pomp and glory of this place. There wasn’t a square 
foot of the church that hadn’t been carved and sculpted with care by the finest 
craftsmanship of the time. It looked like it was alive, somehow feeding on time itself, and 
the faith of followers. The majority of the front of the church, for the first twenty feet up, 
was covered by a construction scaffold, with silk-screened images of the church itself on 
it. It was a little irritating, thinking that I had traveled all this way to see the church, and 
even right in front of it, I was still looking at a picture. But the sun shone directly on the 
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cloth, directly through it, and I could see the real church behind, and peeking above the 
scaffold. It was mystical, like a shape in the fog, and you had to wonder if it was really 
there or not. The stairs in front of the church were tall and round, scattered with people 
just sitting and enjoying the day. We climbed up, between them, to the massive wooden 
doors. There was a sign on the door, and while I couldn’t read all of it, I did understand 
the part that said 4€. Which can only mean that they were charging me to go into the 
church. Which hit me a little hard. Granted, yeah, I wanted to see the church. And if I had 
a whole lot of extra money laying around, this wouldn’t have hit me as much of a 
problem. But having just learned, earlier that morning, that I was a bit more broke than I 
thought, I had hoped that the Cathedral would be the one sympathetic journey, the place 
where it didn’t matter if I didn’t have a lot. I could see something amazing for absolutely 
nothing. Coming face to face with the price tag of a lesson learned made me a little 
unhappy. If I only had 50€ left, I wasn’t going to start spending it on God. That money 
could serve me better buying water, or food later on. So while the Germans shrugged and 
turned to go in, just as happy to have me not around, I started looking for a good step to 
park my ass on for a spell.  

Halfway down the steps another group of five people were apparently having a 
similar conversation. By the time I had stepped close enough to hear, the conversation 
parted, with two couples heading up after my German companions, while one girl with 
straight dirty-blond hair looked around for a second, and sat down. By the way she 
dressed, she looked American. Thin, in reasonably good shape, but with American curves 
under a tight t-shirt, which was new but carefully designed to look old and well loved, 
and low-riding Capri pants. More than her clothes, the way she held herself was 
American. She looked impatient, like she was waiting for someone who was late, but at 
the same time was a little reserved about her location, and her posture wasn’t terribly 
good. I sat down next to her.  

“You’re on guard duty, too, huh?” She looked startled for a second. She hadn’t 
been expecting anyone to speak English to her. 

“What?” 
“You were nominated for guard duty out here on the stairs, right?”  
“Um…I guess?” 
“Me too. Everyone out here, in fact. It’s tradition, you know.” 
“Tradition how?” 
“Well, back in the days when the city was self-dependant, the center of Castilan 

life, there was a constant threat of attack. This is why the major cities all had to be walled 
off. So whenever a group of travelers arrived at a new place, large markets and churches 
especially, it was expected that a member of the party remain outside, to stand guard, and 
watch for intruders; to protect those inside the place they were visiting.” 

“Really?” The girl was smiling now, sitting straight.  
“Sure enough. So now, all these people sitting out here are on watch, to protect 

our friends and relatives inside from attack by heathens.” She looked around 
suspiciously, playfully.  

“Nobody looks particularly alert...” 
“I admit that this is a sorry group of guards. You wanna know a secret though?” 
“Tell me.” I leaned close and held a hand in front of my mouth. 
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“I’m actually a spy.” 
“No!” 
“It’s true. The heathens approached me some years back, and asked me to work 

for them. I’ve spent the last few years trying to get close enough to this place to learn it’s 
secrets, to gain enough trust to be put on duty here, so I could send the signal, and the 
hordes could sweep in.” 

“Well, you’re not a very good spy, then, if you just told me your whole plan. 
How do you know I’m not out here out of genuine love of the Lord and his works?” 

“I could tell.” 
“You’re bluffing. How could you tell?” 
“Real guards don’t slouch.” She spread her arm before her, indicating the rest of 

the people on the steps. 
“Then you must have a lot of fellow spies here, because I don’t see a lot of 

really diligent people.” 
“Fine. I made up that part. But it was easy enough for a trained professional to 

see you were on our side.” 
“But I’m asking how? Your methods can’t be so secret that you can’t explain 

them.”  
“Fine. I could see it in you. The way you carried yourself, the way you sat 

looking sexy without even trying. Someone interested in being holy wouldn’t be able to 
pull that off. But, mostly, it was the smell.” 

“I smell?” 
“Not, like bad. But I could smell the faintest trace of your sweat. And its…” I 

leaned in closer to her, my nose barely off the skin of her neck. “…distinct.”  
“Distinct how?” She spoke quietly now. I took another breath in, and then 

started speaking slowly, low, my lips close enough to her ear that I didn’t have to make 
much noise to be heard. 

“Alive. Like electricity, like the smell of a cold morning in winter, or a warm 
night full of lightning. Its palatable, its something that you can feel, something you can 
smell…” I could see her body moving with her careful breaths. I opened my mouth, 
touched the tip of my tongue to the corner of where her neck met her shoulder, let out a 
little sigh, and then kissed that same spot. “…something you can taste. A passion, a love 
of life, a playfulness, with a little bit of sin and a lot of adventure.” I pulled my face 
slowly away from her neck, but stayed close, looking her in the eyes. Her cheeks blushed.  

“…oh…” it was barely a word.  
“It is very unique, and more powerful, more beautiful than any perfume you 

could buy to spray on.” She was still blushing, looking down at the steps.  
“thanks…” She turned back to look me in the eyes, a new twinkle in her own. “I 

guess you caught me then.” 
“You weren’t disguised very well. I made you from a heathen from way back 

there. Trusted you instantly.” She smiled at me, like she had come to a decision, and 
shifted her position on the step, turning toward me a little and leaning back on the step 
behind her.  

“So, are you going to call in the heathen hordes, or what?” 
“I was thinking about it. But I decided...fuck it. Those guys are on their own.” 
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“Really?” 
“Yeah. I like the ideals and all, but the pay was lousy, and the place was always 

full of hippies.”  
“Ew.”  
“Right? Had someone told me there would be hippies, I would never have 

signed up. Nobody likes those guys…”  
“Aren’t you worried that they’ll turn on us when they find out you went rogue?” 
“Meh. If they were prone to taking action, they probably wouldn’t be hippies, 

would they?” She laughed. 
“I suppose not. What would that make them, though? Democrats without soap or 

entrepreneurs without social and work skills?” 
We sat and talked the entire time our respective groups were in the Cathedral, 

joking and complaining about being the third wheel on an overseas vacation. She was 
dead convinced that, however annoying it may be to travel with my Germans, it was even 
worse traveling with two couples. Collette, that was her name, had broken up with her 
boyfriend about six months back. Before that, they had all talked about going on this trip 
together. Now that she was alone again, her friends thought it would be good for her to 
still go along, to get him out of her system, to relax and have a good time. To forget him 
and meet someone else. So far they hadn’t met anyone worth knowing. A lot of drunk 
Spaniards and Australians who wanted to fuck her without learning so much as her name, 
and a few drunken women who wanted the same. She was having fun, sure, but it was a 
huge drain, spending all your time with two amorous couples. Staying in places with thin 
walls, listening to them fuck wildly, while laying alone in a bed. She could just go out 
and get some dick if she wanted, yeah. But Collette wanted more than that, more than 
something cheap and meaningless. She tried once or twice right after her guy left her, 
thinking maybe a good lay would shake the memories of him loose. But it only made 
everything harder; something so unsubstantial did nothing but make her miss having 
someone around she could depend on. So now she was waiting around for someone she 
actually liked. Maybe, she said, even someone she meets on vacation. It could even be an 
American, who was kind of funny, keeping her company outside of a Cathedral she was 
too cheap to pay to go in.  

When her friends came out, she was actually visibly a little disappointed. She 
was apparently having enough of a good time that she didn’t really want to go back to 
tagging along with her friends on their romantic vacation. Introductions were made all 
around, Ellis meet Roger and Lily, Jon and Samantha. We all stood there talking until my 
own ‘friends’ came out, still talking about old times in German. Well worth the entry fee, 
I’m sure, to be able to reminisce in an exotic location. I introduced them with as much 
enthusiasm as I could, and they turned and greeted the new people about the same, before 
turning away from them and continuing their own conversation. In these matters, I was 
the sole representative of our groups, to this crew of new people. Like a diplomat, or the 
ambassador of German-American relations.  

“So what are you guys heading off to do now?” The one called Roger was 
looking between the Germans, myself, and Collette like he knew something he wasn’t 
supposed to.  
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“To the best of my knowledge, we’re just wandering. There was one 
more…Meiko. Don’t know where she got off to. Any greater scheme to our movements, 
if there is one, is unknown to me. How about y’all?” 

“We’re not doing anything specifically. Just looking around, seeing some 
sights.” Collette stepped closer to me, between the two groups. 

“Hey, since neither of us really have anything going, maybe we should all 
wander together for a while.” She smiled and nodded at the both of us. I turned to the 
Germans and got their attention.  

“Oskar, Lora, what do you think? Do y’all have some kind of plan, or are we 
just going to be hanging out a while.” They spoke in German between them before Lora 
answered.  

“We are not doing anything much. They can follow along.” She spoke in that 
tired out voice that makes it sound like she’s doing everyone a colossal favor. The tone of 
her voice didn’t bother Collette any, and she smiled, and turned to her friends, who were 
grinning, more at her than at having a group of people to hang out with. Smiling at seeing 
their friend suddenly excited to have met someone knew. The rest of it; the bitter 
foreigners tagging along on their vacation and suddenly accepting me into the fold, that 
didn’t matter as much.  

We walked  slowly, the entire group of us, paired up and mostly talking among 
ourselves more than with the group as a whole. Around the building of the cathedral, 
between the giant stone structures built to defend the holy center, to this small boxed 
plaza in front of an ancient building that was now a museum that seemed never to be 
open, called the Plaça del Rei. Before the giant steel-girded wooden doors was a tall set 
of stone stairs in a quarter circle. The place became a sort of amphitheatre, people sitting 
on the steps, watching musicians and performers on the other end of the square. We all 
sat on the steps in the little two-person teams we’d broken into. The act at the other end 
of the plaza finished their set, said their thanks, and packed up. Two new guys came in, 
laying out colored blankets and mats, and sat on the ground. They had bags of equipment, 
which they started pulling out slowly. The one with long hair and a beard sat to the side, 
and created rhythmic humming with a didgeridoo, or with deep guttural tones from his 
own throat, keeping time with a stick on the ground. He occasionally took a break from 
this to play a wooden flute, with light airy notes that were simply amazing. The other 
man, with shaved head and decorative robes, played a variety of things; from a bundle of 
sticks he shook, to drums, which he played with an eerie style and facile nature. The 
singing was high with long-held notes, and peaceful, if a little unnerving. It sounded very 
much like Tibetan prayer songs, by and large, however on the occasions that the first man 
picked up the didgeridoo, there was a very tribal/techno feel to it, and I was reminded 
slightly of the Plavalaguna piece from the Fifth Element.  

While all this grand, strange music was going on, Collette and I were talking 
quietly, and every time she shifted her position or moved her legs, I found her a little bit 
closer to me, her hands first sitting on the stone between us, then on my leg, and then in 
my own hands. And I have to say, sitting there with this girl, it didn’t feel at all bad. The 
combination of the girl and the music and the city was all very…soothing somehow, and 
at the same time unsettling. I put it out of my head, and cast a sidelong look at her while 
she was watching the show, her hair falling half over her blue eyes, casting a web of 
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shadows across her skin and tangling with her eyelashes before flowing over her shoulder 
and onto the first curve of her breast.  

“Did you see what we passed on the way past the Cathedral?” She turned back 
from the music to face me. 

“What did we pass?” 
“Dali museum.” Her eyes lit up a little. 
“I DID see that! Saw a flier thing for it a few days ago, and I brought it up, but 

nobody else seemed really interested. They said they thought it would be too expensive.” 
“Seriously? They’ll pay four EU to see a church, but they won’t pay ten to see 

Dali? I mean, the church is badass and all, but…” 
“But its Dali!” 
“Exactly!” 
“Were your friends going to see it?” 
“Doubt it. They, uh…ate-hay earning-lay.” I glanced at them. I was pretty sure 

neither of them would be able to get pig-latin. Janice and I had discussed once that even 
Germans who speak better English than I do can’t seem to grasp pig-latin. Of course, 
Janice has never been able to understand it herself, so I don’t know that trusting her 
judgement on the matter is a good idea. Either way, since they weren’t paying attention 
anyway, it didn’t seem to matter.  

“They do? Why?” 
“Ot-nay ool-cay enough for em-they. Euseums-may are-ay oring-bay. Only the 

beach is worth any time.” 
“That’s lame.” 
“You don’t like the beach?” 
“No, I love the beach. A little crowded, but they’re beautiful.” 
“I admit that there is quite a bit of beauty there. A certain…charm.” 
“And by charm you mean boobs.” She smiled slyly.  
“Breasts are charming.”  
“Are mine charming?” She arched her back at me a little. 
“Well, we haven’t been formally introduced or anything, but they both seem 

very lovely.” 
“Lovely, of course, meaning ‘a little small.” She frowned down at her chest with 

that look of exaggerated disappointment I’ve noticed at least once across the face of 
almost every woman I’ve ever known when appraising herself.  

“Not so. The words ‘pert’ and ‘perky’ come to mind. Either way, I really don’t 
think you should be insulting my new acquaintances. I have no doubt that they have a lot 
to offer.” 

“Really now?” 
“Certainly. Perhaps later we can all go down to the beach and get to know each 

other better.” 
“Well, I’m afraid you might be a little disappointed there. I’m, um…a little shy 

to go to the beach the way most of those women do.” She blushed at just the mention of 
it. 

“No running around naked and changing in public?” 
“Oh Hell no. Are you kidding?” 
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“Well, it is a great loss for all of Spain, but, then, I didn’t really feel like going 
to the beach anyway.” 

“Why not?” 
“Well, that’s likely ere-whay the ermans-jay will be. I can only be friendly for 

so long.” 
“Is that a rule?” 
“More like a simple fact of life. Anyway, this business with the Dali museum 

was still open before you, uh…” I glanced down quickly but noticeably at Collette’s 
breasts. “distracted me. It seems we both want to go, and have no companions with any 
interest.” 

“It does seem that way, yes.” 
“Then it’s clear what we have to do, right?” 
“Slip away from the groups and have wild, passionate sex?” 
“…I, er…mm…God I hope that’s what we have to do…” 
“It’s either that or go to the Dali museum together.” 
“Go to the what now?” She laughed and slapped my shoulder, and then leaned 

her head on it.  
“Hey, that guy. The bald one singing?” 
“Yeah?” 
“He is a guy, right? Cause those are some high pitched notes…” 
“Yeah, he’s a guy.” 
“Okay.”  
 
We talked quietly until the Germans stood up, looked over at me to make sure I 

saw them, and started walking off. Like a dog trained beyond verbal commands, it was 
expected that I would simply follow. The others looked between the Germans and me.  

“What the Hell, dude?  They’re just leaving you?” Roger looked incredulous.  
“No, they’re trying to tell me they want to move on.” Samantha shook her head.  
“Couldn’t they just, you know, fuckin’ TELL you they wanted to go?” 
“Then they’d have to talk to me In English. And you never know, I could say 

something back, and then we’d be trapped in some kind of…conversation or something. 
It’d be no good.”  

“Are they just assholes or what?” scowled at their backs. 
“Kindof. Oskar’s a decent guy, we get along well enough and he spent some 

time in America, so his English is good. But Lora dislikes me and English both quite a 
bit, and the other one, Meiko, truly seems to hate me.” 

“So this Oskar guy invited you to go on vacation with them without running it 
past the others?” 

“No, Meiko invited me.” Everyone just looked at me for a while.  
“…that’s pretty fucked.”  
“Yeah. Welcome to my vacation. Anyway, I should go with them. Oskar has the 

key to our room, and Lord only knows where they’re going or when they’ll be back.” 
I had assumed that would be the end of my time with the new group, but 

everybody stood up and brushed themselves off, and started in the direction of the 
Germans. Collette wrapped her arm around mine, stroking my skin with her fingertips 
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and smiling at me. As we passed the musicians on our way out of the Plaza, I dropped 
some money into their woven collection basket.  

We were let back through narrow streets and shops. Back to their old tricks, we 
were moving slow enough to take in the sights and window shop, and to go inside a few 
of the more interesting boutiques. One had an interesting necklace of wooden beads and 
an intricately carved three-sided star that I bought. The streets opened up in a large plaza 
in between two government buildings, with cars crossing randomly, finding their own 
way between the nine roads leading to and from the place. People clearly had the right-
of-way there, and a car would have to stop every few feet to let someone pass by, which 
ended up looking like some kind of mad, ritualistic dance between the cars and the 
crowds.  

We finally ended up back on La Rambla. Before they had gone more than 100 
feet, Oskar and Lora stopped in their tracks. The rest of us stopped a few feet away, 
watching them while talking in a circle, like scientists studying a strange new animal.  

“Was, wenn wir jetzt tun?” 
“Ich weiß nicht. Welche Zeit waren, nahmen wir an, um sie zu treffen?” 
“What’s going on?” Collette seemed to find their behavior odd.  
“I think something is happening.”  
“Ich erinnere mich nicht. Welche Zeit es ist?” 
“Siebzehn-zwanzig. Wir wenn, gehen zurück voran?” 
“You see that? I think he asked her the time.” 
“Are you guys doing something at some certain time?” 
“I don’t rightly know. It could have something to do with the one that’s been 

missing since morning.” 
“Do you know where she went?” 
“No clue.” 
“Hat Meiko einen Schlüssel zum Raum? Kann sie ihre Weise Rückseite finden, 

wenn wir sie vermissen?” 
“Sie hat den Schlüssel. Ich weiß nicht, wenn sie, wo der Raum ist, aber ich 

möchte nicht innen auf sie gehen zwar weiß.” 
“Wir waren im Begriff, sie an der Statue zu treffen?” 
“Ja. Wir sollten vermutlich dort jetzt gehen.”  
“Something is definitely afoot.” 
“You make it sound so sinister.” 
“How do we know it isn’t? Maybe they sold their other friend into slavery, and 

now their plotting a way to take care of their last problem.” Collette dug into her pockets 
and turned to Lily. 

“I have forty euros. Is that enough to buy him?” 
“Where would you keep him? Your apartment is pretty small.” 
“Would you remember to feed him every day? And take him for walks?” 
“Oh, I’m sure she’d give him plenty of exercise…” Collette blushed, and her 

friends laughed. The Germans stopped talking and looked at us; Oskar curiously, Lora 
with a scowl on her face, and then they turned and walked off again. Samantha shook her 
head again. 

“Damn, that is so annoying…”  
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We stopped at the grassy park in between the Maritime Museum and the pillar 
statue of Columbus, where the pied pipers of American travelers fussed over a clean 
place to sit down that wasn’t too damp. After the rest of us sprawled out, Oskar leaned 
over closer to us.  

“We’re going to wait here for a while, and then we will meet Meiko and Diego.” 
“Cool.”  
I lay on my back, and Collette turned, so her head was resting on my stomach 

when she leaned back.  
“See, we find out what’s going on eventually.”  
The day grew hotter, laying on the grass in the sun. It was like a day at the park 

with nothing to do but enjoy the weather. We joked and relaxed. Jon took a nap, and 
Samantha took off her t-shirt and lay on her stomach, so she could tan a little while we 
were just hanging out. Lily laughed at her and unhooked her bra, saying she wasn’t 
thinking Spanish enough, giving herself tan lines like that. Sam complained and yelled at 
her, but made no move to fasten it again. We were there for a long time, and eventually 
Roger started checking his watch. Not long after that, Lily started mentioning wanting to 
get something to eat. Collette assured them both that they were fine, but I could hear her 
stomach clearly. No matter how much she ignored it, I could tell she was starving as well.  

“These people you’re meeting are taking their sweet time in coming.” Roger 
was trying to sound casual and not at all annoyed, but only half succeeding. Collette 
frowned a little, rolling her head a little on the pillow she had made of my stomach to 
direct it at him.  

“Well, to be perfectly honest, I don’t know that we really had a set time to meet 
up with them. They weren’t terribly…certain sounding when discussing if we should 
come down here or not. For that matter, if you had someone new coming out to spend 
some time with you, is hanging out with your friends really the first thing you’d want to 
do?” Collette shook her head.  

“It’d be ninth.” Roger smiled.  
“What’d be first?” Collette turned her head to face him again, grinning 

mischievously.  
“Guess.” She turned and winked at me.  
“What about second through eight?” 
“Same kind of thing, just more of it.” It was my turn to smile down at her. 
“Only eight?” 
“Well, I DO have to walk again eventually.”  
We all laughed, until the laughter got quiet and became another expanse of 

quiet. Roger was the first to break it again.  
“Seriously, though, we should be getting on. We’re all getting pretty hungry 

here. You’re welcome to join us, Ellis.” 
“I really can’t run out on these guys just yet.”  
No problem. We’ll see you around later, then.” Roger and Lily got up and 

walked over to their friends, both of whom were napping by now, to wake them up. 
Collette sat up and scooted herself closer to me.  

“So how do I find you again?” 
“Do you have a map on you? I can show you where I’m staying.” 
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“I don’t. Tell me, though, maybe I can remember.” 
“It’s pretty easy. Go down this road here, the main one. The second or third 

street will be this little narrow alley. It won’t even be a full street, there’s an archway 
above it connecting the two buildings. The walls inside are covered with graffiti, and it 
will always smell like shit. The only door in the alley on the left is the one that goes to 
our hostal, which is on the second floor. Mine is the door that doesn’t have a number on it 
to the left of the entrance.” 

“Can I get in that far?” 
“There’s a series of buzzers. There’s always someone in the place, it’s more of a 

long-term tenement for washed out Spaniards than a hostal, so if you ring enough 
someone will haul themselves out of bed to let you in.” 

“Okay. Okay. I think I can remember that. I don’t think I can give that good of 
directions to where we’re staying.” 

“Can you find it on a map?” 
“I think so. You have one?” 
“Yeah.” I pulled the map out of my pocket and opened it for her. She looked it 

over with furrowed brow.  
“We’re here?” The pointed to the grassy bit right before the column.  
“Yeah.” 
“Okay. I think the place is up here.” She ran her finger along the white lines of 

the streets. “Right here. Rosa.” 
“You sure? Cause you don’t sound sure.” 
“I’m sure its on this block. The door might not be on this street, but this brown 

block here? I know it’s there. There’s one of those blue H signs on the door. If you hit the 
black button someone will let you in, and then we’re in room 322.” I took out a pen and 
marked the map with a C.  

“Cool. I think I can find it.” She looked at me suspiciously. Not playfully, like 
she had been earlier. She was staring directly in my eyes, like she was trying to find 
something.  

“Am I really going to see you again?” 
“Of course.” She didn’t relax her stare any. “Seriously. You’ll see me. Would I 

lie to you?” 
“Why not? You don’t know me.” For the first time since I sat down next to her, 

she seemed really guarded. Suddenly, it was like there was something she didn’t want to 
say to me. Or didn’t want me to say to her.  

“Look, I haven’t met many cool people on this trip. I’ve been wandering around 
this place by myself with nobody to talk to for days. You’re really cool, and I like you, so 
why would I want to lie about seeing you? Why WOULDN’T I want to see you? We still 
have to go to that Dali museum, you know.” She looked at me for a few minutes, and 
then smiled. It was a quieter smile than she had been wearing all afternoon, but there was 
something more personal to it. She leaned forward and kissed me on the side of the 
mouth. I turned to her a little more, half surprised by how quick she’d moved, and she 
kissed me again, this time long enough for me to kiss her back. When she pulled away, 
she smiled that new smile again, and whispered.  
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“Okay. I’ll see you soon then.” She stood and joined her friends, who had 
moved over to the side of the park to give her some space. They waved at me, and the 
group of them walked back up La Rambla, where more tables were being set up for the 
early supper crowd, going out after their siesta. I watched her walk away, and every few 
steps she would turn to look back at me, until Lily finally shoved her, and she was forced 
to retaliate. I lay back down, and waited for someone to tell me it was time to start 
moving again, and daydreamed about Collette, rolling my tongue inside my mouth, still 
tasting her kiss on me.  

 
I was interrupted by Oskar tapping my shoulder and letting me know we had to 

go meet Meiko now. As we started walking, I could see her standing in front of the 
Columbus Column, a short Spaniard standing next to her. We got closer, and we were 
formally introduced to Diego. 

Diego was a few inches shorter than me, and just barely taller than the girls. He 
had dark hair that swept back his head before becoming a mass of curls down below his 
ears. He wore thin glasses and a well-tailored button-up shirt, and had an easy-going look 
about him. He was clearly older then Meiko, older than myself, in his early thirties I 
think, but in good health, and with less gray hair than I had. He was introduced in 
English, which I thought was for my benefit, until I realized that it was more due to the 
fact that he didn’t speak German and Meiko didn’t speak Spanish, so the only way they 
could communicate at all was through English, which was clearly neither of their strong 
suits. The goal was to take a cable-car ride up to the mountain where the castle was, off in 
the distance. The tower from which you started the ride was on the other side of the 
harbor, and then you actually took the tram car out to another tower stationed out in the 
middle of the water, to turn and head up the hill. As we walked around the harbor, I 
listened to Lora and Oskar, discussing things in German in front of me, and to Meiko and 
Diego, talking in English behind me. There was a theatre off next to the Maremágnum 
complex showing movies. Spain is very proud of their own movies, rather than most 
countries which are very taken with the big American movies; there was only one 
American movie playing there, and it wasn’t being shown in English. They were 
discussing these movies, and how weird it was that they didn’t show any American films 
in English, since that’s how they were filmed. In Germany, a lot of movies come out 
released in both an English version and a German version, but the English play longer, 
since they are far more popular, even without subtitles. Diego was actually a fan of 
English movies himself, since he liked being able to see the actor’s lips match their 
words, and it was more interesting, even if he couldn’t understand everything. He 
admitted, a little nervously, that he liked romance movies. His favorite movie was Love 
Actually, because of the way all the little stories intertwined. Since she hadn’t heard of 
the movie, he described it a little, including his favorite storyline in the movie, which was 
between a British writer who was falling for this Portuguese housecleaner, only neither of 
them spoke the other’s language. So they both went home and took courses, so when they 
met again, they could talk. She responded to this by laughing, saying she had no respect 
for such lame movies. What was the point? He stammered a little, trying to tell if she was 
joking, and when it became clear she wasn’t, trying to think of how to respond. It was 
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appalling how she treated this guy, who she apparently liked enough to bring down from 
Valencia to be with her.  

I suppose there is always the possibility that she’s one of those girls who just 
hates men. It might explain why her best friend was a bitter German girl with a fe-mullet.  

 
At the sky-tram tower, there was bad news. To go up the elevator was 8€, to 

take the tram out to the tower in the water was 13€, and to go all the way up to the 
mountain, one way, was 20€. We all stood to the side, discussing whether or not we had 
the money to spend. I knew for a fact that I didn’t, and so sat down on the cement rail that 
encircled the ticket area. The discussion transgressed over into the German, so Diego, 
looking a little confused, came over and sat beside me. We started talking about movies; I 
admitted that I had overheard, and thought Meiko’s appraisal of chick movies to be a 
little extreme, but, then, she’s never struck me as a terribly huge fan of many things 
American. Besides Grunge music. As the committee decided we would not be paying for 
an elevator ride, and we started walking back the way we came, Meiko stayed up with her 
friends, in their own language, and so Diego and I continued to talk, through movies (his 
favorite American movie is the Matrix), and into music, and how until recently there was 
a sort of resistance to American pop music, but now it was filtering in, because Spanish 
bands just couldn’t keep up. Aside from Dover, who, it was agreed, kick ass. Finally, we 
got to a large intersection with a subway tunnel, and Meiko announced to everyone that 
we were going to go eat, and then go to a club. And then the girls looked at me 
expectantly and irritated, as though I had just farted in front of the pope. Confused, the 
two guys looked between us, and then asked if I was hungry, and where we were all 
going to eat. I was wearied from being polite all day, and suddenly far more irritated now 
that Meiko was back in the fold, so as politely as I could I explained that I was too tired 
for dancing tonight, and would leave them to their dancing and conversation. Feeling 
their unpleasant faces had done their work, the Fraulines went back to talking, while 
Oskar and Diego tried to talk me out of going on my own. I gave them each a reassuring 
slap on the shoulder and a hearty thanks, got our room key from Oskar, and then wished 
them luck before crossing the street back in the direction of the room, where I had some 
crusty bread and cheese waiting for me. And maybe figure out just how the Hell I got to a 
place where that was all I could afford to eat.  

 
In the room by myself, I had some of the room temperature queso and some of 

the day old baguette I had under the window. The day’s sounds of death and chaos 
reverberating throughout the cement sound chamber connecting my rooms to those 
around me was finally dying down, the baby having gone to bed, the old woman having 
cooked her last meal of the day, and the fat man upstairs silent. Nothing could stop the 
man across the way from coughing up his lungs, though. That’s one of those things that 
I’m pretty sure he would have stopped himself if he could. Maybe not though. Perhaps it 
was a one-man mission to rid his body of lungs. Regardless of all this, I was in a great 
mood. And I love stale bread and cheese. I even had hot sauce to dip it in.  

No sooner did I finish the small meal when I heard a strange sound through the 
window. At first I thought it was someone tossing wash water out the window, or people 
all flushing their toilets at once, as the sound echoed up of water hitting the concrete 
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ground. But when I went to the window to look, it was raining. It was raining! After 
weeks of being hot and half-dehydrated, it was raining. I pulled my shoes on as quick as I 
could, emptied a few of the paper things out of my pockets that I didn’t want to get 
soaked, and then sprinted down the stairs. As soon as I got out of the alley and on to the 
main street, the light rain turned into a downpour. I turned onto La Rambla, watching 
people scattering everywhere. Hundreds of people, all expecting the sand and heat and 
the sun, and none of them, from the natives to the Australians, were prepared for rain. 
People abandoned meals barely even started and scrambled to find shelter under the 
eaves and inside restaurants. People were piling at tables to fit everyone inside, and 
clustering so tightly together you’d think the rain was the wrath of God in a highly 
concentrated poison. Every square inch of awning and easement was covered by people 
leaning hard against a wall, like some kind of grand-scale performance art piece; call it 
‘holding the community together.’ People called to me in a variety of languages to join 
them and stay dry. There was nothing that could have convinced me to leave at that 
moment; there is something about rain that has always been pure and liberating, 
something exciting. Walking around in a foreign place, while comforted by a downpour 
worthy of my own home’s rain, only warm and clean; it was the best of both worlds. 
Suddenly, on the most crowded street I had seen in Barcelona, I was the only person 
walking around. The streets were mine. The city was mine, by virtue of my mastery over 
the water falling from the sky. The interesting thing was that, mere moments after the 
rain started, the vendors who had been walking around selling beer by the can out of six 
packs and bags of chips, were now walking around with arm-loads of umbrellas. The 
doorway racks holding postcards and gimmicky souvenirs were now displaying an array 
of plastic ponchos. It was a great display of fluidity of the merchants. How many boxes 
of situational goods did these guys have stashed away, just in case something happened? 
Were there snowshoes, gas masks? Bear repellant?  

Up and down through streets, laughing and smiling while all around me the 
world stopped moving. It was beautiful. Realizing where I was, so close to where Collette 
said her room was, I walked around the block until I found the door, and ran in through 
the door after some people returning to the dry safety of their hostal. I sprinted up the 
stairs, not wanting to miss to rain, until I got to the third floor and found room 322. I 
knocked and made a ruckus, but nobody answered, so I sprinted back down the stairs and 
outside, where the water was still pouring, waiting for me. I wandered into La Plaça Real, 
the big open square with a fountain, now overwhelmed and overflowing with the extra 
water. The entire center, which was always bustling with people and huge, seemed even 
bigger now that it was completely vacant, up to the wide eaves that used to be for shade, 
and had become the only safe tables to eat at. I was taking my time walking across, 
laughing and dancing in the rain, the entire plaza open and empty except for me and the 
rain. Under the eaves, a little boy was playing with a large red ball, bouncing it up and 
down, throwing it in the air and catching it, when he lost control, and the ball bounced 
out to the open. Instinctively, the child lunged after it, but was caught by his mother, 
holding him for dear life, as though he were trying to follow the ball across a busy 
highway. I sauntered up to the ball, sitting in a deep pool beside a palm tree, and handed 
it back to the child, smiling at him through the wall of water that divided us. Surprisingly, 
since I was the only thing moving in such a large stage, my retrieval was watched by the 



 181

crowd, and all around me were sudden cheers and applause, as though I had just rescued 
a drowning kitten. I was contemplating whether to take a bow or ask for requests, when I 
heard someone shouting at me.  

“You crazy, mate? Come on out of there!” A group of people was standing 
under the cover, trying to get my attention. I walked closer to them, standing just on the 
other side of the cover, where the wall of water met the dry places.  

“I cannot comply with this thing you suggest.” 
“Are you serious? You’re soaked!” I looked down at myself like it was the first 

time. 
“Yeah…but you don’t know what you’re missing! You’re in Spain, man! This 

here, this is the Rain of Spain! And whether we’re on a plain now or not, this stuff is 
famous. Come out and join me!” In the group was a girl wearing a t-shirt advertising 
some band I had never heard of, with wild, curly long blond hair, and a spark to her eyes. 
She was laughing as I stood there arguing with her friends, and something about the way 
she edged forward and looked around told me that she was tempted to join me.  

“I’m missing catching pneumonia and dying! I can do without that. I like my 
health, thanks, and like keeping the rain out of my beer.” 

“Bah. The rain is intoxicating itself. Come, try! Try!” Nobody made any steps 
closer, except the one girl. “I can bring the rain to you then. Give us a hug!” I spread my 
arms, water sloughing off me like a gargoyle, dripping and splashing everywhere. I took 
a step under the eave, and everyone took a step back.  

“Yer insane!” 
“Hug! Feel the love!” I took a step towards them individually, and, one by one, 

they all backed away, until I turned to the girl with the fire in her eyes. “How about you? 
C’mere!” She approached tentatively, and opened her arms. I held her close, like an old 
friend or a lover, letting as much of my sopping body come in contact with her as 
possible. When I stopped away, her entire front was wet, and she was smiling widely. 
“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” She shook her head. 

“No. A little cold, but not bad.” The wet t-shirt clinging to the skin of her breasts 
betrayed the truth of her words.  

“Well, then, come on. It’s like jumping in the river. The hard part is over. Join 
me in the rain.” I held out my hand. She took hold, and stepped with me back out away 
from the safety, where the ran started hitting her at once, forcing a high squeal from her 
lungs. The wet spots on the front of her shirt blended with a thousand other drops of 
water, and in moments she was as wet as I. She laughed, and opened her mouth to let the 
water run in.  

“It feels great. Guys, out here with us.” The rest of them shook their heads 
grimly. Together we started grabbing peoples arms to drag them into the rain, but they 
fought and broke free the second raindrops hit them, retreated back deeper into the dry.  

“You’re friends aren’t going to see the light, I think, and I have a lot more of 
this shining, wet city to see, so I won’t be able to try and convince them anymore.” I took 
a few steps back, to show how serious I was about wanting to leave.  

“Wait!” She bit her lip and looked at her friends, and then back at me. “Can I 
come with you?”  
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“Of course. Be glad for the company.” I thought for a moment about Collette, 
and how much I had wanted to be able to bring her out walking with me, enjoying this 
weather.  

“Alright, you guys. Later on, yeah?” Her friends told her to be safe and have 
fun, but nobody made a word to stop her. She ran to my side, feet splashing through 
growing puddles. “Let’s go!”  

She and I walked and ran through the city, laughing and splashing water at each 
other, dancing and jumping. She jumped into a fountain and kicked a wave of water at 
me, and I chased her for blocks, until she finally slowed down enough for me to catch 
her. I held on to her waist, just inside arms length. She looked up at me, a half-grin on her 
face. 

“You caught me. Now what?” She brushed a thick clump of wet hair away from 
her eyes, so nothing could block them from peering at me.  

“Punishment must be administered, clearly. What does the prisoner think is 
fair.” She shifted her weight, pivoting herself so her hips were closer to me. Her entire 
body was completely coated with water, her wet clothes clinging to her every curve, 
every detail showing perfectly, as though her clothes were just painted on naked flesh. 
Her breathing was heavy, and her cheeks a little flushed. She looked away for a second, 
and then back into my eyes, biting her lip.  

“Where’s your room?”  
 
Back in the hostal, we tried not to make too much noise. After unlocking the 

door to my room, she was standing on the floor, shivering.  
“Too bad there’s no kitchen, eh? Some tea would be nice now.” An idea struck 

me, and I went out to the hallway, where there was a managers office just down from my 
room. I used a credit card to slip the lock, while the girl watched. When the door opened, 
she shook her finger at me playfully, and then slipped inside. On one wall, opposite a 
desk, was a plug-in tea kettle. A search of the cupboards revealed some tea and 
shortbread cookies. I packed the latch with tissues so it wouldn’t lock again, and took the 
things back to my room. We sat on the bed while the water boiled, and made out. When 
the tea was ready, it sat neglected on the table while we chose more intimate ways to 
keep warm. I pulled her shirt off, like a second skin, revealing soft, pale flesh covered 
with goosebumps. We pulled each other’s clothes off with a reckless abandon, getting 
away from the rapidly cooling water, into each other’s warm embrace. When the last bit 
of her clothing hit the floor, she pulled me close to her, wrapping her body around mine 
tightly, while struggling to bring the blankets around the both of us. I ran my hands down 
her back, smoothing the skin out under my touch, pulling her body up until I could reach 
her pale, hard nipples with my lips, running my tongue around them, hearing her heart 
beating close to my ears. She pulled me back to kiss her, and slid her hands down my 
thighs until she was pressing me into her, grinding against me. The center of her was so 
hot I thought it was going to scald the places where my skin hadn’t recovered from the 
wet clothing. I swelled with the wanting of her. I was barely able to hold off long enough 
to get the condom on, before thrusting myself deep into her, savoring the completely 
surrounding warmth, the passion, the intensity. She gyrated under me in perfect rhythm 
as I drove myself into her slowly, again and again. Our bodies warmed from the center 
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out, the clammy cold being replaced by a flush of color, followed by the sweating. 
Pressed against her, muscles all flexing in slow motion, under to covers the world was 
suddenly hotter than it had been outside under the burning sun, and it was amazing. My 
head dizzied and my body felt like it was going to give out, but that just made me want to 
push all the more, to feel her body tremble, feel her gasping into my mouth, too rushed to 
pull away, biting my lips between kisses when the pressure got to be too much. Her knees 
started shaking so much it made her breath come out in jagged gulps, And I could feel her 
body pulsing against me, pulling me with a hunger she couldn’t control. She bit my 
shoulder and moaned, hands clutching onto me like she was afraid of falling off the face 
of the earth. Her orgasm was so powerful, so lasting, I thought she might crush me in the 
strength of it. I could feel myself convulsing as I let go into her, hardly able to move, so 
tightly was she holding me, and then, just as I thought I would be unable to hold myself 
up against her struggles anymore, she finally relaxed her grip, let go, and sighed slowly. 
Like a marathon runner trying to cool down after a long race, she lay, covered in sweat, 
her breasts thrusting against my chest with every heavy breath, but her mouth curled up 
into a wide, satisfied smile.  

“Oh, God. That was…oh, its been a while, and that was just…it…” 
“I done good?” She leaned up and kissed me gently.  
“You were amazing. That was just what I needed. Thanks.” 
“Mmm. Thank you. I lay on my back, and she curled into me.  
“I’m Meghan, by the way.” 
“Ellis. Pleased to meet you.” She laughed into my chest. 
“Oh, Lord. That was some handshake. Do you think we can meet again?” 
While we were lying there, the rain died down. We decided it would be a good 

time to walk Meghan home, in case the rain started up again. Her clothes were still 
soaked, so she borrowed a pair of shorts and a shirt. She was bundling up her wet clothes, 
and I made a move to grab the panties that had landed on the chair, and the bra laying 
across the desk.  

“No, leave them.” 
“You don’t want them?” 
“They’re wet.” 
“We can dry them, you know.” She flashed me her grin, and her fire eyes. 
“Just be wet again when I thought about you. Besides, if I go through all the 

work to put them on, you’ll just be taking them off again anyway.” 
“I will?” 
“You’d better…”  
She grabbed the Rockfords shirt in my bag, the thin fabric straining over her 

breasts, the words stretching a little to accommodate the magnificent curves of her body. 
On the way back to her room, amidst all the people braving to go outside again after their 
rain scare, we walked near where Collette’s place was, and I felt a little guilty. It should 
have been her I was with, not this other girl. But as soon as the thought entered my mind, 
I stumbled on a large gap in the stone street, and bumped into Meghan. She responded by 
pushing me against a wall and kissing me, her hand sliding down into my pants briefly, 
before pulling back out and grabbing the belt to pull me off the wall again and get me in 
the direction of her room.  
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When we got there, nobody else was there. Apparently the seven of them were 
staying in two rooms, both of which were nicer than ours, with windows looking out on 
the street below, instead of at more windows. She was the only person to have a twin bed 
to herself. As soon as I latched the door behind me, I turned to see Meghan dropping her 
borrowed shorts to the floor.  

“What’s going on?” 
“Well, I have to give them back, right?” She looked coyly at me, before taking a 

step and stripping the t-shirt over her head, letting her still-wet hair tumble down over her 
shoulders and back. She dropped the shirt to the ground next to the shorts, and took slow, 
predatory steps towards me, completely naked, and aware of how the light played of the 
graceful movements of her lithe body. When she got to me, and started pulling on my 
belt, I was already ready for her again. As soon as she noticed that she smiled and 
grabbed a hold and kissed me.  

We stumbled towards the bed, and toppled when we finally hit it, Meghan 
falling forward over it, me hitting my side on it. She started to straighten out to face me, 
but I put my hand on her back to stop her. I stood closer, just behind her and to the side, 
kissing her over he shoulder. She understood, and leaned forward over the bed, lifting her 
right leg to rest the knee on the bed by her arm. She reached behind herself until she felt 
me, and pulled me closer until she could pushed herself back, onto me. I grabbed her 
waist and pulled until she was pressed flat to me, and couldn’t get any closer. She twisted 
her back to pivot on me, and then pushed back hard. The slower I moved, the more slight 
my touch, the more she wanted me, the more I could feel the heat coming from her skin, 
the more I could watch her back rise and fall with the short, fast breaths of anticipation. 
When I finally fell to her wishes, and gave myself to her fully, a whimper escaped her 
throat. The wet slapping noises outside the window of people running on the rain-washed 
streets blended in with the sharp sounds of our bodies coming together wet with sweat 
and desire. Even with her arms not around me, I could feel the strength and intensity of 
her movement. The blankets balled in her fists, she dropped her body to the bed and 
buried her face in the thick comforter. Muffled yells escaped her lips with every jolting 
movement. She turned her head to look behind, to watch me, and it only made her louder. 
Releasing the blankets, her hands drifted over her own body, down the slick curves of her 
neck and shoulder, massaging her breasts, pinching the nipples. Pressing against her own 
stomach, and down between her legs, touching first herself, and then me, with her slender 
fingers. The took her hand back and used it to support herself, throwing her head back, 
which loosed a spray of sweat and rain from her wet hair. The hair landed on her back 
with a crack, like a whip, which only added to the panting. I repeated the slapping with 
my own hands, making her louder with every touch of my skin. She called out for God, 
and buried her face into the blankets again, resuming the short, shrill screams, shorter 
even as she started moving faster, pushing herself into me. Faster and faster we moved, 
until every muscle on her back and arms started to twitch. Her spine danced like a 
charmed snake, lifting her off the bed and driving her down again. The leg she was using 
to support her weight shook violently and threatened to give in. I held firmly onto her 
sides, to help support her without slowing down a bit. One hand clamped down on top of 
mine, squeezing tight in time with the gasping calls of pleasure and joy. Her body thrust 
forward and froze as the short burst of sound became one long, loud yell, straight into the 
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blanket. Her only movement was the one hand that still held mine, pulling on my hand 
and my arm, begging me to keep going. I could feel the muscles inside her pulling, 
twitching, asking me to let go. I drove into her, deeper, harder, faster, her voice breathless 
but still going, until I couldn’t hold back any longer. Feeling me finishing off, she gasped 
out her approval, trying again and again to say ‘God yes’ but running out of air and voice 
every time, until he gave up and collapsed, with me following after, resting on the cool 
skin of her back, my lips crashing on her shoulder.  

“Don’t move. Stay there, stay in, just a while more.” She sighed, and reached 
her hand behind her head to play with my hair. It took me a second to realize what felt 
different, until it hit me life a brick.  

“Shit, Meghan, we didn’t—” 
“I know. It’s okay.” 
“But,—?” 
“ I could feel it when you were in me, feel it when you came. It was so 

amazing.” 
“Yeah, but what about—” 
“No, it’s okay, don’t worry. I’m protected. We’re fine.” 
“You’re sure?” She chuckled tiredly.  
“God, yes. I can feel it down the inside of my thigh. So good…” 
Eventually we slowly crawled into bed, both exhausted, and curled next to each 

other, before falling quickly to sleep.  
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Day Day Day Day 11    
 
 
 
 
 
I woke up confused, hazy, and naked. Where was I? This wasn’t my room…that 

much was clear right away, before I even opened my eyes. There were no sounds of 
coughing or screaming. There was no raw sewage smell coming in through the window. 
A deep breath in, and all I could smell was the morning after a good rain, the sweet smell 
of perfume mixed with the salty smell of sweat. All I could hear was the sound of 
someone breathing nearby, somewhere. All around; it was the bulk of the sounds I could 
hear from every direction, with only the sound of the occasional passer-by out the 
window, and, just a whisper, that familiar comfort of strangers, somewhere not too far 
away, having sex in the early morning. The bright Spanish sun was blinding, making 
everything in the room blurred and distorted. It was minutes until I could make out 
completely the shape of the beautiful naked girl lying next to me. She was sprawled on 
her back, barely covered by a thin sheet, one arm stretched under the pillow I was 
sleeping on. She looked peaceful and contented in her sleep. Beyond her, a man and 
woman slept in a larger bed across the room. I could vaguely recognize them as the 
Australians from last night. Her friends. A few more minutes passed before I fully 
realized that I was just as naked as the girl, and just as sparsely covered in a room full of 
strangers. How much of a look did they get at me, I wondered, when they came back to 
the room? My first thought was that I hoped there wasn’t any kind of unseasonable chill 
in the room that night. But that was followed by the realization that, when sleeping next 
to a beautiful naked woman, everything about you seems more impressive, and there is 
little shame in being caught.  

Meghan was sound asleep, and it didn’t seem right to wake her, beautiful and 
naked as she was. She might ask me not to stare so much, after all, and where would I be 
then? No sense in NOT staring unwholesomely at the cute naked girl, remembering all 
those places of her body I had been. I tried to crawl over her quietly, without disturbing 
her sleep, but it was early yet, and I was far less graceful than your average two-legged 
housecat, and fell slipped halfway over, landing on top of her. She stirred, but did not 
open her eyes. 

“Mmm, babe. You know I want you, but let me sleep first.” 
“You can sleep. I’ll just to my thing here and let you be.” 
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“Don’t even think about it. I want to enjoy every inch of that thing. Later.”  
“I’m hungry now. I don’t think I can wait around until later.” 
“One track mind on you. If you intend to…eat, you’ll definitely have to wait.”  
“You don’t want me to…eat?” She smiled.  
“Oh no, I do. I think you’re skilled and insatiable. But….” She blinked open her 

eyes, and pointed a languid finger at the other bed “I would no doubt wake them. Would 
be weird.”  

“A little, I suppose. They might like watching.” 
“Do you want them to watch?” 
“Not particularly. But I know I can’t stop staring at you. Don’t know why they’d 

be any different.” 
“You like to stare?” 
“Well, look at you.” I supported myself up, and pulled away the sheet that was 

covering part of her. Meghan started to move her hand to cover herself, and then stopped, 
stretching and yawning instead, and then rolling her eyes down.  

“I’m naked.” 
“You most certainly are.” 
“You’re naked, too.” 
“Yes.” She smiled at me. 
“And you like seeing me naked.” 
“I like touching you naked, too.” I slid my hand from her knee, up the inside of 

her thigh. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. I continued to press her flesh under 
my fingers, massaging her gently. She let the softest of moans slip through her lips.  

“Wait. Wait, stop, please. Stop.” She said the words breathlessly, softly, arguing 
with herself. I froze, but stayed where I was. 

“You sure, stop?” She bit her lip and opened her eyes, rolling her head to look at 
her sleeping friends, contemplating them at length, looking back to me for a moment, my 
face and my hands, and then back at her friends.  

“Yeah. Yes.” Her voice was disappointed and dejected. I lifted myself off her, 
took my hand away. She sighed and rolled over on her side, to where I had been sleeping, 
pulling her legs up to her chest. “God, that’s just not fair.” 

“What’s not fair?” She turned her head back far enough to look at me, and put a 
hand on mine. 

“You making me want you like this. Especially when I can’t have you.” 
“You can have me.” 
“Not with other people here. It…wouldn’t be right.” 
“I’m sorry. You can always go to sleep, and have me there.” I pulled the sheet 

back up over her. 
“Are you going to stay? They won’t be here forever.” 
“I have to get back to my room, take a shower. I need breakfast.” I started to get 

dressed, and gather my things. 
“Leave the shirt? I want to wear it today. I’ll give it back to you later, when I see 

you.” I draped the rockfords shirt across her body. She took it and held it to her chest like 
a stuffed animal.  

“Go back to sleep now. Dream well. Make me strong and full of stamina.” 
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“Mmm. You ARE strong and full of stamina. I’ll see you a little later, okay?” 
“Okay. Bye.”  
She rolled back over, and I quietly crossed the room, and left.  
 
Town was still and quiet as I strolled through it, just like the early morning had 

been back in Valencia. The air still smelled clean from the previous nights rain, and pools 
of water collected in the stone streets.  I kept thinking about going back, crawling into the 
bed next to Meghan and letting the morning slip by pressed against her back. But there 
was a lot of this town that I had yet to see, and I knew if I stayed with the girl, we 
probably wouldn’t even bother to get dressed for most of the day. She knew where my 
room was, and she seemed sure enough she would see me later. Instead, I cleared my 
head of all thought, and walked, enjoying every moment for the peace and the stillness, 
for the beauty of everything that was around me, for the night before, with rain and 
lightning, unlike lightning back home, and for the morning, with its clear skies and bright 
sun. Sounds of people getting ready to start their day echoed down from windows above, 
and in the balcony across from the girls’ room, the young man had returned to his porch, 
and was softly playing guitar along with the radio. I stopped and listened for a moment, 
before going inside.  

 
Nobody was in our room. I’d left it unlocked, in order to avoid the kind of 

problem we had before, assuming that nobody in this place had enough gall to go around 
checking the doors of other rooms. Granted, I had opened the door of a sleeping man 
earlier, but that was because it was a half-latched sliding glass door, that the fire escape 
map had labeled as a lounge, and it seemed a good place to sit and do some reading. But 
that was accident, not maliciousness towards my neighbors. Besides, that damn door 
stuck so hard in opening, with it’s makeshift doorjamb, nobody would be able to tell it 
wasn’t locked unless they gave it the fierce kick it took to open the fucking thing, at 
which point they’re probably getting in anyway. It was worth the chance to not have to 
deal with getting yelled at by German’s, at least not if I had given them good cause. If 
they yelled for no reason, they were just assholes. If I gave them a reason, then I was an 
asshole. Oskar, especially. He had done nothing to me. So it was comforting to see that 
everything was still in its place, even if there were no people there to notice.  

I emptied my pockets and jumped on the bed. The pillow was still vaguely damp 
where Meghan’s head had been laying, and smelled a little like her hair. I was going over 
the previous night in my head, when I felt something jab into my leg. My first thought 
was a spider, and I pulled my leg up, quick, to see if it was still on me. It was a pretty 
noticeable jab, which couldn’t be good. I couldn’t see any spiders, and worried a little. 
There was blood on my leg from something, which was even worse. How big are the 
fucking spiders in Spain? Are they poisonous? It was hot and desert-like, right, like the 
south of America? And they had all kinds of poisonous things down there. Who’s to say 
Spain is any different? Hell, for all I know there are signs posted everywhere warning 
me, but they’d all be written in Spanish. Dumb though we may be, at least in America 
you’d find warnings done in picture. A little stick figure getting the shit scared out of him 
by a giant, hairy spider, then being all poisoned and dead on the ground. I tore up the bed 
looking for the bastard, but with the blankets gone, I still couldn’t see it. I ran my hand 
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over a wrinkle in the sheet to smooth it out, and felt a similar jab in my finger. I couldn’t 
see anything. The bastard WOULD be invisible, wouldn’t he?   

I looked close, and gently probed the area that had stabbed me twice now. I 
could feel something sharp, just under the fitted sheet. Sharp, and long. Like a needle. 
And if you ever want to be comforted about a spider bite, just tell yourself that you could 
have just been stabbed by a mysterious needle you found in someone else’s bed in a 
cheap rented room in a shitty, worn out building full of desperate, drunken and desolate 
people. In a matter of seconds my biggest concern went from being a bug bite to being 
simultaneously catching aids, herpes, and a healthy heroin addiction.  

Thanks Spain! You’re the best! 
I poked at it, I examined it, and with a little work and some patience, I worked 

the needle out of the mattress. Not terribly unlike pulling a sword from stone, only I 
without the wizards and kingdoms involved. And, in the end, the needle was just a 
regular sewing needle, which, by virtue of what must have been some vigorous, hardcore 
sewing, had worked itself deep into the mattress of the bed. Victorious over my victory 
over both invisible spiders and blood born pathogens, I leapt back on my bed, squirmed 
until I got comfortable, and tried to get back to remembering sweating with a great 
looking Aussie girl there. Before I could get too deep in my memories, I got another stab 
in the foot. Immediately, I was at the foot of the bed, investigating. At first I thought I 
had been fool enough to drop the first needle back in the bed, but a more thorough 
examination gave up another one. Separate from the first. Which was creepy.  

The next half hour was spent searching the surface of my bed for submerged 
needles. Better safe than sorry, right, as outlandish as the odds had to be. Turns out I 
should take up gambling, because I found more. By the time I was done searching, I’d 
found two more. For those rusty on math, that’s four needles I found in my bed. Four. In 
the place I sleep, there were four sharp, foreign, decidedly non-bed related objects 
inserted in a very subversive and malevolent way. I hated my bed. I shook my fist at it 
and swore in every language I knew profanity in, just to make sure it understood. Since 
there’s little else I could do at that point, I got some clean clothes and took a squatting 
shower. 

As I finished up, I heard someone come in the room. Not easy to miss, what 
with the kicking required. When I left the bathroom, Oskar was rummaging through his 
things, pulling out clothes to wear.  

“Morning.” 
“Hey, good morning Ellis. How are you?” 
“Pretty damned good. And you?” 
“I am good.” 
“You just get in?” 
“No, no. Lora and I were talking late, so I slept over there.” 
“Right. Meiko off with Diego?” 
“Yes, she’s staying with him. Did you come home last night?” 
“No, this morning, not long ago.”  
“So we have a room that nobody sleeps in.” The dying neighbor launched into a 

coughing fit, followed by the distinct sound of vomit hitting tile. 
“Hey, at least we can all get proper rest when we’re not here.” 
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“This is true, good point.” 
“Hey, you want more incentive? Take a look on the table there.” Oskar walked 

to the table and looked at the small pile. 
“Needles?”  
“Found them in my bed, buried in the mattress. Kept stabbing me.” 
“…shit. That’s really creepy. Is that why your bed is all torn apart?” 
“Well, mostly.” 
“But not all, huh?” he gave me that sideways smile that your friends give you 

when they notice that the condom in your wallet is missing. 
“No. I said I didn’t sleep here last night. I didn’t say I didn’t use the bed…” 
“Ah. That girl we met at the Cathedral yesterday?” I could feel my cheeks warm 

at the thought of Collette, and the implication. 
“No, actually. Her name is Meghan.” 
“Ah, you met someone new, eh?”  
“Hey, this country isn’t full of old friends with fond memories for some of us.” 
“But it will be by the time you leave?” 
“I like to think of it more as a worldwide peace-keeping mission…” 
“She wasn’t from Spain?” 
“No. I don’t speak Spanish and I don’t dance. Makes it hard to be charming to 

the locals, you know?” 
“So what do you do, if you don’t speak or dance?” 
“I drink, I fuck, and I happen to have a reasonable mastery of my own language. 

I just need to find people who speak it.”  
“Good thing we’re here. Up in the Basque Country, there aren’t many people 

who speak English.” 
“Then I’m good here. Are you going to miss it?” 
“Being in Spain?” 
“Yeah. I mean, you seem pretty well acclimated. You have a Spanish phone, 

most of the people who call you are Spanish. You’ve got a lot of friends here. So does it 
feel more like leaving home to visit family you used to see a lot, or does it feel like 
leaving summer camp to go home?” He sat down on the edge of his bed and thought.  

“It feels like leaving home…for home, I guess.” 
“How so?” 
“When I first came here, I was missing home all the time. All my friends were 

there, and I barely spoke Spanish at all. But now, it is different. For the first few days 
talking to Lora, my German wasn’t great, I kept getting confused. I have as many friends 
here, have things here, just as I do back in Berlin. And I miss all my old friends from 
Germany, but I am going to miss my friends here just as much. Some of them even more. 
I’ve only been back to Germany once in the past year.” 

“Sounds confusing. However mixed your feelings are, it’s still got to be exciting 
now though. Only a few days, and then a change, a move. Change always excites me.” 

“I’ve noticed. You spend a lot of time by yourself here, and Lora says you were 
alone for most of the time in Valencia. You said yourself you don’t really speak Spanish. 
You seem to be having a good time though, doing okay here. That’s impressive.” 
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“I don’t know about that. I always feel the most at home when I’m far from 
home. I love it here now, and I don’t want to leave. But if I were to get a job here, an 
apartment, as wonderful as this place is, a year from now I would want nothing more than 
to leave, to go somewhere else.” 

“There’s only so many places to go in the world.” 
“Yeah…Sooner or later, though, maybe I find one I don’t want to leave. Maybe 

I’ll wake up somewhere without feeling this blinding panic telling me to run, to leave, to 
go anywhere I can go as long as it’s away.” 

“The same goes for people?” 
“…” I didn’t have an answer. I tried to think of one; to answer honestly, to say 

something smart-assed, to make a single noise. But I honestly didn’t know the truth, nor 
what to say to fill the hole my clever words weren’t filling.  

“We’re going to go to breakfast. You coming?” 
“Nah, you guys do your thing.” 
“Okay, I’ll see you later.” 
“Yeah, have a good one.” 
Oskar left, and I was by myself again. 
 
So, sitting there, I was looking over my map and realized that there was a Hell 

of a lot more of Barcelona than I had seen. Massive churches and snow-white monkeys 
were out there for the plucking, and I had to go see them firsthand. They were easy 
enough to find, since there were cartoony pictures of them in large size on one of the free 
maps I had stolen from Lora. The difficulty being that all the cartoony pictures looked 
alike, falling into the category of Church or Arch, with the sole exception being the Parc 
Güell, which looked like an old man’s head with long hair and brambles. But it was 
enough to go on, considering it didn’t really matter one way or another if I had a half-
decent plan or not. I was poor and alone and in a place I had never seen. Everything was 
new. So to Hell with the pictures.  

For all the thunder and rain the night before, the skies showed no sign of bad 
weather. In fact, to see the skies, you would doubt a little that there ever had, in fact, 
BEEN bad weather. Last night’s rain was all a myth, cooked up by the seller’s of cheap 
disposable ponchos. In reality, it was just fifty guys on the roofs with hoses and metal 
sheeting. Kindof a big practical joke. And it may have been a little believable, if 
Spaniards were prone to doing things involving elaborate plans and…you know…moving 
a bunch. My theory would have been exposed as a fraud the second it occurred to 
someone that, in order to prepare for this hoax, you would have to find fifty people 
willing to forego naptime to help set up. Because that kind of thing is just plain crazy 
talk. 

Down the Passeig de Colom, past the large sculpture of what could be a lobster, 
where the main route turns off and follows the waterline, the shining buildings, the 
nightclubs and café’s and streets teeming with beautiful people traveling all over the 
world to lay naked on these crowded beaches, the street itself continues on. It’s name 
changes and the surrounding’s change, the bright colors being traded for the classic 
marble and stone of office buildings and government facilities. The post office stands tall 
and magnificent, greater than our city hall back home. On the corner in front of the post 
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office, a policeman stood on the corner, muscles tight and vigilant, with a shotgun in his 
hands. He wasn’t standing there in a casual way; he wasn’t standing guard idly, as the 
guards further back up the road, outside their metal rain-huts. This one looked very much 
ready for action, waiting for something, or looking for an excuse to use the gun he held 
so ready. I stood at the crosswalk, watching the signal across the street. No cars were 
coming from either direction, nor had they since I could see the road. I still waited. Far be 
it for me to jaywalk in a foreign land in front of an armed and edgy looking cop. Sounds 
like the opposite of a good idea.  

A little further, and the road bisected another one, doubly wide and named for 
Picasso, who was a native of the city. On the other side, was the park. Not just A park, 
mind you, THE park, originally the palatial estate of the municipality in charge or 
something. The thing was massive, almost half the size of the old city I had been 
spending most of my time in this far. As soon as I entered the gate in the high stone walls 
that surrounded it, I couldn’t see the edges of the inside. The entire inside of the wall was 
lined with bushes and vines and trees. You couldn’t even see the walls from the inside. 
Dirt paths wove through the grass and plants in no particular order, leading nowhere in 
specific, with no discernable order, not so much as a well-placed drawing of the park to 
point out where some of the more interesting features could be find. It was the free-verse 
poetry of landscape architecture. There was a lot of amazing things hidden away in there, 
if you could find them, hidden behind and between the jungle of the park. There was also 
a lot of jumbled mess and dogshit.  

I followed the path nowhere, like a lazy bee on a hot day, winding this way, 
circling back on myself, turning around suddenly to explore something I may not have 
seen well enough the first time. There was so much there, hidden, I knew. I couldn’t find 
it all, since I didn’t even know exactly what it was I was looking for in the first place. I 
could hear Bill Pullman as Daryl Zero, in my head. “If you’re looking for something 
specific, there’s a chance you won’t find it. If you look for anything at all, you’re 
guaranteed to find SOMETHING.” I found a lot of good stuff. A fat Spaniard slept in his 
underwear on a bench beside a dry fountain, with his clothes hanging off the branches of 
a bush to dry. A couple with white, tourist skin fucked behind a small stone building 
likely used to store gardening equipment. A building that looked like an old armory, 
standing tall in the private world, announced itself a study center and museum of 
zoology, but was not open to the public at this point in time, making it a rather peculiar 
museum. Beyond it, a giant greenhouse stood, which was open, the hanger-bay sized 
doors at both ends folded back to reveal a private collection of beautiful trees and 
flowers. Who the Hell needs a greenhouse in Spain? But it was spectacular inside, the 
sweet smell of flowers and fresh soil and clean water lingering in the air, like that first 
time you meet someone special, get in close enough to smell their skin and hair. It was a 
unique smell, a private blend, just as every person has their own mix; the entire building 
stirring reminiscent feelings in me, as though it was a sentient entity. Hidden behind a 
patch of brush, an ornate wire gazebo revealed itself to be a complex aviary, full of 
dozens of different birds, all packed together, a cacophony of songs and sounds. The 
smell of neglect and bird shit replaced the lingering memories of the fragrances of the 
greenhouse. On the other side of a wall of hedge, I could hear children screaming and 
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laughing and running around, but saw no way to actually get to whatever may have been 
on the other side of the divider.  

 I ended up coming out the top of the park, an opening that looked like broken 
turnstiles rusted in a semi-open position, crossing across a wide street to a grassy square, 
the little toe of a the gigantic body of the park, in the dead center of which was a grocery 
store. The store itself was closed for siesta by the time I was walking past it, giving me 
only a hint at how long I was in the park, but a small café built out of the side of the store 
was still operating, with scattered tables serving the few non-napping patrons. Behind the 
store, with a large flat, grassy opening and neat, ordered plants with asphalt paths, the 
park addition went on. In the middle of this last section was the Arc de Triomf. From 
what I could tell from the plaques there, all of which were in Spanish and Castillian, the 
arch commemorated the new opening of the park behind me. It has once been a military 
fort of some kind (which may explain the walls and armory-looking building), and this 
massive red brick archway was the gate leading to the park, when the conversion was 
finished in 1888. This had something to do with the release of a ban on the Catalan 
government, as well, which was a great step for the people of Barcelona. And on the 
other side, a wide road opened up, at the beginning of which stood a pillar, in a dividing 
island between the directions of the road on top of which was a statue.  

Just a few blocks up the road, I came across an even larger road crossing it, and 
in the center of the intersection was an extremely large turnabout island, with a round 
fountain, and, coming out of it, a taller pillar with an even larger statue. It was an 
excessively busy intersection, with no way to go directly across, without making two 
angled crossings to the island and then across again. The statue, on top of a fifteen or 
twenty foot pillar, was of a holy looking individual in monk robes. Since the road was 
called the Passeige Sant Joan, I could only assume that the man standing guard at the 
beginning of the street was, in fact, Saint John. Looking down the long, straight street, I 
could see that there were actually pillars every few blocks, smaller and less ornate, like 
the first had been, with the smaller version of the statue on it. All told, it was a Hell of a 
lot fancier than street signs, and something we should certainly adopt back home. 
Imagine statues every few blocks on every Washington or Jefferson street, every Martin 
Luther King boulevard. Of nothing else, we could at least get little cement statues of 
crack heads and gang-bangers all demanding money, or a frightened white man in a 
business suit cowering in fear, a woman holding her children close by… 

 
It’s difficult to explain the way the building change as you work your way out 

from the center of a city as old as the ones in Spain, and even harder with Barcelona than 
it was with Valencia. Valencia was pretty straightforward; buildings were old. They may 
have gotten gussied up on the inside, but they looked old, plain and simple. Barcelona is 
a little bit more of a bastard future-baby than that. You’ve got castles with light-up neon 
art displays on them, you’ve got gleaming white buildings wedged between what look 
like towers of a keep, you’ve got a 70’s, space-age looking art-deco college right across 
the plaza from one of the oldest churches built in the name of Jeesy Chreesy. So even 
when you’re in the old part, there’s a bit of flash. And as you start to work your way out 
from the center, well…I can say the buildings start to look newer as you go, but when I 
re-read that line, my American mind imagines places like the main-street strip of the 
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towns I grew up in, where you have a grocer and a bar and a barber shop that look like 
the wild west, and then right behind them you have the brand new department store, some 
condos and an empty cow pasture with a big sign in the center promising a Wal-Mart 
Superstore coming soon. And that’s the wrong imagery to use. Because even at the 
biggest transition, you’re making a leap between something built in the 1500’s to 
something built in the 1700’s. And when you’re walking out from under a giant arc made 
completely by hand, every brick laid for building, every line of the drafting drawn, every 
nail and board put together for the scaffolding done by people, with no more at than 
crude tools, and mathematic principles, all of this at a time when the town I come from 
was still little more than a trading outpost for furs, with a few outlying farms spread out 
over a vast, empty land, you can forget that these building on the other side of it, even 
though they look a damn sight newer than the ones behind you, are still older than my 
grandfather’s grandfather. Spend enough time in these cities you forget that, and can only 
see the impressiveness of it in hindsight. To the people there, owning the buildings that 
are only two centuries old wouldn’t be any more special than it would be for someone 
here to own a building built in 1950. So, understand, that when I say that, as I made my 
way up the Passage of Saint John, I felt like I was literally walking through time and 
space, by the time I got to Mallorca, I was nowhere near the present. Aside from the fact 
that crossing Mallorca meant crossing a busy street of many lanes by the name of 
Diagonal, because it broke the simple grid layout that most of the rest of the city was 
built on. Had I continued to walk for another hour, I probably would have finally made it 
to the 30’s and 40’s, where the tall apartment buildings rise up identical, reminiscent of 
the communist housing in Berlin. Remnants of the fascist government that won over a 
failed revolution.  

It was just a few blocks down Mallorca, and I could see the tops of the towers 
over the building and trees. The entire block before the cathedral was a wasted-out lot, 
what looks like it might have been a park once, overrun with mud and dying plants. 
Doubtless will be a park again, when the church is complete. And across from that, 
standing tall and majestic like a Doctor Suess bible story brought to life, was La Sagrada 
Familia. The Cathedral of the Sacred Family. The final and grandest of Gaudi’s works, 
such a massive undertaking that over a century after it’s building started, it is still half 
completed. I couldn’t wait to get inside the fence and touch it. Until I got up to the gates, 
and realized that I, frankly, couldn’t afford to go in if I wanted to. After setting aside the 
money to pay the rent on our room for the rest of our time in Spain, I had less money left 
over than the ten euros required to go inside the fence. Which didn’t bother me, really. I 
mean, it broke my heart that I couldn’t get in; I had been looking forward to that, but the 
project was paid for by the entrance fees, and, God, what I wouldn’t give to show any 
support over this project. I joined the throngs of people standing outside the gates, some 
of them broke-assed bastards like myself, some simply too ignorant to see the point of 
going inside what they saw to be little more than a construction sight. Of the people 
standing outside, almost half were Americans. I glowered to be out among them, stuck 
with families of screaming children and ineffective parents. The densest population of my 
own people I had yet seen, and they were the group that felt no need to pay money to see 
one of the most ambitious construction projects ever undertaken by man. If you ask me, 
this place was up there with the pyramids and the coliseum and the Great Wall of China.  
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Even without seeing it, you should already know the basic layout of cathedrals, 
right? Long building, with one side, the one the priest stands in for service, being rounded 
or focused inward. Then the towers or outbuildings go out from the side, in between the 
main door at the flat end, and the large pretty glass at the round end. So the basis of this 
one is the same as that, only much, much fancier, and the main doors are on the sides. 
However, the primary structure, the ‘short’ part of the cathedral, towered above a five-
story apartment building next to it. The scaffolding still set up for the upper middle 
section of those main rooms almost doubled the height of the building, even unfinished. 
From the distance to the other side of the fence, where I was trapped, I couldn’t see many 
details of the building. I could see the shapes of the figures of the wall I was facing, 
Christ on a cross, crowds of apostles and Romans gathered around, watching. There was 
so much detail carved into the face of the building that from where I was all I could see 
was texture, like a town from an airplane. I could only imagine at all the work done, all 
the intricate pieces fitting together in an elaborate and amazing way. A wall telling the 
story of an entire book, with the characters and plots chiseled into the surface of stone. 
The building had to be as massive as it was to be able to hold he things it had to say. I 
walked around the outside, slowly, keeping it in my sight. The entire building was 
covered with amazing artwork. Opposite the front door, up some stairs was the other 
massive entrance. The aged coloring of the stone revealed this side to be older, completed 
long before the first I had seen. The images and carvings looked like they were growing 
out of the stone, more than created there. There was so much going on, it was just a 
jumble; a think forest of design and imagery and life. This side seemed to be a nativity of 
sorts. Figures stood among the patterns jumping out from the wall, some I could identify, 
some I couldn’t. There were some I wasn’t even sure I was actually seeing, perhaps they 
were an illusion from the intricate background, perhaps a trick of my failing eyes. Just 
like the other side, a story was being told by the wall, and from the way it looked, 
everything twisting and swirling together just so, it looked like the wall itself was trying 
to tell the story, not the man who designed it, or all the men who worked to create it. 
Almost as though stone walls had once been laid, and had since taken an existence and a 
life of their own. Like a child growing to be a man, a writer of stories; this church had 
once been built the same size as most of the Spanish cathedrals, and had since been given 
the breath of life, growing and becoming more intricate, windows forming in the middle 
of pictures, where once there had just been an archway. If that was so, the temple was 
only in its late twenties or early thirties, based on the scaffolding and how much remained 
to be built.  

I walked all the way around the building one more time, admiring every brick 
and angle of it I saw. That such an imposing and impressive structure could come from 
the mind of a single man was beyond amazing. It was truly the perfect Temple for the 
Lord, not because of the pride it inspired in believers, but because surely something like 
that would have to be the result of some divine influence, guiding the hand of the 
architect who designed it. A human mind couldn’t possibly be able to create such a thing 
by itself, with no hints and creative spark from some kind of beautiful, powerful deity. 
What the image of Christ on a Cross failed to inspire in me, the building on which it hung 
certainly made up for in spades.  
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Feeling a little humbled and awed, I started making my way back down the road 
I had come, past the tourist busses expelling groups of tourists lining up to go inside, and 
clusters of Americans complaining about the cost of visiting a half-finished church, past 
the vendor selling ice cream, postcards, and meat on a stick. Past the muddy, dying and 
desolate park. I walked all the way back to the Passeig de Sant Joan. I was a little torn 
between exploring other roads on the way back, and not wanting to get lost in the larger, 
more modern parts of Barcelona. I was feeling a little like daydreaming, and Lord knows 
when that happens at home I often end up a dozen miles from home wondering how I got 
there and which direction I need to go to get back. This time I didn’t have the benefit of 
having lived in the region for most of my life, and the additional hurdle of a city where 
all but a select few streets felt the compulsion to change their name after only a few 
blocks had passed. The result, no doubt, of having a thousand or so years of history all 
clustered together. There is an overabundance of people, places and events all worth 
commemorating with a street named after it, and a limited number of streets on which to 
bestow such an honor. Some people’s gon’ haveta learn to share. How many more 
centuries would America have before it got to that point? When every city didn’t have a 
Columbus and a Washington and a Martin Luther King and a Jefferson and a Broadway 
stretching across the central bits of it. I looked around and wondered if my country even 
had the lasting power. I mean, it’s been said that our country is like the new Roman 
Empire. Compare us to them, and one starts to think we have less than another century 
before a fall. Of course, the question really isn’t the structure of the country, the corrupt 
government and indulgent culture. We’re talking about blood and cities now. And 
whatever happens, the cities will still remain. That’ll be what makes our country look like 
the rest of them. New cities building on top of the ashes of old ones. New heroes 
replacing old, renaming streets, leaving old ones for vague memories of a history that has 
little to do with the presence beyond being the starting point of a long journey.  

A few blocks down, I crossed a street and approached a building that made me 
pause. I hadn’t noticed it before, perhaps because I was on the other side of the street, and 
preoccupied with all the things over there, perhaps because my head hadn’t been full of 
the imagery at the time, but suddenly something struck me as familiar. It was a small 
cathedral built primarily of red brick. Simple, old, run down, and still clearly used as 
regular service; the kind of church you went to because it was in the neighborhood, not 
the kind you road a train to for an hour because it had special meaning. But I thought I 
recognized the design of it. Not like Gaudi’s work, not exactly, but somehow reminiscent 
of it. Something between there and something older, more traditional. I slowed, staring 
more than walking, studying the cornices and the details at the roofline and the form of 
the steeple. To the right of the black wrought iron gate was a wooden billboard, which 
had fliers about events, pictures, newspaper clippings, and, in one corner, a weathered 
piece of paper written in English describing the church. It was, in fact, a Salesian Church, 
named for Sant Francis de Salas, and it had been built by Joan Martonell Mousells, who 
was, in fact, one of Gaudi’s mentors, teaching him a majority of his work in architecture. 
Gaudi had studied at the man’s feet, and gone over all his designs, and, the paper said, 
influences of Mousells’ work could be seen in all the cathedrals and buildings Gaudi had 
done. The natural lines and modern elegance; or at least what had been modern elegance 
in the day. I studied the building a little longer, as I walked at a creeping pace, until I had 
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to crane my neck to see it, and then moved on. I couldn’t help but smile at the fact that I 
had learned at least a little something of architecture, if I was able to pick up on the 
design similarities.  

Learning is fun. 
 
When I got back to the park, I started wandering aimlessly again, trying to find 

another way through than the one I had taken on the way up the see God, keeping an eye 
open for a way through to the other side, where I had heard the laughter of children 
before. However, no matter where I wandered, it seemed that every time I wandered in 
that direction I always wound up arcing up near a wall of shrubbery, and then being led 
back into the part of the park I had explored earlier. Up near the entrance, the fat man had 
left his place on the bench, but half the clothes still hung in the bushed, among them a 
pair of underwear that had once probably been both tight and white, but after a long, 
grueling life of fatness and sweat and random soilings, were now a mere ghost of their 
former self. A ripped, stretched thin, brown-colored ghost. Sucks to be the park ranger 
who has to gather that up.  

The streets on the way back to the room were now filling with people. The water 
had all but dried off the street, and nobody seemed to recall having, only the night before, 
fled for their very lives under the eaves of the buildings, clustering together with 
strangers for protecting and warmth. They had now resumed their walked and carousing, 
and clinging closely to strangers for a while different kind of warmth. A well built 
brunette in a bikini top struggling to contain a beautiful rack reminded me that I could do 
with a little clinging and warmth myself, but I was still feeling awed and inspired by the 
purity and beauty and creative genius of the day, and I found myself more interested in 
laying down for a while to think and nap than chasing tail. With that in mind, I climbed 
the stairs to the room, and collapsed on my bed, slightly wary of any hidden objects 
offering to stab me and infect me with some kind of parasite. I lay on my back 
peacefully, so involved in daydreams and serenity that I didn’t even notice and smells or 
sounds coming from the window, and drifted to sleep. 

 
I woke up, very aware that I was most assuredly able to smell and hear the 

surroundings of the room once again. For the first time in my entire life, I wouldn’t have 
minded having lost one of my senses in my sleep. I buried my head in the middle of my 
overlong pillow, where the painful jumble of noises was drowned out by the beating of 
my own heart echoing inside my ear canal, and the horrible smells were replaced by the 
lingering scent of a beautiful woman’s sweat and hair. It was enough to remind me how 
much I appreciated my senses. What would life be like if I couldn’t hear or smell or, God 
help me, taste a beautiful woman ever again? If it is tragedy enough to rob INXS of a 
markedly lame singer, then it is enough of a tragedy for me to avoid.  

All full up with happy and sexy memories, I removed my head from its hiding 
place, and sat up. Oskar was sitting on his bed, reading.  

“Oskar. What up, yo?” 
“Just relaxing and reading. How are you?” 
“Good. Just thinking about how damn much I like it here.” 
“In Spain, or in this room?” 
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“Spain. The room leaves something to be desired. Good times to be had, for 
sure, but...could certainly do with something nicer.” 

“I agree. You’ve been having a good time here, then? We haven’t seen you 
around much.”  

“Heh. Trust me, compared to Valencia, I’m practically attached to the rest of 
you at the hip.”  

“What do you mean?” 
“Nothing. I’ve just gotten used to traveling on my own, you know? Walking 

around, seeing the sights, making new friends.” 
“Yes, I noticed that.” He smiled a little and glanced at the lacy silk cloth draped 

over the back of the chair. “Is that from last night, or did you make another friend while I 
was out?” 

“Uh…no, those are Meghan’s from last night, I think. They must have been 
there this morning.” He chuckled to himself and shook his head.  

“You don’t sound overly convinced. Paying close attention?” 
“Yeah well…shaddup. What have you guys been up to?” 
“Just wandering around. Catching up a lot.” 
“Lora out with Meiko and Diego now?” 
“No, she wanted to take a nap. Meiko and Diego are somewhere else. I wasn’t 

tired, so I came here to read.” 
“Whacha reading?”  
“I don’t think you’d know it. The author hasn’t been translated into English very 

much, I think. He’s from south America, but he’s pretty good. Pretty popular. He is like 
Ernest Hemmingway for Spanish Language.”  

“You know, the only time I really regret not knowing more languages is when 
someone tells me that there are good books I can’t read.” 

“So learn.” 
“Just like that? Hell, why not. I’ll learn. And then I’ll try to find this…whatever 

it is. The red book with the sailboat on it. And I shall experience Spanish literature.” 
“You’ll probably like it.” 
“Does it have revolutions and the plight of the working man?” 
“Some, I guess. A little. Why?” 
“When I think Spanish Literature, I think about revolutions. And revolutions 

make me think of Caesar Chavez and Che Guevara.” 
“I thought Americans didn’t like communists.” 
“We like the ones we can make hero’s of while distancing them from 

communism. Mostly. Personally, I love communists. Fidel Castro is my personal hero.” 
“Really?” 
“Hells yes. If that mean old bastard were still alive, Old Joe McCarthy would 

have my ass for breakfast, lunch, dinner, and a hearty midnight snack. As a quintessential 
American, he was fat.” 

“Yeah. I remember that part.”  
“Well, you were in the south. Worse there, I think. Comes from deep-fat frying 

fucking EVERYTHING.”  
“What’s up with that?” 
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“Lord knows. Runs in the same vein as the obsession with bacon, I think.” 
“Probably. What are you doing tonight? Making more ‘friends’?” 
“No plans, as such. Just taking it by the moment. What are y’all doing?” 
“Meiko wants some more time with Diego, so we’re going to get a drink, and 

then all meet up later. There’s a Jazz show tonight someplace. I forget the name, its in the 
Placa Reial. You should join us.” 

“Yeah, maybe I will. I could definitely dig on some jazz about now. We going 
straight there?” 

“No, we’ll walk around first, find a place to drink, maybe get something to eat.” 
“It cool if we stop by Collette’s place, see if she wants to go?”  
“That would be great.” 
“Cool, cool. I’m going to go shower off, start fresh for this evening.” 
When I was all clean and rejuvenated, Oskar was still on his bed reading. We 

went over to wake Lora, and to discuss the evening plans. It still pained her somewhat to 
have me around, but it seemed like she was getting used to it. I am like the benign tumor 
in your left calf that you have to accept as a part of life, because ugly and annoying as it 
may be to have me around, fucking with me too much could cause me to become 
malignant and life threatening. At least to some people. With any luck, Collette would be 
coming along so we could have someone who actually enjoyed my company along. Lora 
suggested we eat in and just go out for drinks, to save money, and the reminder of my 
bank account was enough to convince me she was right. So it was sandwiches with warm 
cheese and old vegetables for the poor-ass brokemaster American, and then out on the 
town.  

The wanderings weren’t taking any specific direction yet, so I sort of led, 
wandering in a very indirect, half-remembered way to the place Collette was staying. 
When we got there, Oskar explained in fast-talkin’ German why we were stopping while 
I ran in. Over my shoulder, before the door close, I could see a huff on Lora’s face. I ran 
up to the room I remembered as hers. Halfway up the stairs I could hear the soft, sexy 
sound of a woman panting heavy with a moan on her breath, and my stomach sank. Had 
Collette found someone else more fun than me already? Had I missed my window? I 
thought we had been getting along well…an image of Meghan’s sweaty body flashed in 
my mind, and my stomach sank a little further. It would be more than fair if that WAS 
Collette riding her way to paradise up those stairs.  

When I got to the top of her floor, I was a little relieved to hear the voice coming 
from the other end of the hall. Closer, I could hear the occasional foreign utterance in 
between labored breath, and felt the load lighten a little more. When I knocked on the 
door, there was no sound from inside. I knocked again and got nothing. To satisfy the last 
of my curiosity, I walked further down the hall, to where the happy mystery girl was 
loudest.  

“Hey, Collette!” The sound inside did not stop or slow. Not her. Good.  
I wrote a note on a scrap of paper from my notebook that we were going to be 

seeing some Jazz show at a place the German Girl thought was called Jungle or jamble or 
jubilee or something, and she should definitely come. The girl down the hall let out a 
shriek of delight, so I scratched out the word ‘come’ and replaced it with ‘show up.’ Just 
in case. Wouldn’t want to encourage the wrong sort of thing.  
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Back on the street, Lora looked a little less pissy about where I had led us, but it 
was blatantly obvious by the way we took off the second I arrived that my days of 
leading were long gone. Which suited me just fine indeed. I had taken us the only place I 
wanted to go, aside from this jumble-bee place we were going to end up. But that bit 
wasn’t my idea, so it was bound to be judged with all enthusiasm. Up and down the 
darker, quieter streets we went, following in Lora’s footprints. At one point, we came out 
into a clearing in front of a huge white building with a lot of open concrete in front of it. 
It was well lit, and full of people. In some ways it reminded me of the Placa de la Virgin 
back in Valencia, only the lighting wasn’t quite so bright. There were still dark corners, 
and it was certainly clear that it was night. Which seemed to reflect on the crowd, which 
clustered together in groups, mostly, instead of being spread all over, and the overall tone 
was quieter. But it was peaceful, and I wished I knew where I was, so I could come back 
another night. It was nice. We even sat for a spell, but I suspect as soon as Lora realized I 
was enjoying myself, it was time to move on. The markets leading up the streets here 
reminded me more of the half-open markets you see in pictures and footage of Hong-
Kong; older buildings with makeshift eaves, food displayed in the window being served 
directly from the display, with stacks of boxes and wooden crates at the back door being 
rummaged through by mice and dogs.  

 
Down one of these streets, we came upon an interesting sort of place. The glass 

was a foggy silver color, a cloudy tint job covering each of the two plate glass windows 
on either side of the door. The only sign to the place was one of those ticker-lights, train 
times or stock numbers run on. The place was called Suzet. All of us were intrigued, so 
we went in.  

The place was dark inside. The tables were actually long, narrow pieces of pure 
white marble, like the cafeteria tables of roman officials might look. They mounted to the 
wall, and ran to the center aisle. The chairs were wooden cubes and rectangles in front of 
the table. The majority of the light in the place came from little industrial steel lamps that 
ran down the center of each table. People just sat where there was room, one group mixed 
into another, sharing tables, seats, light. On the plain white walls a dot matrix spelled out 
the name of the place and danced a display. It was like something out of a science fiction 
movie set in the distant future, but made back in the late 80s. It was the Bill and Ted 
version of the future, sleek and abstract and utilitarian, with loud music playing and a 
wide variety of alcohols being offered. They served food, as well, however there were no 
menu’s to be had in any language. I had a lemon vodka, and winced, handing over money 
I knew I would need later. I had stashed away enough for the room. All I had on me was 
what I could spend. All I could spend, until the plane arrived home. I shouldn’t have been 
ordering anything. I was already committed to seeing this show, I would have to pay to 
get in. But how many times do you have an opportunity to have a drink in the future? 

And while we sat, drinking, we talked about Oskar’s work. One of the things his 
group is doing (and I confess I still don’t know what exactly to call them), was helping 
set up a work program for low-level criminals. Basically, if someone was caught stealing, 
instead of simply going to jail or doing community service to work off the sentence, they 
would be assigned directly to whomever they harmed in their crime. So a mugger would 
be driven from his cell in the morning to the little old lady who’s purse he had ripped off, 
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and spend the next month weeding her flower bed and planting things and mowing the 
lawn and cleaning the house. Or whatever the Spanish equivalent of chores is, since I 
hadn’t seen any lawn to mow or gardens to plant and weed. Shopping, maybe. Pillow-
fluffing. In some way, it was a similar line to the program that had Oskar in Spain in the 
first place, since he was there as a part of German reparation from the things they had 
done under poor leadership. With this program, the victim had some say in when they felt 
the criminal assigned to them was done, when they had repented.  

“So how has the program worked out so far?” 
“Good. Really good.”  
“When they’re let to work, are they alone, or is there someone to watch over 

them?” 
“There is a guard, an escort, so they don’t try to escape or hurt anyone. But there 

haven’t been any problems so far. It hasn’t been done with any violent offenders, 
though.”  

“Do you think it would work with them, too? I mean the basic premise is pretty 
good. Not only does it get past that bullshit ideal that someone in jail is repaying a debt to 
society, and focus on repaying debt to those the criminals actually owe, it should also 
work as a pretty good deterrent in the future. Spend almost every day with someone for 
six months, you’re bound to see them as a person more than a source of income, might 
make you think twice about ripping them off.” 

“Exactly! This is what I think, too. In theory, it would work even better with 
violent criminals, as well. Someone who kills might regret what they did, never want to 
do it again. But there are many more problems with those types of people.” 

“Security?” 
“Mostly, yes. From both sides. Even if someone learned to like whoever they 

were working for in the program, they would probably start out violent. And if a killer 
was working in the house of the family or something of someone they killed, he might be 
in danger himself.” 

“I suppose that’s true…” 
“But it would still be a good opportunity. I mean, what is anyone going to learn 

locked up for years and years? The only other people they see are like them, are violent 
criminals. When they get back out, they are usually even more confused.” 

“I agree completely. But then, it could backfire, too.” 
“What do you mean?”  
“I mean, some guy is poor, so he figures he’ll rob some lady who has more 

money than him. He gets caught, goes to jail, gets signed up for the program, and goes to 
work for that lady. Its possible it would just make him worse. I mean, before he was poor, 
thought the only way he could get by was to steal. Now he’s basically an indentured 
servant for this lady. He has to work his ass off for her all day long, and then go back and 
sleep in a cell somewhere, while she sits around and sleeps on a nice bed in a cool room. 
That could make him resent her even more, so when he gets out he’s even more pissed 
off that he has so little while some people have more. Might drive him to steal even more 
quickly.” 

“Do you really think that would happen much?” 
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“I don’t know. I mean, I don’t know how crime is around here. Even if I 
understood Spanish, I haven’t seen a tv for days, so for all I know rape and muggings and 
murder are an epidemic in this country. I know there’s signs everywhere in this city 
warning of thieves, but I haven’t seen a single one of them, either. I don’t know what the 
overall mood is.” 

“It really isn’t that bad. It’s not like America at all. They have the signs for 
pickpockets, because it is more bad than it used to be, and there are a lot of tourists here 
that people think are easy to steal from. But they are overly cautious with the warnings 
and signs. There isn’t a lot of that other stuff.” 

“See? So I don’t know the basic mentality of your people. I know that, back 
home, we have a lot of people doing things wrong, and a lot of people in jail. And, 
honestly, these people don’t get to where they are by taking responsibility for their lives, 
you know? They make the easy decisions, jump to the quick conclusions. It’s all about 
the fast buck for them. Someone trying to force a lesson on them that the people they 
robbed were people would make a lot of them more angry and bitter than they started out, 
because in they’re own minds, THEY are the victims, and that doesn’t stop. It would help 
some of them, but I think it would make even more worse.” 

“How are they victims if they’re stealing from people or dealing drugs or in 
gangs?” 

“According to them? They never had a chance. The world kept pushing them 
down until that was all that was left. They were born poor, nobody was willing to give 
them a chance, just expected them to be trouble, so that was all there was to become. 
They’re parents hit them, so violence was all they knew, they had no money, so the only 
way they could get new things was to steal. You know. Self-pitying shit like that.”  

“I didn’t know that…” 
“Really? Its kindof expected that when you visit Germany, you go to a 

concentration camp, because that’s a part of your history. I think it should be just as 
expected that if you come to America, you visit a prison. We have one of the largest 
prison populations in the world, both in numbers and percentages. It’s become a part of 
our history, too, even if it is current.” 

“That’s true.” 
“Anyway, so what I don’t know is how much your criminals think like ours. I 

mean, maybe your people are sitting around in cells thinking ‘damn, man, I’m such a 
bastard for the things I’ve done. I had all kinds of opportunities that I wasted.’ But if 
they’re anything like most of ours, then they aren’t, at least not seriously, and you can’t 
do anything to teach someone so full of their own sob story. It’ll just become another part 
of the world trying to tell them how lousy they are.” 

“I hadn’t even thought of that. Then how would you reach them?”  
“No idea. How do you pull someone’s head out of their ass? If you try to give 

them an opportunity, some of them will get pissed off and insist they don’t want charity. 
If you try and beat it into them, some of them will start to weep about the cruelty of the 
world. If you try and get them involved in the lives of other people around them, some of 
them will pull back. There’s no one-way that’s going to work for everyone. You’d need 
to have, like, a psychological exam after they were sentenced in order to find out what 
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would work the best, and I don’t know how cooperative these people would be to that in 
the first place.” 

Oskar looked down the neck of his beer bottle, spinning it slowly, and watching 
what was left in the bottom. He was clearly thinking about all this, trying to get in the 
heads of the criminals in his program, wondering how much good it was doing. I felt bad; 
I hadn’t been trying to put such a negative spin on the whole thing, and I certainly didn’t 
want to give him any doubt about the program. I really do think it’s a great idea. Courts 
and lawyers and the American public have no business in what is a private trespass 
between individuals. Why should the state of Alabama have more say in the punishment 
or reform of a rapist than the woman who’s life is personally and permanently changed 
by what he did? It should be a law that lawyers and judges are only allowed to get 
involved if they consent to let the accused fuck them up the ass, or whatever he wants. 
Then it’s personal, then they have a clearer view in how he should spend the rest of his 
life on earth. Of course, this might have a negative effect on the kinds of people we find 
in the position of judge and lawyer, and the whole thing could go to Hell, so that may not 
be the best idea. But something along those lines, certainly.  

Lora jumped in at the lull in conversation, turning it in a much more German-
language direction, leaving me out. I polished off my drink, and watch a blond woman in 
tight jeans slink past to the back part of the space-bar. I wondered if Collette would get 
my message in time to meet us at the show.  

Some amount of daydreams later, we were leaving, and walking back to the 
Plaza Reial, where in one corner, a door opening straight to a stairwell was lining up with 
people coming for the jazz night at the Jamboree. It was in the basement of another club, 
called a Spanish word that looked very much like tarantula. Tarula, Taturo, something 
like that. Only 3 EU and a semi-short line got us in. Worth every bit of it, too. 

First, get any ideas out of your head of the basement clubs you know. This 
wasn’t your daddy’s poker table below the house; there were no exposed water pipes or 
stark, white, unfinished walls or concrete floors. This place looked like an honest to God, 
Cask of Amontillado, catacomb-esque cellar. The ceiling was a series of arches, held up 
on stone supports. It was small; a little longer than wide. The entire ceiling was arched, 
long and round, like a pipe cut in half. Each arch section was maybe eight feet across, and 
just over nine feet at the highest point, just over six at the lowest. The room was only 
three of these arches wide, and just about twice as long.  The first arch was the bar, where 
a single line of bright blue neon illuminated the glass shelves from below, displaying 
what there was to drink. The second arch was open space with leaning counters and 
ledges built around the supports, and tall, tiny round tables were set up for people to 
mingle and talk around. The third was the show area, where the majority of the speakers 
were placed, and where, at the far end, a tiny stage was set up. The taller patrons had to 
duck when going between the sections, even though there were no real walls. Candles 
were set periodically on tables and ledges and in sconces set in the stone walls, but there 
was very little other light, aside from what came from above and behind the bar. And this 
tiny space was absolutely packed with people, shoulder to shoulder, all of them entirely 
too happy to run into strangers or squeeze between people. All I could think was, ‘Jack 
Kerouak would be writhing on the floor in jazz-based orgasmic delight, all semen-stains 
and excited jabbering.’  
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I looked around the crowd as best I could for Collette, and didn’t see her 
anywhere. We worked through the crowd to the music area, and sat on the stone floor 
with what felt like a hundred other people. The only ones standing were the ones at the 
wall, leaning for support and to take less room. People sat on top of the speakers at the 
back and sides of the room, and lingered close to the tiny box that constituted the sound 
booth. Nobody who ran the place had a problem with any of it. Before long, a fat man 
went on stage with a group of people behind him, and the show started. No opening acts 
or sound check. Stage lights on for a second, musicians enter, stage lights turn off, aside 
from one blue one, which served to cast more shadows than it did light. And then: Music! 

It was a Jam Session of sorts, with a rotating lineup on stage. The only people 
who remained constant the entire time are the Bass Player, who sits on a barstool in the 
back center with a placid, calm look on his face, and an Alto Sax, with a bad 70’s perm 
that hangs long in the back, like James Brown. The Bass Player is good, really good even, 
aside from when he was playing a Matchbox 20 riff in between songs, but the Sax? He 
was amazing.  

The first song we hear has a decent drummer, tapping out some soft but fast jazz 
rhythm, and a guitarist who is really good in that mellow, understated way that lets you 
know he’s taking it easy on you, letting you warm up to the sounds. The song lasts at 
least ten minutes (they all last at least ten minutes) before they finally stop, the musicians 
bow, and the cast changes around.  

The next song brings in a new drummer and guitar. The Drummer is fat and 
clumsy, and with the uncertain way he strikes the drum, not always successful, and the 
awkward facial contortions, he looks like he’s actually trying to have sex with the drum 
kit. And like this just might be his first time. It’s not so much that he isn’t a good 
drummer, Lord knows I’ve paid more to see worse, and his beats are pretty solid. But he 
lacks any finishing, or flair. He is pretty much just treading water, and struggling to do 
so. The new guitarist is a young woman, who seems at first to be a little inexperienced as 
well, but surprises me halfway through with some amazing fretwork, her fingers dancing 
on the board, giving us high, screaming notes that hold and tremble, before unleashing 
another cascade of melody.  

The next lineup has an older Guitarist, a young black Drummer, and two 
additional Sax players; another Alto, and a Tenor. The Tenor seems uncertain, nervous, 
and I get the feeling that the reed of his horn isn’t working just right. Every few notes he 
takes it out of his mouth, looks at it like it just insulted his mother and kicked his dog, 
pokes it a little, and then resumes play. When everything finally comes together for him, 
he plays some good, heavy notes, and towards the end, he’s regained his confidence, 
stands taller, and makes us forget all the problems he started with. The second Alto plays 
a gleaming brass instrument, so bright the one dim light almost seems like a blue sun 
reflecting off it, and the flash matches his style perfectly. He screams and wails, and flies 
through scales like he created them. The two Alto Saxes play off each other, switch-
hitting, taking turns, and upping the ante, and then coming together simultaneously in a 
way that is simply unbelievable. The new guitarist is a sight as well—looking and 
playing a little like Stevie Ray Vaughan. He blends in so well with the others its hard to 
tell sometimes where he starts and the Sax music stops. But then he’s playing alone and 
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thrashing on those jazz notes and blues chords with a passion and electricity that makes 
all the hair on my body stand on end.  

The gem of all this, though, is the new Drummer. He is so outstanding I can 
scarcely believe it to watch him. His focus is all on the music, and not on the kit in front 
of him, on using everything. One of the toms is ignored completely, the other used only 
on the rarest of occasions. Almost all his work is done with the snare and bass drums, the 
high-hats and two cymbals, which had been pretty much overlooked with the previous 
drummers, with an occasional venture thrown in on the floor tom. But even when he isn’t 
using anything more than the snare, high-hats and bass drum, there is more detail in his 
beats than any drummer I have ever seen, regardless of the size or quality of their kits. 
His face is pure, serene concentration, his sticks swinging and twirling to reposition in his 
hands to side-tap on the rim of the snare with a satisfying wood noise, and then snapping 
back in his hands for a machine-gun like fill on the ride cymbal, in less than a fraction of 
a second. During the song, which stretches on past 20 minutes, and for every one you 
wish there were two more, he plays on with the same intensity. All of the other musicians 
in the lineup have pauses and solos, little respites from the pounding music and heat of 
the cellar to let someone else shine for a moment before joining back in, but the 
Drummer charges through like a freight train. Not until the song finally came to an end, 
with horn swells and crashing bursts of guitar, dying into an electric hum, as though the 
speakers themselves were exhausted, that the Drummer stopped. And in the stillness that 
follows, each musician still standing in place, sweat making their skin glitter blue, 
exhausting keeping them from leaving the stage, it was announced that we would have a 
break before starting the second half of the show.  

Nothing could top that last piece.  
 
Up the stairs, in the dark night, the air felt cool compared to the basement. For 

the second time in two nights, the air was heaven, giving me the coolness I needed to 
breathe a new life in me. Head still spinning from the music, I followed the Germans to a 
McDonalds to meet up with Meiko and Diego, not even minding the destination.  

“Two of these things for every city mile back home, and I don’t set a foot in one 
for years. Fly halfway across the world, and I go inside on every other day. Crazy.” 

Sitting upstairs, drinking a McAgua that was still 1€, watching people from 
other countries talk and eat McChicken and fries, everything was still dreamy. Diego 
pointed out that the language on the placemats was almost all Castillan, not common 
Spanish. Back in Valencia, they use the old regional language there, the same with the 
Bask country. We theorized why this might be, finally deciding that, since McDonalds is 
an outside force from the sinister American empire, using a more traditional and regional 
language to sell their goods would make them at least seem more local and friendly. If 
only to disarm the heathens before charging them 1€ for a small bottle of McAgua. I 
described the show in detail to Diego, who was excited just hearing about it. Just the 
other day we had been discussing good Jazz, and he was able to appreciate in a big way 
the excitement I felt about it. By the end, he was antsy, wanting to get back to the club 
before he missed any of the second half. All together, we went back to the Jamboree to 
catch the second half of the show. Our tickets got us back in immediately, while Meiko 
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and Diego waited in line to pay their three bits. When I got down into the second arch of 
the club, I saw a familiar figure with straight blond hair leaning against a table.  

“Well, look what El Gato dragged in.”  
“Ellis! I got your note, so I figured I may as well com—I mean show up.” So at 

least she read the note. 
“Must you mock?” 
“I must. What was that about?” 
“Nothing. Where were you this afternoon and evening?” 
“Tibidabo.” 
“Help a brotha out. Big castley thing up on the hill? Or new Spaniard friend?” 

She laughed and hit my shoulder. 
“The castle one.” 
“Awesome! How was it?” 
“It was spectacular. Completely blew me away.” 
“You take the sky tram up there?” 
“Yes. It was more for each of us than it is for a night in the hostal for all of us.” 
“Clever bastards, those. Well, I’m glad you made it.  It’s good to see you.” 
“Looks like I got here just in time, too. The music hasn’t started yet.” 
“Actually, we’re on a break.” 
“You’re fucking with me.” 
“I wish I were, truly. But, alas, here I stand, in this club, which is full of no live 

music, due to the break.” 
“So I missed half? What was it like?” 
“Mind-bogglingly good. Those men made sweet love to my ears.” 
“Well, I hate to have missed that. Is more coming?” 
“Yes. In fact, I think we should go get ourselves a seat to wait for it.” I led her 

under the archway that lead to the floor space in front of the stage, and found a good spot 
for sitting. 

“We have to sit on the ground?” 
“That seems to be the way it’s done ‘round these parts.” I sat on the ground. 

After looking around me for a moment, Collette sat down on my lap, leaning back against 
me. She adjusted herself a few times, and started moving my legs around, like a cushion 
on an armchair, but finally settled, and leaned her head back against me.  

“Comfy?” 
“Yes. Floors are for suckers.”  
The blue light came on again, and the stage setup was someone different. Over 

to the right, in front of the drums, was a stand with a box on it, what looked like an old 
keyboard or set of turntables. The MC came out again, who had introduced the show in 
the beginning and who told us it was time to break. This time he stayed up there, talking 
at length about something. The audience chuckled or cheered a few times, so clearly he 
was reaching some of them, but he sure as Hell wasn’t doing anything with music. When 
the musicians did come out, it was a disappointment. Someone new on drums, who 
picked up the sticks and smacked a few of the drums experimentally. He hit hard and 
without grace. A man with what looked like cornrows came out and stood behind what 
were, in fact, turntables. And across the stage, a fat man had a keyboard, which, with the 
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first few keys he pressed, seemed to be loaded more with sounds effects rather than 
musical notes. And then we had a Spaniard, standing in the middle of the stage, holding a 
mic. The drummer came in first, hitting heavy and hard and slow, hoping that brute force 
would make up for lack of skill in putting something together. On top of him, the DJ with 
the records started to scratch along. And my heart sank. I hate scratchers. I hate setting a 
DJ up as though they were musicians themselves, when all they do is play records, which 
is the same thing normal people do when they want to listen to music, and as near as I can 
tell, pressing play and having music happen is NOT the same thing as playing music. But 
I REALLY hate scratchers. Somehow, by playing the music wrong, like a retard who 
doesn’t know what a turntable is supposed to do, awed by the fact that they can make a 
noise by turning things the wrong way, they seem to consider themselves artists. 
Someone tapping along with music on the dash of their car has more musical talent than 
these jackasses. They at least are taking nothing and building a rhythm out of it. A 
Scratcher takes real music, put together by people with talent and drive and ambition, and 
fucks it all up to make a rhythm that, not only is worse than the one made by the 
dashboard-tapper, but destroys something worth having in doing so.  

And then the man with the microphone started to rap. In Spanish. And I was 
reminded that I didn’t really see a rap section when I went to the music stores, and didn’t 
hear it anywhere when I walked around. I think rap was relatively new to these people, a 
bandwagon that they were just now getting around to jumping on, and they weren’t sure 
exactly how it should work. It sounded a little like the stuff we had in the early nineties. 
The stuff that was all about trying to make their voice do what they wanted, so it sounded 
like it ‘should’ sound, so whatever words came out of their mouth in the meanwhile was 
alright. Of course, it was in Spanish, so who knows. The only rap I ever care much for is 
the stuff with decent lyrics, where someone actually has something to say that has 
nothing to do with their bitches or their gangs or their skills or how hard it is on the 
streets or whatever. Something where an actual skill with the English language is being 
used to put together something that, if written down on paper, would resemble really 
good poetry, with some meaning to it. Which is rare enough, among all the made-up 
language and twenty word vocabularies of your average rapper. So even if the dude on 
stage was dropping some amazing wisdom on us, I wouldn’t know. All I had was the 
sound of his voice, which wasn’t great, mixed in with the music, which was actively bad.  

When he finally finished his thing, he stood to the side of the stage, and another 
man, who had been standing over there before, came out and took his place. Nobody else 
moved. The rotating musician thing from before seemed only to apply to whomever was 
on mic. The MC came out and spoke way too long again, before the bad music kicked up 
like it had never stopped, and another bad rapper started in. 

“So this is what you ears consider making sweet love?”  
“Hell no. This is a raw and brutal fucking, with some failure to perform. It 

wasn’t like this at all before.”  
“So where’s the good music then?” 
“I don’t know, but I want it back.” I glanced over at Diego, who looked as 

broken-hearted as I felt at seeing what he was, after what I had given him to expect based 
on the previous music. 
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After a few songs, the two rappers trading back and forth, some of the musicians 
from the first half of the show came back out. At first it was just the Bass Player and the 
Alto Sax with the bad hair, and then eventually some other guitarists started lingering 
around the sides, taking turns coming in. There were moments when the jazz music 
overpowered the scratching, when the words of the rapper started blending with the real 
music, and everything was amazing. But it never lasted more than a few minutes before it 
fell apart, and went back to being an unholy jumble, with a dozen men trying to all fit and 
play on a stage designed for no more than four.  

Mercifully, it ended. Two or three more dim lights came on, and we could see 
the people standing around us as at least a little more than ghosts. Everyone stood up, and 
looked around. Dance music started playing from the speakers all around, and so the 
entire floor of people started dancing. It was like some kind of strange mind-control 
experiment, and the poor bastards had no real choice in the matter. I imagined that I could 
see pained expressions of terror and desperation behind their eyes, wanting more than 
anything to finally stop dancing. But that was just imagination, and they were all quite 
happy doing what it is they did best in Spain. Collette and I were the only ones not 
dancing. 

“Do you want to go?” She answered without taking her eyes of the sea of 
people. 

“Yes, please.” I let Oskar know we were taking off, and I had the room key, and 
then we went back upstairs to the open air, and walked around a while.  

Before long we were back at the hostal. With my hand on the door to my room, I 
suddenly remembered some of the ‘decorations’ still draped on the furniture. I distracted 
Collette with the bathroom, the next door from mine, pointing out that the bidet was 
there, if she was interested. She peeked her head in to see, and I burst into my own room, 
picking up the things she need not see and tucking them into my back. She came back, 
shaking her head about the bidet. None of the places they’d been staying had one.  

“The water is cold you know. Real cold.” 
“You used it?” 
“I was curious. When am I going to get another opportunity?”  
“Do you want another opportunity?” 
“After having used it? Not really. End up cold and wet.”  
I lay down on the bed, and she lay beside me. Despite the bad music that had 

come at the end of the show, my head was still floating from the great jazz before it. 
From the beauty of the park and the Sagrada Famillia. Collette mentioned it was hot, and 
she can never sleep fully dressed, so we stripped down to our underwear, and crawled 
under the sheet. And, even though I was laying next to a beautiful half-naked girl, I felt 
calm. She was laying with her head on my chest, and I felt almost as though we had 
already had sex; just a peace in the air. She told me about all the things she had seen 
during the day, and I told her about the cathedrals and the music and the park, and 
somewhere in there, we just sort of fell asleep.  
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Day Day Day Day 12    
 
 
 
 
 
Someone’s hand was on my face, and soft lips were tenderly brushing across my 

cheek. I shifted a little in bed, and someone’s legs wrapped around mine. When I opened 
my eyes, I was looking into the face of a beautiful blond-headed American girl.  

“Morning, stranger.”  She smiled a sleepy smile at me.  
“Morning.” 
“You’re finally up.” 
“Was I supposed to be up earlier?” 
“Well, parts of you have been up for a while now…I didn’t know if you would 

be following soon after.” 
“Well, you can’t expect to sleep next to me looking like that and not having me 

dreaming about you.” 
“So that’s because of me then?” 
“You bet, you sexy, sexy thing you.” 
“In a dream?” 
“You’re sexy everywhere, not just dreams.” 
“But I was in your dreams?” 
“Yup.” 
“And what was I doing in the dream?” 
“Touching me.” Her hands slid under the covers, resting gently overtop my 

boxers.  
“Like this?” 
“Yes.” Collette moved closer, her voice softer. 
“What else was I doing?” 
“Kissing me.” She was so close her lips brushed my stubble when she 

whispered. 
“Like this?” She kissed me on the cheek, and then on the lips, slowly and 

tenderly. I could barely speak. 
“yes...” 
“What else?” 
“…you weren’t wearing any clothes.” 
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“I was naked?” 
“Yes.” She leaned on an elbow, reaching behind herself to unclasp her bra, 

letting the straps drop from her shoulder, the bra land on the bed. Her nipples were small 
and dark and perfectly round, an intricate design of speckled texture and color. Pert and 
Perky indeed; beautiful works of art.  

“Like this?” Beneath the covers, her hands slid down her legs. Fabric brushed 
past my knees as she pulled her panties off, wrapping her legs back around me, drawing a 
hand back from beneath the covers, panties dangling off a finger, dropping them on my 
chest. She grinned, and wet her lips. “Like this?” 

“…”  
“What did I do next in the dream? Let me guess…I got all wet? My hands 

running over my body, with my skin glistening and damp?” 
“God, yes.”  
“Mmm. Sounds like a good dream. I think I should make it come true…” She 

leaned forward and kissed me. 
“Please, yes.”  
“Okay.” She flipped the blanket off of herself and stood up, sauntering slowly to 

the bathroom, letting me watch the way her ass shimmied when she walked away.  
“Wha—hey…where you going?” 
“To go take a shower. You know, get all wet and slippery.” 
“…you’re a cruel girl, aren’t you?” 
“Aw, don’t say that, baby. I’m only doing what you suggested. Besides…” She 

turned and leaned her back against the doorframe, pushing her chest forward, and lifting a 
leg, “…I never said I was going to do it alone…” She turned into the bathroom. I threw 
the sheet off me, and jumped to the floor.  

When I went through the bathroom door, she was hiding just inside, and threw 
herself at me. My back hit the tile behind me. She kissed me hard, her arms around my 
neck. Kissing me and pulling me down, we were soon sitting on the edge of the shower 
platform. Collette reached behind me, and turned on the water. A small spray of it caught 
me.  

“How long does it take to warm up?” She whispered heavily while breaking 
away from me for air. 

“Little while. Few minutes.” She pulled back from me and flashed me her teeth 
devilishly. 

“Guess we have a few minutes to kill then.” She kissed me again, her hands 
sliding down my body to my legs, and then sliding back up, fingers under my boxers, 
running over the contents, exploring me with her fingertips. She turned her hands, and 
grabbed a hold of the boxers from the inside and pulled them down and off, throwing 
them aside. Her hands ran the length of me, sliding across warm skin. She kissed me 
again, biting my lip, pulling it away. She giggled and let go, kissing the air in my 
direction before leaning down, her face disappearing behind a curtain of her shining hair, 
and wrapped her lips around me. I couldn’t see her, could only feel her fingers holding 
tight to the base of it, feel the intense heat of her mouth, the smoothness of her tongue, 
the pressure. She opened her mouth a little and sighed a lustful sigh, dropping down 
lower, fitting more of me inside her mouth. She took her hand from my thigh, and 
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brushed her hair back, revealing sharp blue eyes looking up at me, watching me watch 
her, before turning back down to the task at hand. Her fingers crawled across my skin 
slowly, until they found my hands, and wrapped around them and squeezed. She opened 
her mouth and lifted her head, her hand massaging the shaft of my penis, slick with her 
own saliva. She was working hard to control her breathing.  

“You like?” 
“Sweet fucking Christ, yes.” A sexy, proud smile flashed, and she bit her lip. 

She lowered her head back down, turning it to the side, running her tongue back and forth 
across the underside, working her way to the top, and then took the whole thing back in 
her mouth again. Through the suction, as she pulled her head up slowly, and pushed it 
back down again, I could feel her tongue twisting around. First the top of her tongue, 
drawing patterns on me, tickling every sensitive surface, and then the flat of her tongue, 
pushing against me as she swallowed saliva without taking a break. Whenever she 
breathed out through her nose, the air was chill against the wet skin, only to be warmed 
again immediately in the amazing confines of her mouth. As though she was able to sense 
even sensation that I was, she would apply just the right pressure, speed up at just the 
right time to make every shift better, to push me further to the edge, to make everything 
feel unbelievable. I didn’t even notice the change in my breathing until my breath got 
caught in my throat. Her eyes raised back up to see me, and she responded by working 
with greater intensity.  

“God…”  
She let out a hungry moan, and took a long, hard pull on me, wrapping her lips 

tightly. I could feel my temperature rise, my heart speed up.  
“Oh, good Christ…”  
She moaned again, moving her head faster, twisting to the sides as she worked 

up and down me. Every action I took was met by a reaction from her, until I became 
aware that I wasn’t in control of myself anymore. Everything was her doing. She was 
moaning from her nose, her pitch getting higher, like she knew what was going to 
happen. Moving faster, and then slower. She knew before I did. Her eyes turned to watch 
me, and her grip on me tightened. I grabbed her free hand, surprised as a shockwave tore 
through me, made my entire body convulse. I struggled to keep my eyes open, locked on 
hers as a second wave hit me, bringing me past my limits. I could feel the end exploding 
out of me, into her mouth in a sudden blast. Her eyes rolled back in her head a little, and 
she moaned deep, a slight pause to her movement before she wrapped her lips even 
tighter, pulling at me harder, forcing aftershocks to pulse from me. When she could feel 
my body shaking, my breath coming out in ragged bursts, she let me slide slowly from 
her mouth, tilting her head back and closing her eyes, swallowing slowly, before opening 
them and smiling, and wrapping her lips around me again, now slowly, firmly, pulling 
every last drop from me. When she was sure it was done, and me entire body began to 
sag, exhausted, she sat back on her heels, looking up at me like a cat, proud over 
something she caught in the field. She licked her lower lip, and then bit it.  

“So…was it good for you?” I couldn’t even catch my breath to answer her, just 
opened and closed my mouth, and tried to remember what words were. She could see the 
struggle in my eyes, and it only seemed to make her all the more satisfied.  
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Moving slowly and with a maximum of determination, she rose and sat on the 
edge of the shower platform again, leaning over to feel the water. Her body was taut, her 
nipples erect, her skin flushed. She crouched on the shower platform, resting on one knee, 
the other facing towards me, while water started to rush over her skin. I could smell the 
sweat coming off her, the heat radiating from the knee that was only inches from my face. 
I leaned closer, kissed it gently, tasting the salty coating, feeling her muscles twitch under 
the touch of my lips. I kissed her again and again, moving in circles, in a random 
scattered pattern, with no direction aside from moving inward, slowly, eventually. 
Slender, soft fingers reached out and ran through my hair, tracing my ears and jaw, and 
returning to bury themselves deep in my hair. The closer I got to her body, the more 
water splashed off her to me. I could smell her as I got closer, even through the water, 
and the heat coming from her made the water seem lukewarm at best, despite the steam 
filling the air around us. I could feel her holding her breath when I got close, not 
releasing it until my lips finally pressed down on her soft, wet flesh. She twisted, and a 
blast of water cascaded over her shoulder, hitting my hair. I pushed my face into her, 
nose buried in short damp hair, taking deep breaths of her scent, feeling every distinct, 
thin strand. She moaned, and her body twisted around again, causing the foot she was 
balancing on to slip on the wet shower floor. She caught herself by reaching behind her, 
thrusting her body hard towards my mouth, which only made her more unsteady. I 
reached up and helped her balance, to lower herself to her other knee, legs spread open 
wide for balance and encouragement. I could feel her body leaning forward against me, 
both her hands clutching at my head, not to direct me, instead trying to steady herself, her 
arms and stomach muscles twitching, contorting. I could hear low moans escaping from 
tightly closed lips, before a sudden gasp of air burst out, followed by a series of high 
cries. Another body spasm threw her back, knocking her off one knee.  

Water ran down her, hitting my nose, running down and filling my mouth. It ran 
in and out, completely ignored as I forged on, running my tongue through the deep 
trenches, up and around her clit. She slid further, and I brought my hands up to her ass, 
clenched tight, and guided her forward until she was resting on the edge of the platform. 
Soaking wet legs reached out, dripping water on me, wrapping around me, feet pulled in 
tight to my back. She leaned back, resting on her hands, and more water rushed against 
my face, completely covering my nose. I sputtered out the water, and lifted my head back 
just enough to take a breath through my nose, without losing contact with the girl 
growing hotter by the second. The water cascaded down her body, over her breasts like a 
sexy waterfall, coating her evenly enough to not hide a single detail or curve, down the 
quivering muscles of her stomach, in the whirlpool of her navel, and through the rushes 
of hair right before my nose. I could smell her deeper, coming up with the steam, filling 
my nose and eyes. Her hands splashed in the water, trying to support herself, unable to 
keep still, shaking arms unable to lock enough to be stable. She gave up, leaning an arm 
behind her, resting her head on it against the back of the shower, clutching my hair with 
the other. Her chest heaved with her panting and moaning, sending ripples and waves 
down her body, so I could feel her pleasure splashing against me. Even through the water, 
I could feel her growling slicker, could taste her getting more excited. I slid a hand from 
her firm ass, clenching and releasing rapidly, to slide inside her, feeling the muscles 
inside her shiver. Her arm lifted from my head, clawing frantically at the air before 
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landing on the wall beside her. She pushed against it with a clawed hand, twisting her 
body to the side, causing water to spray and splash off her, and her thigh to press against 
my ear hard enough that I could hear her quickening pulse pumping through it. She 
released, turning back to the other side, before using her legs, wrapped around my neck 
and back, pulling me into her hard. I could see her stomach muscles straining to pull us 
closer together, and I struggled to move faster, to push harder, to drink of her more 
deeply.  

Her hand let go the wall, slapping at the ground, and grabbing absently at my 
head, failing to get a grip until they landed on my shoulder, fingernails digging in deep. 
Her head jerked forward suddenly, and she called out loudly, moaning with every breath. 
She threw her head back against her arm, and I could hear the slap of her hair hitting wet 
tile. A long cry welled up out of her, her teeth biting down hard, and then opening wide. 
Her fingernails released and then grabbed back down, her stomach shaking with effort. 
And then, suddenly, her stomach relaxed, and she took a deep breath in, releasing it 
slowly, a weary, satisfied sigh, followed by another. Her hand released my shoulder, 
shakily sliding to the side of my face, lifting me up away from her, lifting my chin. I 
looked up to see her watching me, smiling trying with unsteady arms to pull me up to kiss 
her. The predator glare to her eyes was still there, only calmed, the savage cougar having 
been tamed to a sweet, affectionate kitten. She kissed me long and slow, arms holding to 
me tightly. She sounded nothing like the girl had down the hall from her room. 

Together we crawled back under the water, letting it run over us as we kissed, 
running equally shaky hands over one another, sometimes with a soap or cloth, washing 
each other gently, sometimes just to touch the smooth, tight skin. As the water started to 
cool, we turned it off, unable to move quickly off the platform to the floor, or out of the 
bathroom to the towel near the window. We clung together, trying to dry each other off 
without breaking contact, giving up on occasion to hold each other, to kiss drying skin, 
and then to try again. Slowly we succeeded, and began to dress each other. She would 
look at me every few minutes, and stop what she was doing, to cross whatever distance 
was between us, to kiss me softly, and wrap her arms around me, before turning and 
going back to what she had been doing. Finally, dressed, we left the room, arms wrapped 
around each other’s waists, and walked down to the street.  

 
We walked a few blocks in the warming morning air. From the light and the 

mild temperature, the relative stillness of the streets, I could only guess that it wasn’t yet 
noon. When we walked past a café that had tables spilling onto the street, Collette slowed 
us down.  

“Hold on. I think we should stop here, get some breakfast.” I really didn’t want 
to admit to her how little money I had. 

“I don’t know…are you really that hungry?” 
“I am. Someone took the last of my energy this morning. And I figure you’ve 

earned a good breakfast.” 
“You really don’t owe me breakfast.” 
“I know, but I want to buy it anyway. So sit.” I did as I was told, and she sat 

down in a chair she pulled close to me. We sat and waited for the waiter, with her arm 
resting on mine. There was something familiar and casual about the way she did it that I 
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couldn’t put my finger on. It wasn’t like she was so full of passion she couldn’t take her 
hand from me, or that she was being protective or possessive of me. It was more like she 
just expected her hand to be there. It was just natural, and somehow comforting. 
Relaxing. We had a nice breakfast, and then settled in for the even longer wait for the 
check. A woman walked past wearing leggings and neon pink boots.  

“I wonder where Spain was during the 80’s.” Collette looked at me, a little 
confused. 

“Pretty sure it wasn’t just floating around the ocean for a decade…” 
“No, I mean, socially. What were they doing that they were unable to learn from 

our many mistakes? Or haven’t you noticed that disturbing trend among their fashion.” 
“Actually, I don’t think I have. I mean, I’ve seen a few odd looking people, but I 

haven’t noticed an epidemic or anything.” 
“Well, here, look around now. Look at some of these people. Look at their 

hair.”  Collette looked around. Behind us, a woman was sitting and smoking, with one 
half of her head shaved. A woman walked past with big bouffant hair. A man left a 
doorway with a perm.  

“…that man has a perm.” 
“Yes. He does. Seriously, it looks like an Ah-Ha video here. When was the last 

time you saw so many hair styles which involved the hair being that much longer in the 
back than on the top or sides?” 

“I went to a country bar once. There were a lot of mullets there. But not out in 
public like this.”  

“And look at that guy there, sporting the Common Spaniard Man cut.” 
“There is a lot of that. It’s weird. Like…not quite a Mohawk. But close, all 

shaved on the sides like that, and all spiky on the top and sides. Like maybe if Greg 
Brady got a Mohawk.”  

“And it’s not just the hair. It’s the clothes, too. Bangle bracelets by the 
truckload, huge hoop earrings with shit dangling from them. I thought western Europe, 
especially the Mediterranean area, was supposed to be the place where most big fashion 
came from. I’m starting to get the fear that in a year’s time, I’m not going to be able to 
leave the house without being blinded by garish clothes and neon colors everywhere.” 

“Ew. Just…ew. Hey, maybe they’ll bring back hammer pants, too!”  
“Do you think? I have to admit, I might enjoy being able to go to work in 

hammer pants. All that freedom…” 
“What would you even DO with that kind of freedom?” 
“Smuggle pretty blond girls into work without anyone knowing.” 
“In your pants? Wouldn’t it be kindof…sweaty in there?” 
“Probably. Of course, doing sweaty things would be the whole point, so it 

wouldn’t really be much of a deterrent.” 
“Mmm. Not a bad theory. People might wonder at all the noise though.” 
“Tourette’s. Sudden and unpredictable. Sounds like people having sex under a 

desk. But just a short-circuit in my brain.” 
“You may want to work on that.” 
“Well, I have time to think of an excuse, while these bastards find a way to 

convince America to revisit one of its darkest hours.” 
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“Oh, was it really that bad?” 
“Right. Said. Fred.” 
“Point. These people have to be stopped.”  
The check finally arrived, and we walked on. The plan was to go back to our 

respective groups, check in, find their status for the day, and then meet back together at 
her place to go see the Dali museum. She put an arm around me and kissed me goodbye, 
and then walked up the street that would eventually lead her to her rooms. I didn’t feel 
like going back just yet, and I wasn’t that far from the Subway/Internet Café. Since I still 
had my card, already paid for, I figured I might as well check my mail.  

I found an open computer that was attached to a printer, and signed on. There 
were letters back from friends and family, asking questions and responding to the 
drunken strangeness of my letters. The ones from my family told me they were sorry to 
hear about the troubles with my money and the Germans. I told them not to worry about 
it, I was still having a great time. I noticed my clock running low, so I went to the bank’s 
site, and printed off the month’s statement thus far. I didn’t have the heart to look just 
now, but I was hoping I could find some kind of error, maybe some confusion in all the 
cross-Atlantic trade, that I could call the bank on and get some money returned to my 
account. But at the moment, I was in too good a mood to be fucking around with 
finances, so I folded the paper without looking, stuffed it in my pocket, and logged off. 

Back at the room, Oskar was packing things into his bag.  
“Hey. Sick of having a roommate already?” 
“No. I am going back today.” 
“Really? End of vacation already?” 
“Yeah. I could have taken longer, but I only have three days left before I go 

home to Germany. I want to say goodbye to some people there”  
“I suppose you would want some time for that. Saying goodbye after a year.” 
“You got back just in time. Lora thought you’d be late.” 
“Late to say goodbye? Your bus leaving that soon?” 
“No, late to leave the room. We’re supposed to check out by eleven.” 
“Wait…what day is it? We don’t leave today too, do we?” 
“No, but…didn’t Lora say anything? You’re going to move into a new room, 

since you don’t need four beds anymore.” 
“No, nobody said anything…”  
“I was going to remind you this morning, but you were…busy.” 
“Shit…you saw that?” 
“Heard it. I just grabbed my towel and went to take a shower in the other room.” 
“Sorry. Have I been terrible to bunk with?” 
“Not at all. It’s been fun. It was really nice to meet you, actually.” 
“Cool, cool. You too. You’re a good guy, Oskar. You brought some new light to 

this trip. And it’s nice to have someone to talk to.”  
“You and your new friends don’t talk? Even Collette?” He grinned wisely again. 
“We talk. Especially Collette. Who was actually the girl you heard earlier, if you 

were wondering.” 
“I know. You two were asleep when I came back last night.”  
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“She’s great…anyway, it’s still different having you here to hang out with and 
stuff.”  

I turned to my bag, and started packing up. Oskar and I chatted while we 
gathered our things together, and then locked up the room and went to join the girls in 
theirs. Dropping our bags by the doors, we sat down and joined Diego in watching and 
complaining about how long it took girls to get ready to go anywhere. They weren’t 
terribly amused.  

 
When we were finally all gathered, we started moving on. It was with some 

pride I noticed how much more self-contained I was than my companions. Everything I 
had fit neatly into my pack; even the posters and paintings I acquired had a lashing on the 
side of my pack. I had but the one bag, and once on my back, it left my hands free. None 
of the others could say the same. Lora and Mieko both had actual hiking rucksacks, but 
had somehow managed to exceed their capacity. Lora had an additional backpack stuffed 
full, and two plastic grocery bags besides, only one of which was actually full of the 
remains of our food. Meiko had a large purse, a new handbag, which looked a little like a 
canvas shopping bag, and another plastic grocery bag of miscellaneous stuff. Oskar at 
least had the excuse of having limited resources, and was packed into more traditional 
luggage, with wheels, and a backpack. I couldn’t judge Diego’s ability to pack, since his 
stuff was off in the cave he and Meiko spent most of their time in. Aside from the bags of 
food and other things the fraulines had bought, there were two bags of garbage that, for 
reasons beyond my understanding, we weren’t just leaving for the maid service. As 
punishment for being the only organized and compact one of the group, I got to carry 
those, while Diego carried whatever bags the others couldn’t take of their own. Loaded 
up like pack mules or genuine travelers, we started the slow journey to the other building 
where we would turn in the keys, accompanied the entire way by Meiko complaining in a 
mix of German and English, so that even Diego could understand that her royal 
spoiledness was displeased with having to carry her own shit for a few blocks. After two 
we came across a half-empty dumpster, in which I deposited the two bags of garbage I 
was carrying. As soon as someone caught on that my hands were now empty, several 
bags were thrust towards me. I took the one containing the food. The food I was partially 
responsible for. I intended to eat it as well, and had paid for my share. The rest of it 
wasn’t my problem, and I wasn’t about to act as manservant to a bunch of girls who 
would just as soon not see me outside of moments like these, between places.  

Lora and Oskar turned in the keys while the rest of us waited downstairs, and 
then we continued on down the street, keeping an eye open for another place. For some 
reason, this time around was much quicker. We spotted an ornate door with a tiny white 
sign labeling it as a hostal, and hit the buzzer to be let in. Up a flight of stairs that were 
every bit as nice as the Hostal de Pilar was, only cleaner, was a man behind a dark 
wooden desk that looked ancient. This place was classy. A conversation I understood a 
little of, Lora turned to let us know that the room would be 19 a night each. Which was 8 
more euros than I had planned, which was EVERYTHING I had. Literally.  

“That’s more than the last place.” 
“Yes. The last place had a good deal.” 
“No, the last place was a shit-hole, and we got what we paid for.” 
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“No place else will be as cheap as that. We wanted to see something new. Have 
a place that was maybe some nicer.” 

“Well if you knew all along you were going to be getting a new, more expensive 
place when Oskar was leaving, and you are expecting me to pay for it, then why did I just 
find out about it a half hour before check out time this morning?”  

“We did not know you did not know. We can go someplace else, but it will be as 
expensive as this. What do you expect—” I was furious, and it was all I could to not to 
yell. I barked words out from the back of my throat. 

“Fine. Get the fucking room.” The man behind the counter handed us the key to 
room 302. We went up some very nice stairs to the next floor. The hallways in this place 
were incredibly tall, lined with doors pushing twelve feet high. We got to our room, and 
opened the narrow double-doors. I couldn’t deny it was a nicer room. Ornate crown 
moldings layered the ceiling, the lights were nice, the beds were soft. To the left of the 
door, the sink didn’t drip. There were full-length glass doors at the back, leading out to a 
very narrow balcony, looking down on the street, and to the left, the Passeig de Colom, 
and right on the other side, the water. Everything was clean. The washroom and shower 
were just down the hall, and inside was the best surprise of all; a real shower. Not a hand-
held-only deal, but an actual mounted shower that I could stand under and luxuriate. But 
that wasn’t enough to let anyone off the hook. I set the food on a table next to an old 
armoire, and hefted my bag down on my bed, and then turned to the girls.  

“Listen carefully. I don’t give two shits if you don’t like me, or regret inviting 
me along. Ich interessiere mich nichts, understand? But I’m here, and you had God damn 
well better get over whatever petty problem you have. Because if you have a decision to 
make that is going to effect me, that you are going to expect me to pay a part of, you had 
fucking well better talk to me about it beforehand. The very next time you do something 
that will cost me money without consulting me first, you are paying for it on your own. 
I’ve done nothing to insult or offend you, or to purposely fuck up your little holiday, and 
I have put up with a lot of shit. That ends now. Beendat. Getan. Next time you push me, 
it’ll get ugly, fast and serious.” The two stood silent, like deer calves alone in the woods. 
I turned my back to them, addressing the guys, who were watching curiously. When I 
spoke to them, I made sure the anger had gone completely from my voice and expression. 
“Oskar, what time is your bus out?” 

“In about two hours, I think. We were going to go to the beach one more time, 
and then head to the station. Are you going to come with us?”  

“Sorry. I’m supposed to meet Collette here pretty quick, and then go see some 
art. So I may not actually see you again. Like it say, its been good meeting you, and great 
having you around.” 

“Yeah, you too. We had some good conversations.” He extended his hand, and 
we shook farewell. I walked past him and patted Diego on the shoulder. He was as 
friendly and amiable as ever. 

“Diego, see you later, man.” He patted my arm in return.  
“Later.”  
Halfway through the door I turned and looked at the girls again. 
“And don’t forget to leave the key with the front desk when you leave.” Not that 

I thought they would, but it was kindof fun to yell at them after all that time, and that was 
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as good a reason as any. It still felt good as I descended the stairs, all the way until I was 
out on the street again. Then it occurred to me that I just paid the last of my money for 
that room, the 8€ I had set side to go to the Dali museum with Collette. I hadn’t wanted to 
think about money that much, but now I didn’t have a choice. I was going to have to pull 
some kind of a rabbit out of my ass so I didn’t let her down, and spoil the rest of my trip 
too broke to buy so much as a bottle of water.  

I sat down next to the fountain just off of La Rambla, and pulled the bank 
statement from my pocket. I started at the back, looking for a charge I didn’t make, for 
something I could see that I wouldn’t have to worry about later. With every line, every 
page I went through, I got a little more discouraged. The exchange rates changed daily, 
and some days were worse than others. This was causing miscalculations of five, ten 
dollars a pop. Some days when I was hitting the ATM, thinking it would save me to have 
cash on hand, it was ending up in twenty bucks gone I didn’t know about. On top of 
which there was a hefty fee for every ATM I used here. Bottom of the last page and I 
hadn’t found a single thing yet that I couldn’t count. Until I got to the top line; the most 
recent transaction. Apparently, when my family sent me an e-mail telling me they didn’t 
want me to worry about money, they had meant it in a more actual way, than one of 
sympathy. Several hundred dollars had been transferred into my account.  

Suddenly all the frustration was gone. I could eat a proper meal. I could go see 
some sights. And most importantly, I didn’t have to come up with a good reason why I 
couldn’t go with Collette. I jumped up immediately and walked down to her place, full of 
good feelings.  

 
The Dali museum was deceptive from the outside. I had been a little worried 

that it was going to be a shameful display of a few sketches on napkins and a teacup he 
once drank from. No matter where I go, I always make a point to see a lot of museums, 
and, frankly, most of them end up to be a one-room series of display cases with not much 
to display, and little effort put into making it interesting. And from the outside, the simple 
stone building gave no impression to the contrary. It’s never a good sign when the main 
door opens into the gift shop, you know? But we paid our price and got our tickets and 
walked through the turnstile into the first room.  

I honestly don’t know what there is I can say about the art of Salvador Dali. If 
you know it, you have a general idea, and if you don’t, then nothing I could say would 
make it make sense, and for the love of whatever you believe in, go to a bookstore or 
library and look at some of the man’s work, because there is nothing else like it. Inspired 
and raw and vulgar and complex and beautiful, it was a fevered mind taking apart the 
world and turning it around however it made sense to him. Fevered minds do good things 
for the world.  

The first room was all sketches. Big grand sketches, some of which had 
elements that later became paintings, some of which seemed to be little more than 
reactions to people he had just met. A fat, bourgeois man with a semi-flaccid dick for a 
head, chasing after a dog with a woman’s legs. All of them full of amalgamated creatures, 
animal and man, things nature never intended, sexual acts and symbols, destruction. In 
the center was a brass statue, as twisted and distorted as the sketches, but somehow just 
as beautiful.  
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And every room we entered led to another one. The building, which had seemed 
so small outside, opened up, long hallways and ramps and short series of stairs led us 
around until we had no idea where we were. And standing there, surrounded by all this 
art…it was breathtaking. Seeing art in books is great; you can study them for hours, 
whenever you want. But standing right in front of the real thing, of an actual painting 
created by someone so incredibly brilliant; its like seeing something the Lord made. 
Dali’s brush did the work, has hands created these images, and as many times as they’ve 
been reproduced in the world, these were the only originals. It was all I could do to stand 
and stare at times, until Collette finally dragged me onward by the arm.  

The most amazing of all was one room, right past the large brass elephant 
sculpture, with a hundred pictures lining two walls. It was something contracted by the 
Italian government under fascist control, to commemorate the 300th anniversary of 
Dante’s Divine Comedy. They were releasing special hard-bound editions of the book, 
and for every Canto in the work, there was an original Dali watercolor, drawing, or 
painting to go with it. One hundred in all, and all spread out before me. I could actually 
feel my heart beating faster. Collette had never read the books, and so, starting up at the 
top left corner, we followed the pictures alone, down one wall, across the next, me telling 
to story along with the illustrations. The pictures didn’t always make sense in an 
illustrative way, but they always captured so perfectly the feeling of the canto, of Dante’s 
travails and lessons. Not even Collette had the heart to try and move me from this room 
before I was ready. I think she was taken in as much by how in love with the drawings I 
was as she was by the art itself. Even after the descriptions of the story itself, she didn’t 
catch on to the beauty of such a project. If I ever become a world-famous art thief, that 
will be my very first stop, and the greatest. Imagine having a room of your house, the 
walls drawing out through image and emotion one of the greatest epic struggles through 
Heaven and Hell ever written down. Jail time might be worth that. Butt sex included. Just 
so long as someone spirits away the paintings, so I can have them back when I finally get 
out, sitting in a big room, on one of those doughnut-cushions, enjoying the fruits of my 
labors.  

We spent hours in there. We would walk from one room to the next, and then go 
back to the last again just because we needed to see something again. Finally, we reached 
the end of the museum, which was another gift shop, and a door that put us out on the 
street somewhere we didn’t recognize immediately. Directly in front of us was a gated 
enclosure with four square ponds, with swans in them. The gate was open, and it was 
beautiful, so we started walking in. Inside the courtyard, there was a door in to an 
enormous stone building. And before we knew it, we had just entered the Cathedral. Free 
of charge.  

Right outside the door, there was a sign outlining the appropriate clothing to 
wear inside. No halter tops or shorts too short or too tight, nothing to revealing or 
disrespectful. A few behaviors were listed that would be considered unacceptable. I 
laughed and wished I had a camera to take a picture of the signs, until I went inside.  

Inside was a completely different story. It is the single holiest place I have ever 
seen or been to. I imagine it has to be a little while it feels like to be in the papal palace. 
As spiritual and impressive as the cathedral was in Valencia, it was half what this one 
was inside. The ceilings rose to twice the height, the main nave of the church was well 
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over twice the size, with twice the niches and alters. The stone pillars supporting the 
ceiling were like old growth redwoods, so wide. In between them, to the back, a raised 
platform stood for the choir to gather on, where their voices would echo across the entire 
church. Before that, series of pews were laid out between the pillars. Towards the front, 
there was an iron gate separating the part of the church open to the public, and the part 
used only for service, or with restricted access. There were a lot more pews, highly 
polished and well-preserved, up to the white steps, leading to the pulpit, and what looked 
from my side of the bars to be baptismal fonts set into the ground of white marble. At the 
very back, below the half circle of tall and ancient stained glass, is the main alter, before 
which service is held. Below the alter, with open stairs leading down and visible, is the 
crypt of Santa Eulàlia. Standing at the gate, you could see the ornate white carved white 
tomb. For the second time in a week, I was facing the body of an actual dead saint. My 
skin tingled, and when I looked over to Collette, I could see goosebumps rise on her arms 
as she read the plaque telling us what we were looking at. This is the kind of holy an 
American church will never be able to give us. This is the history of a religion staring you 
in the face. This is a figure you’d learn about in church study, at their final rest. Standing 
in front of that, it’s hard to even breath normally, for fear of being suddenly too loud. 
Neither of us spoke as we slowly worked back down the side aisle, to the main entrance, 
and down the stairs. Only when the church was behind us did we turn and say anything, 
and even then, it was a sort of stammer. We were both struck at once how very worth 4€ 
it would have been to experience what we just did, and how there was no way our friends 
could fully appreciate what there was to behold inside in the short time they spent there. 
We sat on a park bench for a while, staring up at the spires, before finally standing and 
moving on. 

A few blocks away I felt a sharp tug on my arm. I looked at Collette and realized 
she had been holding my hand while we were walking, and wondered when that had 
started. I was usually painfully aware of that kind of thing. She was pulling me towards 
an open glass door that had the word ART written on it in frosted letters. Inside was a 
small local gallery, displaying the work of a dozen or so artists. There was music playing 
that was strange, and I had no idea what it was, which is a very good sign. We 
commented on and discussed a few things we really liked, but were both still a little 
quiet, a little awed, by the Cathedral. Walking back through the city, we stopped in a few 
more small places, some of them good, some of them full of absolute crap, with stuck up 
women in tight sweaters following us with their eyes the entire time. After the worst of 
them, we were laughing and mocking the woman at the counter, when Collette stopped 
and looked around like she was expecting to see something.  

“What time is it, do you know?” I patted down my pockets, to see if I had my 
clock with me. 

“Em. Three past four.”  
“Shit. We should get going then, I have to be back.” She started us walking back 

in the direction of her room. 
“You guys have something planned for tonight?” 
“No. Well, yeah, but not for a while. But I haven’t started packing or anything, 

my stuff is all a mess.” 
“Wait. Packing?” Her expression of rush and panic gave way to apologetic eyes.  
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“We’re…I’m leaving tonight.” 
“Going where?” 
“Italy. There’s this four-day Norwegian cruise across the Mediterranean. Leaves 

here, stops in at Messina, Sicily two days from now, and then comes in at Naples in Italy. 
It actually goes on, it’s like a fourteen-day round trip, but we that’s all we could afford, 
and we thought it would be a fun way to get there. Never been on a cruise before.” 

“What time does your ship leave?” 
“Seven, I think. Lily has the tickets. I told them I’d be back before this. I was 

just having such a nice time…” 
“Yeah, me too.” 
“You okay?” 
“Yeah, I just guess I wasn’t expecting you to be leaving so soon. I really like 

hanging with you.” 
“I know. It’s not like you’re never going to see me again.” 
“How do you figure?” 
“It’s not like the world is SO big. When I’m back home, I can call you from my 

cell for nothing. And you’re going to write your number down here, so I can do that.” She 
handed me her ticket from the Dali museum, and I used the pen from my notebook.  

“You and I still live pretty far away you know.” 
“I don’t care. I like travel, remember?”  
“Right.” She stopped me and put a hand on my shoulder, looking at me with 

those sharp eyes. 
“Listen; I like you, okay? I’m not going to meet some Italian and forget you, I’m 

not going to run off without ever talking to you again. What we did…I don’t do that kind 
of thing with just anyone, you know? I don’t let just anyone do that to ME. And nobody 
has ever done it the way you did. That makes you special. So stop brooding and kiss me.” 

“Fine.” I kissed her, and she kissed me back, not letting go for a long time.  
“Mmm, good boy. Now, I have to go up and pack my things so I don’t miss the 

boat I paid a lot of money to ride on and piss off all my friends. I’ll be back in America in 
three weeks. Will you be home then?” 

“Yeah.” 
“Good. I’ll call you then, okay? Then we can work out how I’m going to get to 

where you are so we can get back to having more days like this one.” She smiled and 
kissed me again. “Bye, Ellis. Try not to forget about me in the next few weeks, okay?” 

“Okay. Bye, Collette. Have fun.” She smiled and turned down the street beside 
us. I hadn’t even realized we were by her building. I was just missing all kinds of 
things… 

 
I walked around for a while, completely in my own head, until I had no idea 

really where I had been. I didn’t know why it bothered me that she was leaving. I didn’t 
know what I expected to happen. I was leaving the country myself in a few days, it’s not 
like I expected her to settle down and get an apartment with me there or anything. We 
weren’t going to blow off our respective plans to go skipping off into the sunset together. 
But at the same time, she was really cool. When was the last time someone had been that 
casual with me, that friendly, as though they just belonged? I don’t know. I was hoping 
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that something would happen. Somehow that unique way she made me feel would find a 
way to stick around. Not just pack up and get on a boat and be gone. And what were the 
odds that she would really come back? That I would ever see her again? She had known 
me for three days, and she wanted to travel across the country to see me when she got 
back to the states. She’s going to be on the boat for four days alone, what happens if she 
meets someone there? How much would it take to make her forget? It was a confusing 
kind of mess, and I had no idea what to do about it. So, since I was getting anywhere by 
thinking, I decided to find someplace to get something to eat. My wandering dropped me 
out near the top of La Rambla, so I started down, thinking about all the places I had seen, 
and wondering where might be the best place to get something to eat. 

“Hey there!”  
“Wha?” There was a girl standing to the side of me, holding onto a stack of pink 

paper, smiling. She was tan, but didn’t look like a Spaniard, and her hair was streaked 
from being in the sun.  

“How are you doing? Looked quite focused there.” Her voice was sweet, with a 
British accent. 

“I was, I guess. I’m doing okay. How about you?” 
“I’m great. I’m guessing you’re from America, right?” 
“Because I speak your language with a funny accent, or because I’m in need of 

some sit-ups or something?” She smiled. Someone walked past, and she handed them a 
flier without saying anything. 

“Your accent. Most of the English speakers here aren’t from America, you 
know.” 

“I’ve noticed. I think there’s some kind of tourism agreement with Australia and 
your country that we have been left out of.” 

“Why would you get left out?” She smiled and handed someone else a flier, and 
then turned her eyes back to me. 

“Are you nuts? Can you honestly say you want this place as full of my people 
as, say, Jamaica?” 

“Would that be so bad?” 
“Be honest now.” 
“Okay, I like it how it is now. You’re a long way from home, though. Where are 

your friends?” 
“Home.” 
“Back where you’re staying?” She held a slip of paper out to a pair of passing 

Irish without even looking at them. 
“No, back home. I wouldn’t call the people I’m here with friends. Which is why 

I’m talking to you, and they’re…somewhere else.”  
“Travel friends, right? I’ve got some of those. They’re…interesting.” 
“I would settle for interesting. Mine are bastards AND their boring…”  
“So do you guys go out together at night?” 
“Not really. Not after the first night.” 
“What happened on the first night?” a group of Brits went by, and she didn’t 

notice. 
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“Got a little drunk, went back to the room early, accidentally latched the door. 
They had to crawl in through the ventilation window. They were less than pleased.” The 
cute girl chuckled a little. 

“Oh no. That’s not so bad though.” She tucked a flier into someone’s hands as 
they walked by, without them even realizing that they were taking something.  

“It isn’t, but they kindof wrote me off after that. Haven’t had much to do with 
me since.” 

“They don’t sound like very good friends at all.” 
“Nope.” 
“Well, do you want to meet some new ones?” 
“Can they be better than my old ones?” 
“I hope so.” 
“Then sure.” 
“These things I’m passing out, there for a party that’s happening tonight. Its 

through McGinney’s Travel Bar. Have you seen them around?” 
“There’s one about a block up there, yeah?” 
“Right! So, basically, tonight, if you go to the place up there, you can join this 

party. You pay 20 euros, and they give you something to eat and a free drink, and then 
we sort of go around and visit eight local bars and dance and drink and have a good time. 
At every bar you go to, you get one free drink, so by the end you’re actually saving 
money. Plus, they’ll all speak English, so you’ll meet some new people. Sound like 
something you want to do.” 

“I don’t know, actually.”  
“No? Can’t be anyone there worse than your friends, plus you might find 

someone to dance with.”  
“Are you actually going to be there, or are you just out here to pied piper me 

into this?” She smiled, and I think she blushed a little. 
“I’m one of the hosts, so I’ll be there.”  
“Well, that’s something.” She smiled again. 
“I’ll tell you what. I’ll give you a flier here. My name is Chelsea. You know 

where we’ll be, so hopefully you’ll show up. You can bring your friends, too, if you 
want. Maybe they’ll lighten up.” 

“Not if there’s going to be a lot of English being spoken.” 
“Why?” 
“Well, they’re German. They’ve actually been avoiding English since before I 

was officially shunned. Except when Meiko and Diego are trying to talk, but that’s just 
funny.” 

“Then maybe not. Tell them they can come if they can behave for a night.” 
There was something a little electric about her smile, I caught myself smiling along with 
her.  

“Alright. Will do.”  
“Good. I didn’t get your name?” 
“Ellis.” 
“Okay. I hope to see you tonight, Ellis.”  
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“We’ll see.” She smiled goodbye, and winked at me as I walked off, before 
turning to hand a flier to a passer-by. I continued down La Rambla a little way, and then 
turned off.  

I sat down at the next interesting place that offered pizza, and ordered up. It 
wasn’t bad, either. The crust was thin and crispy, and tasted vaguely of olive-oil. The 
cheeses were thick and rich tasting, I think there was a little blue cheese in there. It just 
had tomatoes on top, which added a little sweetness to the strong, herbal taste of the 
sauce. All told, it was the best Spanish pizza I had eaten.  

When I paid for my pizza and vodka, I still didn’t have any answers, plans, or 
directions, so I started walking again. I passed another of those Irish travel bar things, and 
thought about going back to the party thing that the cute British girl was telling me about, 
but the thought of that many noisy English speaking people all drunk and trying to get 
laid made me tired and irritated without even being near them. Why is it sometimes more 
taxing to spend two hours sitting in a room with people than spending eight hours 
walking back and forth across a city? And why is it that, after a vacation full of people 
who refused to speak English, the thought of being in an entire room full of people who 
did so willingly didn’t sound like a good idea? I couldn’t decide if it was because of the 
specific type of English speaking gathering, or because I was feeling more comfortable 
being anonymous. There is something to be said for being a little shadow on the edge of 
something beautiful. Either way, I kept walking, as the sky started getting darker. I 
walked down to the beach before I realized that I was facing the wrong direction for the 
sun to be setting over the Mediterranean, but it was pretty anyway. Its really almost as 
gratifying to watch the sun set over a building mixing old and new, behind a sea of naked 
women. After a day in the sun, naked women can become quite glossy, reflecting the 
light off their curves in a rather special way. If only I had a camera…I settled for 
watching the water for a while under the deep blue sky of a new night, before walking on 
down the waterfront. When I got to the old customs building, glowing in the light, I made 
a lingering stroll across the Rambla del Mar, the amazing wooden footbridge. I sat on the 
edge of the bridge, feet dangling above the water. The sea is so dark, even in the daytime. 
With the light all but gone, the water looked like ink everywhere but there the lights were 
under the water. Shadowy silhouettes of fish swam in and out of the visible patches. I 
closed my eyes and paid attention to the tightness of my chest, the tingling sensation in 
my body. The water was deeper than I really understood, beneath me, and there were no 
lifeguards. If I sneezed violently and fell in the water, I would be fucked. Slippery rock 
on the side, I would have to swim quite a ways to get to the docks and climb out. The 
water was pretty warm, sure, but I still wasn’t a terribly strong swimmer. One of the 
results of never being comfortable around water. I’m not overly wild about the 
combination of not being able to touch the ground or breath. The breathing thing 
probably does it the most. Flying doesn’t bother me. Jumping off things doesn’t bother 
me. The thought of skydiving actually excites me a little. But water always puts in a chill 
in my blood. Which is why I can never stay away from it. It fascinates me. And I can’t 
deny that I enjoy being around things that scare me. I closed my eyes and imaged the 
picture I had seen on a postcard taken from the undersea tunnel at the aquarium just down 
the way on the other side of the footbridge, with the great white shark swimming 
overhead. I reminded myself that sharks fancy warm waters like these, trying to make the 
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tingle a little more intense, but that water was always more terrifying than the shark. 
Scariest part of a shark attack was the thought of something holding on to me and 
dragging me around and thrashing me about while keeping me away from the surface, 
where the air was.  

I became aware of a sound behind me, somewhat familiar. I stopped 
daydreaming for a minute and looked around. Nearby. On a bench, a man sat playing 
guitar. I knew the song he was playing, too, but I couldn’t place it. I got up and moved 
closer to pay attention, watching his hands, as though that would remind me. When he hit 
the chorus, I realized what he was playing. Hey Jealousy, by the Gin Blossoms. Such an 
odd thing for a Spaniard to be playing, I figured. He nodded at me, as though agreeing to 
the oddness of it. I started singing softly to myself, closing my eyes and enjoying the 
sound of one of my favorite songs. I hadn’t had any music around for such a long time, 
by my standards, that I loved every note. It wasn’t until I heard him saying ‘Si, si.’ And 
nodding excitedly that I realized he could even hear me. He nodded to the bench near 
him, so I sat closer, and sang louder. As soon as the song was over, he started playing 
Mrs. Rita right away, nodded at me as if to ask if I knew that one as well. I did, hit my 
cue, and gave it my best. I didn’t know if it was because of the additional coin he was 
getting from having an accompaniment, or if he was having as much fun as I was, but he 
played nearly half of New Miserable Experience and a few songs off of Congratulations 
before putting down his guitar and shaking my hand energetically, a smile on his face. 
When he started packing up to find a new location, he held out part of the money he’d 
earned to me. I didn’t even notice what he was offering, but the novelty of finding a 
Spanish Gin Blossoms fan was well worth whatever amount he had, and I refused to take 
it. He thanked me, shook my hand again, and walked off. I stayed on the bench for a little 
while, smiling to myself and humming. It had felt really good, singing in the fresh night 
air. Relaxing and energizing all at the same time; like I was a little high, a sort of Zen 
buzz. Holding onto that, I walked on to the Maremagnum, where lights and beats were 
starting to come alive. In the daytime, it seemed to just be a series of stores and 
restaurants, a sort of small, classy mall surrounded by water. But at night all the 
restaurants turned into flashy dance clubs and bars. Walking in front of one, a gorgeous 
woman in very shiny, very, very tight clothing handed me a pink flier with the outline of 
a naked woman on it. It was for a free drink at a club called Tequila, in front of which I 
was currently standing (imagine that). Lights burst through the door and around the 
windows, like a series of rainbows exploding, light-based shrapnel everywhere. She 
smiled and thrust her breasts at me and nodded to the door. I thanked her and started to 
walk on when another woman with dark hair and clothes that looked painted on moved to 
intercept me, nearly impaling me on some very alert nipples, straining at whatever silvery 
cloth was trying to cover them. She slipped me two more fliers, and nodded to the bar. 
When I still didn’t move, she wrapped her arm around mine and walked, hips swaying 
wildly with each step, her well-toned ass bumping into me every time her right foot 
stepped forward, until I was standing just inside the bar. I hadn’t really intended to go out 
tonight, and in all honesty hadn’t felt like the noise and the crowds and the drinking, but, 
what the Hell, right? If the statue of flesh at the door wouldn’t take no for an answer 
anyway, I may as well stay awhile. I did have three free drinks coming, after all. Served, 
apparently, by even more of these wet-dreams come to life. The girl at the door stopped, 
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and made some kind of invisible hand-off to a girl with a tray who had been walking by. 
She slowed a step and turned her head, as though it was just assumed that I would be 
following her, and then smiled at me after looking me up and down as though I was the 
one standing next to naked in the surreal light. And when their mind tricks were done, 
there I was, staring at a bartender in what was barely a halter top whose skin seemed to 
glow, who was asking me what I wanted to drink. Between the water outside, and the 
woman’s unreal red lips, the decision was already made. She ran her tongue over her 
teeth and repeated my order to me in a husky voice with a strong accent before turned 
from the counter to make me a sex on the beach. I expected vampires to sneak up behind 
me and kill me slowly at any minute. But, hey, I had a few more free drinks left, and 
everyone has to go sooner or later.  

 
My third free drink was almost gone. I leaned on the tall table and watched a 

drop of water creep down the glass, leaving behind a clear trail, reflecting all the lights at 
me upside down. Either the goddess behind the bar knew her business, or my Zen high 
was stronger than I thought, because I had been on the dance floor before I was halfway 
into my second. Most of the girls in this place looked like the ones who worked there, full 
of whispered secrets and sinful smiles, smelling like sweat and money and promising 
everything with a giggle and a grin. They danced with their bodies pressed to me and 
their hands pulling me closer, but never looked at me in the eyes once. Their mouths 
curled and their tongues taunted, but they hadn’t said enough for me to even know what 
language they spoke. Every time one dance partner turned off and was replaced by 
another, I felt a little lonelier. I’d hoped the Zen high and the drinking and the promise of 
dirty deeds with statuesque strangers would all combine, but they seemed to be bitter 
enemies tonight. When the girl brought me my last drink, I worked my way off the dance 
floor. I thought of Collette, who’s ship was probably already gone, taking her across the 
sea to the land of organized crime, lost futures, and broken hearts. I closed my eyes and 
remembered the natural, unassuming way she took her clothes off in bed that morning. 
Would anything be natural with the women who filled Tequila? Could they do anything 
without a big show? I couldn’t even imagine them being naked alone with me. It was as 
though they would disappear the second the lights and the crowd did. They were magic of 
the right time and place; modern dryads of the Spanish Jungle. They interacted without 
seeing me; they danced one-on-one with me without paying a single bit of attention. The 
girl that afternoon…Chelsea, the paper said, had passed out fliers to dozens of passersby 
without turning her attention away from our conversation, without letting it slow her 
reactions. She’d been more involved in five minutes than anyone in the club had been 
after…however long I had been there. And if I tried, I couldn’t even picture her in this 
place. It was too flashy, too much glass and chrome and fake curves. It was the difference 
of fresh cut flowers to opium. The club hopping thing of hers wasn’t really my scene, but 
I could at least picture her there; she fit there, her kind of sexy worked there, thrived. This 
wasn’t the same kind of animal, and I was absolutely certain that, free drinks or no, it was 
even less my scene. I finished my drink, stood straight, and headed towards the door. The 
one with the tray stopped when she saw me leaving, giving me big, round puppy eyes. I 
did my best to look reticent to leave and apologetic. She blew me a kiss and winked at 
me, before continuing her round with a little extra wiggle in her ass as she walked off, 
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and I headed for the door. Before I hit the fresh air, I patted myself, to make sure the 
succubae hadn’t claimed the contents of my pockets, and checked my head for what I had 
left of my creamy Zen center, and then hit the night.  

After a mile or so of walking and breathing in the night air, from the seat to the 
regular stink of Spain, I had gotten back most of the feeling I got on the bridge earlier. I 
found our new Hostal, and ascended the stairs slowly, taking in how much nicer this 
place was than the last, and how much happier I was to be there, even if it DID mean 
sharing a room with the Fraulines again. The same man was at the desk at the top of the 
stairs.  

“Buenos Noche. Trescenta-dos, por favor?” 
“Ah, sus amigos están ya para arriba allí, señor.” 
“Si, gracias.”  
These doors had latches, but it was still open a crack. Inside Lora was standing 

by her bed, going through her bag.  
“Hey. Oskar make his bus okay?” 
“Yes. He says to say to you goodbye.” 
“Cool. He’s a good egg, that one. You have a good time, seeing him again?” 
“Yes, I did. I am looking forward to him being back in Berlin, so I can see more 

time with him.”  
“Good deal. It’s good to have friends like that, yeah?” 
“Yeah.” 
“You hungry? I’m going to have a sandwich.”  
“Uh, that would be nice, yes.” I made her one of those weird sandwiches they 

like with all the butter and the tomatoes, and had one myself of warm cheese that had 
never seen the inside of a refrigerator, and onion. We ate quietly, listening to the people 
below our window. The crowds were starting to taper a little, and it was odd how the 
sound of drunks yelling and people talking and running around was nowhere near as 
distracting as people coughing or stomping around upstairs. With my sandwich gone, I 
realized I was more tired than I thought.  

“You want the door shut, or is Meiko coming back tonight?” 
“No, she is with Diego tonight.” 
“So you get the big bed to yourself, huh?” 
“Yes, it is very nice.”  
After a quick search, I found the light switch outside the door, in the hall. I hit 

the switch and closed the door, took a few steps, and fell in the direction of my bed. I 
think I was asleep before I ever felt myself land.  
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Day Day Day Day 13    
 
 
 
 
 
I woke up disoriented from a strange Spanish dream. I’d say that would teach 

me to have an onion and warm cheese sandwich right before bed, but it would be a 
blatant lie. I wouldn’t even put it past myself to turn around and do the same thing again 
for a second night in a row.  

So this friend from home, Michael, had a second child. Or his wife did, rather, 
right before leaving him. He got the kids in the divorce, because she never really wanted 
them in the first place, but he didn’t get the house. She kept that, and eventually moved it 
and herself far away. With nowhere else to go, I agreed to let the guy and his offspring 
stay at my place, which was certainly large enough for them to hang their hats for a 
while. It wasn’t terribly cheap, though, and in order to keep the place I was going to have 
to get a new job. One that would mean my working somewhere else for the next 6 
months. Which is why it wasn’t a bad idea for my friend to use it, since I wouldn’t be 
staying there, and I could be helpful without living in a house with young children 
(because, frankly, I’m pretty sure my kindness couldn’t bend that far, even in bizarre 
dreams). The job was all set up, all I had to do to finalize it was go meet up with the 
woman in charge over lunch, sign some papers, and I would get my marching orders. 
Michael came along, to get away from the kids for a while (daycare) and keep me 
company before she showed.  

When she arrived, she strode into the room like a she-lion, looking professional 
and strong. She sat down and looked me dead in the eyes. I took my sunglasses off so she 
could see me looking sincere, but the world was so bright without them that my eyes 
burned and I could hardly see. The woman fired off her questions like bullets.  

“Do you understand the details of the job?” 
“Yes.” 
“You understand the time and location clauses in the contract are non-

transferable once signed?” 
“Yes.” 
“You still want the job?” 
“Yes.”  
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She smiled and relaxed her posture a little. I strained to see through the light a 
little better, and realized that this woman was actually incredibly pretty. She pulled some 
papers from a briefcase, showing one to me that went over how much her firm intended 
to pay me, which was impressive. There was also a list of conditions I may have, with 
things such as benefits and time off already written in, and blank lines for more. 
Apparently, I was wanted enough for the job that I could make demands of my soon to be 
employers. I decided to take advantage of that; the truth of the matter was I wasn’t really 
convinced about the job, and figured it wouldn’t be a bad thing if they rejected me on the 
basis of my outrageous demands. Among my demands were complete control over any 
and all stereos and music systems in my listening range, and the stipulation that Alan 
Rickman, a close and personal friend of my dream self, be hired as the cook at the facility 
at which I would be stationed. He was looking for a paid vacation from acting, and had 
mentioned he thought it would be a hoot. Outrageous or not, they agreed to all my 
demands, and hired me.  

When I arrived for my first day, it turned out that my job consisted almost 
entirely of driving cars from one place to another; one car out to some location, and then 
a different car back to Central. Most of the places I was taking the cars to weren’t even 
that far away. I was allotted 6 hours to do most of them, and I could finish the job in less 
than half that, due to a sort of preternatural gift for finding shortcuts, and intense patience 
and safety in driving, as a result of having spent most of my formidable years behind the 
wheel driving through parts of Oregon, where a one-eyed chimp could get a license, and 
having two eyes and a week of training qualified said chimp to be a traffic cop. While I 
was discussing all of this with the woman at the main facility, some other workers nearby 
began complaining about the quality of the food there. Alan overheard, and responded 
with venomous sarcasm. The woman laughed quietly and shook her head.  

“It would be you’d insist on a British cook. We’re going to have a huge turnover 
from this…”  

“True. But you’re overlooking the entertainment value of it all. He’s a funny, 
funny man. You can always get takeout, and enjoy the show.” 

“I don’t doubt your decision here.” She watched the men storm off and Alan 
return to the kitchen, muttering to himself before she said anything else. Then she turned 
back to me. “About that letter…” I suddenly remembered writing her a letter explaining 
how kind and pretty I thought she was, and how much I wanted her. “The stuff about 
wanting to see me? I didn’t think it appropriate but…well…um, do you want to have tea 
later?” She smiled like a schoolgirl when I said yes, and then resumed the cool 
professional of her work persona, and left me to my car relocating. And there I was, in 
what was going to be my home for at least six months, with no worries about money, a 
girl who was into me, and a hilarious Englishman torturing the staff with Worcestershire 
sauce and spotted dick.  

It was a good dream.  
Truth to tell, if I knew exactly what resulted in really messed up dreams every 

night, I would probably make it standard practice. Jumbled dreams are great. Like 
Stephen Lynch movies that I don’t have to pay for. With better acting in them. So before 
the end credits started to roll (does anyone ever really care who the key grip is, even in 
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their own dreams?) I shook it off and crawled off the bed, gathering my supplies to go 
take care of some morning cleanliness.  

 
Considering the condition, the appearance, and the cleanliness of the new toilet 

and shower rooms, I really didn’t mind being back to sharing. They were close enough to 
our rooms that I could see whether or not they were vacant without leaving, and didn’t 
end up standing around with a towel and soap for a half hour outside some door, and I 
really didn’t need to use them much anyway. There was a fat blond-headed boy down the 
hall who was not quite so open to the thought of everyone using the same facilities. 
Either he spent a great deal of time watching over them, or he had some kind of sixth-
sense about when they were is use. It didn’t seem to matter how short a time I intended to 
spend in there, or what time of the day it was, no sooner did I latch the door than I could 
hear the flapping, slapping noises of his fat little feet as 170 pounds of overfed 
adolescence coming down the hall. Never could figure out what a latched door meant, 
either. Every time, every single time, after the first try to open the door didn’t work, there 
was a long and constant series of frantic shaking of the door handle, and the dull thud of 
his girth shouldering into the door.  

“Папа! Папа! Дверь вставлена снова, папа! Я испражняйтесь и я не могу 
раскрыть дверь!” 

“Hey! Someone’s in here!” 
“Будет странные шумы и я должен сделать и я не могу раскрыть дверь, 

пожалуйста помогаю мне папа! Мама! Папа!”  
The damn kid was speaking some language, right, so clearly he wasn’t deaf. If 

he was special needs at all, then they must sound a little different in other places.  
“Knock it off, Jiggles!” 
“Я не могу держать его в нисколько более длиной, пожалуйста прихожу 

здесь ое быстро открытое бог oh двери раскрываю дверь, котор она вставлена ему 
не раскроет пожалуйста папаа пожалуйста!” 

“I swear, I’m rolling you down those stairs like a big whiney sack of butter and 
pudding if you don’t quit trying to spoil this for me! You’re killing the mellow!”  

The kid clearly didn’t get it, and my little private time was ruined. It’s usually so 
peaceful, too. The one place where nobody is going to come messing with you. I swung 
open the ventilation window above the door, quietly. Even though neither facility had the 
same twelve-foot doors that most of the rooms had, the ceilings were still that high, so the 
windows were tall and difficult to open. Especially while someone is trying like all Hell 
to get in. But he was distracted with being annoying, and didn’t notice. I took a little hotel 
soap from my travel hygiene bag, and threw it over the door into the hallway. I could 
hear it clatter in the hallway.  

“Было тем? Там?” 
Fat foot-falls led cautiously away from the door.  
“Оно конфета?” 
It sounded like the kid’s attention was diverted. I very slowly and carefully 

unlocked and unlatched the door, holding it shut.  
“Мыло? Я не могу съесть то! Почему будет мыло здесь? Папа!”  
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A quiet thunk indicated the kid found and dropped the soap. I draped my towel 
over my head. As soon as it sounded like the kid was just outside the door, I swung it 
open as fast as I could, and leapt into the hallway, my arms dangling over my head.  

“Baghiera! Fatty-fatty! Lunch!”  
The kid froze in terror, unable to move for several seconds while I snarled and 

danced around him. Suddenly he opened his mouth and shrieked, and took off running 
down the hall, stumbling a few times, his body resisting this new thing called ‘physical 
exertion.’  
“Папа! Папа! Изверг! Я как раз оправился, папа! Он везде, оно ужасать! Изверг 
идет съесть меня и я совсем squishy и свои теплые помогают мне папа, ое убийство 
изверг гречихи! Папа!” 

I couldn’t help but laugh. I know that sounds bad, but trust me; its part of every 
American’s basic makeup to torment annoying, fat, stinky little twelve-year olds. Anyone 
else who had been there would have laughed as well. I reclaimed my hotel soap, a little 
disturbed by the teeth marks I found in one corner, and went to take a shower.  

Not just any shower, mind you. A real shower. An honest to God, standing with 
water shooting out of the wall at you in a soothing and relaxing and wonderful way 
shower. I must have been in there for forty five minutes, without the slightest hint of a 
temperature drop. Let me tell you; it was an amazing experience. I won’t go into too 
many details, but let me just say that, in the time we had together, I fell in love with that 
shower. We knew each other deeply, and shared what can only be described as a very 
intimate experience. I don’t think either of us is ever going to forget it, or be the same 
again. I miss it to this day, and long for the day when we might be reunited.  

 
Breakfast took place at this little shop in an alley that I wasn’t even sure was an 

actual street. The entire thing was pretty much blocked off to everything but foot traffic 
by stacks of boxes and garbage at both ends of the street. The middle, however, was 
clean, with potted plants marking out the borders of the café, said borders full of tiny 
metal tables. The decorations were so hodge-podge that the food either belonged to no 
special nationality, or belonged to all of them at once. I ordered based on line drawings of 
the food along the side of the menu. What arrived was a thin bread-like thing, thicker 
than a crepe, a little larger than pita bread. It was stuffed with a strange mélange of spiced 
fruit, which congealed into a kind of chunky, unsweetened jam paste. At the side were 
some slices of pineapple and paraguya. It was excellent.   

The door was open back at the room, Diego and Meiko sitting on the big bed 
having a breakfast of nutella and baguette. I was instantly twice as glad for the delicious, 
strange breakfast I’d just eaten. I don’t get what it is with Germans and nutella. Diego 
seemed to not be overly fond of it himself. It was another mark on the plus column for 
him. Meiko refused to look at me the moment she saw me show up. Diego smiled and 
was all too happy to talk to me. After Lora got back to the room, they were discussing 
their plans in German. Diego looked at them, a little confused, and then turned back to 
me.  

“I think the plan today is to go out shopping, to walk around the city.” 
“Thanks, man, but I don’t think they were really intending on having me come 

along.”  
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“Why not? You have already other plans?” 
“No. Planning isn’t really my thing.” 
“Then you should come with us. It would be really good.” For a Spaniard who 

was bunking up with a foreign girl he just met a few days prior, Diego was a very sincere 
kind of guy. 

“Sure, I can tag along for a while.” Oddly enough, when they finished their 
Deutsch conference, Lora also asked me if I was going to join them. Meiko remained 
largely indignant.   

My biggest reason for going along was the chance at seeing something new. The 
entertainment value of annoying my travel companions simply by existing had pretty 
much run its course by this time. I’d created enough awkward situations to feel that I had 
been a burr in their collective ass sufficient enough to make up for them inviting me out 
to a new place and then ditching me. It wasn’t as though I’d been sitting around in my 
hotel room afraid to go out, after all. I’d seen an amazingly large amount of cool stuff, I’d 
learned, I’d met people, I’d done unforgettable things that I wouldn’t have been able to 
do had they not invited me to go along in the first place. Things that wouldn’t have 
happened, for that matter, had they not ditched me. If I went along with them every step 
of the way, I would have seen a lot of stores, I would have seen a lot of restaurants that 
we didn’t eat at, and I would have spent half my time sitting on my ass. So whatever I 
may have missed because I understand little Spanish and have no idea where I am or 
where I’m going half the time, that’s nothing compared to what I would have missed 
lying on the beach all day splashing about and staring at beautiful naked women. So in all 
honesty, I had to admit to being a little grateful for being abandoned. Not necessarily 
with the treatment that went along with it, because there’s no call to be rude. No, tagging 
along was no longer revenge. But Lora knew the city, and she may know some cool 
places that I would have skipped on by. And since she and Diego were trying to make 
nice, I wouldn’t be the one to turn them down now.  

Of course, making nice may be a little bit over-generous on Lora’s part. We 
walked around for hours, she and Meiko leading the way, talking avidly in German, 
Diego and I following along behind as though we didn’t exist. He did alright for a while, 
hanging out and having a good time. He told me about his job, in marketing. He works 
for a textile company, looking for new markets. It actually related to the conversations we 
were having the other day about the post-euro Europe, and how having such a strong 
dollar and an exclusive exchange program was driving up costs and making it cheaper to 
do business other places. Diego’s company was losing a lot of their clients to India and 
Egypt and Africa, which were able to come up the same quality of stuff for lower prices. 
So Diego spent most of his days researching new companies who were looking for a 
supplier for new projects, for a way to cater to the special needs of some group or 
another, to make a fabric or material directly to suit their needs. By specializing in 
product, and finding high-end manufacturers who were looking for a classier name in 
textiles, he thought they would be able to pick up enough new business to make up for 
the loss of recent years. That’s the kind of job that is always interesting to me. Creative 
problem solving for which there is no formula. Not just applying techniques learned in 
books or using data, not just processing something. Here is a problem; find a new way for 
us to get around it. Here is a product; find the best way to make someone want it. Here 
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is…some THING the boys in the lab made by mistake; find a use for it. It combines the 
creativity of art with social psychology and innovation and economics. It’s a little bit of 
everything, and it’s a job that some people are just suited for. You can go to school for it, 
but, really, if you’re any good at it, you’re going to be just as good without the education. 
Diego had actually started schooling in economics, but then got a job he thought would 
just be until he got his degree, and ended up landing him in the field he wanted anyway, 
so finishing school wasn’t necessary. His work would speak better for him at any future 
jobs than the degree anyway. He had proven experience.  

We moved on to music, discussing the debacle that was the Jamboree show. He 
was full of questions about the part of the show he had missed, paying close attention, as 
though somehow I might have the right set of words that would suddenly bring the music 
to life for him, so he could finally hear it. Then we moved on to the Spanish rap. It was, 
apparently, a relatively new thing; they were just discovering it, exploring it as a music 
style. It was a few years behind ours, just like it sounded, so all those lyrics I hadn’t been 
able to understand really weren’t worth understanding anyway. They were mostly talking 
about their styles and describing what they were doing while they were doing it. The 
basic ‘my flow is so fresh, I am so talented, I can talk in beat to the music, slowing down 
or even speeding up to match the tempo, which is difficult, so don’t try this at home’ 
thing that rappers used to do so much, and still fall into a few times each album. Its 
enough to make a guy wonder if that sorry excuse for style of lyrics happens so much 
because it’s tradition, and just sort of expected by now, even though it adds nothing good 
to the music (like the guitar solo), if it has more to do with the mental skills of the artists 
(I know most American rappers aren’t going to be winning any awards or, you know, 
diplomas, but I had hoped for more from this side of the ocean), or if there is some kind 
of unexplained phenomena with hip-hop music that lends it to unoriginality and lack of 
inspiration, even in the most well-spoken, driven and creative of artists. I suppose it 
would make some kind of sense that, as an art form, it was passed from one generation of 
creators to another too quickly to undergo much change or improvement over the years. 
One guy shows up, does something vaguely different from the last guy, but doesn’t have 
anything worth saying, sells a few albums, and then, before he can really find any kind of 
a voice with which to say something worthwhile, is replaced by the next new guy, who 
got into the music in the first place because he liked the last guy and the guy before him, 
so he does pretty much the same thing, only vaguely changed. Someone who grows up 
with all their music being free of quality lyrics, and who loves it for the dribble it is, 
probably isn’t going to be a huge force of reform. And while someone who was in the 
business for a while might eventually discover something they really felt meaningful to 
say, or use some of their money to buy a book and learn how to communicate well in the 
spoken word, few can stick around long enough to get to that point, before being arrested, 
shot, or put out to pasture to make room for the new blood. Similar to the way punk 
music has changed very little in the past few decades, the older bands usually being cast 
out from punk society as having “sold out” or simply developing into another kind of 
music. Just as Green Day and Offspring made the change to typical Pop, so could aged 
Rap artists make the switch to Blues, where they would be a driving force of deep and 
meaningful music. Then again, I could be wrong. The few staples of hip-hop haven’t 
managed to reach new plateau’s or anything. Most of them just make up new words or 
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ass-backwards slang codes with which to say the same old shit they’ve been peddling for 
years. The tragic part is that, somewhere, there are really talented people doing really 
good things in the genre, making it worth listening to, and nobody knows, because the 
people making it aren’t on MTV and don’t fit the image. Diego wished that the fledgling 
cluster starting out in his own country would be able to change that, at least for their 
scene, but neither of us really held out much hope for that. Even he, as proud as he was of 
his culture, admitted that they felt short of any greatness, musically. Flamenco was what 
they created, and was what they would excel at. Everything else would be mediocre 
effort, at least for the foreseeable future.  

And then, as we entered what must have been the third hour or so of following 
German girls around the city, the little concerned glint in his eye finally came to the 
surface. He grew quiet, and looked burdened, and occasionally opened his mouth and 
looked at me, as though he wanted to say something, and then shut it and wandered off 
again. Finally, when he did it, I stopped pretending not to notice. 

“Alright, man. Something’s bugging you. What’s up?” 
“I don’t…I don’t understand a lot about German people, I have not really 

spoken to any until now. I don’t know how things are for them. Is this normal? The way 
they are doing, talking like that and just…you know?” 

“I know what you’re saying.” 
“I just know that, for me, coming from here, if it were people I knew, that would 

be considered a little rude. Am I wrong?” 
“No. I’d call it very rude, myself. It’s true that Germans are a little more 

subdued than most people. They’re not as likely to come running across a street and jump 
into your arms, or walk down the street holding your hand and talking excitedly about 
things. But they aren’t at all rude people. In fact, from my experiences with them, they 
are very into making people feel comfortable and welcome. I think this isn’t a question so 
much to German behavior, as it is to the behavior of these specific Germans.” 

“Yes. So these two are always like this?” 
“Well, I don’t really know Lora. I met her the first time about three hours before 

we got on the plane to come here. Meiko I’ve known a little longer, but mostly through 
letters. Last time I saw her in person she was really quiet and really shy and flat refused 
to speak English. But since I’ve been traveling with them so far this trip…this is pretty 
much par for the course, you know?” 

“If she did not speak English, how did you talk then?”  
“She understood me fine, and a friend of ours translated some of what she said. 

In all honesty, there was this thing on television about a European porn star who was 
crushed to death by the weight of her own fake tits, and I was a little fascinated by that at 
the time.” 

“Oh. And now she hasn’t been talking much?” 
“Not to me. Look, I know it isn’t really my business, so understand that I’m not 

trying to say anything bad about her to you. But up until you came, she spoke English to 
me maybe once a day. From the minute Lora and Meiko got together, they started doing 
pretty much what they’re doing now, and after the second day or so, they told me they 
didn’t really want me even tagging along with them. So this behavior isn’t really 
surprising to me.” 
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“That is no good.” 
“It’s not. I do have to say though, I find it a little fucked up that she meets 

someone who takes time off work and takes a four hour train ride up here to hang out, 
and most of the time she’s ignoring you completely. That’s a little out of line, you know? 
If you find someone you’re into, you should at least make some small effort to spend 
some time with the, show them you care. But that’s just me, I guess.” 

“No, that’s what I thought when I came up. I mean, that’s what I thought she 
wanted. She seemed to really want me to be here. But when she’s with her friends, it is 
like this always. Sometimes when we’re alone, too. I don’t know what I am to think 
about it.” 

“I honestly couldn’t say. I doubt she’s doing it on purpose, though. She wouldn’t 
have asked you to come if she knew she wanted to ignore you. I just think she’s not really 
good with people. Like she doesn’t understand how she should treat them. A little 
sheltered, so she doesn’t understand the importance of treating others well.”  

“Is there something I can do?” 
“Confront her and take her over your knee! No, I don’t know. Most likely she’s 

been acting this way for so long, it’s a pretty solid part of her. I don’t doubt that its 
possible to make her realize hw spoiled she is. But it would take a lot of work, and a lot 
of time, and I don’t think it’s something you can necessarily ‘do’ you know?” 

“Yeah. It has to just happen. If I tried, if it worked, she would leave me before 
she knew it anyway.” 

“Exactly. So, I don’t know. Make the most of it, I guess. Spend as much time 
away from the rest of us as possible.” 

“You don’t want me around?” 
“Not if you’re going to be doing private one-on-one kinds of things to one 

another. That is very much not my thing.” 
“You don’t like private things?” 
“Oh, I like them just fine. Just don’t like watching other people go about them, 

unless they’re trained professionals. It takes more than you’d think to make that kind of 
thing look good.”  

“I don’t know how much time we have for that anyway.” 
“Why? You leaving soon?” 
“Yes. Tomorrow, right before you and Meiko go back to Germany.” 
“Oh, hey, that’s tomorrow?” 
“You didn’t know?” 
“No idea how many days I’ve been here. Or how many days I was supposed to 

be here. Or what day it is. What day is it?” 
“Wednesday.” 
“Hmm. I’ll be damned. Tomorrow…” 
“Are you not looking forward to going back?” 
“Would you be? I like it here. Not quite as much as I liked it in your city. But I 

like Spain a lot. I don’t know what it is, but I’m pretty comfortable here. Which is 
surprising, since I normally hate hot places.”  

“You can always come back.” 
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“Don’t speak Spanish, and don’t have enough money to live without working. 
Maybe someday, but not any time soon.”  

“Someday, then.” 
Talking about it seemed to have lifted the concerns Diego had about Meiko. I 

can’t see that anything that was said would be comforting, and the longer he and I talked 
the more I was convinced he deserved better than her anyway. Maybe someone with 
manners. And a personality. And breasts. But, if he dug her, then that was his business.  

Eventually, though, I started to get a little itchy of following them around. I’d 
spent a lot of time alone, and just following people around, not really doing anything, 
shopping for clothes, was making me restless. I simply didn’t have the group mentality 
for Spain anymore. Especially since it was my last day. So I politely excused myself, told 
Diego not to just follow, but make his presence known to Meiko more, and split from the 
group, wandering quickly for a few blocks, until I was pretty sure I wouldn’t turn a 
corner and bump back into them. Back on my own, I felt suddenly lighter again. I always 
felt more myself when I was alone than when I’m with most people. Anymore, it seems I 
still feel like something is missing, but there’s no doubt about it; I do dig the freedom of 
walking around on my own in a foreign place.  

 
My wandering took me down roads that were all starting to look familiar, until 

my aimlessness and freedom brought me to a familiar and unexpected sight. Sitting at a 
table at the edge of a small plaza off of Carrer de Raunic, reading a book, was the girl 
who had been passing out fliers on the street the day before. At least I was pretty sure it 
was. I approached her table and gave her a smile.  

“It’s Chelsea, right?” 
“Hmm? Yeah?” She looked up from the book. 
“Your name? It’s Chelsea, right?” 
“Yeah. Do I know you?” 
“No, not really. Ran into you on the street yesterday, you gave me one of your 

fliers.” A look of recognition came to her face.  
“Right! The guy with the lousy travel friends. I’m sorry, I forgot your name.” 
“Ellis.” 
“Right, Ellis. Have a seat, Ellis.” I took a chair across from her. “How’s it 

going?” 
“Pretty good. I was just wandering around, and was surprised to see you.” 
“Oh, that’s not so unusual. I’m usual around somewhere.” 
“And the world is a better place for it, I’m sure. But what surprised me is this.” I 

gestured to the book in her hands. “I haven’t seen anyone sitting and reading in my entire 
time in Spain. I was worried there may be a ban on it or something.”  

“Afraid the Spanish Book Police are going to drag you off, huh? No, some of 
them read, just not in places where anyone can see them do it. It’s a well-kept secret.” 

“Except for you.” 
“Well, I’m not Spanish. I’m allowed.” 
“Then I’d have been safe anyway. What’re you reading?” 
“Idlewild, by Nick Sagan. You know it?” 
“As a matter of fact, I do. How do you like it?” 
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“I think it’s really good. It’s fascinating. What did you think?” 
“Couldn’t put it down. The end was a bit great, too.” 
“I’m looking forward to it then. Just don’t tell me what it is.” 
“Wouldn’t dream of it.” She had a kind smile, as contagious as it had the day 

before. “So how was your party last night?” 
“It was fun. I notice you didn’t show up.” 
“I did not. I thought about it, but in all honesty the only reason I would have 

gone would be to talk to you, and I probably would have been a nuisance.” 
“You don’t think it would have been fun on it’s own?” 
“I’m sure it would. It’s just…not my type of thing, really. I’m not big on that 

kind of loud, wild party. I’m more into more intimate gatherings. Smaller groups of 
friends, maybe one or two new people, good times. You know?” Chelsea’s smile 
widened. 

“Don’t meet a lot of people who say that around here. Don’t you know 
Barcelona is, like, the party capital of the country?”  

“I’ve noticed that they seem to be big on that. But there’s other stuff here, too. 
All kinds of art and history.” 

“Right. Naturally. The American Boy has come all the way here for Art and 
History.” 

“We’re not all completely retarded, you know. It’s true. I happen to prefer 
ancient churches to loud parties designed solely to facilitate an attempt some drunken 
fucking with a stranger.” 

“Mmhmm…” 
“I was actually thinking that today would be a good day to go up and see the 

Sagrada Famillia. You’ve been here a while; is it amazing inside?” 
“You know, since I’ve been here I’ve visited the outside a few times, but never 

gone inside.” 
“Seriously? Well, I’m on my way up there now, and I assure you I have ever 

intention of going inside. You should come with me.” 
“I should be passing out fliers for tomorrow.” She set her hand on top of another 

stack of fliers, like the one she gave me before, only blue now.  
“Well, I was going to walk up there. Bound to run into all kinds of people. You 

could pass out fliers on the way, if you want.” 
“Could I? Well…I guess I should see the inside of one of the cities landmarks, 

huh? If only to see an American who prefers old buildings to drinking and sex.” 
“To drunken sex with strangers. Not all sex. I am rather fond of sex when both 

parties are sober enough to do it right.”  
“My mistake.” She picked up her book and her fliers, and stood up to go. 
“You’re not running out on your check are you?” 
“Of course not. I’m just going to go into pay.” She walked into the counter of 

the café. Hola, Manny. Soy listo pagar esto aquí. ¿Voluntad usted sostiene mi libro detrás 
de la tabla aquí para mañana?” 

“Por supuesto. Cualquier cosa para usted, Chelsea.” 
“Gracias.” She paid her bill and turned to go. 
“You gave that man your book.” 
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“I eat lunch here most days. If I leave it with him, then I don’t have to carry it 
around all day while I work.” 

“Fair enough.” 
We walked out to La Rambla, where most of the people were, and then started 

walking up, talking. Along the way, Chelsea passed out the fliers to passers by, usually 
without a drop in conversation. We cut sideways across the city on another busy 
shopping district full of people, and continued down that road until we came to the place 
where all the roads meet at the end of the Arc de Ttriomf. As we started walking up Saint 
John’s passage, she became more involved with the conversation, and forgot to pass out 
fliers altogether. Halfway up the road she waved the stack in the air.  

“You know, sometimes I get really sick of carrying around a stack of these 
things everywhere. My hands get tired.” 

“So put them in your pocket.” She patted her pants where pockets normally go. 
“No pockets. At least, none big enough to be useful here.” 
“Hmm. That’s a problem. I can put them in my pocket, but I can’t make any 

guarantee that the papers won’t come out slightly ass-shaped.” 
“I suppose that’ll have to do then.” 
“Actually, it might not be bad. When people notice the distinct ass shape of the 

fliers, just don’t mention who’s ass was the mold, and I’m sure you’ll pass out twice as 
many of the things.” 

“Why is that?” 
“Well, clearly, it’s a selling point. This city is probably overflowing with guy’s 

who wouldn’t mind having something that was close to your ass.” 
“Are you saying you like my ass?” 
“Well…let’s just say that you are a very beautiful, sexy girl, and your ass is no 

exception.” 
“So I have a beautiful ass?” 
“Yes. In fact, I think it’s a safe bet that, had Gaudi seen your ass, he would have 

been so moved that the façade of this here church would be very different today. And 
perhaps a little embarrassing, for you.” 

“That would be embarrassing. I don’t think I’d know what to do with so many 
people being able to see my ass.” 

“Not to mention the fact that it would probably be worn completely smooth 
from all the thousands of people touching, slapping, and gently massaging it.” 

“Do you think people would?” 
“Hell, I’d love a chance to touch, slap, or gently massage your ass.” 
“Oh really?” 
“Certainly. You might like it, too. I’ve been known to give a decent massage. 

I’ve never focused entirely on the ass before, but a full-ass massage could be very 
relaxing.” 

“Was Gaudi even into girls?” 
“Not sure. Certainly liked brightly colored mosaics for a pure-bred heterosexual. 

And what’s with the sudden topic change? Are you uncomfortable discussing your ass?” 
“Not really.” 
“Good. Because I could discuss it all day.” 
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“If you keep saying so many nice things about it, I might start to get a big head.” 
“But I’m not talking about your head…” 
“Well then I may get a big ass.”  
“Hey, it works for some people. Spaniards seem to be fond of old American 

music, and Sir Mix-A-Lot was all about the big asses.” Chelsea laughed, and bumped her 
hip into me. I let the conversation go back go Gaudi, and whether or not a man as devout 
as he was could still be gay, if, in fact, our complete lack of facts or rumors to that effect 
were right. It was finally decided that he could be gay and still create the amazing things 
he did for God. Michelangelo did his Sisteenth Chapel, after all, and he was as gay as a 
maypole. I wonder how often that comes up when the rednecks are getting ready for their 
Kill a Queer for Christ campaigns. Michelangelo put years of his life and his health and 
his sanity up to work on that painting. Which, as far as spiritual contributions go, puts the 
few Sundays the bigots go to church and the five bucks they put in the plate to shame. 
God can’t dislike that.  

 
The line outside was thin, and I was excited to be on my way to the other side of 

the fence. I think my excitement was rubbing off on Chelsea the way her smiled rubs off 
on me, because she was getting into it too.  

And, man, was it worth the money… 
Up close, the details were breathtaking. The front door was completely covered 

with words molded from metal, each word it’s own cast, set on a different level than 
those around it. Like a ransom not from God, cut out from magazines and all pasted 
together, the important words emblazoned in gold. I didn’t know what the words meant, 
didn’t know where they came from. But seeing them, knowing they meant something, 
knowing that the path through which you entered the building itself was communicating 
something more important than simply “enter here.” Like the building was reaching out 
as soon as you could see it, like it wanted you to understand and come near. The cover of 
the main opening was huge, the supports incredibly organic, like stretched tendons or 
ribs, having grown with the cathedral as it went through all its changes. The figures of the 
Passion Façade were sharp and tragic and violent; all distinct lines and sharp edges and 
points. A mounted centurion held his spear point high, carving a hole in to the ceiling of 
the structure, as though the statue had come to life and struck out a place for his weapon 
to fit. Heartbroken and scarred mourners with angular faces held their heads bowed low, 
standing all around the doorway, shamed and awed by the Christ on the golden cross 
hanging high above everything.  

We walked around to the short Sunday school building with the fluid structure, 
the building Gaudi built first, to serve as the main design offices for the remainder of the 
project. Inside was set up like a classroom, videos running explaining the techniques used 
to design the buildings. In the days before autoCAD and technological structural analysis, 
they figured out if the structure could bear weight by building them with string and 
weights. The entire thing had been built upside down already, with every beam and wall 
designed to support weight represented by a single strand of string with a small lead 
weight clamped on where it met the other structures. The result is a skeletal outline of the 
entire thing which hangs upside down, showing the angles at which the weights are 
pulling the thing as a whole, and as a result, the angles at which the building will be able 
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to support all that weight with the most stability. And as we walked around it, it did look 
like the wire frame design that would have been done in a computer if the project were 
being undertaken today. It was a brilliant technique invented as Gaudi and his team were 
in the early planning stages of this project that was going to bend all kinds of rules and 
standards of building. There were also the original molds done in stone and plaster and 
clay, showing the ideas for the facades and statues. It was amazing how, even all those 
years ago, the modernistic, aggressive look of the Passion Façade, which very much 
looked like modern art, had been designed almost exactly as it is today all those years 
ago. He was so far ahead of his time in this project, that it would fit in perfectly by the 
time someone finally got around to making his ideas a reality.  

Signs and arrows led us through the school and up though the lower side 
entrance, where more displays showed us how the damaged where repaired after the Civil 
War, and had many of the artifacts gifted to the still in-construction church over the 
years. It also explained how Gaudi studied the growth of trees of years when considering 
his design for the main pillars of the great room. When we entered into the massive hall, 
the displays made sense. In all the large Cathedrals I had been to, the main pillars always 
reminded me a little of the ancient redwoods in California, so thick and old and solid. But 
these really were, in appearance and very much by design, like giant stone trees holding 
up the ceiling, so far above our heads I couldn’t even begin to guess at the distance. The 
simple textural pattern at the base twisted and split as it ran upward to the top, where 
branches forked out and passed into the stone of the roof, as though the entire thing was 
simply the large canopy of foliage from these otherworldly plants. In some ways it was 
like being somewhere I shouldn’t, somewhere where people like me shouldn’t really be 
welcome. Like the ceremony room of some Masonic temple, or an alien spaceship, or 
shrunken down inside a gestating animal. I tried to follow the lines inside the room, 
balconies and alcoves and walkways all around the edges, all the way to the top, where 
they hadn’t finished reaching as high as they intended in places, and sunlight streamed in.  

We continued through the building, to the bell towers. Since this was a more 
modern structure, there were small lifts going up to the top, however the use of them was 
reserved for the old or infirm or the too-fat-to-climb-stairs. Not children. Children not of 
age allowing them to climb several hundred stairs were discouraged from going up. 
Which made it the best church ever. The lines were thick to go up, though, and progress 
was made a few tall steps as a time around the spiral staircase. Standing there, after the 
first twenty minutes or so, Chelsea turned around and looked down at me. 

“Do you have any idea how far we’ve gone yet?” 
“Nope. Kinda lost track there.”  
“They should put on some kind of music or something. This is taking a long 

time.” 
“I don’t think the lines were part of the original design concept, you know? 

Besides, I don’t mind it taking a while. The view from here is pretty phenomenal.”  
“What view? We haven’t even gone high enough for there to be windows yet.” 

She looked down at me, and realized that from her place two or three stairs up from me, 
looking straight ahead of myself meant looking straight at her ass. She blushed a little, 
and then smiled, shaking her head at me. 

“I told you: I’m a fan.” 
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“Was that what this was all about then?” 
“Nope. Genuinely want to go up to the top. This is an unexpected but greatly 

appreciated side effect.”  
“Well, I don’t know what I’m going up for. I’m afraid of heights.” 
“You are?” 
“I don’t even like going too near the balcony of my flat.” 
“Don’t worry, I’ll protect you. I can hold on tight.” 
“I bet.” 
“No, really. I can prove it. Do you want to get some practice holding tight on the 

way up?” 
“Depends on what you’re wanting to hold.” 
“Well, I don’t know how many options I have. If I get too overly ambitious, I 

could send us both plummeting down these stairs.” 
“That’d be cool for everyone else, though. They could actually watch us bounce 

all the way down.” She peered over the inside edge of the stairs. It was true; throughout 
the inside of the great spiral stair-case was a straight hole, where the central column 
would have been had it been designed to need one, and you could see down to the 
bottom, where people walked underneath, starting their slow ascent, as well as look up to 
the top, and see the roof of the immense bell-tower.  

We continued up the stairs, reading to each other any particularly interesting 
lines among the graffiti that lined the entire stairwell, talking, and flirting, and looking 
out the occasional window when one appeared. Even through the narrow tower windows, 
which weren’t even big enough for a person to fit through, when she looked out Chelsea 
would hold her breath, and hold tightly to my arm for support. The views were amazing, 
and I wasn’t at all disappointed with the frequent excuses for her to touch me. The 
staircase finally opened up to the air, out onto a bridge arching over the doorway far 
below. We were high above everything, a waist-high wall between us and the entire city. 
Chelsea reached her arms back and held onto me, taking small steps. I stood as close to 
the wall as I could, leaning over to try and get a sense of how high up we were. Chelsea 
clung to my hand with both of hers, stretched out at arms length, trying to keep as close 
to the middle of the path as possible.  

“Look at this. You can see everything from here. Everything, all at once.” 
“I like it in little, close-up bits, thanks…” her voice was a little less strong and 

confident than it had been.  
“I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were afraid, when we started. But here, look.” I 

swung around her, my arm around her stomach, my chin resting on her shoulder. I 
extended my hand to point. “You see over there, all that green? That’s the park, the, 
uh…the one with the white monkey in it somewhere, that we came through?” 

“The Parc de la Ciutadella…”  
“Right! And I don’t know what that white thing is in front of it, but we have to 

stop by there on the way out. And look, in front of it, we can see the top of the Arc de 
Triomf, and the statues on the old armory thing.” She nodded her head and smiled a little 
smile. “And those are the two towers by the beach, you can actually see the Sea behind 
them. Look, way over there? That’s the spire to the Cathedral. Here we are, standing on 
this new Cathedral, this monument of Barcelona that has been in the works for over a 
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century, which, when it is finished is going to be one of the single most amazing things 
any human being has ever built, is going to be known over the whole world and is going 
to draw people here for centuries to come, and we can see the old city, the place this one 
came from, what was one of the most intense projects of it’s own time, and was the 
center of this city ever since the Christians got it from the moors, and where the center of 
the city had been even then. This really is the whole thing. I can’t even believe I’m 
standing here, it’s so amazing and so…so…” She turned around in my arm to look me in 
the eyes. “…Its just so incredibly beautiful…”  

The crowd coming in behind us moved us forward, behind the giant painted 
stone tree with white birds on it, blocking our view. Chelsea kept her eyes on me. She 
turned her neck, to look out over what she could see between the tower and the tree, and 
then turned back to me, with that intense look still on her face. She smiled, a twitch of the 
lips that was the tip of an iceberg of meaning I couldn’t see, and kissed me on the cheek, 
and then turned back around in my arm so she could see more as we stepped back out 
into the view. Neither of us said anything else, just looked out at everything together, 
until we were finally pushed into the tower at the far end, and started the descent down. 
We hit another long pause right by a window, and I was craning my neck around to see 
what I could see through it. When I turned around Chelsea was staring at me, a wide gap 
between us and the group. I pointed it out, and she looked surprised, and trotted down. 

“Sorry, I wasn’t paying attention…” 
“Chelsea! Were you staring at my ass just now?” 
“Well, it is my turn.” I rested a hand on her shoulder, and she rubbed a cheek 

against it.  
When we finally hit bottom, all the uncertainty was gone again from her face. 

We continued to follow the arrows, which led us to the main entry way from the Birth 
façade, where pictures and timelines were drawn for the eventual completion. The two 
most amazing parts of this were the blueprints for the completed cathedral, which include 
a giant lighted cross at the top of the center spire, which is large enough for people to 
walk around in, with windows, and the computer drawings of how the project will look 
when completed, the new parts drawn in to pictures of the existing structures. The bridge 
I had been standing on was about a third of the way up. The completed cathedral was 
going to be enormous beyond what I can even conceive of. I literally cannot wrap my 
mind around the size of it. It looks like a joke, in the pictures. It is so perfectly to scale 
with itself, so mighty and amazing, that when you see the buildings next to it, tiny and 
insignificant, not even reaching the first roof of the Sagrada Famillia, and realize that 
those buildings are seven stories tall…its too much. It would be impossible for me to 
express how much I want to see this place completed in my lifetime. It will break my 
heart if I have to die before getting the chance to be the man standing in the arm of the 
cross, looking out at the world below.  

From outside the back side of the building, we looked up at it one last time 
before leaving the fences and walking back. I wasn’t paying attention at all to where we 
were going while we walked away, so caught up in conversation with Chelsea about the 
Cathedral, the designs, the meaning, how moving it was for both of us to be there. It 
wasn’t until we were coming to and end on Avenue Meridiana that I had any idea where 
we were. We were approaching the park again, this time from a new angle. We walked 
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together across the dirt paths, until we came to an opening with some gazebos in it. And 
to the right, like something out of a surreal dream about Aztecs and Romans, was a huge 
tiered structure with a pond that was likely the bottom of a waterfall on occasion. The 
water was old and covered in scum and plants, which only added to the otherworldliness 
of it, and rose up on three levels. To either side of the ponds were two sets of stairs, 
which hit a plateau and turned a right angle before climbing higher to meet at the top, 
under a structure of white pillars and angled roof. Stains along the otherwise white wall 
from the open-faced structure down to the first pond indicated that water had, in the past, 
cascaded down. It took me a while to realize that it was the thing I had seen the top of 
from the high bridge earlier.  

“This is the thing! What do you say. It’s kindof tall. Want to go up?” 
“Sure, it looks cool. As long as you promise to hold me again if I get scared.” 
“Only if you promise to get scared at least once.”  
At the top, we were met by bars that kept us from entering the building and 

going down the other side. It looked like it was only opened for special occasions, and 
had been closed for a while. Inside was a myriad of trash and leaves, with a half dozen 
piles of blankets and meager belongings, so clearly someone managed to get past the 
gates when night fell. From our place at the top of the stairs, we watched children chasing 
each other along the dusty trails, between the clearing with the dream-fountain, edged 
with gazebos, and a child’s play area behind some short shrubs. A place full of children, 
which meant we must be close to the place I had first tried to come through to this side. 
And sure enough, from the height I was at, I could see a narrow twist between the shrubs, 
a half-maze that had become somewhat overgrown. I pointed it out to Chelsea. 

“See? High places are useful. Recon and stuff.” 
“Yes, well, they’re also high. And scary. Lets go.”  
We went through my new path, and back through the park, now on familiar 

ground. We left the main road when Chelsea realized she was near a little place she loved 
that served great fish and chips that reminded her of a place near where she used to live in 
Bristol. She told me about always feeling like she wanted to be on her own, never really 
getting along with people. She was popular and had a lot of friends and was always 
included in things, but it wasn’t what made her happy and she wanted to leave. So as 
soon as she could, she took the excuse of going to university and left for London, but 
after a year it was the same thing there, and she wanted out. That’s just how it works with 
her. She has a hard time connecting with people, and gets an urge to move after being in a 
place for too long. So far she’s been in Barcelona for almost a year, and she’s doing fine. 
She figured it would be another six months before it started getting to her, and she 
wanted out. She didn’t even know yet where she would go or what she would do. It was 
always an impulse thing. Maybe she would try America this time. After our meal and a 
few drinks we were back on the road walking, my arm over her shoulder. She was 
making me tell my own history. As I thought about it, I didn’t know how much to tell. A 
lot of it doesn’t really make me look good. Do I tell how I’m in my mid twenties without 
ever having a long-term adult relationship? Do I go into what I have as an alternative, 
how I fill my time, fill my bed? How I don’t really like jobs that last longer than six 
months? How I’m not wild about ANYTHING that lasts more than six months? How the 
parts of me I’m the fondest of are all the same parts that keep me from functioning as a 
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useful member of society? So I danced around her questions like an expert. Which, in 
some ways, I am. I was worried about how deeply she would dig, until we were 
interrupted a few blocks up La Rambla.  

“Hey, you two. What are you guys up to tonight?” A guy with an American 
accent and at least a dozen piercings stopped us. I noticed a stack of fliers in his hand.  

“What about me makes me a target for this?” Chelsea gave a sad face of mock 
sympathy.  

“Aww, I’m sorry, babe, you’re just so pale. Clearly not from around here. And 
you don’t look Nordic at all, with the facial hair and the clothes. So you must speak 
English. And our kind like this sort of thing.” 

“Hmm…” The guy continued. 
“So, what, you two hook up here? Obviously you’re from different places?” 
“Yeah, we met here.” 
“And where are you from in the states?” 
“Northwest.” 
“Right on. You know, of all the Americans I meet here, almost all of them are 

either from the Oregon area, or from southern California. Why is that?” 
“Well, we need to go somewhere hot, with beaches full of attractive naked 

people.” 
“That doesn’t explain SoCo.” 
“No, but, then, to them, this qualifies as fresh air, without being too different 

from home. And the part of the country that gave you Hollywood can’t be too into doing 
things that stray to far from what they know.” He laughed, and then looked behind us, 
and walked around us, until he was on the other side, partially obscured by the trees. 
Facing the opposite direction, we noticed a cop coming down the walkway.  

“Sorry, man. I like to lay low. My visa ran out a few months ago, you know? 
How do you like that…I’m an illegal alien in a Spanish-speaking country…” Chelsea 
rolled her eyes. “Anyway, I stopped you because there’s this party that we’re hosting. It’s 
a pub crawl. You look like the kind of people who would be interested.” 

“I don’t know. What do to think? You wanna party with the competition?” 
Chelsea shook her head and made a face. 

“No.” 
“No?” She leaned closer to me and spoke softly.  
“Hmm-mm. I was thinking maybe something quieter, more intimate. New 

friends, good times?” I kissed the top of her head.  
“Well, dude. Looks like we’re going to pass. But, hey, if you’re not doing 

anything tomorrow…” I handed him one of the fliers from my back pocket “there’s this 
thing going on tomorrow night.” He took the flier, a little perplexed, and we walked off. 
Chelsea led us across the street to the left, away from the part of the town most of the 
popular places were. A few blocks down, she pulled a key from her pocket, and unlocked 
a big wooden door leading the way to a nice, old, poorly maintained foyer, and then up a 
few flights of stairs to her apartment.  

 
The place was small and cozy. She had a shelf with books haphazardly stacked 

on it, along with a few stone carvings and trinkets collected from other places she had 
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been. Clothes were scattered everywhere. Her bed was also piled with clothes that had 
been washed but not put away. The way they were pushed to the side made me think she 
had slept beside them instead of putting them away at least once. The room wasn’t much 
larger than the ones I had been staying in, except there was a private bathroom and a little 
kitchenette. Plants were scattered on the floor, and out on the open balcony. There was a 
chair, not too close to the edge, just outside the door, with a few books sitting next to it.  

“What do you think?” 
“I’m jealous. Looks like you lead a nice little existence here.”  
“It’s not too bad. It’s mine, you know?” 
“I do. Looks like you could use a dresser though.” I walked to the bed and 

gestured at all the stuff stacked on it. She shrugged. 
“I have a system.” She walked over to me, and put a hand on my chest, looking 

into my eyes. “You want a drink or something?” 
“No, I’m good.” Her other hand rested on the side of my face. She nodded in 

response to my question without really listening, pulling me closer to kiss me. When she 
pulled away again, she still had the look. She was looking at me like she had suddenly 
realized she had known me for a long time. Like she understood something about me. 
Like she wanted me. She didn’t say anything. 

“Your system of stuff on the bed might be a problem.” 
“No problem.” She pushed me gently until I was sitting on her bed, on top of the 

clothes. She closed the distance between us and kissed me again. This time she didn’t 
break for long enough to say anything. Only to give me that look, hey eyes finding new 
places in me, new features to examine, and then she would lean forward, and close her 
eyes hesitantly. After a while, she let her hands slide down to grab a hold of my shirt, and 
pulled it off over my head. She hooked a finger under my necklaces and examined them 
before leaning back in. The next time she took a break, she leaned back and pulled off her 
own shirt, dropping it next to mine. When her hair fell back in place, it covered part of 
her eye, and she made no effort to move it. She stood there, looking at me through her 
dark hair, her face so intense it only grew more beautiful. She stayed there until I leaned 
forward to come to her. When I did, she grabbed a hold of my jeans by the belt and 
pulled me more, kissing me while unbuckling my belt, all the while leaning forward until 
I was back where I had been. She only stopped kissing me for a second when she pulled 
the pants out from under me, and let them fall the rest of the way. She smiled a little 
while she slid her own pants slowly down, revealing amazing curves and smooth, than 
skin. She lifted one leg free, and kneeled on the bed, lifting her other leg behind her, 
letting the clothing just slide off. She unhooked her own bra, and tossed it with the rest of 
the clothes, and then leaned against me to kiss me. We scooched around, slipping off the 
last of our clothes, discarding them, lying together again. She was the model of cool 
determination mixed with deep passion. She wasn’t wild and reckless, wasn’t at all 
frantic. Every move she made was simple, sensual, graceful. She orchestrated every 
movement, directing me with the subtle touch of her fingers, her gentle gestures. She lay 
on her back and guided me on top of her. She caressed the backs of my thighs, and 
welcomed me inside of herself. She said everything with her eyes, and not so much as a 
whisper. The look she gave me as I touched her, telling me how she felt. The way she 
closed her eyes and took a deep breath when I entered, stretched her entire body out, 
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flexing every muscle. The way she opened them again and watching me while she 
twisted her body into mine. Even the way her breath quickened seemed to embody grace; 
it was the crescendo of a song, the tempo speeding up, but without missing the timing. 
The whispers of voice that came with her breathing, the sweet taste of her air when she 
finally opened her mouth, unable to contain her breathing to her nose. The way her hands 
never stopped moving, never stopped caressing and exploring my body with the absolute 
softest touch. She told me with her expression what she wanted, told me when she was 
getting closer. Her brows furrowed and her beautiful, rhythmic breathing got louder, but 
her body never missed a beat, her hips twisting, her breasts swaying just slightly, her 
neck tensing. One of her hands finally left my skin to lie beside her head, fingers 
twitching a little, tensing and releasing to accompany the song of our breathing, of our 
bodies coming together. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, and opened her mouth wide to 
catch a deep breath. She stared into my eyes, telling me something I wasn’t 
understanding. The hand still on my body slid up my spine until her fingers were in my 
hair, and pulled me forward to kiss her, long and deep, until she had no breath left. Only 
when she couldn’t hold off breathing any longer did she let me go and pull back, her deep 
gasp for air behind a face that was a mask of pleasure. The hand beside her head clawed 
at the clothes, and she turned her head to bury her face in the small pile it gathered. Her 
moans were louder, even muffled by the clothes. She resumed heavy breathing, and 
turned to look at me again, to kiss me quickly, before turning her head back. Her body 
was being taken by shuddering jolts of movement, overpowering the smoothness of her 
rhythm. First a twitch, and then another, and then a lurch, her back arching, breasts 
pressed into me. Then a harder one. A cry came with each one, making its way through 
the piles of clean laundry to my ears. The hand on my skin stopped moving, finding a 
place with her arm underneath mine, her hand wrapped back around my shoulder. 
Chelsea turned her face only enough to see me from the corner of her eye, a few airy 
moans escaping uncovered. Finally, she closed her eyes and pushed her face back into the 
clothes, giving the final cries of her climax to the darkness and quiet. I dropped my head 
down, pulling myself into her deeply, firmly, as we came to an end together, in almost 
perfect timing, our bodies tensing together, and then relaxing, no more movement than 
the few involuntary aftershocks and shakes.  

I could feel my breath hitting the skin of her shoulder and bouncing back against 
my face. Slowly, her hands both started touching my skin again, cooling as the evening 
air touched sweaty skin. I could feel her lips against my cheek. I raised my head up, and 
her look had changed some, without losing any of it’s intensity. The same depth, the 
same emotion and understanding, but with an exhausted, happy peace. She kicked and 
shoved the clothes off her bed, landing on the terra cotta tile with a single whump, and I 
lay down beside her. She turned on her side so we were facing each other, and tucked her 
head in close. She didn’t say anything, and I couldn’t think of anything that would have 
sounded just right. I realized how tired I was, and realized that Chelsea was already 
asleep. I followed shortly after.  

 
When I woke up, the air had cooled some. There was noise coming from 

outside. Chelsea was still asleep beside me. I sat up in the bed, and found my boxers on 
the floor. I walked out the balcony, and looked down on the street below. There were still 
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people out, so the night wasn’t over yet, but the noise was dying down. The night was 
wrapping up. I leaned against the metal fence of the balcony and let the day soak in for a 
while.  

“Hey there. I thought maybe you left.” Chelsea was standing behind me, half-
wrapped in a blanket that was too short to reach the ground. I turned to face her.  

“You really think I’d do that?” 
“Weirder things have happened. What’re you doing?” 
“Woke up, didn’t want to wake you, so I came out here. I was just thinking 

about my day.” She walked closer, until she was partially leaning against me. 
“Do you do that a lot?” 
“I don’t know. Sometimes. Today was just a really good day.” 
“I especially like how it ended.” 
“That was nice. How long did you know you were going to do that?” 
“Since we were on the bridge, and you held onto me, and showed me the things 

you were looking at. You were so passionate, so happy. It was very romantic.” 
“So you’re afraid of this balcony, huh? You have a nice one. You can see a lot 

from here.” 
“Tall places. They don’t really discriminate.” 
“Are you afraid now?” 
“No. I’m with you now.” 
“So you trust me, huh?” 
“I guess so.” 
“Then come here, stand by the edge. Watch the world go by with me.” We 

turned so she was standing right next to the rail. She kept her hand on my arm around her 
waist. She made me take a step back for a second so she could open the blanket more, 
and wrap it around the both of it, and then pulled me close again. I could feel the warm 
skin of her back pressed against me. She leaned her head back so it was resting on me.  

“Tired?” 
“Yeah.” 
“You should be back in bed.” 
“I noticed you were gone. Wanted to make sure you weren’t far.” 
“I wouldn’t leave without saying anything. You can go back to bed.” 
“I’ll stay. You’re going to have to leave before too long. I want to enjoy things 

like this while you’re here.” 
“I leave tomorrow, actually.” 
“Well, then. We really don’t have a lot of time to waste.”  
“And we should definitely spend some of it getting you less afraid of your own 

balcony. It’s not so bad, is it?” 
“Not when you have someone holding onto you. Or when you have something 

to hold onto.” 
“Well, you’ve got the railing here.” She sighed. 
“Yes. But I’ve got something even better.” Before I could ask, I could feel her 

hand reaching between us, sliding over the fabric of my boxers, looking for an edge to 
slide underneath. 
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“I love the way you touch me. But, all the same, if you suspect you may fall, I’d 
really rather you just, you know, grab onto my hand or something.” She chuckled. 

“Not this?” 
“It’s not really a load-bearing thing. Not what it was designed for, really.”  
“Mmm. My mistake.” She finally got tired of looking for an edge, and started 

pulling them down, until they slid off my body. “Why don’t you remind me what it’s for 
then.” Now that she had access, she has a hold of me, and was rubbing me against her 
soft skin. Underneath the blanket, I reached a hand up to her chest, and ran the other 
along her thigh, lifting it, guiding one of her feet to rest on the lower bar of the railing. 
She leaned forward a little, and guided me into her, pressing her head back against my 
body while she did, pressing the rest of her down on me, until she couldn’t go further. We 
started working together, our timing matching up almost immediately, pulling apart and 
pushing together. She had that calm rhythm in her breathing, and I could see her eyes 
were closed. A quick breeze sent cool air against our legs, up in the blanket. Her skin 
against mine grew warmer. Tiny beads of sweat were forming, dripping from her body to 
mine, and from mine to hers. The sleepy sigh in her breathing was replaced by sensual 
moans. She turned her head to the side enough to kiss my neck, my cheeks. She reached 
up with her hand and turned my face to meet hers. She broke as she was overwhelmed by 
a sharp cry, her hand slapping down on the metal bar for support. She leaned over and 
gripped harder. When she bucked her head back, damp hair hit my skin. The hand that 
was holding the blanket was on top of mine, my hand massaging her breast. There was a 
tremor in her legs, and she squeezed my hand. When a second tremor hit, she let go of 
my hand and the blanket, and gripped the rail with both hands. Her breathing and her 
pleasure was getting louder, and she had no pile of clothes to bury her face in. She threw 
her body against mine again, her hands letting go of the rail, to her body, her breasts and 
stomach, her thighs, searching for my hands, and my body. The blanket slid from one of 
my shoulders, revealing most of her naked body in the glowing light, her nipples standing 
out from her tan skin, the sweat making the light glimmer. She glowed like and angel, 
and sounded like heaven should sound, stifling moans through gritted teeth, leaning down 
onto the guard rail again, holding to it so tightly her knuckles were white. Like the last 
time, I could feel her body speeding up, could hear it in her breath. She rocked back and 
forth, leaning back to kiss me, eyes closing, lips caressing my chin or neck or cheek, and 
then leaned forward again. Also like the time before, I could feel myself nearing the end 
as hers did, the timing somehow tied together. The first twitch hit her body, and her head 
tossed about. Another hit, and she leaned so far over the rail I thought she was getting 
faint. The shockwaves of sensation that shook her body straightened her back out. She let 
go of the rail with one hand, holding it tightly to my hand around her waist. Her fingers 
intertwined with mine, and held tight. We finished together, our bodies lurching into one 
another, breathless and shaking. I could feel her body go lax until I was supporting her 
completely, her eyes fluttering, her lips quivering. As soon as I had steadied my breath 
enough to speak, I pressed my lips near her ear.  

“So have you overcome your fear at all?” 
“I don’t know. I came over my fear. I don’t know that it’s the same thing 

though.” 
“Nor do I. It is a pretty good time to be your neighbors, though.” 



 252

“Was I that loud?” 
“Maybe. You were right by my ear. I thought you were wonderful. I meant all 

the ones with a view of the balcony.” 
“Oh. Well, I suppose, but it’s an even better time to be ON my balcony.” 
“I agree. I think we should probably get you back to bed though.” 
“Yeah. I was tired even before you ravaged me in public.” 
I picked up the blanket and helped her walk to the bed, and climb on, laying next 

to her.  
“Do you have an alarm clock?” 
“Yeah.”  
“Can you set it for the morning? I’m going to have to get ready.” 
“Okay.” She leaned over me and set the clock to go off at 9:30. Before lying 

back, she stopped, and looked at me with the same look she had earlier. She leaned down 
and kissed me softly, and then lay down, her arms wrapped around mine, and fell asleep 
almost instantly. I kissed her forehead, and wasn’t far behind.  
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I woke up, and Chelsea was still wrapped around me, like she was afraid of 

blowing away in a tornado, her legs wrapped and arms wrapped around mine, her face 
turned into me. But she looked peaceful, smiling in her sleep. Apparently I wouldn’t be 
able to sneak away in the morning if I wanted to. I was just stuck there, watching her, 
listening to her breath, when a shrill noise made me jump and my heart stop. Chelsea’s 
eyes opened in a shot, and she threw herself over me, slapping the box on the table beside 
me until the noise went away. She sighed and closed her eyes again, letting herself drop 
on top of me.  

“I hate that bloody thing.”  
“Not wild about it myself.”  
“You made me set it. I was dreaming, too…” 
“I’m sorry. Was it good?” 
“Very good.”  
“That explains why you were smiling.” 
“Mmm-hmm.” Without moving much, she started kissing my chest; tiny pecks 

up to my shoulder and arms and back again. 
“If you go back to sleep, you might get it back.” 
“Mmmaybe.” She wriggled until she was laying more straightly on me, so she 

could easier reach my neck with her lips. I wrapped my arms around her, and the skin of 
her back was hot to touch, and she squirmed pleasantly in my hands. It wasn’t hard to 
guess at the kind of dreams she had been having.  

It was a lot like when you have a long drive to make and haven’t had very much 
sleep. I knew what was going on, I was aware of touching her, and her hands on me. But 
at the same time, it was like there was a haze over everything, and I was loosing seconds. 
She was laying on top of me, kissing me gently. And then she was sitting up, her mouth 
open, breathing out slowly as she brought herself down around me. I was watching her 
before I realized the amazing heat I felt was her body. Her hand rested on mine on her 
thigh, her body rising and falling gently. Her eyes opened, and she looked down on me 
with the same look in her eyes I recognized from before; like I was something invaluable, 
and she couldn’t imagine not holding onto me. Time faded out, and her hair fell in front 
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of her eyes and she groaned deeply. She was leaning forward enough for her hands to 
reach my chest. She was holding tightly to me, without digging her nails in. Her breasts 
swayed a little before me, from the depth of her breathing, from her body writhing on me. 
I traced them with my fingertips, cupping and caressing them. Another leap in time, and 
she had straightened, holding tightly to my hand, pressing it closer to her chest. My free 
hand was sliding over slick skin, feeling her muscles clench and release and twist. She 
tried to brush her hair away from her face, only half succeeding, stray strands clinging to 
her lips.  

It wasn’t until her breathing had quickened, getting louder despite biting her 
own hand in futile attempt to stifle it, that my sense of time stabilized and the haze lifted. 
She was grinding her body into mine hard enough to shake us both, so hard that it was 
almost hard to separate the tremors coming from her vigorousness, and what was her legs 
shaking uncontrollably. She was fighting her own body just to keep her rhythm steady, to 
even stay up, first twisting to one side, then leaning back, her hands on the bed behind 
her, tanned and toned breasts thrust to the sky. A second later she was throwing herself 
forward again, hands crashing into me, hair flailing about wildly. I could feel her arms 
shaking unsteady, and she dropped down, her forehead on my shoulder, her body hitting 
mine with every breath. She bucked herself back up, her own teeth biting into her lower 
lip. Her entire body shuddered, and droplets of sweat flew from her body, landing on 
mine. Involuntary muscle convulsions took her like electric shocks, the jagged lighting of 
our pleasure lighting up her eyes, just as it made my feet go numb. I clenched my hands 
to her thighs, helping her keep her momentum as she lost her control. As the release came 
for both of us, I pushed myself upward, deeper, until my ass wasn’t even touching the 
bed anymore, raising her into the air. She held on tight and let out her final, long cry of 
excitement, entire body tight like steel cables, before her shoulders sagged and my body 
collapsed to land again on the bed. Chelsea leaned forward slowly, wrapping her arms 
under my shoulders, trying to steady her breathing. She spoke in whispers between 
breaths.  

“So much better than the alarm.” 
“Yeah, it is. Know where I can get one for home?” I could feel her smiling 

against my chest.  
“You’re going to be late. Your lousy friends are going to leave without you.”  
“And would it be so bad to have me around longer?” If she hadn’t been pressed 

so tightly to me, I would have never been able to notice the tiny shake of her head. 
“If you miss your plane, you’ll just catch the next one. Wouldn’t stay.” 
“Wouldn’t be able to make my way back without my lousy friends. Don’t speak 

Spanish. Or German, once I got there, for that matter. I think I’m supposed to stay with 
one of them for a few days.” 

“You’re smarter than that. You’d find your way.” 
“Fine. What if I simply wanted to stay?” Her cheeks moved in another smile.  
“I imagine we’d have a lot more sex, and nothing would get done.”  
“You think?” 
“I do. Plus, I barely make enough money to support myself. We’d starve.” I 

squeezed her tighter in my arms. 
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“Fine. Spoil all my best laid plans. I still don’t want to go, you know. I really, 
really don’t.” 

“You like Spain that much?’ 
“I like you that much.” 
“You like shagging me that much…” 
“True. But if we didn’t already like each other that much, we would have never 

ended up here to shag. Would we?” Another smile. 
“Maybe.” 
“Do you not think so?” 
“…” 
“There’s something there. Something about you, in the way you look at me, and 

your smile. You’re the most beautiful thing in this entire city.” 
“Thank you.” 
“I mean it. There’s something about you that just…I don’t want to leave.” 
“I know.” 
“But, do you think—”   
“Shhh. I understand. In a little while, though, you’re going to have to go. You’ll 

go back to American and forget about me, and I’ll stay here and pass out fliers for parties 
I’m paid to go to, with people I’m paid to be nice to and flirt with. Just let me lie here 
with you as long as I can.” 

“Chelsea…” 
“Shhh.” I could feel her eyes close, and something wet splash on my chest. 
“…whatever happens, I will never forget about you.” She held on a little tighter. 
She was right about my having to go though. I was pretty sure easyjet tickets 

weren’t transferable, and while I could probably get the right train up to Sant Station, 
getting the right train out to the airport was a little more doubtful, and I had no idea what 
happened to me once we got back. I stayed until I was convinced I would have to run to 
make it back in time. When I told her I had to go, she slid off me slowly, and kissed me 
softly. She kept a hand on my back while I stooped to gather my pants and shirt, while I 
put them on. I could feel her eyes on me the entire time, full of emotion and sadness. I 
turned to look while I reached for my socks, and it made my skin colder. It was a cruel 
world that wouldn’t let me stay with her, when it was clear what we both wanted. When I 
was dressed, I sat on the edge of the bed, holding her hand. There was nothing I could 
say, nothing really I could do. I turned to her and kissed her, again and again, each one 
stalling what I knew I had to stay, until I couldn’t put it off. When I pulled away, and 
looked into her eyes, Chelsea found the words before I did. 

“Bye, Ellis. Remember me when you go.” 
“Bye. You are unforgettable. I wish I could stay.” She nodded slightly, and 

leaned up to kiss me once more, with her hand on my face. Her hand lingered when her 
lips were done, and then she turned on her side, facing the wall, and pulled the covers up 
around her neck. I ran my fingers through her soft hair, and then stood to leave. In my 
back pocket were still the fliers from the day before. I took them out, setting them on a 
table. I found a pen, and wrote my phone and e-mail on the back of one. I thought, and 
wrote ‘I’ll never forget. Remember me when you’re sick of Spain.’ I entertained the 
notion one last time of staying and crawling back into bed, and went out the door.  
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The truth of the matter is I didn’t really know when we were supposed to leave. 

I would have forgotten about it entirely if Diego hadn’t reminded me. So I really did run 
through the streets of Barcelona, back to the hostal, and up the stairs. When I got to our 
room, the door was open, and Lora was inside, packing up her bag.  

“Good. I did not know you knew we leave today.” 
“Yeah, Diego reminded me yesterday.” I went to my bag and pulled out some 

clean clothes.  
“His train leaves before ours. Meiko went with him to the station now; we will 

meet her there.” 
“No problem. Sorry I didn’t get a chance to say goodbye to him.” 
“I did not, either. She called from her handy to tell me this morning.”  
“Oh. Hey, do I have time to take a shower?” 
“Yes. Not too long.” 
I went across the hall to the shower. As soon as I started to take off my clothes, I 

heard the door to the toilet shut. A few seconds later someone started pounding on the 
door. I thought maybe Lora had misjudged how much time we had, and was trying to find 
me. Then I heard a familiar voice. 

“Папа! Дверь вставлена снова, папа! Я должен сделать воду, папа! Я 
должен сделать воду поэтому неудачу, котор я могу пробовать его и он плох и 
пробован как дядюшка Jerko! Папа! Пожалуйста! Помощь, пожалуйста, раскрывает 
дверь!” It was good to know I hadn’t traumatized the boy away from making new 
friends… 

She shower ran, and I hesitated to get in. I could still smell Chelsea on my skin, 
and it reminded me of her touch, and the way she felt. I didn’t want to wash it off. But 
there were also several layers of dried sweat and Spanish dirt, so I knew I had to. I 
washed and changed, and then went back to the room. The chubby kid was pounding on 
another room down the hall. Lora was almost done packing and cleaning the room when I 
got in. My stuff was all pretty well-kept as it was, and I had little more than the clothes I 
had just changed out of to put away. When it was time to go, Lora stood looking at the 
pile of bags, trying to figure the logistics. I slung my pack over one shoulder, cursing 
silently to myself that I knew my arm was going to go numb from doing so, and then 
threw Meiko’s bag over the other. Apparently she hadn’t thought to grab it when coming 
up with this lovely meeting-us-later plan of hers. Lora was left to get the shopping bags 
and her own stuff. I felt like on overburdened pack animal. While my own bag was plenty 
heavy, being full of books and cds as well as my clothes, Meiko’s was even heavier. I 
could feel a burning along my spine, and a tingling in my arms that I didn’t like. As we 
trudged down the street, I had to take turns relieving a shoulder from the burden, only 
able to have circulation through one at a time. I was suddenly overjoyed that we were so 
close to the Drasannes station. I was all to glad to be able to drop the packs, and let 
feeling and movement back into my fingers. I enjoyed every second on the train, until we 
got back to the station and I had to heft my load again. This time was less distance, 
though, as we went up the stairs to the ground level, and found Meiko sitting on a bench 
by herself, playing with her phone. I set her bag down next to her, and she watched our 
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stuff while Lora and I went and got train tickets. When the time got closer, we went down 
to the lower level, where our train to the airport was coming in.  

The air was stale and over 90 degrees, while we stood at our platform and 
waited. More and more people showed up, and few of them were boarding trains. Ours, it 
seems, was running late. I lost my seat when I stood up to stretch my legs, and someone 
snuck in behind me to sit down. He had to lean to one side and turn his head so that his 
face was not in my ass-crack, he was so close, due to the fact that I had simply stood, not 
moved any steps, which I thought would be a clear indication of my intention to not 
leave. He was ragged and stunk, like a hippie with dreadlocks. I made sure that when I 
hoisted my bag, it smacked him on the head. With the side full of books. The destination 
display system was largely fucked up, announcing every train that arrived as heading to 
L’Hospitale. After a while, people started crowding around, noticing the trend, and 
wondering if one of these trains was actually theirs, only mislabeled. Nobody got on or 
off the trains that did come in and stop. Every once in a while someone would yell to a 
passenger on the train, asking the destination, but they received no answer. The more 
people cluster, the harder it is to breath, and the hotter it gets. I was sweating profusely 
and slipping into a rage. I entertained daydreams of shoving the old woman in front of me 
who smelled like grannie-perfume and roadkill onto the track right before a train rolled 
through. Someone bumped into me, and I made a show of losing my balance, shouldering 
into the old hag. It offended her enough to leave, but I swear I could smell where I 
touched her for an hour. Finally a rain rolled in, the display on it saying aeroport. There 
was a noisy chatter from the crowd, which became cries of dismay when the sign blinked, 
and then also read l’Hospitale. Some people got on anyway, and I hoped it was heading 
the wrong place. Finally, a train arrived for us, and we all shoved on, standing too close 
together for people to even sit in the seats that were open. Entire train cars were packed 
shoulder to shoulder. The crowds were pumped and shuffled, and the train doors were 
kept from closing by the special class of travelers, dragging their wheeled luggage up the 
steps. The contempt I normally felt for them skyrocketed to curses and wishes of a 
violent death. I felt like stomping on a pile of innocents and shouting. 

Look, if you are too weak and feeble to carry your shit with you, or feel you 
require more shit than you can find the means to hold, then nature has rightfully deemed 
you unfit for travel! Stay home and watch Big Brother! You are clearly unable to handle 
the rigors of being away from home for longer than a shopping trip, and even if you could 
leave, no place wants you dragging your every belonging behind you with a weary sigh, 
pulling them up steps as though hauling a dead bear carcass that no single person could 
possibly lift, occasionally pausing to set the fucking thing upright again when it tips over 
because it WASN’T MEANT TO BE DRAGGED UP THE GOD DAMN STAIRS, and 
coming to a complete stop at every turnstile, moving doorway, escalator, or downward 
stairwell you come to so you can try and plan you how intend to negotiate the obstacle 
while expending the least amount of energy as possible. It is called luggage because it is 
expected for you to puck it up and LUG it about yourself. One of the sorriest sights I 
have ever seen as a troupe of backpackers so lacking in fortitude and strength of character 
that they were unable to use an actual backpack. How the Hell do you intend to have an 
adventure when you can’t get past the first patch of tall grass or gravel or any such 
surface not intended for wheels? Such an open display of weakness and laziness is truly 
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disturbing. What kind of failure does it show? If it is hard to carry around your school 
books or clothes, then you keep doing it until it gets easier. If walking up a few flights of 
stairs or across a distance of more than a mile is daunting, then get your ass out there and 
keep doing it until it feels reasonable. For God’s sake, show a little fucking effort to 
improve yourselves; don’t just cater to your every failing and advertise it proudly to all 
the world! 

We waited in line to get our tickets, and then waited in an even longer line at our 
gate. I looked around me at the huge open building we were in. Airports are so different 
place to place. Meiko was on the phone, so when Lora got bored, she turned to me.  

“What do you think of this aeroport?” 
“I like it. No rooms or walls, just a big place with little stands and people. No 

armed guards, no military, nobody checking my ID every few feet. Or every time I pass 
through a doorway. No metal detectors to speak of.” 

“You like that there is less security here?” 
“I think it’s great. I have crossed borders between countries and nobody has 

patted me down or made me take off my shoes or belt. One guy even saw my small knife 
and didn’t care in the least.” 

“You don’t feel…scared? …uneasy?” 
“No. Should I? Have people begun randomly kidnapping your planes and 

ramming them into buildings?” 
“No, we do not have that happen here.” 
“Nor should it. They have little reason to. You people don’t act like global 

assholes.” 
“I thought it was a big deal, in America, this safety in aeroports?” 
“Oh, it’s huge. Our airports are like well-guarded treasure. But not for the right 

reasons, not the right way. I mean, some airlines won’t even let old women carry on 
knitting needles, or let people have shaving razors or nail clippers. Like the little old 
ladies and well-groomed businessmen who carry most of these things are bigger threats 
to the country than the leaders themselves. A government that fears the least of its 
citizens has clearly both done a lot of things wrong, and is aware of it. Moreover all the 
safety measures and security checks in the world wouldn’t make the skies half as safe as 
our government just behaving decently towards different countries and cultures.” 

“Nail clippers?” 
“Yeah, little pinchy things, you use to trim your fingernails.” I mimed the 

action. 
“Oh! You cannot have those?” 
“Not in your carry-on. And that’s what I mean. It’s retarded.” 
“You don’t agree with the extra security? There is no threat?” 
“I’m not saying this isn’t a good lesson about being more alert. But what’s 

happening is just too much over-reaction. There was one attack made with planes, yeah, 
but how much good is taking away anything that could potentially be used as a weapon 
and making people more afraid going to help? The hijackers didn’t come on the planes 
with big guns and sophisticated weapons. They had box-knives. Four men with these tiny 
box-knives took control of seventy people. I don’t know if you’ve had much contact with 
them, you know what box-knives are, right?  
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“I think so. A knife to open boxes, yes?” 
“Right. But not even a knife. Like a half a razorblade, two, maybe three at the 

very most, centimeters of blade sticking out of a handle. It’s tiny. Even a really, really 
well-trained fighter would have a hard time killing a few people with one, let alone 70. It 
would have been easy just by the sheer numbers for the people on the plane to overpower 
the people with the knives the minute they saw something was up. All those thousands of 
people in the buildings and the hundred in the planes, they all died because the 
passengers were cowards, not because of the terrorists. Terrorists were just an excuse. 
But anybody who’s willing to give up their lives to someone with a blade not even an 
inch long is just looking for an excuse to die.” 

“You’re saying the people in the planes were the attackers? It was all their 
fault?” 

“Kindof, yeah. Yes. And every police officer and government official who ever 
told them that if someone dangerous tells you to do something, you should do what they 
say. I don’t know about here, but Americans are taught that if someone wants to take 
your car, or home, or money, or whatever, you should just go along with it. Don’t refuse 
or try to stop them. The police are paid to do that kind of thing, and you shouldn’t risk 
getting hurt.” 

“I have heard that. People in Germany say that sometimes.” 
“But if you don’t have a lot of money, and someone steals your car or wallet or 

breaks into your house, its still going to hurt you. First off, seventy percent of all reported 
crimes go unsolved in America. The police only actually manage to do anything about 30 
percent of anything that happens. And even if they find your car, the odds are good that it 
will be destroyed and damaged a good deal. Wallets will be empty, and stolen goods will 
have been sold off again. So you’re not really getting anything back. And the insurance 
companies will never pay out the value of whatever it is that’s taken. You won’t be able 
to buy a car just like the one you had with the insurance money. Not even close. So you 
have to go into debt to get a worse car. Or fight with creditors over stolen credit cards 
that you didn’t actually use. Or stolen checks. Or replace whatever was taken from your 
house. And the police and the government don’t do anything. Most of the police force 
gives out tickets for speeding and looks for people smoking pot or paying for sex. Most 
people in prison are there for drug-related crimes. Big companies can do anything, and 
individual victims get nothing.” 

“If it was that bad, why wouldn’t someone do something about it?” 
“They’re taught since they’re little kids not to. Let someone else take care of it, 

that’s what the government does. Drugs are bad, and people who do them are bad. 
Someone smoking pot every other Saturday is a greater threat than someone scamming 
money from old people or cheating insurance companies. And people just go with it. If 
people were taught to stand up for themselves, and fight back, it would be fine. If 
muggers and rapists and robbers got hurt and sometimes killed while trying to victimize 
people, there would be fewer of them every year, not more. And if people confronted 
those trying to cheat them and scam them, threw them out on the street and took back 
what was their and maybe killed a few of them, then there would be fewer corrupt 
corporations and politicians. But the thing is, the majority of the politicians are corrupt, 
the majority of big businesses are corrupt. So why teach people to fight for themselves? If 
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they teach everybody to be afraid, nobody will fight back, nobody will even find out 
what’s going on. They’ll just keep asking for help while people do whatever they want to 
them.” 

“So why don’t you do something?” 
“Honestly? I wouldn’t know where to start. There are so few good ideas about it 

out there, I don’t even know how to find people who agree with me. Most of the 
protesters are content to blame everything on the same person, to sit in the middle of 
traffic and stop people from getting home from work and shout slogans at them. If I knew 
what to do, as soon as I figure it out, then I’ll start in. But otherwise, the choices are to 
run away for good, and let the bastards chase me out of my own home, or to just sit and 
watch it happen, and to get away when you need a break.”  

“Like now?” 
“Like now.”  
Meiko got off the phone, and she turned and started in with the German 

immediately. Likely complaining a bit about me, but maybe not. The line started moving, 
and we got to our plane. We were towards the pack part, so it was pretty much a situation 
of sitting wherever there was room for your ass. I sat down, and was hit by an old 
familiar smell. The man next to me, already asleep, smelled remarkably like my 
Grandfather used to. It was weird to realize now, just how much he smelled like whiskey. 
We had a rough takeoff, and a bumpy flight, during which I really did nothing but read, 
and think back on Spain. To remember…everything that happened. The blond stewardess 
with the charming smile hardly had any time to come around and see us all, having to sit 
down herself for most of the flight. For as rough as it was, though, the landing was 
remarkably smooth.  

In Shönefeld, at the train tunnel, Meiko and Lora had an extended goodbye. 
Lora was surprisingly friendly as she said goodbye, and said she had fun and was glad I 
came. It was oddly sincere sounding for so blatant a lie. And then she took a different 
tunnel, leaving Meiko and I alone to our own train.  

 
We went two stops before Meiko said anything at all. 
“I have to go to work.”  
“That sucks.”  
“We’re going to meet Janice up here. She has more beds.” By ‘up here’ she 

meant the next stop, which was about sixty-five seconds after she finished the sentence. 
We de-trained, and Meiko stood impatiently on the platform. 

“I have a bag at your house. When can I get that?” 
“I’ll bring it over.” It was like standing around talking about getting stuff back 

from an ex-girlfriend, only without the memories of emotions and love and really good 
blowjobs to muddle it up. Just two people who genuinely dislike each other, and would 
rather not see each other again. Only she had my damn palm pilot and cd player in her 
apartment. And books. I was running out of books I hadn’t read. Another train pulled up 
and Janice came out. She waved, and we all went back into her train together. Suddenly, 
Meiko was in a good mood again, a whirl of German. Janice didn’t play along though, 
and spoke only in English. What resulted is a lot like listening to one half of a phone 
conversation.  
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“So how was it? Was it awesome?” 
“Ja, in den meisten Fällen. Einige Sachen, die ich nicht an allen mochte. Aber es 

war gut.” She was glaring at me. The spoiled brat. 
“That’s it? What did you do?” 
“Wir gingen Material sehen. Einige Museen und ein Regierung Gebäude. 

Meistens wir kauften und gingen zum Strand. Bin ich Säurenummer?” 
“Can’t tell, you were before. You always are.” 
“Gott...das ich wünsche.” 
“Do did you see a lot of cute Spanish guys?” 
“Ja. Ich erhielt ein.” 
“You….what?” 
“Erhaltenes. Diego.” 
“What, is he in your luggage?” 
“Nein, ist er in Spanien. Ich traf ihn dort und wir hingen heraus. Er wird hier in 

einige Monate oben kommen.” 
“What’s he like?” 
“Nett. Spanisch.” 
“That’s it?” 
“Mensch. Was sonst dort ist?” 
“You have to tell me more.” 
“Ja, spatter.” 
“No, now. Jetzt” 
“Dieses ist mein Anschlag. Ich muß arbeiten.” 
“Fine. Stop by and see me soon.” 
“Ja, Ich werde. Ich habe etwas von seinem Abfall, den ich vorbei holen muß.” 

She stood and hefted her pack. “Ah, Scheiße. Ich hasse diese Sache. So schwer!” And she 
left the train. Janice waved goodbye, and then turned her exited face to me, eyes 
gleaming and hair wild. 

“So did you have fun?” 
“I had a blast.” 
“What was it like hanging out with Meiko that long?” 
“That girl fucking hates me.” 
“Yeah…why?” 
“No clue! It was weird. Done with me as soon as we got there. Pretty much done 

with me after I got here. I think she expected me to be…different somehow.” 
“How?” 
“I don’t know. Would it be retarded to think she expected me to come and fall 

into love with her or something?” 
“No.” 
“Well, that’s what it was like, I guess. From the moment I chose not to go 

upstairs and hang with her folks and then decided to sleep on the floor I was useless to 
her. And man is she…difficult.” 

“She’s a little spoiled. I wouldn’t want to spend that long with her…a little goes 
a long way.” 

“Well, Sweet Christ. I wish I would have asked you first then…” 
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“So, aside from that?” 
“Aside from that, it was great. Once I was banned from the company of 

Germans, it was amazing. AMAZING.” Her excitement level rose with mine. High-
energy girl. 

“Yeah?” 
“Yeah. My Lord, Janice, everything is so old and so beautiful. Except the 

women, who were all young and beautiful.” 
“Did you find yourself a Spaniard, too?” 
“I…made some friends. Mostly English-speakers.” 
“Made friends, Sie?” 
“Don’t ask questions you don’t want answered.” 
“How do you know I don’t want answers?” 
“Firstly, since when do you encourage me to sin? And secondly, if you want me 

to start listing off dirty deeds, we may have to ride around on the rails a while, because 
I’m pretty sure we’ll get to our destination before I get to the end of my list.” 

“That good a time, huh?” 
“Mmm. So, where is out destination?” 
“Haupt. My place.” 
“I know that. Your place is?” 
“On Eitelstraße. Near the Lichtenburg station.” 
“Back to your old haunts?” 
“Not too far. Other direction, though.” 
“So, forgive an ignorant American, but aren’t we taking the long way round to 

Lichtenberg? I seem to remember the U-Bahn as being quicker.” 
“You remember right. The U-Bahn is closed for a month while they make 

repairs and maintenance.”  
“That’s certainly disappointing.”  
“You really won’t tell me about your adventures der Sinneslust?” 
“Not the fleshy ones. At least not now.”  
“Did you meet Meiko’s Geschlechtspielzeug at least?” 
“Diego? Yeah.” 
“So tell me about him. She wouldn’t say anything.” 
“Not entirely true. She gave the same answers she has for everything, I 

imagine…What do you want to know?” 
“What’s he like?” 
“He’s…kinda geeky for a Spaniard.” 
“Really?” 
“Okay, take the picture you have in your head. Make him a little shorter, give 

him a curly mop of hair that kindof does its own thing, even though he tries to comb it 
back, and give him glasses. Let him keep the fitted shirts and slacks, but muted tones, and 
no open collar to reveal any chest hair.” 

“My mental image now looks like a TA for a college level Spanish class.” 
“Then you’re there. That’s Diego. He likes Romantic Comedies, Jazz and 

Flamenco music, has been to Australia twice, lets Meiko abuse and neglect him after 
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knowing her a week, and works in Marketing for a Textile company. He does own a car, 
though.”  

“He’s older than her, isn’t he?” 
“I’d say by a few years, yeah. I think he’s older than me, too. But it’s hard to 

tell. He’s pretty mellow and stoic, but he still has that fresh-faced Spaniard thing going. 
Normally you can tell the Spaniards by the layers of nicotine in their skin, like rings in 
trees. But he doesn’t smoke, so it throws it all off.” 

“Schmutziger alter Mann. But he’s a responsible adult?” 
“True, he has outdone us all there. He’s a really nice guy thought. I liked him.” 
“She really treats him bad?” 
“She’s a wretched beast, I tell you. Dude rides a train for four hours to come 

hang with her in Barcelona, and she spends most of her time talking in German to Lora.” 
“He doesn’t speak German?” 
“Nope.” 
“She doesn’t speak Spanish, though.” 
“Nope.” 
“So?” 
“English. They can only communicate through the one language she was 

avoiding using. It’s kindof funny, actually. Neither of their English is really good. I 
mean, they speak clearly enough, and I understood them both for the most part. He 
understands a lot more than he can speak, and she can pronounce things well enough to 
make it seems like she knows more than she does. But they don’t have the ability to 
really explain their thoughts. If one of them doesn’t understand the other one’s phrases, 
they can’t reiterate it. At least not well. So they have a lot of clumsy conversations.” 

“I’m guessing they didn’t do too much talking then.” 
“Hey, her dirty, sweaty little secrets are her business.” 
“Keine Messe! Why are you so intent to spoil my fun? Since when do you not 

like sex stories?” 
“I love ‘em. Can’t get enough. If I had my way, I would still be in Spain now, 

laying naked with nothing on me by a layer of sweat and a gorgeous English brunette 
with a great body and fantastic tits.” 

“Now we’re getting somewhere. Does she have a name?” 
“…Chelsea. Why aren’t you making your own stories? What about Rictor? Why 

hasn’t he been burning all this dirty-girl energy out of your system?”  
“Like I haven’t tried! Either he does NOT get a hint, or he is avoiding it 

entirely.” 
“Do you suppose he’s gay?” 
“I don’t think so. Don’t say that!” 
“He DID want to listen to Belle and Sebastian pretty badly…” 
“Oh. God…” 
“Have you checked his room for magazines full of pictures of big men covered 

in leather and chains?” 
“No, I was trying to get him to notice me last time I was there.”  
“You must learn to spy and seduce at the same time. At least if you really care 

about him.”  
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“You shouldn’t spy if you don’t care? Sonderbar...” 
“Nah. Waste of energy. If you’re just there for a bit of sport, then who cares how 

he lives or what he surrounds himself with? All that really matters is how many times he 
can make you squeal.” 

“Ellis!” 
“You wanted dirty…”  
“Zutreffend.” 
“Don’t start. Hey, how does you trying to get stuffed fit in with God and them? 

Doesn’t it make you a bit of a bad role model for the kiddies?” 
“I don’t tell the Germans about it. Or my roommate. I think she’d have a heart 

attack.” 
“So, basically, you’ve been sitting around stewing, waiting for another vulgar-

minded American to vent to.” 
“Basically.” 
“Ha. You missed me so much.” 
“Halt die Schnauze!” 
Her place really was right near the train station. Three blocks down the road, and 

I was hiking up wide German stairways to the fourth floor of an old building. Janice’s 
door was marked by the fact that it was completely covered with pictures and clippings, 
the most prominent of them being a picture of the sign from Checkpoint Charlie, 
proclaiming that you were entering the American Zone. Which was as clever and fitting 
as one could expect from Janice. Sharp one, that girl, if a little off at times.  

 
Janice’s flat was old. She said it was left over from before the war. I imagine it 

had to be repaired some, since there wasn’t a while lot that was left un-shambled in the 
city. We were in a part of the town that was under soviet occupation, so I would think it 
was stomped pretty hard. But, then, if it had been the Soviet half, any repairs made after 
the war would have been done with the oldest supplies and methods available at the time. 
Most places under soviet occupation were using outdated machines and equipment for all 
aspects of daily life for years even after the Soviets themselves were gone. It was a 
comfortable place, though. It had the compact coziness of older Germany, a little warmer 
than the streamline starkness of the more modern buildings. The floors were wood and 
old, the plaster walls were chipped and cracked in places, and then painted over, leaving a 
textured patina of age over everything. The entry hallway was used as a room itself, 
housing the desk and computer, as well as a large bookshelf. To the right were the 
kitchen and the washroom. The latter of which had an old foot tub with a conversion to 
make it a real standing shower (something Janice had no doubt insisted upon), and a 
water heater mounted to the wall above the toilet (a sign of the age of the building, 
having been around when the water would have been heated on the stove and carried to 
the tub).  At the end of the hall was a bedroom, in which was a single bed and a set of 
bunk beds. In the Main room to the left was a low couch, a German sleeper couch, where 
the sitting surface folds up to reveal the neatly stowed bed things, and a few of those 
foam chairs that fold out into mats. As another sign of age, the entire place was heated in 
the winter by two huge coal stoves covered in ceramic tile, one in each of the two main 
rooms. There was a balcony at the back looking out on Eitelstraβe below. But it was the 
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stuff that covered every wall, shelf, and semi-flat surface that made it so obviously 
Janice’s. 

To Janice the entire world was a collage. Anything that started out plain was just 
aching to be given culture and history and memory. Something that didn’t already have 
it’s own history would be imbued with that of something else. Something about an entire 
wall covered with pictures has the dozen-directions-at-once feeling that Janice herself 
had. So it stands to reason that any place she has inhabited for more than 6 months is 
going to be a walk-in journal of everything she had done with the New-star Foundation, 
and everything she had thought in the meantime. The kitchen was covered with pictures 
of her and her previous partners, and the kids they had been working with, as well as 
pieces of paper with random quotes scribbled on them. Aside from the fridge, which was 
open to anything and everything, the walls were restricted to people who had worked 
there in the past. The rest of the place was a smattering of art, phrases, quotes, pictures, 
and small toys. She had this habit, if she was reading a book or having a conversation 
with someone, and she came across a line or series of them she really liked, she would 
run frantically, looking for something to write on and a pen so she could write it down. 
She would then spend the rest of the conversation, or the rest of the chapter, doodling 
around the quote on the paper, before pasting it up. The result was distracting at first, but 
became comfortable quickly. Especially since a few things I had said were still up on the 
walls.  

The thing that made me uneasy was the theme than ran through the entire house, 
the one exception to the kitchen walls, and, really, the whole reason she was there. Jesus. 
Or, more accurately, Christianity. Jesus himself doesn’t make me uncomfortable. Just the 
people who obsess with him. Like KISS fans. Only huggier. She had been in Germany 
for these past years working for the worshippers of their zombie Lord. They support here 
there to help troubled teenagers, in need of a little of the Christ-love that brought her 
there in the first place. They need these things because their schools have no guidance 
counselors and Christianity is ‘a minority religion.’ Which means their faction of 
Christianity is a minority. All manner of them Germans went to churches with crosses 
and Christs and believed in the bible. They just used a different word for it. Which is the 
way God intended it. If these people all worked together, they would be too powerful for 
anything so addled-minded and delusional. It would be like an army of mental patients all 
trying to take over. Regardless, this one was an old friend, and I was staying in her house 
of the Lord. Which meant there would be a few days where I didn’t swear too much or 
say off-color things, or get drunk and have sex on their couch. Or to try anyway.  

Lord give me strength in this my most trying of hours, trying to appease your 
maniacs, for to maintain free room and board in a foreign land.  

Janice’s current partner in salvation was Emily. It was part of British university 
requirement for all foreign language students to live for a year abroad in a country that 
speaks the language being studied. New-star took one of these kids each year, giving 
Janice someone new to work with. She was apparently the less favorite of her partners so 
far, a little sheltered and uptight, even for a British chick.  

“So where IS this Emily character?” 
“Well, you remember Justin?” 
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“No. Wait…tall dude with curly blond hair who used to do this thing with you? 
Played the guitar but only knew two songs?” 

“Yeah. He’s here on vacation with his girlfriend Maria and their friend Bea. 
Emily is out showing them around.” 

“He lived here for a year. Shouldn’t he know his way around?” 
“Apparently he forgot where a few things were. Plus, it’s been a while since 

Emily has been able to hang out with anyone from back home, so she’s enjoying it.” 
“So it’d like the English embassy over here, huh? Sorry if I’m a bit of a burden. 

Like a sixth or possibly even seventh wheel.” 
“You’re not an extra wheel of any kind. It’s great to have you here. I just wish 

I’d have known about it for more than a few days. I could have arranged for more time 
off.” 

“Hey, no problem. For not having to stay with Meiko, I am glad to fit around 
your plans.” 

“By the way, we have something planned for tonight.” 
“Do we? Keen. What are we doing?” 
“Tonight we will be going to see Harold and Maude at the outdoor theatre.”  
“Wonderful. What’s Harold and Maude?” 
“You’ve never seen it? I love it. Its an American movie. Why haven’t you seen 

it?” 
“Believe it or not, we make a lot of movies over there. Perhaps you’ve forgotten. 

Unfortunately, my busy schedule of doing things that don’t suck keeps me from seeing a 
lot of them. What’s this one about?” 

“Harold is this kid who’s totally obsessed with death and suicide, and then he 
meets this old woman named Maude who has such a complete lust for life that he’s 
drawn to her and they kindof fall in love. And it definitely does NOT suck.” 

“Love between a kid and an old woman? Sounds creepy.” 
“It’s not. It’s sweet. Inspiring, to see two people who care about each other 

despite differences and age.”  
“If it was an old man and a young girl, you’d find it creepy.” 
“I would not…” 
“Okay. Well, we’ll see about this weird movie of yours.” 
“I actually don’t know how much you’re going to get out of this. The movie is 

going to be in German.” 
“I though you said it was an American movie?” 
“Yeah, but they dub it over.” 
“No subtitles? I thought these people were into subtitles on foreign films.” 
“In big theatres. And with newer movies. This place shows mostly older movies, 

and I’ve only ever seen one with subtitles there.” 
“Oh. Bastards. Oh well. I watch German movies all the time.” 
“Do you?” 
“Yeah. Short ones anyway.” 
“I don’t remember you being big into foreign films. Do you understand them?” 
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“Well, there’s not a lot you need to understand. Mostly, you know. Body 
language. Girl comes in, takes of her clothes, looks all sultry. And then they get down to 
business. The talking is all just, you know…extra.”  

“Right. Just the German version of “Hey, did you order a pizza? It’s hot and 
steamy…with extra sausage!” 

“Janice, Janice…how long have you been here now? You should know better 
than that. These are an efficient people. They don’t bother with thin plots. They don’t 
even say hi first. They look at each other, strip, and then start with the sweaty, sexy 
loving.” 

“Then how much can there be to say?” 
“Oh, you know ‘Oh, ja, geben Sie es mir vollständig!’ ‘Das es ist, setzen Sie 

Ihren Finger in meinen Hinterteile!’ ‘Stark ein! Schneller! Ich wünsche Sie ganz über 
meine festen, schönen Brüste kommen!’ It’s not really important what they say, is it? 
What’s important is that German women are hot.”  

“You’re disturbed. I think you may be disappointed in this movie. A little more 
plot, a little less of…that.” 

“Hey, they can’t all be award-winners. I’ll deal.” 
“Even though you won’t understand what’s going on?” 
“Well, you may have noticed this in the years we’ve known each other, but it 

turns out I’m not blind. And, unless things are really different over here, movies involve a 
lot of moving pictures of people doing stuff. I’m pretty sure I’ll be able to follow at least 
half of it.” 

“You always were at least half clever.” 
Hey, it was great to be able to have conversations with people who spoke 

English as a first language again. 
A few blocks from her building, we ran into a guy named Reynold on his bike, 

who is one of the kids who used to come by Janice’s in days past. He wasn’t really a kid 
anymore, but he was still a friend (even if he did look disturbingly like Alex from A 
Clockwork Orange). She told him about the movie, and I think he said he’d see her there. 
Hard to say. Since the U-bahn was shut down, Janice had to get to the theatre another 
way, and got confused about which stop we wanted, which left us walking a ways further 
than we would have had to, which was nice in that I got to go trough a really nice town, 
and Berlin is almost always peaceful to walk through. But when we got to the theatre, 
Reynold was worried, and had bought us each ice cream bar that was melting a little. 
Janice didn’t see any more of her friends or kids, but we couldn’t really search, since the 
lights had gone out for the movie to start just after we showed up. We sat with Reynold 
(who was a nice guy, but didn’t speak a word of English, so Janice had to translate most 
of my thanks), and watched the movie. 

As near as I can tell, the plot was something like this: Harold lived with his 
mom, who was rich. She decided it was time for him to get married, so he fought against 
this by scaring all the girls away with these really clever and intricate fake suicides, one 
of which may have actually caused the intended bride to kill herself for real. The kid 
looked and acted a little like he was 15, so the whole thing was a little creepy. He sees 
this old lady stealing a car, and is intrigued. They hang out a bunch and she proves to be 
old and crazy, and embraces life as much as he embraces death. Which I imagine is some 
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kind of artistic juxtaposition, loving life more the closer you get to the end of it. Maybe 
not. Anyway, junior there falls in love with the old bag, and they have sex, which was 
also creepy. It turns out that the lady doesn’t have long to live, due to illness and, you 
know, being really, really old. So, she gives the boy a talking-to about living life to the 
fullest, opening his eyes to the potential of the world, before stealing his car (a Porche 
from his mommy that he modified to look like a sports-hearse) and drives it off a cliff, 
determined not to die in bed. There were moments I was glad not to understand it. And 
there was singing.  

Afterwards, we took the train back with some friends of hers who had been there 
the whole time. Most of them were speaking German, so I was just enjoying the city. 
There was one called Dietlinde who spoke to me a little, but who didn’t really get my 
attention until she punched me in the arm randomly and harder than I expected, which 
kindof turned me on. They got off and went home, and we went on to a place called the 
Happy Pig. An English-style pub run by a woman who spoke English with an American 
accent and actually knew what a Long Island Ice Tea was (although she could not make 
one herself, much to her own dismay). We hung out there until the English folk turned 
up. Janice and Justin had a crazy sort of energy, and he was absolutely hilarious. 
Afterwards, we went back to the flat, and talked for a while. Maria and Bea went to bed 
(Maria and Justin were sleeping in different rooms, the good Christians that they were). I 
didn’t really talk much, mostly just listened. I had little in common with these people, but 
it was nice to be able to be hanging around listening to conversations that I understood. I 
felt more involved in the conversation with just my little interjections than I had for 
weeks. I was tuned into it until they started talking about Justin and the girls having to go 
back the next day, which led to flight times, which somehow led to Janice ribbing me 
about whether or not I tried to join the mile-high club on my way over from America. I 
played along with as PG a rating as I could, remembering the blond girl from the 
plane…Maggie, I think. And then, like a shot, I remembered Paige. She had been fun. 
Funny. Really pretty. And she was supposed to be in Berlin. Of course, her number was 
in my other bag, with my palm pilot and cd player, which was at Meiko’s house. I 
wondered if she would remember me at all.  

It was decided to be bed time, and I lay down on my foam mattresses on the 
floor. There was fresh air coming in through the balcony door, which was left open a 
crack, and I went to sleep to the oddly soothing sound of British people quietly 
reminiscing about school and home.  
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Day Day Day Day 15    
 
 
 
 
 
“Ellis, it’s time to wake up.” Was I hearing right? 
“Chelsea…?” 
“Sorry?” The air didn’t smell right, but it was her accent. 
“Mmm…getcher arse back ‘n bed. Not time t‘get up yet.” 
“What…are you talking about?” No, not quite right. I opened my eyes to see a 

frightened-looking girl in glasses staring at me.  
“You’re not…who…damn.”  
Emily. In Berlin. With Janice. I looked around the room. The other beds were 

both made, and I couldn’t hear many people around the small flat. A shower was running, 
and Emily was still looking at me uneasily. I sat up and stretched. 

“Sorry, I was confused there. How are you this morning?” 
“I’m fine. Weren’t you wearing a shirt when you went to sleep.?” Hence it being 

slightly colder than I remember. 
“That happens sometimes when I sleep. Not to worry, I still have pants on.” I 

checked, just to make sure. I dig my shirt out of the blankets, and then started about 
making my makeshift bed. Mrs. Manners says a good houseguest makes as little work for 
their hosts as possible. Janice was shouting at me to hurry up and take a shower before 
she had even opened the bathroom door. I shaved and showered, with the lingering fear 
of being able to see exactly how much hot water there was, and how many people had 
come before me. It was a quick shower, as not to tempt fate (or piss off Janice, who I’m 
pretty sure was talking to me and issuing orders the entire time I was in there. She was 
almost as bad as the Russian kid. Instead of rushing past me into the room when I came 
out, she instead rushed Emily in. Which meant I wasn’t the slowest foreigner in Germany 
after all. Janice was waiting with tea and a muffin in the kitchen. 

“You could move a little faster you know. Faul. Or get up a little earlier.” 
“Sorry. I didn’t realize that I had signed up for boot camp.” 
“Like there’s no difference between waking up at 4 in the morning and waking 

up when it’s almost noon.” 
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“Hey, you know, it’s your floor I’m sleeping on. I noticed there was no alarm 
clock, and no courtesy desk to call for a wake-up service. You wanted me up at 9, all you 
have to do is shout my name and kick me in the ass.” 

“Is that your preferred wake-up service?” 
“Depends on who the servicer is. In some cases, gentler touch is preferred. The 

ass-kick is more like the cranky-roommate special.” 
“Which one is the cranky roommate?” 
“Usually whoever tried to wake me up, after I punch them in the balls. I don’t 

like mornings. Or most of my roommates.” 
“So if I go in to wake you, you’re going to punch me in my ovaries?” 
“No, I’d just be real confused as to why punching you in the balls didn’t seem to 

produce any of the normal results.” 
“Don’t you think you’d notice that I’m a girl?” 
“I think you’d rather have me try to punch you in the balls…” 
“Ich bezweifele es. Why?” 
“If I realize you’re a girl shouting my name and kicking me in the ass, I’m going 

to assume you’re a playmate who’s getting a little frisky on me. You’d be on your back 
with my face in your crotch before you realized what was happening.” 

“I THINK I would notice. Nicht daß ich nicht mich kümmern würde gegessen 
zu werden.” 

“You’d be surprised. Early morning moves aren’t always graceful as they 
are…primal. Think the Kama Sutra crossed with an NFL playbook.” 

“Is that why Emily looked a little disturbed this morning?” 
“She’s still trying to figure out if she just tripped and fell and hit the orgasmic 

version of the funny bone, of if she just really, really likes being caught in hurricanes.” 
“You should learn when to reign in your stories. She’s British, die kalte Maus. 

We both know you’d have to chip through the layer of ice before you even had a chance.” 
“Not ice. Sheer terror, perhaps. I can see why that one bothers you, as timid as 

she is. But not all Brits are raised with personalities that put the chastity belt makers out 
of business.” 

“Recht. I’ll believe that when I see it.” 
“I swear. The reason she’s so freaked out is because when she woke me up, I 

wasn’t sure where I was. I heard a girl with the accent, and assumed that I was back with 
Chelsea.” 

“So you really DID try to sex-tackle her?” 
“No. But I did tell her to get her ass back in bed. And I have a feeling that my 

not having a shirt on made me the most naked man she’s seen outside of art. At least for a 
long time.” 

“Ha! Why do you say that?” 
“She had that ‘mmm-nipples’ expression on her face.” 
“Not a stranger to that one, are you, abweichend?” 
“I know it well. God, I love nipples.” 
“You realize by her standards she practically just scored.” 
“Hm.” 
“She may try to take you home to meet her folks now.” 
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“Hm.” 
“Ellis?” 
“Mmmm-nipples…” 
“Angegangen! You are going to get me fired and kicked out of the country!” 
“I am not. While I am a guest in your house and in the company of your friends, 

I shall act the gentleman.”  
“You’re going to be here a few days. Think you can pull it off?” 
“Surely. Your friends won’t be around every second.” 
“I don’t get the erstklassig treatment? Jerk.” 
“Janice, if I started treating you like a gentleman, you would panic and turn me 

in to the police. You like me how I am.” 
“That I do.” 
“Emily has been in the shower a while…” 
“Well, just this morning some boy nearly made her a woman. It clearly made her 

a bit flustered.” 
“Oh. You know, I thought that kind of self-love was a sin to you people.” 
 
Emily finished and came to join us in the kitchen, seemingly recovered but a 

little confused as to why Janice seemed to snicker every time she looked at her. We 
headed out, down to the station and rode to Alexanderplatz, which was remarkably still. 
The plan was to visit the TV tower, which was a monument left from the DDR, when the 
Russians wanted to build themselves a big penis-shaped tower visible from the other side 
of the wall, to show us non-commies the kind of strength and power we were missing out 
on. It was a little like the space needle in design and purpose. These days, the top part 
housed a spinning restaurant that was expensive and required a reservation. However 
right below that, in the lower half of the ball-shape, was an observation deck (with a sky-
bar, or Himmelstab) from which you could look out, for just he price of the elevator ride. 
As we approached the building, Janice announced that she had to go buy a birthday 
present for a friend, so she would do that while we did the TV tower thing, since she had 
done that a few times now. She was hiding behind the best use of time, but I suspect she 
thought it would be awkward, and thereby hilarious to let us hang out alone. Pair up one 
of the biggest heathens she knows from the den of savages we come from with one of the 
most prim and proper girls England has ever produced. It’s like giving a little white 
bunny to a hyena and telling them to play nice.  

Which, you know, can be pretty damned funny if you happen to dislike the little 
white bunny. 

 
“So…how long have you been in Berlin?” The lines were long. And it was 

pretty clear she wasn’t going to be initiating much. She looked like a frightened child. 
“Eight months so far.” 
“And when do you head back?” 
“In two more months.” 
“You did two years of University before this?” 
“Yeah. In Brighton.” 
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“Okay. So explain this to me; is this year you’re spending here, like, the third 
year of study? Or is it more of a required break, and now you go back to two more 
years?” 

“There’s only one more year when I get back, if I get credit for this.” 
“So what do you do to get credit for this? What keeps it from being just a 

vacation?” 
“There’s a lot of work when I get back. I have to write a few papers, and meet 

with the foreign studies board. They talk with me a few times, give me some tests on 
German and Germany and Berlin. Paul has to fill out a few things about the work I did 
with him and New-star. Basically make sure that I was here learning and living on my 
own in the German-speaking world.” 

“And they never check up on you in the middle of the year? No counselor visits 
or pop quizzes? Just…’here, go live over there, do whatever you have to, then come back 
fluent and tell us all about it’?” 

“Well, not just that simple. I mean, someone does call once or twice to make 
sure I’m still here and on track. I’m expected to send them reports every month. It is also 
assumed I’ll start working on the final papers during this year as well. The intention is 
not for me to bang them all out at once for review.”  

“The reports and papers, do you do them in English or German?” 
“Both, actually.” 
“Like, each paper translated into both languages. Or some of one, some of the 

other.” 
“Some of the reports they require in English, the rest in German. It depends on 

who they go to.”  
“Right. I guess not everyone there would speak German.”  
“No.” 
“…do you find it confusing to switch between German computer keyboards and 

English ones?” Shut up. What would you talk about with someone you didn’t know and 
didn’t seem terribly thrilling? 

“I haven’t used an English one in a while, so I’m adjusted now, I guess. The 
only confusion is when I use Janice’s laptop, when the other was broken.” We were in the 
elevator, and I could be enthralled with the little light that showed how high up we were 
in the tower, as we ascended. The elevator operator (the useless kind who pushes buttons 
for you, not the kind with the genuine levers) was explaining something in German that 
wasn’t translated. And then, we were up in the circle of glass windows, high above 
everything. 

The differences between Berlin and the cities I saw of Spain were vast. Spain 
grew like a living thing of stone, a web of streets intersecting each other ad odd and 
seemingly random angles, carving out the blocks and plazas into unusual shapes. Even 
towards the outside, in the newer sections, one area of development rose seemingly 
independent of any thought to the others, leaving places where one grid pattern ran 
headlong into another, leaving streets going to nowhere. From the perch above the city, 
Berlin looked the exact opposite. Everything planned on a grid, all corners sharp, all 
colors fitting the same scheme of grays and earth tones. While Barcelona was the Jazz of 
city-building, turning mistakes into works of art, Berlin was the classical music. The 
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entire structure seemingly planned out long ahead of time, recently built area’s having 
been slated for construction centuries ago. There was the difference that the city wasn’t 
built around its main structures. There were no center-points. The buildings of 
importance stood out of the grid, taller, shinier, filled with the air of history and regality. 
They were often decorated with much more detail. But they still fit. And in some way, 
the order was beautiful all it’s own. Everything in its place, everything planned for, and 
everything fit perfectly. Someone took time and effort when building the city to make it 
look this planned out, this sharp. Despite the coldness of appearance of the perfectly 
square and ordered blocks, this had to be an act of love, or the buildings would have been 
thrown up even if it disturbed the flow. The meticulousness of the layout was just a stoic, 
German expression of passion and interest to the city itself.  

What was striking, was that in the late afternoon, in the capital city of a leading 
country, there should have been more people. As of noon, Barcelona was bustling on all 
days but Sunday. And while they had a lot more drinking and napping, and a lot less 
business, there should well have been people in suits at least, going between the tall 
buildings and the Alexanderplatz station. There should have been cars on the street. But 
the streets and sidewalks were as bare as a small town on a Sunday morning. Or a 
Tuesday past midnight. It was still, and quiet. And this was the biggest difference. In a 
place where I couldn’t sleep more than four hours at a spell because there was a need to 
constantly be moving, to be out among people and to see everything, I has slept less and 
exerted myself more on vacation than I ever had at home. Here, the city itself beckoned 
me to slow down, enjoy the quiet and the peace.  

Cities can be very persuasive without ever having to say a word. 
From the tower, Emily pointed out a few things she should I should know about, 

if I didn’t already. There were displays and maps on the rails in front of the windows, but 
they were all in German. The thing not on the list, which caught my interest the most, 
was a park, with trees and four equal quadrants of grass. In the center, where the four 
corners came together, was a brass statue, surrounded by black obelisks. Neither of us 
could see a name for it, and Emily couldn’t seem to recall what it may be. After we 
completed our circle, we made our way to the down elevator, and back to the square at 
the tower’s base. We had some time before Janice was coming back, so Emily lead me 
towards the park we had seen from above.  

A sign at the front solved the mystery of the name; it was the Marx Engels park. 
The one in the statue, then, who looked all robust and hairy like a latter day Allen 
Ginsburg was clearly Karl Marx. The other one, after some thought, was Friedrick 
Engels. I wouldn’t have recognized him on a bet. In fact, I’m not entirely certain what 
exactly he did. I know he was one of the biggest supporters of the Marxist socialism, was 
politically active…but the hows and whys escape me. If it nags at you, I recommend 
looking it up.  

On the way out we walked past a fruit stand. Fresh, incredibly good looking fruit 
at very good prices. We ain’t talking a truckload of Mexican children selling old oranges 
on a street corner. My local grocer doesn’t have stuff this good. I bought plums and 
raspberries and nectarines. I bought enough to share. The flat had very little food actually 
inside. Janice didn’t make anything off the work, beside the cost of living. Emily made a 
little, but was too tight to spend any of it. Mostly they lived off of what was left over at 
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the end of parties and bible reading gatherings. So neither of them would be complaining 
if they had a chance to eat some fresh fruit. Back underneath the TV tower, I decided to 
check the visitor center there for a free map. Free visitor center maps had done me well, 
and since Janice was going to be working, I may as well be prepared to spend a few more 
days wandering around foreign lands by myself. However, the Berlin visitor center did 
not offer these things. Only maps that required money, and the prices were a little high. I 
wasn’t about to start paying to hang out with myself. I mean, I’m pretty great and all, but 
I’ve seen me a hundred times if I’ve seen me once, and there are other things I’d rather 
spend money on.  

Janice met back up with us. On the train back to their place, Emily got a call 
from the other Brits, and got off early to go meet up with them in the city. Janice and I 
went back to the place, eating fruit. While we were sitting in the main room talking, 
Janice was staring at the walls.  

“We’re going to paint the walls.” 
“Sounds like fun. When?” 
“Morgen.” 
“So by ‘we’ you didn’t mean the Germans, did you?” 
“No, they’ll be here. You don’t absolutely have to. If you want, we can get some 

train schedules, you can take a day trip somewhere else. Western Germany. Poland. I was 
thinking we could do one anyway, buy you’re welcome to as many as you can afford.” 

“Crossing borders without speaking the language? Sounds healthy.” 
“Feigling. You’ve been wandering around Spain, but you don’t speak Spanish.” 
“But I know enough not to get myself shot by officials!” 
“And you understand Spanish that much better than German?” 
“Of course. Germans don’t run our gas stations and car washes and mow our 

lawns.” 
“You mow your own lawn.” 
“You’re missing the point. I have exposure to the Spanish language, and much 

less to the German one. Besides, you know you can’t trust a bunch of kids to help you 
paint a room.” 

“Hey, they’re good kids!” 
“But they’re still kids, and this is work.” 
“Fine. Help me tear everything off the walls.” 
“Tearing it is.” 
“Ellis…tear gently. I want to put it all back up somewhere.”  
We walked around the room taking everything down and putting them in neat 

stacks on the cabinets and couches. I had to get a big salad bowl out of the kitchen 
because there were so many tacks the little hand-made pencil-holder thing couldn’t hold 
them all. When the walls were finally clear, we pulled up the rugs. Before we could start 
moving the furniture, Emily came home. She was concerned to see everything off the 
walls and the floor bare. Some part of her, buried deep, wanted to confront Janice for it. 
But she wouldn’t, she just discussed the value of painting now, and let anything else stay 
bottled up. Which Janice knew would happen before, and used it as a tool to make her 
uncomfortable. After some thinking and talking it out to herself, Emily seemed to like the 
idea. She went around, gathering and emptying packs, so we could go to the hardware 
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store to buy paint. The store was called Domāne. It felt like a classy version of Lowes; 
carpeted and completely finished. No concrete floors and open insulation ceilings. The 
only part of the store that was unfinished was the section to the side where the raw 
lumber and outdoor materials were kept. It was well-lit and there were heaters hanging 
from the ceiling, so in the winter-time it wouldn’t be like standing outside. Domāne: just 
because you’re in a hardware store, doesn’t mean it can’t be organized and comfortable. 
For the first time in a while, I was the person who spoke the language. I led the other two 
around the store, finding everything on the first try. Even when I didn’t know exactly 
what I was looking for, like paint dyes. Their paints don’t work like ours, where you pick 
out a color you like on a piece of paper, and bring it to a counter where someone mixes 
cans for you. You buy the white paint in big plastic buckets, and then you buy tubes of 
dye coloring, which you then add to the white to make the color you want. It took me a 
while to convince them that if they wanted to get the shade of fleshy orange they wanted, 
they shouldn’t get orange and brown dyes, they should get orange and blue. I finally 
managed to get Janice’s agreement, which was all I needed, since she wasn’t about to 
listen to Emily in any decision making that had to happen. Being the man in the group, I 
was nominated to carry the backpack with one of the buckets of paint in it. Before we got 
back to the flat, I ended up carrying the one Janice had been carrying as well, despite her 
earlier proclamations of being as strong and capable of lugging a tub of paint as any man.  

When someone rang the buzzer to come up, I just assumed it was the Brits 
coming back from their day, until Emily started speaking in German.  

“Elise! Was Sie hier tuend sind?” 
“Hallo, Emily. Ich bin hier für—”  
“English!” Janice yelled from the couch in the living room, before standing up 

to go to the doorway. 
“What?” 
“Was?” 
“Elise is here for help with English. So Elise will speak in English. 

Understood?” She loved playing schoolmarm. She would have been good at it, if she 
didn’t clearly enjoy the playacting part so much. It was too easy to tell she was having 
fun, and joking around. And everyone knows a real schoolmarm never jokes OR has fun. 
Ever. 

“Ich verstehe.” 
“No, because if you understood, you wouldn’t have answered in German.” 
“Sorry.” 
“Better. Go in the other room and get your studies out.”  
“Hey, Janice, should I make myself scarce…?” I stood to see where I should be, just 

as Elise came in the door. She looked a little confused at seeing someone new there. I 
was a little confused at seeing someone who looked like her. Elise was apparently a bit 
ahead of the curve as far as…curves go. When Janice had mentioned her the day before, 
while talking about her tutoring, I had expected a normal-looking 16 year old. This girl 
had a body that would have done a 20 year old proud. Hell, it would put most 20 year 
olds to shame. Everything so toned and in shape, her hips and her ass fitting perfectly into 
those tight jeans, a skin-tight red t-shirt stretched over a flat stomach and a very generous, 
picturesque chest. Either unused to looking the way she did, or very learned on it early 
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on, because her tight shirt was showing off way more of her curves and delicate details 
than I had any right to see. The only thing even vaguely telling of her age were her 
simple shoes all decorated with hand-painted flowers and butterflies, and her hair, 
braided at each temple, joined together behind her head to flow down her back with the 
rest of her long blond hair, similar to the style of hippie girls, only clean, and well-kept. 
The rest of her was…well, the phrase ‘Dangerous Curves’ came to mind. 

“No, you’re fine. You can help. You know English, right?”  
“Um…I…guess…sorta…some…” 
“Well, I thought you did anyway. Could be mistaken. Elise, this is Ellis. Ellis, 

Elise. Hey, neat. Ellis, Elise!” 
“Yes, close. You are a friend of Janice?” 
“Erm…yes. From, um…you know…home.” 
“He’s visiting me from America. He just got back from Spain.” 
“Oh, Spain! You had fun, ja?”  
“Very much.” 
“I would like to be there, to lie out on the sand, where it is hot.” She closed her 

eyes and slid her hand down her side, imagining the beach. Her imagination crept into my 
head; her stretched out on the sand on the beach in Valencia. I shook my head and 
reminded myself of her age. Bad Ellis! No mentally undressing minors! 

“It was nice.” Janice came into the room and sat down.  
“Okay, lets get started here.” I took a step for the door, and stopped. I couldn’t 

really get closer to the door without getting closer to Elise, since she was still standing in 
the doorway.  

“I’ll just get out of your way here then.”  
“You will not stay and help with my study?” She made a pouty face and 

dropped her shoulder back. I would think it an innocent playfulness, but the looking her 
eyes was not a very innocent girl type of look. 

“Uh…studying was never really my thing…” Janice mocked from the couch. 
“Right, you with your lowly four-point average.” Like she was trying to get me 

in trouble.  
“Maybe, but I never studied. Excuse me.” I tried to squeeze sideways past Elise. 

The narrow European doorways worked against me. I closed my eyes and tried to block it 
out when my arm brushed against her chest. It was just her shoulder, or something. Her 
firm, perky, perfect shoulders. I hoped she wouldn’t notice that it wasn’t my leg brushing 
against her when I took my final step past her to the hallway. Janice hollered out to me 
from the room.  

“You sure? It could be fun. Shaping young minds. You’re always complaining 
about people not speaking English properly, you know.” 

“Oh, I’m sure. You know what you’re doing.” 
“No suggestions?” 
“I don’t know. Have you gone over ‘jailbait’ yet?” 
Janice laughed to herself as Elise flashed me a smile and disappeared. I grabbed 

a book in English from the shelf in the hall, since I’d read all mine, and sat on the bench 
in the kitchen. I could hear Elise sitting down to study. 

“Vas ist ‘jailbait’?”  
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“In English, Elise. English.”  
 
The book I grabbed was Cat on a Hot Tin Roof. Which was as non-German a 

play as you can get. Although I doubt Tennessee Williams would have had any qualms 
about showing an underage girl exactly what fun a body like that can be. Damn 
southerners, with their openness about enjoying life. As long as it doesn’t involve 
minorities of any kind.  

 
Just as Maggie was first intimating that Brick was a little overly concerned 

about the death of his old football buddy, Emily came in from the other room and sat 
down at the table.  

“Still hiding out in here?” 
“I tell you, I will never forgive my parents for not raising me in a place where 

sixteen year old girls look like that.”  
“Maybe they were trying to keep you out of trouble.” 
“Then they should have raised me somewhere where there was more to do than 

chase after girls and get IN trouble. As long as that was all we had, at least having girls 
like that around would have made all the trouble more fun, and more worth the 
consequences.”  

“Didn’t Janice come from the same town as you?” 
“Yes.”  
“Did she get in that much trouble? Is that how you met?” 
“You mean was I chasing after her? No. A few friends of hers, though, so I 

would be hanging out in their circle. She thought I was clever and funny, so she would 
come around when I was doing other things, too. Usually, when trouble was to be had, 
she was there trying to talk the rest of us out of it.” 

“The voice of reason?” 
“More like the chaperone. Invite herself to places she thought someone might be 

fooling around, try to talk them out of doing whatever we were planning on doing. 
Celibacy is the best contraceptive, and all that.” 

“Did it work?” 
“Sometimes, I’m sure. Depends on who it was, I guess. But when it didn’t she 

usually had some alternative forms on hand, so that was nice. When she got the idea that 
her friends were going to do whatever they intended to do, she would simply give a 
disappointed sigh and hand them a condom and leave. Usually to work on her lecture for 
later.”  

“What were those one’s about?” 
“Oh, depends. On about how lucky we were that nothing bad happened, how we 

were too young, how it was best to wait, sometimes about how a guy was just using the 
girl.” 

“Did she have any more luck with those than with warning people off in the first 
place?” 

“Sometimes. Depends on how it went. If a girl had a really good time, or the guy 
stuck around, the lesson wouldn’t take. If a girl thought she was late, or the sex was really 
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bad, or she was really being used, then sometimes it would be more efficient. It helped if 
the whole thing left them feeling bad, you know?” 

“And how often did she give you her lectures?” 
“I got them a lot. I think I was her pet project for a while there. I don’t know if it 

was because she thought I needed it the most, or because I was better at arguing with 
her.” 

“I’ve noticed that she does like to argue.” 
“Yeah. The longer and more difficult, the better. The best one was always the 

waiting for marriage one. She had all her stock reasons why it was good to wait, and I’ve 
never believed that at all.”  

“Why not?” 
“We’re not going to have the argument now ourselves, are we? Because it takes 

a while to get it right. Because it takes practice and experience to find out what you like 
and to enjoy it properly. Teenage sex is notoriously bad, because nobody knows really 
what they’re doing, and so many of us have all these notions of what SHOULD happen. 
Guys always think it’s supposed to be this long, drawn out show like they see in porn 
movies, and girls always think it’s going to be this deep, emotionally binding experience 
that changes them forever. So the first few times everyone is disappointed with it. Girls 
focus too much on what it’s supposed to mean to get halfway to where they should be, 
and the guys get there too quick, because they haven’t learned any self-control. It isn’t 
until you get some practice in that you really learn what you’re doing, and it gets any 
good.” 

“But meanwhile you’ve had all those partners. You’ve shared something special 
with people you never even speak to anymore. You’ve made sex something cheap.” 

“Or you’ve made sex something really good. I mean, I think back to the first 
person I slept with, and it was bad. Really bad. And that’s the case for most people. So if 
you’re marrying that person, you’re going to have to work so hard to get past that. You’re 
going to have all this terrible sex, and instead of making you want to get past that bad 
spell, it’s going to make you bored with it. Instead of learning what sex can be, you’re 
going to avoid having it, become one of those couples that have sex like once a week, or 
less. So instead of sharing something great with someone you really care about, you have 
something disappointing, you both grow bored, you have no reason to keep trying to look 
good for each other, because it only leads to this…dull, clumsy act.”  

“It doesn’t HAVE to be like that.”  
“No. But it usually is. Because you have to learn to get past those expectations. 

When you have a bad experience with someone, it makes it harder to grow past it with 
them. When you can move on to someone else, to improve, then you can learn. You can 
get good at it, understand it, so then when you meet that person you want to marry, you 
can really share something special. You can make each other happy, and keep the fires 
burning for years. You’re marriage will be better, because you can do a lot more for each 
other. Plus, since you weren’t in such a rush to get married just so you could get in bed 
with someone, you’ve likely waited until you found someone you can really be with 
long-term.” 

“That’s a narrow way to look at it. You’re saying you really want to marry a girl 
who’s had a dozen or more partners?”  
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“Sure. Why not?” 
“Wouldn’t it make you wonder what she had with those other men?” 
“No. What’s to wonder about? She had a relationship, they had some sex.” 
“And that wouldn’t bother you?” 
“That she had sex? No. That’s part of a healthy relationship. Should I be 

jealous? Clearly it didn’t work out, because they aren’t together anymore. So it wasn’t a 
great relationship. However, if it helped her understand herself better, what she likes, 
what she’s looking for in someone else, then that’s great. That means she refined her taste 
a little, and found me.” 

“But she’s got all those memories of other men.” 
“Um…okay. Do you remember how you used to dress when you were fifteen, 

sixteen?” 
“Yes. What does that have to do with anything?” 
“Okay. Picture those clothes in your head. Did you like them at the time?” 
“Of course.” 
“Would you wear them now?” 
“Of course not. They would look ridiculous. They wouldn’t even fit me.” 
“Right! At the time, they were cool, and they fit. They were probably at least a 

little bit in the style of the time, so you bought them because they were cool as much as 
anything. Since then you’ve grown and you’ve changed. Those clothes aren’t you 
anymore. You couldn’t fit in them, and even if you could, you wouldn’t want to, because 
they aren’t you’re style. They don’t work with who you are. The clothes you have now 
do. You see? The relationships you have in the past, those are who you were. They are 
part of how you got to be where you are now, how you learned what to do, but you 
wouldn’t want to go back, even if you could, because you aren’t the same person that you 
were. So it doesn’t matter who the girl was with before. If she’s with me now, and she’s 
happy, then I feel good. Because I’m what she wants now, she’s what I want now, and if 
we’re lucky, we’re what we want in the future, too. There’s no point in being jealous of 
the past, since without it, she wouldn’t be who she is.” 

“And how many girls have you been with?” 
“What?” 
“In your quest to find the one you want for the future. How many have you gone 

through?” 
“I don’t know. It isn’t always as planned out as looking for the future. 

Sometimes you meet someone and you both just want to have a good time, you know?” 
“And do you think whoever you meet, when you do want to settle down, will be 

as understanding about all those girls?” 
“She should be. Is she expecting me to spend all this time by myself, waiting for 

her to show up? I don’t think life is a simple as hitting 20 and finding someone to settle 
down with. It’s like you’re hiring for a job or something, and it can’t work that way. 
What if I don’t find the girl I want until I’m 26, or 30? Am I just supposed to be by 
myself that whole time? It’d get way too lonely.” 

“So you may as well ‘hook up’ with someone and take them home before then, 
for company, right?” 

“Right.” 
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“So what happens in the morning?” 
“I don’t follow.” 
“Well, you’re with these girls to keep from being lonely, and have fun. So what 

happens in the morning?” 
“Breakfast, usually.” 
“And then what? They stay good friends? How many of the girls you’ve slept 

with in your life do you still talk to?” 
“Some. Not too many, I guess. But not because we had fights or don’t like each 

other or anything.” 
“Then it sounds like your plan doesn’t work. I mean, it’s got a huge whole in the 

logic. Because after you’ve gone to bed with her, you never talk to her again. You’re just 
as lonely as you were before, only now there’s one more girl who you’ll never talk to 
again, which means there are less available to keep you company. Do you just get 
lonelier? When does it end?” 

“When I meet the right girl.” 
“And when is that?” 
“If I knew, I’d have that day marked on my calendar with hearts and stars.” 
“But you’ve got to be getting closer, right? If every girl you meet fits you a little 

better, you care about a little more, you’re a little more in love with. You have to have an 
idea of what you want.” 

“I…guess.” 
“Mm. Maybe. Or maybe you need a new plan?” Emily put down her magazine 

and went back into the other room to see how the lesson was going. Smug, overly clever, 
well educated British people… 

 
She had to be wrong, though. It was all just her dogmatic Christian conditioning. 

I wasn’t really all that lonely. Not really. I mean, there were all kinds of people I spent 
time with. Friends everywhere. And as for the girls, there were a lot I spent a lot of time 
with. I didn’t just see them once and disappear. (So what DID happen in the morning?) 
Talk, breakfast. Usually I have things to do, I have to go to work, or I have plans with my 
friends. It’s not like going to bed with a girl is something you plan weeks in advance. Am 
I supposed to cancel all my plans for the day just because I meet a girl?  

Okay. I could probably try harder. If I wake up in a girl’s bed, and I can’t stick 
around because I’m supposed to hang out with my friends, she could probably come 
along. I could make that effort. Usually we’re just sitting around or seeing a movie or 
something, and I could invite her. It’s not like the guys don’t invite the girls they meet. 
I’ve always maintained a separation, I tell the people I sleep with, tell myself, that it’s 
best to keep separate friends. It keeps things clean. But the truth of the matter is, that has 
more to do with the fact that it makes me uncomfortable mixing the two. I’ve always 
been comfortable with new girls. But hanging out with her the morning after; that look 
that all her friends give me; it freaks me out. Like they’re trying to figure me out, trying 
to see if I’m good enough. I hate that. And I hate when my friends do it, too. It’s even 
worse with them. They don’t just look at her to see if she’s good enough for me. They 
look at her to see if I’M good enough for HER. Worse still, some of them look at her to 
see if THEY’RE good enough for her. They’re too much like me.  
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But I’m not trying to do it. I’m not trying to make things end. I admit that the 
longest relationship I’ve ever had lasted two months. And she met my friends twice. But 
I’m not good with that part. With the whole…getting close part. Waking up next to the 
same girl day after day. Having her trying to figure me out. When someone tries that hard 
to know you, it ads all this strain. Like you should be further. It’s frustrating when one of 
you guesses and gets it wrong. And even more so when you get it right. Are we so 
predictable that we can be guessed that easily? How much am I supposed to care? How 
much am I supposed to be there? Does my life stop being just because this girl has 
feelings for me? I don’t want to sound heartless. It’s not like I don’t care about them. I 
care about every girl I’ve ever been with. I‘ve really liked them all. They were really fun 
and really cool and really beautiful in a lot of ways. Just because they aren’t around 
anymore, it doesn’t mean I forgot about them, or I never think about them. The truth is, I 
walk around, and I see things, and I think ‘Oh, that was Amber’s favorite restaurant’ or 
‘Hey, Desie turned me on to this band, and they’re really great.’ I’ve learned something 
from all of them. They were all friends. They were all just friends who it was too difficult 
to be around. They wanted me to be something I couldn’t be. We couldn’t be what we 
were, and I couldn’t be what I should, so we drifted apart. There’s a lot of times I wish I 
could have been. But I am what I am. It doesn’t mean I’m a bastard. When I meet the 
right girl, it won’t happen this way. I won’t feel so unable to be what she wants. I will 
already be what she wants, right? Not just for a week or a month, but what she really 
wants. Isn’t that how it works? Just because I haven’t found her yet, doesn’t mean I’m 
not trying. It doesn’t mean I’m lonely.  

I do have a lot of friends. I see people every week. I may not be good at being a 
boyfriend, but I was good at being a friend. I never went so long without seeing my 
friends as I have on this trip. Look at Janice, for instance. She and I hadn’t seen each 
other in years, and we got along great. We’d been hanging out for two days so far, and 
we were still hitting it off. Of course, I didn’t have any other friends here. But that’s the 
thing! I have so many friends, that I don’t have to see them…every day. How often did I 
usually see them? Was there any I saw every day? Work acquaintances, but then, I didn’t 
see too many of them outside of work. We went for drinks once or twice a month. Old 
friends from school, I also saw once or twice a month. But I had some close friends, you 
know, those few who were there whenever something went wrong. Like… 

Nothing comes to mind. When something bad happens, I usually go out every 
night. I call people I haven’t seen for a while until I find someone to hit the bars with, to 
get something to eat, and if I can’t find someone, I go out and meet someone. I haven’t 
had a really close group of friends since college. But I don’t feel lonely. I don’t know 
what I feel. I don’t know what I should feel. How does someone with a really close group 
of friends feel? How does someone with a girlfriend feel? With a wife? Are they really 
that much different than me? So, I spend my time with spread out with a lot of different 
people. I have a lot of fun. It’s my lifestyle, it’s how I exist. I like excitement, I like to 
keep moving. Does that mean something? What would a therapist say? That I run with a 
large crowd so I never have to face any intimate connections with anyone. As long as I 
keep myself shrouded in fun and excuses, I won’t have anything meaningful, and won’t 
lose anything. But what do they know? Just because it doesn’t fit the norm. Some people 
like being on their own. Some people like exploring new things, meeting new people.  
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Then why am I sitting here? I’m in the kitchen by myself reading a play. I’m not 
out on the street, exploring. I’m not in a pub, trying to meet someone new. I’ve 
committed myself to painting a living room instead of going to see a new part of 
Germany. Is it really because I’m tired from running around Spain? And what about the 
meaningful connection bit? Janice is a good friend, right? We understand each other. And 
Collette. I was sad to see her go. I must have cared about her, right? And Chelsea. I was 
considering staying to be with her. And Cassie, back in Valencia! And those were just the 
recent ones! If circumstance hadn’t intervened, who knows what would have happened 
with any of them! Not that I knew it wouldn’t. But those are just recent ones. That must 
have happened before, right? Just because stories always say you do anything for the girl 
you want to be with, that isn’t real life. In real life you don’t just rip up plane tickets. You 
don’t just move across the world. Pull up roots. If I had met Cassie at home, what would 
have happened? If I had met Chelsea a week earlier, would she have come with me? 
Would I have stayed? Would I have spent the whole week with her?  

 
“Ellis.” Janice was standing near me in the kitchen.  
“What?”  
“Are you okay?” She looked concerned. 
“Yeah. Why?”  
“You’ve been in here a long time. You were kindof spaced out. Elise said she 

came in here for some water, said she was talking to you, and you were just staring out 
the window.” 

“Thinking.” 
“She said you looked really sad. She was concerned.” 
“Jailbait’s a sweet kid. Tell her I’m sorry for spooking her.” 
“She’s not a horse and I’m not your servant. Tell her yourself. What were you 

thinking about? Looked important.” 
“Just…stuff. You know, you may like Emily more if you got past her cold, 

mousy shell. She’s…really clever. Good at arguing.” 
“I haven’t noticed that.” 
“Mmm. Maybe I just underestimated her. Sure caught me a good one though.” 
“You were fighting her?” 
“Not with fists. Just playing one of the games you and I used to play. One of our 

old debates.”  
“And she got you?” 
“She fought dirty. I was expecting her to move like you, maybe.”  
“Nobody fights like me.” 
“Clearly. Balanced people have weird tricks.” She smiled.  
“Keine Eltern. Anyway, come on out. James and co. Are all packed up. A bunch 

of the kids and old friends showed up to see him off. We’re just waiting on one more 
group, and then we’re all going to go down to the airport. You should come.”  

“Okay.” I hadn’t even noticed all the voices coming from the other room. It was 
a jumble of foreign-sprech all coming out at once. I stood to find my legs numb. 

“Still on your sea-legs or something?” 
“Legs are numb. Must have been there a long time.” 



 283

“That’s what I said. Hören Sie einmal.” 
“I really scared Jailbait?” 
“You did. She thought you were depressed or in a coma or something.” 
“Poor thing. She really just 16?” She lowered her brow at me. 
“Yes.” 
“Pity.” 
“Yeah, I’m sure it breaks your bitter little heart, Abweichend.” 
 
The other room was packed with people. It was amazing I had been able to miss 

a herd of them right in the next room. James had been on duty here two or three years 
ago, so the group was full of German’s of all ages. This was the whole crew, the bunch 
that Janice just called “the Germans.” At some point, they had all been the kids coming to 
her for support and bible study and tutoring. But they came for a few years, and so even 
when they turned 18 and got jobs, they were still friends, both with the others who came 
to the group, and to Janice and the Brits. A lot of them had the typical Christian naivety, 
so it was difficult to tell who was 16 and who was 19. Over to one side, Elise stood with 
her arms crossed in front of her, tossing sidelong glances my way, like a frightened 
puppy. It was the first time she looked younger, and uncertain. I made my way through 
the crowd to her.  

“Elise. How did the lesson go?” 
“Okay. Janice says I do not make effort enough.” 
“Janice is a smart girl, you should probably listen to her. I hear I freaked you out 

a bit back there.” 
“You looked very not well. You looked…hurt? Sad? Maybe alone-aly? I don’t 

know the word to describe…” 
“No, it’s okay. I understand. I’m fine. I was just thinking a lot, and zoned out a 

little. I didn’t realize that I had been in there that long, or that someone was in the room 
with me. I’m sorry.” She smiled and a her eyes brightened a bit. She lost a lot of the sad-
puppy look she had been wearing. Her hand rested on my arm. 

“You are okay, then? Good. I am happy.”  
“Did you know James well when he was here before?” 
“No, I did not come here much with him here. I saw him only two maybe or 

three times. He is nice though.” She was returning to her old self, full of confidence. She 
winced a little to herself whenever she knew she made a mistake with her English, but 
was clearly trying to sound like she spoke it well. Janice would have been proud, since 
her biggest problem was apparently that she didn’t apply what she knew enough to get 
better. 

“He is. Funny, too. How about the rest of these people?” 
“They I see more. They are around here a lot, for most of them, and we…hang 

out? Ja? Some are my friends a little.” 
“But not close, like your friends from school?” 
“No. But I do not have many of close friends. Just some few” 
“Yeah, me too. Me too. I think that’s something we should both try to work on, 

though. Its good to have people around you can trust when things get bad, you know?” 
“Yes. I know.”  
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The rest of the Germans showed up and joined the party. From somewhere, 
Emily shouted out if James knew what time the plane left. He shouted his answer, a 
moment later asking what time it was. When Someone answered, you could hear a quiet 
‘sod it.’ Under the din of the crowd. We were officially running late. When relying on 
public transit, one must count for the time it takes to get to the station, and when the 
trains come. Which none of us had done.  

Like a charity race, two dozen Germans and a handful of others charged down 
the stairs in a noisy clump, bursting out the door at the bottom and scattering towards 
Lichtenburg station. Like rampaging Vikings, with luggage being hoisted like the spoils 
of war, they charged and screamed with an impressive madness. People on the street and 
in the station quickly got out of the way when they heard the thunder of feet, and the one 
piece of wheeled luggage, which was being pulled by Dietlinde, which spent more time 
in the air bounding over curbs and steps and potholes than it did on the ground. We got to 
the platform in time to see the tail end of the train turn the corner in as it pulled out.  

“Fluch!” 
“Wir sind, es sind gegangen zu spät!” 
“We need a new plan!” 
“Yeah, what now?” 
“Wir warten das folgende?” 
“ No, the next train isn’t for twenty minutes, that’ll be too long!” 
“Wenn nur das U-bahn geöffnet war…” 
“We can take the next one, and go the long way.” 
“Yes, well, we don’t want the long way, we want to not miss the plane.” 
“We can take this train and hope we get there, or we can wait twenty minutes.” 
“Wir vermissen es, wenn wir warten.” 
“Wir vermissen es, wenn wir der lange Weg gehen.”  
“So, what’s it going to be?” 
The next train pulled up, and the doors opened.  
“Lassen Sie uns gehen!” 
Several started running onto the train, and everyone else sort of went with it. 

When making a mistake en masse, it can feel a lot like doing the right thing. No wonder 
these people are historically known for getting carried away with things… 

Once on the train, it’s hard to rush. You go as fast as you go. The train makes 
it’s stops, and you sit there, tapping your foot, completely unable to change anything 
about the train’s movement. In a car, when you’re running late, you react. You drive 
faster, you run lights, you generally drive like an absolute asshole, under the blanket 
excuse of ‘hey, I’m in a hurry.’ You can’t ride a train like an asshole. Aside from spitting 
on the floor or farting just after the doors closed. Neither of which are going to get you 
where you’re going faster, no matter where you’re going or how you’re getting there. 
Flatulence never solved anything. So we sat on the train. I was sitting on the Brit-booth, 
across from James and his pretty, mute girlfriend. They were rushing like proper British 
people. 

“What do you mean you’ve never seen Monty Python?” 
“I don’t know, I just never have.” Holy crap, Maria was Scottish! 
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“How can you live on the British Isle and not have seen Monty Python? Have 
you no national pride? Some of them were your people, too, you know.”  

“I don’t know them.” 
“You didn’t even know that? Aw…so, you never saw the show?” 
“No.” 
“Monty Python and the Holy Grail?” 
“No.” 
“It’s heresy. I don’t know that I can date someone who hasn’t seen Monty 

Python and the Holy Grail. Janice, are you hearing this?” 
“Absolutely. I think you should leave her right now.” 
“Maybe.” He furrowed his brow at his woman, who looked still looked 

completely serene. “As soon as we get back, the very second we land, you and I are going 
to go to watch Monty Python and the Holy Grail.” 

“Okay.” 
“It’s the only way. If we don’t do this, I’m afraid it’s over.” 
“Okay.” 
“I don’t want to do this, mind you. You’re a wonderful girl, I love you to death, 

I had very high hopes, but this is just…well, it’s just too much, really.”  
“Okay.”  
For the duration of the train ride, James was acting out, playing all the roles, his 

favorite parts from the Holy Grail. Maria had a smile on her face the whole time, but 
even when she laughed, she made no noise. At some point we switched trains, and sat 
down, the entire crowd arranged in the new car just as we had been in the one before, 
with James still reciting. He stopped to chuckle to himself, and looked at Janice.  

“You know, as a movie, it really isn’t very good.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I mean, there are some funny parts, but the rest of it, the whole story and all the 

other bits, it’s just really quite crap.” 
“I suppose, if you look at the whole thing.” 
“I mean, it’s, what, two hours? Only twenty minutes of it is really funny. The 

rest is just pure stupidity. Not funny at all.” He stopped to think about it for a second, and 
then went back into reciting, and laughing.  

When we got to the airport, people continued to make a path for the wild herd of 
German kids. No security made a move to stop us. When we got to the escalator going up 
the their gate, there was a security checkpoint.  

“Wir vermissen den Flug nach England?” Translation: Are we too late? 
“Nein, nicht schon. Sie müssen Sicherheit zwar durchlaufen.” In English: Why 

no, but first, you must pass a simple series of tests! 
“Wir bildeten es!” For the rest of us: Huzzah! All that rushing paid off! 
“Wem alles auf die Fläche geht?” Again: You ain’t all going through, are you? 
Through a series of hearty shoves, the three travelers suddenly popped out of the 

front of the cloud of people. Baggage was mysteriously appeared at their feet.  
“Sie drei? O.K., Beutel durch die Maschine und wenn Sie bereit sind, Weg 

durch hier.” For those in the back: You’re the lucky victims, eh? Belongings on the left, 
bodies on the right. 
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James and Co turned and said goodbyes. Everybody got a hug or a handshake, 
including me. And while Maria and I never spoke two words to each other, I have a very 
strict policy about turning down a hug from a pretty girl. We bid them off, and they went 
through the metal detectors and up the escalator to where their plane was waiting. The 
guards smiled at us warmly, the cluster of well-wishers enough to break the stoic 
German-ness of them. Unlike home, guards here are chosen for their ability to make 
people feel comfortable and safe, not intimidated and hated. When the trio was out of 
site, the cluster turned and left, much more slowly than it had arrived, if no more quietly. 
A fist came out of the crowd and hit my shoulder. Dietlinde followed close behind.  

“Hello.” 
“Hey. What’s up?” 
“That was fun, yes? It was…lively. How is your stay so far?” 
“Good.” 
“You are liking everyone here?” 
“Yeah, its quite a crowd of people. You’re all lucky.” 
“Lucky?” 
“To have a good group of friends.” She smiled. 
“Yes, we are. You are my friend now, too, you know.” 
“Am I?” She punched my shoulder playfully. She was tough. It stung. I wonder 

if she knew what that did for me or not.  
“Yes. I would like it if we can get together while you are still here and talk. You 

would be interesting to know.” 
“Could be. I have to say, I do like you so far.” 
“See, then we are friends!” She was excitable, too. She seemed much older than 

Jailbait and the rest, though. She threw her arm around my shoulder in something that felt 
almost as much like a wrestling move as it did a hug. She hollered out “Janice! Your 
friend is a good one!” She gave another squeeze, and then smiled at me, and went to 
Janice. They spoke in German, but I think what they were talking a little bit about Paul 
and the organization, and what she had to do to make her involvement final. So she must 
be older, if she was going to be one of the counselors. A native this time; that was 
something new.  

As we took the train home, we lost people at almost every stop, and they got off 
to transfer to the shortest way home. Before they left, Janice would ask people to show up 
tomorrow to help paint, and almost everyone agreed. She was right about them being 
good kids. They were certainly a friendly bunch. And, for being ‘troubled,’ they were a 
damn sight less troubled than the ones I came up with. I wonder what we were then? 

By the time we got back to Lichtenburg, it was just Janice, Emily, Dietlinde, and 
myself. Dietlinde stayed on the platform to catch the next train, but got off long enough 
to say goodbye to her friends and give me a hug. We walked off, and she got on the train 
as it pulled up.  

The three of us walked quietly back to the flat. As soon as I got my bag out of 
her room and into Janice’s, she shut the door and went straight to bed. I now had the 
lower bunk. 

“This was Maria’s bed, wasn’t it?” 
“How do you know?” 
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“Smells like pretty girl.” 
“Abweichend.” 
“Whatever. Smells good. Makes sleeping better.” 
“Right. Did you have a good time with everyone?” 
“I didn’t understand most of everyone. I liked the ones I spoke to though.” 
“Which included?” 
“Mostly just James and Jailbait and Dietlinde. Wendel, a very little.” 
“Wendel’s a weird one. Very cool.” 
“Seemed nice.” 
“You were quite popular.” 
“How so?” 
“The Germans all liked you. They thought you were nice. And Elise has quite 

the crush on you.” 
“Crushes from girl’s like that is how guys like me end up in prison.” 
“I’m just warning you.” 
“Noted. I take it being punched is a sign of friendship from Dietlinde?” 
“Yeah. It means she kindof likes you, too.” 
“She’s adult, right?” 
“For the most part, in an unreif way.” 
“No gray area’s. She is of age?” 
“Yeah. She’s just…a little verdorben. Spoiled.” 
“She’s going to be your new partner?” 
“No. Kindof. They’re opening up another apartment on the other side of Berlin. 

When Emily goes, they’re going to bring in two people. One will be here with me, and 
the other will be working with her.” 

“Is that a good thing?” 
“Its good for the kids. Good for the project. But we can’t afford it, really.” 
“What does that mean for the rent?” 
“He wants me to help pay for it, but he doesn’t pay me. The only money I have 

is what my Mum sends me, or what I get from tutoring.” 
“So what does that mean?” 
“Don’t know. We have to work it out with Paul.” 
“Does it make you glad you only have one year left?” 
“More that it finally hit me not long ago that Berlin is dull. I’m ready to be 

somewhere else. This just helps.” 
“So, back to thinking about what to do with yourself in the states, huh?” 
“Yeah…” 
She answered more, but I was more tired than I thought, laying there snuggled 

up in blankets that smelled like someone pretty, and I passed right out.  
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Day Day Day Day 16    
 
 
 
 
 
I woke up, and I could smell a woman’s pillow, with freshly shampooed hair 

and night sweat. I reached across the bed, and hit only cold sheets. I tried the other side, 
and my arm fell off the bed. I shuffled myself across the bed enough to discover that I 
was wearing boxers. So it was looking like I was in bed alone. But, it WAS still morning, 
and if I was alone… 

A woman breathed from the corner of the room. A kind of shifting-in-her-sleep 
kind of sigh. Wasn’t alone after all…great! I turned to the sound and opened my eyes.  

Jesus was looking right at me.  
He wasn’t scowling or anything. He had that benevolent, accepting Jesus-smile. 

But it’s a little hard to maintain any kind of focus with him doing that, so I took my hands 
from myself, and worked instead on waking up. Since everyone else was still asleep, I got 
the Tennessee Williams play back from the hall, and went to bed with it. I tried to focus 
on Brick and his drinking problem and inability to satisfy Maggie, but I kept coming back 
to the same thoughts I’d been having the night before. Going over and over things in my 
head, the people that had come in and out of my life. Making lists in my head of everyone 
I had ever known, every friend I had ever had since Kindergarten, every girl I’d ever 
wanted in the same time. There really were no other people before then. Just family. And 
I started to pick them apart, one by one. I had fewer friends as a kid. It was always the 
handful of kids in my class, and the handful of kids who lived on my street. Those 
friendships lasted longer, though. They didn’t have as much to get in the way. When 
you’re six, you all want the same things out of life. You haven’t developed enough 
personality to have personality differences with anyone. Kindergarten ends and first 
grade begins, you take your last year’s friends with you, add in the ones from first grade, 
too. As well as the kids from three streets over, because you can go further from home 
now. And so it goes. Every year your reach extends a little, you add a little more to the 
pool. But every year, you get further away from everyone there. You’ve got friends 
you’ve known since you were six, and now you talk to each other maybe five times a 
year.  

And it’s even worse with the girls. Friends just happen, and you always know 
what it’s all about. You start out confused with girls. Not knowing exactly what you want 
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to do with them, why you want them at all. Sex and laughing and sitting close. And 
something else. Something you can’t touch or explain. Only they don’t go into a pool. 
You only get one at a time. The only collective group they go into is of ex-girlfriends and 
chicks you hooked up with. If you have trouble with a new one, you can’t run away and 
escape to the company of one of those girls. Well, you can. Lord knows I have. But it 
doesn’t achieve the same thing. There isn’t any peace to be had there, no chance to 
embrace simpler times, to salvage something innocent. Anything you do with an ex-
girlfriend, especially when you have a new one, is going to be impure, indecent, and 
serve only to make everything uncomfortable and generally fucked up for all parties 
involved. But when did I get to be like I am? How do I even describe what I am? It’s not 
like I try to be this. I don’t go out at night just to get laid. I never think of anyone I was 
with as a ‘conquest.’ I just meet girls I like, who I’m attracted to, and things happen. I 
don’t know why they always fade out after it happens. I don’t try for it. I don’t think less 
of them. God, the thought that there are girls out there who think I used them and tossed 
them away, who I made feel bad about themselves, that’s enough to make me want to 
have my dick sealed away here and now. I’ve really always tried to avoid that. But no 
matter what I try or do or say, it always just…crumbles after a while.  

Hell, maybe it’s just me. Maybe I’m just a terrible lay, and after being with me, 
the girls naturally just pull away. Maybe my entire history with the female gender has 
been a constant struggle for me to find one to stay, and every one of them has just left me 
behind.  

But that’s bullshit, too.  
It would be closer to the truth to say that my emotions are hooked to a circuit 

breaker. One that’s been smashed around a few too many times and weathered a few too 
many bad storms, maybe. And whenever something happens to reach a certain level, 
whenever I start to get close to someone, it goes off. There’s a little click, and suddenly 
I’m just willing to let it all go. I don’t necessarily want it to, and I don’t recognize that 
anything was triggered. I very honestly wish I could meet someone to stay with. But at 
the same time, this thing happens in my brain, and I become…willing to accept the 
failure. Maybe we have busy schedule and we just haven’t made the time to see each 
other, maybe we both have a hard time communicating, maybe she’s insecure and I can’t 
be supportive enough. Whatever. The problem hits me, but it comes in through the door 
when the lights are out. Gets lost, trips over a coffee table, breaks a hip, and lies there 
until dead. I don’t even recognize them as being problems. I only recognize that 
something is already over, before it’s even had a chance to fall apart. And as soon as you 
accept that something is over, it becomes pretty damn hard to bring it back.  

So I started at the beginning of the same list, thinking about every girl I’ve 
known. Trying to find that moment. The instant when the trigger was hit, and I threw in 
the towel.  

“You’re doing it again, Abweichend.” 
“What?” 
“Staring into space like someone just told you you’re grandmother died.” 
“When my grandmother died I spent five days going back and forth between 

bars and clubs and the beds of girls whose names I can’t even remember, and I was drunk 
for every second of it.” 
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“Sorry. I didn’t know.” 
“No, you wouldn’t. My grandma and I were close. I didn’t want to deal with it, 

so I went out and did anything that wouldn’t lead to serious thought.” 
“You look pretty serious now, though.” 
“Caught up with me, I guess.” 
“Your grandma?” 
“No, everything else. The drinking and the girls. And I a womanizer?” 
“I’ve never thought of you that way. Nicht wirklich.” 
“So how do you think about me?” 
“I don’t know. A romantic?”  
“What’s the difference?” 
“Well, have you ever lied to a girl to get her in bed with you?” 
“No.” 
“Have you ever pretended to be something you weren’t to get a girl?” 
“Isn’t that the same thing as lying?” 
“Not really. Like, have you ever brought a guitar to the park so some girl would 

think you were a ‘musician’ or something?” 
“Oh. God no.”  
“Have you ever got a girl drunk so she would sleep with you?” 
“I’ve slept with drunk women, but I’ve never actually gotten them drunk just so 

they wouldn’t turn me down.” 
“Have you ever snuck out of a girl’s house at 2 am so you wouldn’t have to see 

her in the morning?” 
“No. I’ve snuck out at 7 am because I had to go to work though.” 
“Zählt nicht. Did you leave a note?” 
“Of course.”  
“Did you leave your phone number?” 
“Almost always.”  
“Then you’re not a womanizer. To the best of my knowledge, and I think I know 

you pretty well, you have never done anything that you thought a woman wouldn’t like.” 
“Then why am I like this? What am I?” 
“If I had to call you something, I think it would be an unrestrained, serial 

romantic.”  
“A Serial Romantic?” 
“An unrestrained one, yeah. I mean, you seem to genuinely care about the girls 

you’re involved with. You won’t just go to bed with anyone, so you have to like them a 
little.” 

“I don’t always know them enough to like them or not.” 
“You have a pretty high opinion of most girls you meet. The entire gender is on 

a pedestal with you. So if you meet someone, and she hasn’t given you reason to do 
otherwise, you like her a little.” 

“So then I’ll sleep with anyone who doesn’t piss me off?” 
“No, nicht sofort,  but you have more potential to, if they like you, if they want 

to. If you think you should.” 
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“You may be crediting me with more morality than I have…who judges 
should?” 

“You do. You could have slept with Meiko when you got here, and you didn’t. 
You spent days hanging out with Lora, you didn’t try to sleep with her, did you? We’ve 
known each other for years, and you’ve never put a move on me.” 

“Your God would smite me.” 
“You did it because you know that even if we had sex, you wouldn’t be what we 

were really looking for. You didn’t fit what we needed or wanted in the long run, so you 
keep a distance. You say you’ve slept with a lot of drunk girls. How many of them have 
been so drunk they couldn’t stand? Or talk?” 

“None. What am I, a date rapist?” 
“Of course not. But that’s my point. If you think a girl can’t make a decision that 

she would make while sober, you don’t go forward, do you?” 
“No. Okay, so if I’m moral and caring and have genuine feelings for every girl 

I’m with, why can I never stay with any of them?” 
“Who knows. Relationships are hard.” 
“That’s it? ‘Relationships are hard’?” 
“That’s all you get, because that’s all there is to it. Look at Rictor. He likes me, 

right? Or at least, I’m pretty sure he does. And I haven’t hidden the fact that I like him. 
So why aren’t we dating? We hang out all the time, we talk a lot, we have a lot in 
common. By all rights we SHOULD be dating. But we’re not. The trust is, neither of us 
knows why, either. It’s ein Geheimnis, this confusing mess. I have an idea of what he 
should be saying, but I don’t know what I should say to get him there, or what I would do 
or say if he did. Most likely, in his head, he has the same ideas, but doesn’t know what he 
should do. Verwirren. Same with you.” 

“I’ve never had the long dance that you two have.” 
“True, you know how to get past that. You meet a girl you like, you get along 

with, you have things in common with, you’re gezeichnet zu, then you can tell her. You 
can talk to her, get her to tell you how she feels, go to bed with her. But then what? What 
happens then?” 

“That’s what I’ve been thinking about…” 
“Because you don’t know. You forget, I’ve seen you with your girlfriends. 

Some of them have been my friends. You’re not doing things wrong. You’re not getting 
bored or taking them for granted or getting distant. You look like someone who just say a 
terrible accident, and es gibt nichts you can do to help. Like you know something has to 
be done, but don’t even know where to start.” 

“I’m sure your friends all love you for introducing us…” 
“Ellis, none of them hate you. They’re upset that it didn’t work, they’re 

confused because they don’t know what happened. But even after you broke up, they 
didn’t hate you. And, despite what you think, it isn’t always your fault. Do you remember 
Esther?” 

“Esther was sweet…” 
“What happened with Esther?” 
“Grew apart.” 
“Why?” 
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“I don’t know. When we met, she was always really excited. She loved the 
music I listened to, and she loved hanging around with me, even if it was just walking in 
the park at night.” 

“You were her first serious boyfriend, you know.” 
“She said that once. After the first time we had sex. I didn’t know if I believed 

her or not, because she was always so wild. She wasn’t hesitant about anything, you 
know? Sex was just like the music; she was so excited about it and she couldn’t get 
enough.” 

“So what happened?” 
“She…stopped.” 
“Stopped? Gestoppt was?” 
“Wanting to have sex. Wanting the music. Wanting to be around me. She would 

avoid me for a few days, and then show up, and be really quiet, and then we’d have sex, 
and then she wouldn’t say anything at all, and I wouldn’t see her for a few more days. I 
asked her if I had done something, but she never really answered me. Started hanging out 
with her other friends more. Eventually, I just stopped calling.” 

“And?” 
“And what? What does that prove? I did something she didn’t like, she went 

away.” 
“She took up smoking after you were gone, you know. Drinking, too.” 
“You’re telling me I drove her to drink?” 
“No, tauber Junge. You didn’t drive her to anything. She drove you away. She 

was going through a really rebellious stage. You were the dangerous boy, you showed her 
loud music and sex and breaking curfew to watch the water at night.” 

“So she, what, found God, and didn’t need me anymore?” 
“No, she found out you cared. You only wanted what was best for her. You 

loved the music because it was a beautiful creative expression, not because it was 
rebellious, you snuck to the park because it was peaceful and pretty and romantic, not 
because it was against the rules, and you had sex with her because you cared about her, 
not just because it felt good and she shouldn’t. She was in her rebellious phase, against 
her parents and her strict upbringing. She wanted to do the things she had been told were 
bad, and you were just too…good for her. Too healthy. So she drank and gesogen weg 
guys at parties who never asked her name.”  

“Great.” 
“There was nothing you could have done, sie sehen? Fast forward a bit; what 

about Sonia?” 
“Was she rebelling with me, too?” 
“No. She described it like you, just drifting apart, verblassen. But do you 

remember the end?” 
“I remember not knowing what was happening, and not being able to talk it out 

or find out why we were failing.” 
“That’s what she said, too. That for two weeks, you kept trying to sit down and 

talk about things, to spend more time together, maybe you would find out why it wasn’t 
working. But she also told me about the last week she was with you. You were quiet a 
lot, but you brought her lunch once, between classes. Whenever she had to work, she 
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would come home to a really nice dinner you had cooked. She said the sex was really 
amazing the last week, too.” 

“And still we couldn’t make it work.” 
“No, but you tried. Do you see? You’d given up on talking, because that wasn’t 

getting you anywhere, and you didn’t know what you needed to do, so you did everything 
that you had done in the beginning, did it twice as hard, twice as well. You cooked for 
her a lot and made sure everything was perfect, you did thoughtful things, you…you 
know, gab viel Vergnügen even more than before. Satisfied her…You didn’t know what 
it was you couldn’t do, so you did everything you knew you could and hoped it would 
work.” 

“Didn’t work though.” 
“You can’t save a relationship by yourself. Do you get what I’m telling you 

though?” 
“You’re saying I’m not a bastard, I’m just retarded at relationships.” 
“Pretty much.” 
“It that why you like me? All the gratification of working with the retarded, only 

it’s acceptable to laugh at me?” 
“Plus, my friends say you’re good in bed.” 
“You don’t now, nor have you ever, wanted to get me in bed.” 
“Zutreffend, but maybe you can give Rictor tips.” 
“Maybe you should work on getting him to kiss you, first.” 
“And Maybe YOU should quit laying around in bed moping and help me paint 

my flat, you womanizing bastard.” 
 
The sound of Janice showering and singing old Beatles songs woke Emily, who 

came to join me in the kitchen, where I was making some tea. When Janice got out, we 
put together the game plan. No Germans had shown up yet, but we needed to clean out 
the old brushes Janice had in the place, and we needed more masking tape. It was decided 
that we would go get tape while Emily cleaned brushes, since she wasn’t entirely sure 
what masking tape was, and sending her might result in her coming back with a bag of 
Celo-tape. Just as Janice opened the door so we could leave, someone knocked on it once.  

“Elise!”  
“Guten morgan, Janice. Meine Mutter bildete Muffins zum Frühstück.”  
“Ooh, fresh pastries. That’s great! Hey, I was just on my way out before anyone 

else gets here, do you want to help Emily clean some brushes? 
“Ja, OK.”  
Elise turned into the kitchen, where I was finishing off my tea before Janice left 

without me. She had her hair tied back, and was wearing very small, very tight cutoff 
jean shorts, and a t-shirt I think she must have had since her first year of school. It 
showed off her stomach, and was tight enough it could have been painted on. If I had 
looked closely enough, I would have been able to see the individual stitches on her bra. 
Her body was tight and tan and smooth, and when she saw me, she smiled at me with that 
hungry, not-a-little-girl smile.  
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“Ellis. You would like to eat my muffin?” She’s forward. I like that. I tried to 
speak, failed, and took a muffin from the tray while trying not to blush and to put words 
together again. 

“There is nothing in the world I would like more right now than to…em…eat 
your muffin. But I have to go. Janice has left without me. Plus, there are laws. Bye.” 

I ran out the door and sprinted down the stairs, more to get away than to catch 
up to Janice, who was walking down slowly to give me time. 

“Jaaanice!” 
“Elise brought breakfast.” 
“No kidding. She brought trouble, too. You see how she’s dressed?” 
“Yes. She likes you. I think she’s hoping to seduce you.” 
“Yeah, well, how to I make her stop? I’m not made of stone, you know, and I’ve 

seen what happens in the movies when the foreign guy gets arrested for breaking local 
law.” 

“Don’t worry about it. That’s actually not against the law here, so you wouldn’t 
get arrested now. You’d just go to Hell, later.” 

“Oh, well, then…” 
“Hell, Ellis. Hell for people who do very wrong things.” 
“Then you make her wear some kind of baggy, hideous frock! Because I can see 

details and things!” 
“Yeah, I noticed that, too. Ich sah Nippel. I didn’t even think it was cold in the 

hallway today…” 
“Does God take into account if I was led against my will?” 
“Not really. I mean, if you were raped, sure. But it’s pretty hard for a girl to rape 

a guy the same way. Arbeitet nicht.” 
“You just tell her that, then!” 
At the grocery store down the street we got some food and some tape. They had 

a bakery with fresh baked sweet pastries, which was great. I was hungry, but I couldn’t 
really eat the muffin that Elise had given me. Every time I tried, I kept picturing…well, 
other things. Wrong Things, circumstantially, however much they made me blush and 
salivate. When we got back, the brushes were clean, and most of the furniture had been 
moved into the middle of the room. They had just gotten done, apparently, because Emily 
was collapsed in a chair breathing hard. Elise was leaning against the arm of a sofa, and 
made a show of dabbing at the sweat around her cleavage when we came in the room. I 
swear, I know these people are big into education and all, but I think they could do 
without whatever class they have that taught her these things… 

I love whatever class taught her these things. If we learn one thing from the 
German education system, it should be this class. But, all the same…God damn, did it 
make life a little more difficult right then. 

 
We taped off, and mixed the paint. It was a latex paint, but at the same time, it 

was a little different than ours. Our paint dries like rubber, you can peel it off in long, 
stretching strips when it dries on your hands. Their version of latex paint was a little more 
like tempera paint, in that it was absorbed into the wall like a dye, and when it dried, it 
was crumbly. You could wash it out of clothes easily, and brush it off your hands. But it 
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also crumbled off the wall. The old paint, sometimes the plaster beneath it, would chip 
off. Up until the very end, Emily was surprised that adding blue to the orange made the 
color they wanted. English schooling could use a little more sex and art, and a little less 
diction and which fork is the salad fork.  

Janice devoted her time to trying to mix the white and blue paints to make the 
ceiling look like clouds. Wendel showed up for a while, and did all the edging around the 
windows and doors and the floor. Elise and I painted most of the walls. I tried hard to 
focus on the work, and not the girl. I don’t think I’ve ever expended so much effort to not 
pay attention to a girl. She didn’t help any, always making sure to be working right next 
to me, bumping into me with her hips, trying to get my attention when I was standing on 
a chair right above her, made sure I knew every time a drop of paint landed on her 
breasts. Once I think she got a dollop of it right below her neck, so it would drip down 
her curves. She looked at me with a devious innocence, and asked if I wanted to help. I 
handed her a paper towel, and tried to block out her eyes and Janice’s laughter behind 
me.  

Emily offered encouraging words throughout the project, and fretted over drops 
that landed on the hardwood floor. The rest of the Germans did not show.  

A few hours later, we were done. The room was a cleaner, brighter shade of 
orange, and the ceiling was a muddled blue, that could maybe have looked like a vaguely 
cloudy day. I was sitting on a wooden chair, cleaning my clothes and skin with a damp 
cloth, resting. My arms were a little tired from reaching up high for so long. Not every 
vacation where you get tired from toil. Elise came in and handed me a glass of juice. She 
made a point to stand just to the side of me, so my face was inches away from her chest. 
She asked if she could borrow the rag to clean up. I handed it to her, and she sat down on 
the couch opposite me, and started to ceremoniously clean herself with the rag. Running 
it slowly up the length of her bare leg, arching her back and craning her neck to wash the 
side of it, scrubbing her shirt enough to make the entire thing soaked. I think every action 
this girl took was devoted entirely to seduction. Why breathe, when she can haughtily 
heave her chest? Why blink when she can bat her eyelashes?  

Someone rang to come up and Emily opened the door before going in to wash 
dishes. Janice came out of her room from changing her clothes to meet Meiko, who 
literally tossed my courier bag onto the other couch. She looked at me, but did not say 
anything or nod. I gave a polite wave, and Elise did the same, before returning to giving 
me a private sponge-bath viewing.  

“Tag.” Ah, her bitter little voice. How I did not miss it.  
“Hallo, Meiko! Wie Sie sind?” 
“Meh. Selben wie immer. Sie wissen. Was das ist?” 
“Oh, Elise? Sie mag ihn. Sie versucht, seine Aufmerksamkeit zu erhalten.” 
“Sie versucht, ihn zu veranlassen, sie zu bumsen. Er ist obszön.” The angry 

sound meant she was talking about me.  
“Ich denke, daß es süß ist. Und Blick, wie unbequem er ihn bildet.” 
“Ich bin überrascht, daß er sie nicht im Augenblick bumst. Zeigte keiner 

Begrenzung letzte Woche.” Yep. Anger and a glare. All me.  
“Er ist nicht, also Schlechtes außerdem war er nicht das einzige, war er?” 
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“Oh, habe ich Ihnen nicht erklärt, daß aller über den, obwohl, I haben?” And the 
sudden lift in tone must mean she was now talking about Diego.  

Disappointed that my attention was divided, Elise threw the rag at me, and 
giggled. When my focus was back on her, she clasped her hands together and leaned far 
forward, rolling her eyes around the room, and then down at herself.  

“What do you think?” She was talking about the room and what we had done, 
while implying herself and the view down her shirt. If I had been looking in that 
direction. Which I wasn’t. 

Well, maybe a peek. It was pretty spectacular.  
“Spectacular. You should be proud.” I was talking about the room.  
She started asking more questions about Spain, and after a while, insisted I sit on 

the couch, where it was more comfortable. When I finally did, she started scootching 
closer every few minutes, looking at me with doe eyes, working her wiles. She would 
periodically glance at my lap after moving a little closer, or touch my shoulder. I tried to 
pretend I didn’t notice that, either. Finally, she put her hand on my knee, and I froze like 
a possum caught in the headlights. I reminded myself over and over that she couldn’t 
MAKE me do anything, I was stronger than her, I could say no. The echo that returned 
from the back of my head told me I was going to Hell anyway, I may as well give up the 
ghost and make sure we both enjoy the ride.  

“Vor Elise, nicht sagten Sie Sie mußten einer Stunde nach Hause gehen? Ihre 
Eltern werden verärgert sein.” Meiko was gone, and Janice was back standing in front of 
us. Hopefully either to save me, or to tell Elise that she was leaving the flat so we could 
have some room. At that point, I didn’t care which. Elise sighed heavily, slumping her 
shoulders and pouting.  

“Ich schätze. Aber ich möchte nicht gehen. Ich werde nicht getan.” Elise was 
arguing in a defeated way. 

“Denken Sie mich gehen ließen Sie erhalten 'getan' auf meinem Sofa?” Sarcasm 
from Janice.  

“Wurden Sie? Er ist so nett. Er würde zu mir gut sein.” She was getting more 
hopeful. Which may not be good for me.  

“Er wurde. Sie würden nicht in der Lagesein zu gehen, er würden sein so gut zu 
Ihnen. Aber dann würden Sie nie nach Hause gehen, und Ihre Mamma würde mich 
tadeln.” Reasoning! Reasoning is good…  

“Ich könnte erklären! Und wenn er mich liebte und bleiben wollte, würde sie 
nicht um mich sich sorgen müssen!” She was chipper and insistent.  

“Er ist ein alter Mann, und er geht nach Hause an zwei Tagen. Sie sind 
untröstlich.” Janice has very concerned, sympathetic eyes.  

“Nein, Ich würde gut sein, er würde lassen mich nicht, würde vergessen mich 
nicht. Er würde mich lieben.” Her argument was holding firm. She squeezed my leg to 
make a point.  

“Sie würden beide gut sein, und er würde Sie nie vergessen. Er würde Sie 
vermutlich sogar lieben. Aber er würde gehen. Er muß. Vertrauen Sie mir.” Janice sat 
down across from Elise, and held her hand. She was speaking very sincerely.  

“Aber ich wunsch ihn…” Sadness crept into her little voice.  
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“Ich weiß, Liebling. Im Augenblick wunsch er Sie, auch. Aber er würde schlecht 
beenden. Sie würden beide hurt erhalten.”  

“Ich treffe nicht jemand anderes wie er.” She was defeated, and looked out the 
window.  

“Sie treffen jemand anderes besser.”  
“Nicht als er besser.” She shook her head. 
“Unterschiedlich als er. Besser Sie für Sie.” 
“Möglicherweise. Nicht bald.” Elise was barely muttering now.  
“Die gutensind wert, zu warten.” Elise nodded and Janice stood, and walked to 

the doorway. Elise turned to me, and slid her hand up and down my thigh warmly. She 
looked me up and down, like she was a big cat trying to decide if she should kill me now 
or play with me a while first.  

“I need to be going home now.” 
“Oh.” Her hand was on me, and her face was very close to mine. I was still 

pretty much paralyzed.  
“Yes. I will see you later, maybe. Ich wunsch Sie so schlecht, es verletze.”  
“Later.” She moved off the couch so she was looking me straight in the face, her 

nose less than an inch from mine. I could taste her breath when I took in my own. She 
turned and kissed me on the cheek, and then stood up, still so close to me that my nose 
got caught on the neck of her shirt as she rose. The memory of her…body brushing my 
face left a tingling sensation on my cheeks. She walked away slowly, swinging her hips a 
little, said goodbye to Janice, and left. Janice came back and sat on the couch next to me.  

“You okay, Abweichend?” 
“I don’t know. I think so. Thanks for the save. It was…close.” 
“More than you know. She really likes you. I mean, likes you. Not just in a 

brushing-her-breasts-against-your-face kind of way.” Saying out loud cemented it. It 
happened. I really shouldn’t know what they felt like. I will probably take that to my 
grave, now… 

“I…I kindof got that. From the tones, mostly.” 
“Well, if you understood more German, you’d know that it was a heartbreaking 

conversation. Watch yourself around her. You could hurt her without even knowing it. 
And if she comes around again, she may not listen to me.”  

“…this is all very weird.” 
“I know. Anyway, go take a cold shower, Mädchenreizen, and then help me 

move the furniture.”  
“I doubt there are enough cold showers in all the world. But a shower would get 

the paint out of my hair.” 
I did take a shower, but it wasn’t cold. Most of the paint was already gone, I 

should have been more mindful of the hot water, but I let it run. Standing there, leaning 
against the tile wall, trying not to breathe too loudly, I let off a little steam. Everything 
that Elise had seduced and built up was released, and circled the drain to freedom. 

 
We moved the furniture into a new arrangement. As parts of the wall finished 

drying, we started tacking everything back up. Emily muttered about the point of painting 
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if we were just going to ruin the new walls so quickly. Janice and I talked a while about 
old times, and then Emily came in and told us it was almost time for the sushi party.  

“You’re going to a thing called a ‘Sushi Party’? That sounds ill-advised…” 
“Shut it, you. I like sushi. Reuben is having a party, and he invited us to it. He 

has these themed parties every once in a while. You can come, too. He can actually mix 
drinks pretty well, you may finally get a long island.” 

“Mmm…your whole crew is going to this thing?” 
“Mostly.” 
“Elise will be there?” 
“Probably. Suchen Sie.” 
“I’ll pass.”  
“Why? You don’t like her?” Either she was missing things or she was fucking 

with me.  
“Of course I do. She’s very cool. She’s also a lot hotter than anyone her age has 

any right being. The combination of which means that, when I was stone sober, I needed 
to be saved from doing something stupid. You put any alcohol in me at all, and she and I 
are going to disappear from this party mysteriously, and nobody is going to see us for a 
few hours. When we finally come out, sweaty and exhausted and happy, we’re going to 
have crossed a line I won’t ever get back.” 

“Do you really think so?” 
“Do you think your talk this afternoon is going to be enough to keep her away 

from me?” 
“No.” 
“Do you think she was just teasing, and she really wouldn’t go to bed with me?” 
“Oh, she would all right. In a heartbeat. Oder kleiner.” 
“Then I am telling you, it is a bad idea my going. I am out of my league. Back 

home we have the benefit that any girl below the age of 19 is usually pretty dumb and 
annoying as all Hell. No matter what they look like, nobody with sense can stand to be 
near them. I don’t have that crutch here. She is too smart and too cool to ward me off. 
She’s actually really nice. If she was an adult, I would be excited beyond belief to go 
anywhere she was. She is not an adult. No matter how good a time we would have, and I 
suspect we would both have a very, VERY good time, I don’t think I’m prepared for how 
I would feel afterwards. Illegal or not…it isn’t right. She isn’t prepared for it. If I was 
staying, if I was looking to date a girl in high school, maybe. I’m not. Tell her I’m sorry I 
missed her.” 

“She’ll be sorry, too. But I’ll tell her.” 
“If you can, try to let her know it isn’t, like, her fault. She’s not doing anything 

wrong. When she meets a guy her own age, she is going to make him ruin every pair of 
pants he owns.” 

“I will. Sie wird.” 
“Cool. Have fun.” 
“Will do. And, Ellis? Think of this as proof. A womanizer would have her naked 

as we speak. Wouldn’t care about her age, or whether she thought anything was her 
fault.” She smiled, and left.  
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Since I finally had my cds back, I had music again. I also had some laundry to 
do. So I washed my clothes in the bathtub listening to Tegan and Sara, wrung them out 
and hung them to dry listening to Kaizers Orchestra. I also had my books back. I flipped 
through them. Out of a Palahniuk book fell a piece of paper, which has a little picture of 
an airplane scribbled on it, next to the name Paige, and a series of numbers.  

Paige…  
When my trip started, I had thought about her a lot. For the first few days in 

Spain, I had been looking forward to getting to Berlin so I could call her. Especially after 
the Germans blocked me out, when I had been wanting a friendly face. But she was in 
another country, and I was in Spain, so I found my friendly faces where I could.  

But now I was back in Berlin. And she should be, too. Paige was funny. Paige 
was nice. Paige was cute.  

I wondered if she would even remember me? Would she care? Would she be so 
awash in a sea of cute foreigners that she didn’t care? I was comforted at least that 
German men weren’t terribly attractive.  

I found the phone next to the computer, and started dialing numbers. It took me 
a few tries before I got it to connect to anything.  

“Guten Abend.” It was a woman, and not Paige. Of course, why would she be 
answering someone else’s phone?  

“Yes, Guten…abend. Um, mich bin…Ellis. I want…sprechen sie Paige, bitte?” 
How good is YOUR German? 

“You wish to speak to Paige?” The voice was smiling, speaking perfect English 
with a British accent. 

“Thank God. Yes. She gave me this number, where I could reach her. Is she 
available?” 

“Yes, please hold on.” A few seconds passed. 
“Hello?” 
“Hey! Paige! This is Ellis. I don’t suppose you remember me?” There was a 

pause and then the sound of someone exhaling through a smile.  
“I shorely reckon I do. How are you, Ellis? I thought you’d forgotten you were 

supposed to call.” 
“Sorry. I got back to Berlin a few days ago, but the Stazi commandeered my 

bag.” 
“Ew. You’ve been wearing the same clothes for three days?” 
“No. That bag I have. The other one. With the books and cds and your number 

in it.” 
“The BLACK bag. With the good stuff.” 
“That’s the one.” 
“Well, that’s what you get. Next time you’ll know to keep my number closer to 

your heart.” 
“Like with tape?” She laughed. 
“You don’t have shirt pockets?” 
“Not always. Plus I don’t think that’s very secure.” 
“Your wallet then?” 
“No wallet. Plus, my heart isn’t in my butt.” 
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“But is your brain? Where do you keep your money?” 
“Money-clip. But what if I got mugged by a rogue Spaniard? Your number was 

way too valuable. So I left it locked up with the other valuables in Berlin, so it would be 
here as soon as I got back.” 

“Oh, yeah, Spaniards are known for mugging…” 
“You’d be surprised. Signs posted everywhere. Pocket-picking bastards, every 

one.” 
“Really?” 
“Well, no. Not that I noticed. But the signs implied it.”  
“So what happened to the ‘There when I got to Berlin’ theory?” 
“I’m telling you, kidnapped by the enemy. Just got it back today. The people 

I’m staying with are all gone. Thought perhaps you might want to meet me for drinks and 
dinner, and we could compare war stories.” 

“Hummm…you’re not going to rape and kill me if I meet you somewhere, are 
you?” 

“Me? Never. I’m a Canadian here, remember?” 
“Huh? Oh! Right. Me too. … You didn’t see it, but I just winked at the 

phone…” 
“See, that’s the kind of thing that would have worked better if we were actually 

in the same place, eh?” 
“You’re right, of course. Okay. Where do you want to meet me? Eh?” 
“How well do you know your way around?” 
“I’m getting pretty good.” 
“Awesome. Cause I’m not. Can you meet me at the Lichtenberg station?” 
“Yes. Yes I can. When?” 
“I’ve got nothing going on the rest of the evening. When do you want to?” I 

could hear shouting from her end as she discussed the evening with her friends. 
“I got nothing. It’ll take me a half hour to get there. Will you be there?” 
“With bells on.” 
“I’m not going to hang out with you if you’re wearing bells. You’ll look like a 

dork.” 
“Fine. I’ll leave the bells at home. Can I bring just one? And ring it like a 

department store Santa?” 
“Hehe. Look, if you’re that hard up for money, I can pay, it’s okay.” 
“No. No. I’ll go sans bell. You’ll have to remember what I look like then.”  
“Are you saying that because YOU won’t remember what I look like?” 
“No, I have it easy. All I have to do is look for the prettiest girl with dark hair 

and bright eyes, and there you’ll be.” There was a pause, and I could hear her smiling 
again.  

“Okay. A half hour.” 
“I’ll see you then.” 
“Bye.”  
 
It wasn’t that late, the sun wasn’t even down yet, but there was nobody in the 

station when I got there. I was early, of course, since it was just down the street. It 
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occurred to me that I didn’t ask what platform she would be coming from, what line she 
would be on, so I didn’t know where to wait. So I went to the base of the stairs to where 
the paths branched off to all the platforms, and sat on the step.  

I could hear a train rumbling in, and looked to the stairwell I thought it was 
coming from. Germans emerged from the hallway, not looking at me as they walked past.  

“You look lost there, little boy. Or are you just waitin’ fer someone to come take 
you to the men’s room and do ya proper?” Paige was standing beside me, having come 
from the other tunnel, trying not to smile and wreck her best creepy old southerner 
accent. 

“…you know, you’re just a little bit disturbed, aren’t you?” 
“A bit.” 
“You’re just lucky nobody here understands you. Girls like you are locked up 

here. You’ll taint the whole damn place with your sin and sodomy.” 
“YOU’RE lucky nobody understands me, because they might not understand 

humor, and German guys are big enough to take you up on my offer of sodomy.” 
“Of course you’d tell them you were kidding before that happened.” 
“Nah. My German isn’t really THAT good. But I’d wait for you to get done. 

Then we could go get ice cream.” 
“You’re a gem.” 
“If you didn’t like it, you’d have asked a pretty blond German girl out instead of 

the one American one.” 
“You’re not blond.” 
“No, but I’m a girl.” 
“I hadn’t noticed.” 
“Oh, yeah. I’m not just a guy who keeps a lot of stuff in his front shirt pockets. 

These soft things here really are tits.” 
“I don’t believe you.” 
“No?” 
“Nope. All lies. You’ll have to prove it to me.” 
“Hmm…maybe later, if you’re good.”  
“You set lofty goals. Can I be adequate?” 
“ I’ll settle for a high average, and nothing less.” 
“Fine. So, what’s say we stop hanging around in tunnels and go get something to 

drink?” 
“Lead the way.” 
Since I was leading the way, there was only one place I knew where to go from 

the station, and it’s much more impressive to lead someone to somewhere you know than 
to wander aimlessly and finally give in and point at something. So we went to the Happy 
Pig. As we walked, Paige asked all about my trip to Spain. When we got there, the 
woman behind the bar recognized me from before.  

“Good night! How are you?” 
“I’m great. How’s everything here?” 
“It’s good. Slow, but good. Where are all your friends?” 
“Justin, his girl and their chaperone all went back home. Janice and Emily are at 

a Sushi party somewhere.” 
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“And not you?” 
“No, I’m here, hanging out with the prettiest fake Canadian in Germany.” Paige 

looked at me with a flat expression. 
“You know, if you tell people I’m not a real Canadian, it negates the whole 

point of lying about it in the first place.” 
“I understand. But it’s okay here. She likes us.” The bartender nodded. 
“Yes, I go to America often to visit and learn for my bar.”  
“She has cheese sticks and stuffed jalapenos and onion rings.” Paige raised her 

eyebrows. 
“I haven’t had anything fried and unhealthy in weeks. That sounds so good.” 
“So it is. We’ll take a platter of various fried things, if you don’t mind.” 
“I’d be glad to. And to drink? You like Vodka, correct?” 
“I do, yes, but what would you say to learning something new for your bar?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I got my computer back today, which means I now remember how to make a 

Long Island Ice Tea, and I know you said you wished you could make one. I can show 
you, if you’d like.” Paige and the bartender both smiled.  

“Yes, I would like to learn.” Paige’s hand went up. 
“I don’t need to learn, but if they’re being made, I’ll take one.” The bartended 

put ice in the bottom of three glasses and set them on the counter. 
“What do you need?” 
“Tequila, Vodka, Rum, Gin, and Triple Sec. Stolichnaya Vodka, if you’ve got 

it.” 
“For the rest?” 
“Whatever brand.” Bottles appeared before me. “Okay, now we need some 

coke, and some sweet & sour.” Those hit the counter as well. I started pouring a generous 
shot of each of the alcohols into the bottom of the glasses, and a double of triple sec. I 
filled the glass two-thirds the way with sweet & sour, and then topped it off with the 
Coke. “Do you want the garnish?” 

“Yes, what is it?” 
“Well, there are different versions. My favorite needs a skewer, a cherry, and a 

slice of lemon.” The things were produced. “Skewer goes through the cherry and into the 
lemon, which then slides onto the edge of the glass. Get a straw to stir, and, you should 
have a very tasty drink.” Paige and I waited while the bartender took a glass and tasted it 
once, pausing to think, and then a second time. She broke into a wide smile.  

“Yes! It is just as I remember!” She started to write down what I had done, and 
then turned back to us. “These two are on the house! Thank you! I will bring your food to 
you as soon as it is done.” She turned back to writing before she forgot anything. Paige 
and I took our drinks and moved to the back of the place.  

“That was pretty good. You went to a bar and made a drink for the bartender. 
Interesting way to go.” 

“It did get us free drinks.” 
“Yes, good ones, too. Of course, now I have to come all the way down here if I 

want another Long Island before I go home.” 
“Small price to pay.” 
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“No kidding. I’ve been trying to explain cocktails to people for days now. I just 
can’t make any myself.” 

“You’d be able to now, if you’d been paying attention.” 
“Couldn’t help it, I was distracted. There was this cute boy being charming, and 

I lost my concentration on the lesson.” 
“Really. This cute boy, he wouldn’t happen to speak English, would he?” 
“I guess you’d call it that. I mean, he mutters a lot, but if you can understand 

him, he seems to have a pretty good grasp of the language.” 
“Well, I suppose I can forgive you this time. But only because you’re adorable.” 
“Just adorable?” 
“And witty, too. And really on her game today. You’ve had a good vacation, 

haven’t you?” 
“It’s been so badass. I’ve had an amazing time.” 
“Best thing?” 
“There’s so many!” 
“Okay. Most memorable?” 
“This isn’t exactly, like, a cheery thing for me or anything, but we went up to a 

concentration camp.” 
“The one in Oranianburg?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Was it raining and cold?” 
“Yeah. It was. It made everything gray and serious. More…like I could feel it. 

Like if it was sunny, it would have all seemed fake, like Hollywood or something.” 
“I agree. Did you go under the pathology lab?” 
“The dead cellar? Oh my God.” 
“How many steps did you go in?” 
“Five. I froze.” 
“Hey, that’s better than me. I only made it four, when I went.” 
“Isn’t it bizarre how completely unholy it felt there? Like you could feel it, and 

going all the way in would be like touching something from there.” 
“Yeah, I didn’t really sleep that night. Anyway. That’s a non-cheery subject. 

What was the funnest thing?” 
“Funnest isn’t a word…but if it were, I would have to say just being with my 

friends. I mean, when we go out or sit around and laugh and talk. We’ve been all getting 
along so well.” 

“Good group?” 
“Oh, you have no idea. Literally, from the sound of your vacation, I don’t think 

you could even imagine the quality of the people I’ve been spending the past weeks with. 
I don’t know what your people are like at home, the crowd you run with, but these guys 
are just so real and so open.” 

“Sounds great. They been trying to hook you up with the vacation sex?” Paige 
blushed. 

“They’ve made efforts. That’s all I’m saying.” 
“Fair enough. What was the most fascinating thing you learned that you didn’t 

know about before?” 
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“DDR cars.” 
“What?” 
“Right? Never heard of them before. These little pre-Volkswagen things, they 

made all of three models of, and few colors. People were given a car based on their 
status, like if they had a job or kids or whatever. And it was a lottery system, to see who 
got them. I didn’t know anything about them before. And they’re so cute. I wish I could 
afford to have one shipped back home. But it’d be a bitch to keep running, I’m sure. Just 
to find someone who knew about them and where to get the parts would be impossible.” 

“Best thing you’ve eaten?” 
 “We had a train stop on the way to Berlin, and there was this vendor guy 

outside, right? A Gelato vendor. And it looked so bright and colorful, I went and got 
some. It was unbelievable. I had raspberry-peach. When I close my eyes, I can still taste 
it.”  

“That’s good, because when you get back, you’ll spend a lot of time trying to 
find something that tastes half the same.” 

“Have you had any luck?” 
“There’s a Gelato place in Pike Place Market, in Seattle. It’s the closest I’ve 

ever seen. It’s real good, just not…the same.” 
The bar tender brought us a platter of fried bar-foods, and refreshed our drinks. 

Paige and I went back and forth, talking about home and travels and experiences we 
would never forget. Talking with her was better than I had remembered. Everything 
about her was more beautiful and more interesting and brighter than I had remembered. 
Finally, when the food was as gone as we could manage, I realized that she was starting 
to look a little tired. Apparently her friends here were early risers, and she was out of 
practice for late nights. We got the leftovers boxed up, and I settled the bill. Apparently 
teaching the bar tender a new drink made us better friends than I realized, because I 
should have had to pay a lot more than I did for all we ate and drank. We walked back 
slowly to the train, standing close enough together that at any stumble or uneven road, we 
were bumping into each other. Paige started rubbing her hands together, so I offered to 
help warm them up. Somehow, I just forgot to let go. When we got back to the platform, I 
went with her to where she needed to catch the train. I made her recite the route back, to 
prove she wasn’t too drunk to make it without getting lost. While we were standing there, 
waiting, she told me she had a nice time, and she was happy to see me. We hugged 
tightly for a long time, with that feeling of meeting someone new that you like so much 
you don’t want to let go. Even when we did finally separate, we weren’t very far apart. I 
had nothing to do with it this time, but my hands were in hers. She smiled at me.  

“I can’t remember the last time I had this much fun with someone.” 
“Besides your friends.” 
“That’s a different sort of thing. That’s not as much like…a date. And this 

was…well, it was really good.” 
“Good, I’m glad.” 
“Why?” 
“Well, this is a secret, so don’t tell anyone, but, see, I kindof like you.” 
“Kindof?” 
“Yeah. Just a little.” 
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“Mm. Well, guess what? I like you more than a little. And you can tell anyone 
you want.” 

“I’ll tell everyone I see on the way back to the flat.” She smiled at me softly, and 
looked at her hands, blushing a little.  

“This is probably because I’ve had a few drinks, but…” She took my hand and 
held it to her chest, cupping it around her breast and holding it firmly, forcing me to 
squeeze gently. “I told you if you were good…” 

“Um…wow…” 
“See? Not pockets of stuff. I’m really a girl. In case you doubted.” 
“I didn’t really doubt before. Now I’m not entirely uncertain that you’re not a 

dream. But if you are, I hope to God I’m in a coma I don’t have to wake up from.” 
“She smiled again, and let go. I let my hand linger for a moment, and then slid it 

to her waist. Her train pulled up.  
“I have to go.” 
“I know. I want to see you again.” 
“Me too. Call me.” 
“Yeah.” 
“You know you’re going to have to let go, right?” 
“Yeah. I just don’t want to.” 
“Me neither. But, later, you know?” I slid my hands off her. She stepped back, 

and then stepped forward again, leaning in to kiss me quickly on the lips. “See you soon.” 
She turned and ran to the train before the doors closed, and was gone. I stood for a 
second, getting my wits together, and walked back.  

Janice and Emily were still gone. I put the food in the fridge, and decided it was 
best to end the day on such an amazing note. I went to bed, and fell asleep smiling.  
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I woke up to light coming in the window above Janice’s bed. She was there, 

asleep, but I couldn’t see the clock to tell what time it may be. It didn’t really matter 
though. I wasn’t tired. I think I’d been dreaming most of the night about Paige. Nothing 
dirty, really. Just watching the whole night, listening to our conversation, from a third 
party perspective. She was so funny. And clever. And so expressive in her features while 
she talked. I think I loved that most of all; how she could say more with two words and 
an expression than most people I knew could say with a hundred. I spent hours talking to 
her, and she never pulled the same face twice. There was so much to her, such depth. 
Although, I think I did see the end of the night more than the rest. The part where she 
hugged me. Where she put her breast in my hand, feeling better than the best 13 year-old 
wet dream would tell you it should. Freezing that one quick kiss to make it last, holding 
on to every second and impulse and sensation. That girl really was something.  

Jesus was still watching.  
I went to the kitchen and boiled some water for tea. I sat there, sipping slowly, 

thinking, wondering how she felt about it all, if I should call her. She was on vacation 
with her friends, after all, so its not the same as if I met her at home. But, then, she had 
already been here a while. Maybe it was the same. Maybe she wanted me to call. If I had 
known Janice’s number here, I could have given it out. But I did not. Besides, then I 
would have had to sit around and wonder if she wasn’t calling because she wasn’t into 
me. Which I wouldn’t have wanted. Either the waiting around, or her not wanting me. I 
tried to imagine what it would be like hanging out with her back home.  

“McFly!” 
“What?” 
“Is this something you just do these days or what? Because it’s a little unnerving 

to keep walking in to find you gegangen.” 
“Sorry. I’ve just had a lot to think about these past few days.” 
“Still worried about your character?” 
“No. Well, yes, actually. But that wasn’t what I was thinking about just now.” 
“Ah, well, what was this one, then?” 
“Just thinking about last night.” 
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“Oh, yeah. Sorry we were gone so long. I imagine you got pretty bored here, but 
we just got wrapped up.” 

“No, it was great. Since I was by myself, I called up someone I met on my way 
in, and we went out. It was really nice.” 

“You met someone on the way here from Spain? You didn’t tell me that, hund. 
You could have called her before last night.” 

“On the way here from America. Her number here was in my bag. The one 
Meiko had.” 

“Is that why you were in such a hurry to get it?” 
“One of the reasons, I guess.” 
“So was she a screamer?” 
“What?” 
“In bed.” 
“I didn’t sleep with her. We had dinner, we drank, we talked. She gave me a 

quick kiss at the end of the night.” 
“So this is your fresh start? Trying not to have sex for a while?” 
“No, I just…I don’t normally TRY to have sex, it just kindof happens as a result 

of the way I am with girls. I’m not trying to have sex with her, but I’m not trying NOT 
to, either.” 

“Then why the smile and the daydream? The girl is obviously slower than more 
than half the women you meet.” 

“I just liked hanging out with her. Are you actually implying you disapprove?” 
“No. Just want to make sure you know what you’re doing. Don’t want any 

confusion or handhabung going on.” 
“Well, I appreciate it. But I’m fine. I’m just enjoying the company of a really 

cool girl while I try to work all that other shit out in my head. Thanks.” 
“Kein sorgt sich. Where did you take this girl that was so pleasant?” 
“To your place, the Happy Pig. By the way, there’s fried leftovers in the fridge 

for you.”  
“Good job! Maybe we should keep you.”  
“I dunno. I’m a lot of work. All you have to do is go to the happy pig with a new 

drink to teach the owner, and you get the finest in fried foods.” 
“Really?” 
“Yes. And, I have it on good authority, that if you look impressive enough while 

you do it, a gorgeous brunette will get touchy and give you a kiss afterwards.” 
“Yeah, that last part may not be the sales pitch you imagine.” 
“When was the last time you got a really good cop of a beautiful woman’s 

chest? Or let her kiss you full-on in a not European-chic-greeting kind of way?” 
“I’m going to say…neither. Ever.”  
“You’re missing out. And you cannot judge. Seriously. Start small. Go see if 

Emily wants to give you a squeeze.” 
“Ekeln. You really are a sick one, Ellis.” 
“It’s been said.” 
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It wasn’t long after that Emily got up and started stumbling around the place like 
a well-spoken zombie, mumbling with clear enunciation. She seemed more irritable than 
normal, but that probably had more to do with the fact that there had been guests in the 
house for weeks now. At least, I don’t THINK she it was because the latest of them was 
offering up her sweater puppies for a little girl-on-girl experimentation. I like to believe 
her good Christian indignation would have forced her to point out the sin of it. She spoke 
few words to either of us, before becoming irritated that she forgot to get food for their 
bible reading that was going to happen in a while, and ran off to try and find a store that 
was open on a Sunday. And shortly after that, Janice decided she didn’t care for the way 
the furniture had been moved, and we spent the next hour moving things around the room 
in a random, haphazard pattern until she was satisfied with the way everything looked. It 
probably would have lasted longer, if someone wouldn’t have shown up and forced some 
non-lifting movement into the mix. Janice just dropped her end of the couch to get the 
door, leaving me pushing nothing. I finished maneuvering the heavy beast into place as 
Janice entered with someone new.  

“Geneviéve, this is Ellis, from America.” Janice grinned, loving another chance 
at introducing people. She had an odd love of it.  

“Hi.” Geneviéve was an odd mix of bold and mousy. She was shorter than 
Janice, and skinny, with long straight hair and a general economy of movement. But 
while she did or said nothing loud, she seemed to exude a sort of unwilling confidence. 
Her hair was simple and unassuming, but shone brightly, colorful. She didn’t move 
much, but when she did, it was confident and sure. She had a narrow chin, a button nose, 
and almond shaped eyes. She strode in and sat on the couch opposite the one I had just 
finished moving. I watched her, trying not to stare. She was beautiful in an almost 
subversive way. She wasn’t fraught with curves and tan skin, like Elise. She looked 
athletic, but at the same time, like she didn’t particularly care to be. But the best of all, 
she was also clear of the childlike features, the youthful sheen of the eyes that Elise had. 
Geneviéve had to be 18 or 19. One of the ones who had known Janice and the brit of the 
season long enough to just hang around.  

“How are you, Ellis?” She spoke perfect English. Incredibly soft spoken, with a 
sharp, quick delivery, and a lazy tone. It would take an act of God or a mid-sized 
explosion to ruffle this girl.  

“I’m good. A little tired, since someone seems to think I flew all the way over 
here to perform manual labor. But really good. And you?” 

“I’m very well. The room looks good. Janice says you ended up having to do a 
lot of the work, after she had been trying to tell you to go for a day trip somewhere.” 

“Yeah. Funny how that worked out, isn’t it? It’s a shame you weren’t around to 
help.” 

“Yeh, I told her she should have called. I probably would have been here, but I 
missed out on seeing James off.” 

“That’s too bad. You missed out on some good frantic running. Had to work?” 
“Emm. Don’t much care to run, though. Maybe it’s not so bad.” 
“It also got you out of painting. Some social events are good to miss.” 
“Is that why you didn’t come to the party last night?” 
“I’m sorry. Was it your fish party?” I got a muted smile. 
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“No, but I was there. Janice was telling us about you. You should have come, 
we could have met then.” 

“We’re meeting now though. It’s not too much later.” 
“Had you come, by now we would already be friends.” 
“But we aren’t friends now?” 
“No. We just met. We’re getting to know each other.” 
“Okay. So where did you learn English? You’re better than most Germans I’ve 

met, and you don’t have an American accent.” 
“My parents spend a lot of time in England. They go at least once a year for a 

month. Sometimes longer.” 
“So they taught you by themselves? That’s impressive.” 
“Not by themselves. I lived there for a year with relatives when I was younger.” 
“Is one of your parents from there?” 
“My Grandmother on my Mum’s side is from there. She moved here and met 

my Granda, and then they moved back later, after Mum was grown.” 
“And your Dad?” 
“His parents are from France.” 
“Do you speak French, too?” 
“No. He wishes I did, but I never learned.” 
“Why?” 
“Didn’t seem important. We go there less, I had less exposure to it.” 
“And any language not pushed into is worth napping through.” She smiled a 

little smile. I wondered what it would take to get her to burst into laughter. Her serenity 
drew me in, though, and we talked for the next forty-five minutes. Janice was quiet the 
entire time, reading her bible and taking notes for things to go over at the group. 
According to Geneviéve, the bible sessions were more an excuse to get together with 
friends and have a quiet time hanging out than bible study. They did the reading and 
discussion thing when it started, but then they moved on to other things, and hung out 
sometimes all day. I asked if the prayer closet was for those who interrupted the bible 
session. She smiled a little wider, in what may have been a chuckle, but didn’t say 
anything. The longer we spoke, the more clever she got. It turns out she was a fan of 
English literature. Liked Hemmingway. Liked poetry. Didn’t know any Anthony Hecht, 
who I think is one of her own countrymen, but very much liked the sound of it, and what 
little I could recite (reciting has never been a strong suit of mine). However, Emily 
returned with bread and cheese, and more people started to arrive, bibles in hand and a 
Christ-fueled glean in their eyes, so I left them to their book, and retired to the kitchen 
with one of my own. While they did their thing, I listened to the Shivaree album I found 
in Spain, which was absolutely amazing, and picked back up where I left off in the 
Tennessee Williams play.  

When I finished the book, and Thundercats ended for the third time, I set down 
the book and looked up. Gen was there, leaning against the counter by the sink, holding a 
glass of water. Her lips were moving and she was smiling a little, but I couldn’t hear her 
until I took the headphones out my ears. 

“—n stop hiding in here.” 
“I wasn’t hiding. I was reading.” 
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“Where you would be safe from us Christians.”  
“Yes. And how was God today? Vengeful, or loving?” 
“Loving.” 
“In a heavy handed, tough love way, or in a tender, warm way?” 
“In the way only God can love.” 
“Yeah. No offense, but I much prefer the way people can love each other. It’s a 

little softer and more comforting. That guy’s notion of love freaks me out sometimes.” 
“Well, we’re done now. So, if you wanted, you could come join us.” 
“Would I be wanted, in joining?”  
“You have friends there, and Janice has told everybody about you. Everyone 

wants to see you, if that’s what you mean.” 
“I have the one friend. I don’t think Emily is that fond of me.” 
“I don’t count?” Geneviéve refilled her water glass, and then came to sit next to 

me at the table.  
“Are you my friend now? I thought we didn’t know each other.” 
“We are learning. And we have limited time.”  
“True. So that means we get an automatic promotion?” 
“It means we get to take a lot on faith.” 
“Faith again, huh? Thought bible study was over?” 
“Don’t worry. I mean the faith that people can have in each other. 

It’s…warmer.” Her hand, which had been resting on the bench behind me, started to 
massage the back of my neck.  

“Faith in what?” 
“That if we had time to do things normally, you and I would become very 

close.” 
“How close, do you think?” Her hand slipped away from her water class, and up 

the inside of my leg, to very close places indeed.  
“I can show you.” She leaned close and kissed me very slowly. She pulled away, 

just enough for me to see her smiling more than the hint of a smile she had been showing 
before. 

“So that’s what that takes…” She grabbed a firm grip on my thigh, and used it to 
pull herself closer to me, pressing her chest against me, and kissed me again, a little more 
forcefully. The way she kissed was odd, a combination of raw desire, which brought a 
little reckless abandon, mixed with aesthetic purpose, like she wanted it to look good, 
even if nobody could see but us. I was distracted from the thought by her hand, which 
had been holding tight to my side, and started sliding flat across my stomach, and into my 
pants. After a little trouble navigating around my boxers, she reached her goal, and her 
thin, delicate fingers explored gingerly. When she was certain she was getting the results 
she wanted, she sighed through her nose, without ever taking her lips from mine, and 
pressed her body tighter to me. At the next sigh, she pushed herself into me again, this 
time taking her free hand to guide mine, down her shoulder, and for the second time in as 
many days, a girl held my hand to her own breast. This one didn’t stop there, however, 
moving it around until it was sliding up bare legs, fingers disappearing under the leg of 
her shorts. Her hand grabbed my wrist and pushed until my fingertips hit the soft warm 
cotton of her panties. As I made contact she sighed again, closing her legs tight around 
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my hand, gently grinding herself against it. I could feel the extent to which she wanted 
me, and started thinking about the privacy that the prayer closet could offer. As if she 
knew what I was thinking, she held onto me tighter, and twisted until she was half 
leaning over me, pushing herself further onto the hand that she refused to let go of. 

Another successful graduate of the German Girl’s School of Seduction. 
I tried to speak, my words crushed out before they could form. She opened her 

eyes, and saw me looking between her and the closet. She smiled wide enough that I 
could see teeth, and kissed me in agreement. She twisted back away to sit on the bench, 
and my fingers got caught on shifting fabric, the band snapping straight again on the 
other side of my fingers. I felt the steaming passion of the girl, hot and slick. Her mouth 
opened to catch a breath, the sides of her mouth curling, and she squeezed me tightly, as 
surprised by the move as I was. And as pleased. 

“What, is he giving you trouble about coming in to jo—scheiße!” Janice was 
standing in the doorway, frantically looking for anything else to look at. Geneviéve broke 
from me and turned her head violently, hair whipping the side of my face. She didn’t say 
anything. 

“Erm. Hey, Janice.”  
“I just…was going to see…gehen zu sprechen…if you were…kommen…” Gen 

didn’t turn back to me, but twisted her pelvis against my hand, back and forth, at the 
same time sliding nimble fingers against sensitive skin to remind me where her own hand 
still was. Janice hadn’t noticed where our hands were yet, her view locked by 
Geneviéve’s body, but the way she was moving, that wouldn’t last. I pulled my hand 
from under her clothes. She was much more reluctant to remove her hands from my own, 
but after some final fiddling, she did, re-adjusting herself to straighten her shorts out.  

“We were talking and…” 
“I was convincing him. He’ll join.” She turned to kiss me directly, like she was 

making a point, and then stood. “We can continue talking later. Come in the other room.” 
And she walked purposefully out of the room to rejoin the others. Janice turned to watch 
her pass though the doorway, and then turned back to look at me directly, instead of 
watching the water heater. She just stood there for a few minutes, looking at me like a 
disappointed babysitter before she said anything. 

“Guess you got over the line between legal and right, huh?” 
“What are you talking about? I mean, I know its Bible Day and all, and it’s rude 

in your house, but—”  
“Christ! Not What I meant.”  
“Then what?” 
“Ellis, that girl is 15 years old.” I studied her face for a sign that she was joking. 
“…no. You’re fucking with me. You think the whole thing wish Elise is funny, 

and you’re fucking with me.” She didn’t break. 
“I’m dead serious, Ellis. Geneviéve is 15.” 
“But she doesn’t…she can’t…” 
“You couldn’t tell?” 
“No! You think I would have…if I could have told…She doesn’t look 15, 

Janice. I don’t mean her body, either. She doesn’t have 15 year olds’ features. She 
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doesn’t talk like a 15 year old. She doesn’t look at me all moony-eyed and say puppy-
love things.”  

“She’s mature for her age.” 
“How the fuck was I supposed to know her age?” 
“You should know that most of the people we see here are underage. That’s 

what we do.” 
“But there are a bunch who aren’t, right? Wendel is older, that dude who bought 

us ice cream, Dietlinde, some of the other people we saw the movie with. You have a 
bunch of these guys who were kids when they met you and have stuck around. I 
thought…How would I have known?” 

“I could have told you.” 
“But you didn’t! You didn’t say anything. You just introduced me to a girl who 

looked older than you and made intelligent and well-spoken conversation about 
interesting things. You didn’t break into the conversation once to mention anything 
relating to the fact that she ain’t old enough to drive.” 

“Nobody drives.” 
“You damn well know what I mean!” 
“I didn’t think I would have to. I didn’t expect to come in here and find you 

kissing one of the kids from my bible study.” It wasn’t the kissing that bothered me the 
most. “Earlier this morning you were talking about how much you were into this girl you 
saw last night, why were you in here with anyone?” Paige…oh God… 

“I didn’t fucking expect it either. She came in here while I was reading. It just 
happened, and I didn’t know it shouldn’t.” 

“Well, next time I introduce someone to you, I’ll be sure to point it out. Ellis, 
this is Geneviéve, she’s 15, so keep your lips to yourself.” Keep your tongue in your own 
mouth, keep your hands out of her pants, and keep your damn genitals away from her. 

“This…Jesus, Janice. I mean, I’m sorry, name in vain, but…holy fucking 
Hannah, what the Hell do I do?” 

“What do you mean?” 
“I mean…that girl was right…if you hadn’t come in, you don’t know what she 

wanted to do. I don’t…I have to go.” 
“Where are you going to go?” 
“Out. Until the meeting is over and there aren’t any more of these insane young 

girls hanging around.” 
“They aren’t insane.” 
“I don’t mean it as an insult, because they’re all really nice girls. But, yes, they 

are. I have lived in my own country for a long time, and I have never had a 15 year old 
girl trying to fuck me.” That I know about. 

“That you know about.” 
“Right. So, leaving.” 
I left the kitchen and charged past to Janice’s room without even looking in the 

main room to see anyone. I grabbed Paige’s number and went back to the desk with the 
phone. I finally got the numbers in the right order, trying to stay on the far side of the 
desk, where nobody could see me from the next room. I could see someone leaning in the 
doorway out of the corner of my eye.  
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“Ellis?” Janice came out of the kitchen and ushered Gen back into the main 
room, partly against her will. Someone answered the phone in German. 

“Yeah, the American boy again. Could I speak with Paige, please?” There was 
talking and Paige was on the other end.  

“Ellis?” 
“Yeah.” 
“What’s up?” 
“You want to do something?” 
“Um…now?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Is everything alright?” Hell no. 
“Yeah, I just want to get out a bit today.” 
“Okay. I was actually hoping you’d call. What do you want to do?” Besides 

burn off my left hand… 
“I don’t know. Do you want to meet me at the station, and we’ll figure it out?” 
“That works for me. I’ll be down there in like a half hour. Good?” 
“Great. I’ll be waiting.” 
“Try not to solicit anyone until I get there, okay? If you’re desperate for money, 

I can pay this time. No need to sacrifice your moral purity.” Moral purity. Even most of 
Hell would hate me. 

“No promises, but I’ll try.” 
“See you soon.” She hung up. It was so good to hear her, sane and beautiful 

and…adult. I made sure I had my key, and left without saying goodbye to anyone. Lord 
knows all I need is someone trying to give me a goodbye kiss in front of a crowd, or 
worse, following me. How do I explain that to someone? What I needed is to never see 
her again. 

What I needed was a damn therapist. 
 
I walked slowly to the station, and calmed myself down. The last thing I wanted 

was to be all worked up, and have to explain myself when Paige got there. ‘Why are you 
upset?’ ‘Oh, you know, this happens when underage girls try to jerk me off after bible 
study.’ I had pushed it mostly out of my mind by the time she showed up, smiling at me 
before she could even see me; knowing where to find me.  

“How many Johns you get this time?” 
“Two. I could have had a third, but I wasn’t sure when you were going to get 

here, and I hate to cut the service short. Its bad for business.” 
“Ew. Okay, so, you got me out here, did you think of something to do, or are we 

going to stand in a subway station and discuss your sex life all day?” 
“I was thinking tierpark.”  
“Like…animals?” 
“Yeah. That’s not far. We could actually take the train right there, if the U-bahn 

was running. You like zoos?” 
“Yeah, I do. I didn’t know there was one here.” 
“Right down the street. We can walk to it, or we can grab a bus on the street, if 

you prefer.” 
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“Lets walk.”  
 
Since I had spent something more than a week in that little area, I recognized 

more things the closer we got to the zoo. It was a better result than I had thought; I 
expected everything to be new, and half thought I’d get lost and Paige would have to ask 
for directions. Like I say, it’s much more impressive for a guy to be able to lead the way 
somewhere effortlessly than constantly worrying about which road leads where. I had the 
benefit of big ass bronze statues of buffalo to lead the way, of course, as I got near. Plus 
the familiar landmarks; the bank with a large glass antechamber full of ATMis I first got 
money out of, with a door that locks unless you swipe your card through it (not to charge, 
just to register that you have a card you are intending to use). The McDonalds made of 
glass that hung out over the walkway of a shopping plaza. The pub I visited to keep 
entertained when I couldn’t sleep at night. The bushes Janice peed in because she 
couldn’t be bothered to wait for a real restroom, the street where I found an entire bumper 
with fenders attached of a car. I stole the license plate. And right across from the station I 
was so used to then, now useless with the temporary halt in subway trains, was the zoo.  

“So this is the Berlin Zoo, huh?” 
“One of them.” 
“They have more than one?” 
“Yeah.” 
“…greedy bastards, the closest we have is a pet store…”  
“Like you hippies would let anyone keep animals in a cage. One of you would 

sabotage all the cages and you’d have gorillas and tigers everywhere, eating hash 
brownies and chasing down small children for munchies.” 

“There you go again, oppressing my people.” 
“I hope I didn’t give you the wrong impression here. You’re as high on a 

pedestal as anyone else in my life. No prejudice.” 
“Yeah, yeah. You want me on a pedestal to look up my skirt.” 
“We both know your kind doesn’t wear skirts. Best I’m going to get is a 

sundress woven from hemp. But know you know what? Probably just serve to make you 
all the more beautiful.” 

“You think so?”  
“Yeah. I mean, as long as you shave your legs…” Paige blushed a little and 

smiled.  
“I’m not THAT much a hippy…”  
We walked around the park forever, crossing back a few times to see old things. 

As fascinating as the zoo was, and I truly do love it, it was more the company. Some 
exhibits we walked past without even seeing them. It wasn’t until the third pass that Paige 
realized there were cows. We were having a good time talking, joking, enjoying each 
other’s company. At the same time, there was this feeling I had. An uncertainty, like I 
was fifteen all over again, trying to figure out how to make some girl like me more. Last 
night she held my hand to her breast and kissed me, and now here I was, every time her 
arm or hand brushed against mine, wondering if I grabbed her hand, she would take it 
back. Would she be mad? It’s been a while since I’ve been that nervous around a girl. 
Hell, at the beginning of this trip I had my face buried in the lap of some girl I met on a 
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bus, whose name I never knew. Now I was afraid to hold hands. I suppose the difference 
was that I didn’t really care what the other girl’s name had been. She was just a part of an 
exotic vacation, a part of this ideal of fun I had, making some strange girl squirm and 
moan a bit on the way to someplace new and amazing. Paige wasn’t a part of that ideal. 
She wasn’t exotic, she was a girl from back home, almost as pale from living in a place 
with more trees than sunlight as I was. Talking with her was great. It seems I was always 
laughing about something or other she said. She was fun. She was special. It had also 
been a very long time since…a lot of things, I guess. It seemed she was walking closer, 
putting her hand on my arm to talk more and more frequently, brushing against me more 
and more. So, with the nervousness of a high school virgin, I opened my hand, and the 
next time she brushed against it, I held on.  

She wasn’t mad. She closed her fingers around mine firmly, and gave me a look 
that told me it took me long enough.  

We stood on the rail for a long time watching the cows, which was absolutely 
retarded considering the fact that, of all of the people in the entire city, we had more cow-
watching experience between the two of us than most other families combined. But it was 
all great, until we were walking along again, together. She kept looking at me and 
opening her mouth, and then closing it again, smiling and shaking her head.  

“What?” 
“I just…this is…” 
“Spill it, girly.” 
“I just thought that, you know, I was getting away from my life, from…this.” 

She held up our hands, gripped together.  
“From hands?” 
“Someone holding them? Yeah. I mean, I thought that I’d be here relaxing and 

letting go. That at most I would meet some foreign guy and get laid, go home with some 
memories and hickeys and maybe the impression of a headboard on top of my skull. Not 
with a…boyfriend, or anything.” She…said boyfriend.  

“Boyfriend?” She blushed. 
“I’m not saying…I mean, if you don’t…” She looked at me and then down at 

her feet at she walked. “I like you is all, and we live so close at home, to be meeting up 
here. It just feels like…if you wanted to…you know, be together when we get back…I 
wouldn’t mind.” She looked over and smiled nervously.  

“You wouldn’t mind, huh?” She laughed a little. 
“Nope. It’d be neat. Unless you don’t like me. That wouldn’t be neat.” 
“No, I like you. A lot.” 
“You wanted maybe for me to be a one night stand? Your own sweaty memory, 

like the plane girl?” 
“No. You’re nothing like the plane girl. I don’t know that I even remember her 

name. You’re really great.”  
“But…?” 
“What makes you think there’s a but?” 
“Because you’re acting weird, and dodging what would have been an 

opportunity to kiss me. What’s wrong? You HAVE had a girlfriend before, right?” 
“Yeah.” Just not, you know, for more than a few weeks.  
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“A real one, or did she have an air-nozzle attached somewhere?” 
“That’s harsh. Yeah, I’ve had girlfriends. Just not, like, recently.” 
“Why? Priestly vows?” 
“No. It’s just really difficult to find someone you want to be with for a long 

time, or—” 
“Or more than a night?” It was like all the things I’d been worried about 

descending on me at once. All the dumb shit I’ve done, all the girls I’ve fucked without 
thinking, it was all going to hit me now, with this girl who actually likes me and wants a 
relationship. Already she’s hedging like she knows, and as soon as the whole truth of it 
hits her, out she goes. And, the thing is, I finally think I want a relationship. I thought it 
would work.  

“Look, I…it’s not like I never…” She lost her smile a little.  
“Okay, I’m sorry. I was giving you a hard time. Let’s forget about all of what 

just happened, and start again.” 
“Okay?” 
“Ready?” She stopped me and turned to face me. 
“Yeah.” 
“Ellis, I really like you, and like spending time with you. I’d like to see more of 

you.” 
“I’d really, really like that, too, Paige.” She smiled, and pulled me closer and 

kissed me. Not just a quick peck this time. A real kiss. And it was amazing.  
Neither of us spoke for a while, when it was over, just continued walking. 

Finally, she cleared her throat.  
“You leave in a few days, right?” 
“Day after tomorrow, I think.” 
“Maybe…you could stay?” 
“And have you smuggle me in your luggage on the way back?” 
“No. Like, exchange your ticket? Go back a few days later instead? We could 

hang out a bit more?” 
“Getting a new ticket might wipe me out for money, and I think the Christians 

might be about ready for me to move on. You really want a broke-ass cracker hanging 
around your place for a few days?” 

“My friends haven’t minded me, and I am certainly not what you’d call ‘the 
upper crust.’ They’d think it was fun to have another American around. They could 
finally relax their English muscles a little.”  

“You’d get so sick of me, seeing me that much.” 
“It’d be better than seeing you too little. I mean, there isn’t much left of today. 

Tomorrow you’re going to be gone for a lot of the day. And after that, how long do we 
really have in the morning before your flight?” 

“It leaves early in the morning. I’m out at six.” 
“Six? So the only way I’m going to see you then is if you stay with me and I go 

with you to the airport.” 
“That sounds fun. It would be nice, you seeing me off.” 
“Wouldn’t it be more fun for me to take you to the airport after you’ve been 

kicking it with me for a week?” 
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“Yeah.” 
“I’m not trying to give you something else that’s going to make you stammer 

and then we have to pretend I didn’t say it. I’m just saying…if you want to stay, it would 
be really cool.” 

“Yeah, it really would be.” She smiled and kissed me again. It felt so good to be 
in her arms, to feel her body and her lips pressed against mine. It wasn’t at all the German 
thing to do, or even the Canadian thing to do, but we sat on a bench, whispering to one 
another, touching one another. Even though making out in public isn’t exactly the most 
socially acceptable thing in the world, it still feels great. 

Eventually, we had to head back. The sun was already on the way down, and 
Paige hadn’t really planned to spend the whole day with me. She was still expected back 
with her friends for dinner. They were going to introduce her to some other friends of 
theirs in Berlin. She said she thought it was supposed to be a set-up with some math 
major German guy. She wanted me to go, but she knew it would be rude to just expect 
her friends to bring along someone none of them knew to someone else’s place. We sat 
so close together on the train back we were only in one seat. We got so caught up in each 
other again that I almost missed my stop, and had to dart out the door at the last second. 
She waved goodbye and mouthed for me to call her tomorrow.  

When I got to the flat, nobody was there. It took me a while to remember that 
they had to go over to their boss’s house to have dinner and do laundry. I’d been invited, 
but declined on the basis that I didn’t want anyone trying to convert me, which is the only 
possible result when you throw one of me in with a whole bunch of rabid churchgoers. 
Instead, I tidied my stuff all up, and thought about food. I decided to go for a walk, until I 
found some place that looked good. We were quite a ways away from the Italian place 
that had the amazing pizza, but it was possible I would find something else similar if I 
wandered enough. However, it was a quiet night, and I couldn’t find much with the right 
comfort level that was open. There were a few classier establishments, which were 
overdressed and expensive, and probably not worth dining in alone. Or with anyone you 
did not hope to either get a lot of money from in the not too distant future, or see naked at 
the end of the night. I’d almost given up, and was circling back towards Eitelstraße, and 
in a narrow street connecting whatever I was on to the street I was aiming for was a small 
place called Pizza Max. It was a small, old fashioned pizzeria, little more than a counter 
and a waiting bench. Of course, everything was in German, but by this time, that didn’t 
slow me down like it used to. 

“Guten abend.” 
“Gutenabend, Sir. Was ich Sie erhalten kann?” 
“Ich wünsche ein mid classic, mit tomaten und paprika und extra käse, bitte. 

Und ein Wanne Vanilleeiscreme, bitte.” 
“Ja ist geehrter Herr, der sixty-two achtzehn. Es ist ungefähr Zwanzig Minuten 

Sie wartet?” 
“Ja, danke.” 
“Bitte.” 
I waited and listened in to what bits of conversation I could understand, making 

like I was a native to the language. Unlike the tan, dark-haired people of Spain, I could 
actually fit in with Germans, as long as I kept my mouth shut. Nobody implied I was 
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anything but a citizen, if not a born one, and after enough time passed, I was given my 
food and sent on my way. Five blocks down the road, I was back at Janice’s place, 
heading up for a quiet dinner of really good pizza alone, making sure to save the leftovers 
so Janice could have lunch one day this week. I tried to read after that, but kept getting 
distracted. I was more worried than I even realized. She had been ribbing me pretty hard 
about not dating much. Was it because I seemed shy? Because I didn’t appear to have a 
clue what I was doing? Was it so obvious that I hadn’t had a girlfriend for any extensive 
amount of time in all recorded history? If she found out what I had instead of deep, 
meaningful relationships, would she still want me? Once it was revealed just how poorly 
I got along with the real world, would she care at all? I wanted this girl. I mean…she was 
great. When she called me a boyfriend my heart had nearly frozen. It was what I wanted 
to be. But, then, it had been what I wanted before, too. I was shit at it. Whose to say that, 
just because I really wanted to be something to this girl, because she wanted to be with 
whatever she saw me as being, that it would work? Even for a month? How long until it 
fell apart? How long until she saw me for who I really am, and ran screaming? Thinking 
about it was driving me insane. I finally gave up on reading anything beyond the same 
sentence I’d been over a hundred times that night, and went to bed. 

And while I was laying there, trying way too hard to get to sleep, ideas ran 
through my head, again and again. Because…what if she didn’t run screaming? What if I 
had found something real, something special? I went to the phone, and started dialing the 
number on my tickets. It was some time in the morning, back in the states, when people 
should be doing business anyway…the woman at the travel agency answered, a little 
surprised. Apparently she could see on the caller ID that I was calling from Berlin. So I 
explained that I wanted to get a few more days out of my return ticket. To trade in, or 
transfer, or something. She had to look it up, and I could feel every passing minute of 
long distance hurting my wallet, watching the jar next to the phone for money to pay for 
long distance calls, imagining it filling up with my hard-earned euros. She confirmed that 
I could, but that I would have to pay for it. It would actually be the exact same flight 
numbers, and similar departure times as my tickets, just two days later. It cost me a 
hundred and twenty dollars more. If Paige changed her mind, that would mean I just 
spent a lot of money to irritate my friends and impose on them further. The woman e-
mailed me electronic tickets, which, after some struggle with the internet, I managed to 
print out. I said goodbye to the woman, dropped ten EU into the jar, and went back to 
bed. This time my imagination flared up, a little excited, but I fell right to sleep despite it.   
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DayDayDayDay 18 
 
 
 
 
 
I was woken by a loud alarm and someone kicking me in the side. Not violently, 

just a gentle, ‘get your ass out of bed’ kind of kick that meant Janice was bored and it was 
time to start the day. I had been thinking so much about Paige that I forgot we were going 
to Poland for a day-trip. Which was really great, because, you know, I’ve never been. So, 
with constant urging and nagging, the morning was one long blur of motion that I still 
don’t understand, which left me on a cement train platform outside in the cold, early 
morning with a bunch of people on their way to work. Janice and Emily were with me, 
making fun of Germans and complaining a little about the cold. Even behind her 
librarian’s blouse, it was clear to tell that Emily was, in fact, pretty cold. I gave Janice a 
nudge to point out the great opportunity to try new things. She elbowed me and scowled 
her disgust. As the trains arrived and took on people, all the of the sharp looking men and 
women went in to the city, leaving the three of us alone to catch the one train heading 
away from it both the city, and the country. The ride was to last a few hours, so Janice 
and I brought books. Emily brought pages of codes and abbreviations for use in text 
messaging. Like how people use ‘brb’ to indicate they’ll be right back, only more asinine. 
Things I have never seen anyone use in my life. And, granted, maybe it’s a bigger deal in 
England, I know that a lot of the European countries charge per the length of the text 
message as opposed to just the number of messages sent. So maybe these things are all 
the rage. However, if you are ever in a position where you are sending someone a 
message that says ‘Same Shit Different Day’ what you really need is the common sense 
that tells you this is not a message worth paying for, let alone reading, not a way to say it 
with four letters. However, my opinion on the matter was not really appreciated, and she 
spent most of the trip trying to make a useful message out of nothing but these inane 
abbreviations. The end result was a mockery of English communication. But, whatever.  

What did surprise me was that the distance between Berlin and Poland was filled 
almost entirely with corn fields. I honestly hadn’t thought of them as being native plants, 
and didn’t really expect to see them in such quantity outside of the American Midwest. 
We had a pair of stops at the border, one at the German side, where police who had just 
recently started to carry guns again checked out passports once, and then once on the 
Polish side, where the polite man and woman ran them again, and gave me a stamp. The 
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way station outside was a leftover from the post-war era, and the windows of the entire 
lower floor were bricked over, to prevent escapees or attackers from getting inside 
quickly. And then we were in Poland.  

Our stop was Szczecin. Save yourself the effort: it’s pronounced “Chechen.” 
The city is mostly what you would expect from a city that existed for so much of the past 
century in poverty and oppression. It is a land that has been torn between large, violent 
powers for most of it’s existence, a blend of strong, dominant cultures, resulting in a 
fiercely independent people, somewhat isolated yet naturally friendly. Nothing about the 
city made one think of wealth and power. Everything was old and worn, bore the marks 
of the years. The train station was largely unchanged by time. Even the electricity that ran 
through the place was routed through outside lines, pipes bolted to the walls externally, 
proof that the walls they were mounted on hadn’t been updated since before power 
lighting was common. Outside, cement buildings and cracked cobblestone streets awaited 
us. The trams that ran past were the original ones, still in use since the 1940’s, maintained 
rather than replaced. We stopped by an ATM to get some money, since they had not 
welcomed the Euro with open arms. Their chosen currency was still the Szloty. I pulled 
200 of them from the machine, on the assumption that we were there to do some 
shopping. However, much like Spain, the Polish had no great rush to get up in the 
morning. They worked by their own schedule. We were there at eight in the morning. 
Nothing would open for hours. I walked past a cd store, and looked in, curious at what 
might be in there. I know Polish films are a big deal to them, I could only imagine what 
kind of music such an independent people would create. We wandered around, looking 
for the water. Nobody spoke English, and few people spoke German, so we were on our 
own. Which was made difficult by the fact that none of us could read Polish, either, 
developed from similar roots as Russian and German, but completely different from 
either. We passed by a pastry stand, open early, and a pretty woman with great hair 
greeted us. We had to break a hundred to get pastries, so Janice treated the rest of us. I 
had a pineapple and cream cheese Danish, which was absolutely amazing. It cost 3 
Szloty.  

Everything was a guess. We stopped a few times at a the tram stops, trying to 
figure out how to work the antique ticket machines. Either they were more complicated 
than we could imagine, or they were all broken. So we explored on foot, which was my 
preference anyway. I like to get a feel for a place. On foot, and following Janice’s sense 
of direction, we ended up lost in an industrial district. When we finally got back to the 
downtown area, our search switched from the water, to a place that would sell a map. 
Szczecin not exactly being a huge tourist destination; there were no maps to be found. 
We stopped in three convenience stores, and by a half dozen news stands. They all sold a 
variety of magazines and DVD’s, porn mixed right in with fashion and home decorating 
magazines and children’s movies, the smokes and the condoms hanging in the displays 
next to the candy and the cheap novelty toys. Emily was appalled.  

“How can anyone want their children to see that filth?” 
“Anyone with children shouldn’t be too surprised to see that stuff, and likely 

aren’t to opposed to the actions held therein.” 
“There is a huge difference between making love and the things in that video.” 
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“Same basic movements. And those two seem pretty fond of each other. Who 
are we to guess at their emotions?” 

“Those people are NOT trying to reproduce.” 
“Oh, I don’t know. He doesn’t seem to be wearing a condom. Maybe this is their 

wedding night, and they wanted to capture it for all time, and make a little extra money, 
to support the kids when they come.” She glared at me. 

“Just because they aren’t safe doesn’t mean she isn’t using birth control.” 
“True. Also, most likely, the money shot isn’t going to end up anywhere likely 

to get her pregnant. But, hey, all in good fun.” 
“Good fun?” Emily was just shy of an indignant rage. But I wasn’t in their home 

anymore. I wasn’t in their country anymore.  
“Gooood fun, and a swell time had by all. At least presumably. I would hate to 

think they’re reduced to voiceovers and fake orgasms. Such a mockery of a beautiful 
thing.” 

“Th…what part of it ISN’T a mockery of a beautiful thing? It’s a debasement of 
God’s will.” 

“God gave us sex, and the ability to make a beautiful woman make wonderful, 
sexy noises when she comes. To replace the effort and skill of actually bringing her to her 
full with a cheap imitation lip-synched over is a tragedy. And refusing to enjoy sex, that 
there should be a sin. I don’t have the entire bible memorized or anything, but I certainly 
don’t recall any of the commandments being to give her a ring before you ring her bell. 
There’s one in there not to take you’re neighbor’s wife, and there’s one not to lie, but 
nothing prohibiting a good, sweaty time with someone you dig, lust after, or just got 
really drunk with. I suspect that’s one of those things like swearing and jerking off that 
you people added in much later to suit your own repressed ideals.” 

Janice was bemused, and Emily had given up on arguing the point. Heathens 
will be heathens, I suppose.  

We passed through the new, Shining buildings downtown, with the repressed 
architecture and pristine surfaces to indicate a new Poland rising out of the old one, 
modern electronics stores and high-end fashion, all of it displayed in the most stylish 
way, with prices listen in money with old-fashioned exchange rates. And eventually, we 
were led back to an older shopping tradition; an open-air bazaar. Frame buildings and 
tends filled a large fenced in square of asphalt, scattered with the early morning 
beginnings of a crowd. Some stands were just setting up, rolling out blankets on the 
ground to sell things on, pulling out the racks hung with finely hand-made leather coats 
and boots, hand-woven clothes, used and new books and electronics, toys, jewelry of all 
qualities, decorations, crafts, beautiful artwork. Some men sat on folding chairs in the 
middle of their goods, reading and pretending not to notice anyone passing by, while 
others barked out the quality of their goods (or, anyway, I assume they were. They could 
have been raving about the latest gossip delivered to them by their morning oatmeal. I 
don’t speak the language. But, it would seem most logical for them to be bringing in 
customers, rather than freaking them out). From new cash registers to a steel cash box, it 
was a complete mixture of commerce across the ages. And if you factor in the conversion 
rates, everything there was amazingly cheap. I wish I would have had more spending 
money, I would have stocked up on amazing high-end merchandise for flea-market 
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prices. One of my new life goals involved getting a bunch of money, turning it all into the 
wonderful Polish gold, and buying a whole crap-ton of stuff. Regardless, of all the 
amazing things there, we couldn’t find the one thing we were looking for. 

We finally found a map at a news stand, and clustered together to find out where 
we were based on the layout of the roads, a little more like Spain than Berlin in their 
patterning, and where we wanted to be. Once we had that figured out, we decided to 
master the rails to get there. After some work, we managed to get one ticket. When we 
boarded the train, the validating machine was broken. We decided to chance it, and made 
space. The trains themselves were narrow, and seating was sparse. They were still around 
from a time of smaller populations, so the entire train seated fewer than forty people, 
some of the chairs in single file, leaving most of the passengers standing. And, looking 
around, Polish people were all pretty good looking. Everybody has healthy skin, great 
hair, and fantastic bodies. Their facial features tended to the sharp side, with pointed 
chins and noses, but not in a terrible way. It was a shame I was unable to communicate 
with them. 

We got off when the buildings started looking older and more fascinating. At my 
insistence, we stopped in an old brick cathedral. I didn’t get the resistance of these two to 
go to church until we were already inside, and Emily was watching the walls with 
disgust. Apparently Christians and Catholics, two cuts of the same cloth as far as I’m 
concerned, have a strong dislike of one another. Emily sneered at a stained glass image of 
a saint.  

“False idol…” 
The church was well-kept and ancient. The original wood was polished and 

dark, gleaming like glossy stone. There was an iron gate keeping us from entering the 
main chamber of the church, which was too holy for just anyone to visit at any time. To 
the back of the vestibule where we were watching through bars, another barred off cove 
held a statue of Mary was completely covered with crucifixes given for prayer. This 
angered Emily even more. 

“Why do these people insist on worshipping their whore?” 
“The whore was chosen by God to give us his only son. She represents purity 

and hope in a common mortal, like themselves.” 
“And a common mortal shouldn’t be worshipped.” 
“Or honored? Or revered?” 
“They’re giving her these things like lambs on an alter!” 
“They’re gifts. And it looks more like a scene from Mardi Gras than a butcher 

shop. Do you suppose if I gave her a crucifix she’d show me her tits?” Janice snorted, 
trying not to laugh. Emily looked shocked, and then allowed herself to laugh a little.  

“Do you have one?” 
“No. Just as well. Not sure she’s really Milf material anyway.” 
“What’s Milf?” 
“Um…I’ll explain later…” 
There was another one a few blocks away that was bright and colorful, with 

several fountains in the courtyard before it. We were in between them before I noticed 
that the fountains were full of ducks. I didn’t know ducks lived in that part of the world, 
and wasn’t pleased to see them. I tried to walk as far away from them as I could without 
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getting nearer to another batch. I tried to look nonchalant about it, but apparently Janice 
noticed. 

“Ellis, what are you doing?” 
“Hmm?” 
“The ducks. Why are you staring at them like they just demanded your wallet?” 
“Don’t like ducks.” 
“Why are you afraid of ducks?” 
“Ducks are bastards.” 
“They’re ducks.” 
“Ducks are violent and hostile.” 
“They’re DUCKS.” 
“Look, my mom used to work for this guy when I was a kid, owned a marina. 

We would go with her to work sometimes. To get to the main building, you had to go out 
on a long narrow dock to where it floated. The water was cold and dark and I couldn’t 
swim, so I was always afraid of crossing it. We would bring bread for the ducks. One day 
they all attacked me.” 

“Ducks attacked you?” 
“Yes. Several dozen bum-rushed me all at once, biting me with their sharp little 

beaks and beating me with their wings and dive-bombing me. I was, like, four at the time 
or something, and they were amazingly strong. They attacked and pushed me and I 
almost fell into the deep water. It sucked.” 

“But…couldn’t you get over it?” 
“I was little!” 
“Yeah, but now you’re not, and you’re afraid of ducks.” 
“It was a traumatizing experience.” 
“Ellis, you’re afraid of ducks.” 
“It’s not like I think they’re going to break into my house and cut my throat. I 

just like to know where they are.”  
“You’re afraid of ducks!” 
“Look, do you just forget about your fears because they’re dumb?” 
“But you’re afraid—” 
“Of ducks, I know. Lord, but you can be a wretched harpy, you know? Now 

drop it, or I’ll tell the Catholics what you said about Our Lady.” 
Of course, I couldn’t tell anyone anything, since the place was completely 

empty. There were gates keeping us in the entry hall again, but we could still see. The 
entire inside of the place looked like an extremely fancy cake. Bright canary yellow 
walls, edged with the pure sugar white and vivid pink of frosting in arcs and swirling 
patterns. Tall colorful candles stood at the end of each pew, like the birthday candles of a 
giant. Or, perhaps, a god. It was fascinating. My company found it less interesting than I 
did, though, so we left, and covered the last few blocks between us and the wide blue line 
of the river on the map. 

 
In all the experience I have with big blue things on maps designed to represent 

bodies of water, I have a pretty good track record of being able to tell the type of water to 
expect. Not always the cleanliness of said body of water, or even the social status of such 
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as a source of gathering and entertainment. But I can tell a lake from a river, an ocean 
from a creek. However, in this instance, I was wrong. I had been expecting a big river; a 
source of commerce and fish and all the usual river-related activities. What lay in front of 
us was a giant canal, manmade with cement and shovels, full of some of the most 
disgusting looking water I had ever seen. It is the only water source I have ever seen that 
I think can top the Willamette for filth. I wouldn’t be surprised if you could cut it with a 
knife. Granted, if I had looked closely, I may have noticed that the body of water was 
either named Kanal Grabowski or Kanal Grodzki. Whichever it was, the Kanal part was 
pretty easy to interpret, and would have implied a certain man-made element. However, 
the area around it was what you might expect of an actual river. Nice, old, well-kept 
buildings most of them holding with them historical significance. Mansions and huge 
estates reeking of old money and power sat on a hill over looking the water and the trees 
on the other side. In between us and the hill of glory, there was a large, old boat sitting in 
the canal. It looked like a pirate ship, docked for some looting, but as we got closer, there 
was a sign naming it as a restaurant. It would have been everything I could have wanted, 
to eat on that pirate ship, but the pictures on the placard were of happy sea animals, and I 
most certainly didn’t want seafood. So we continued along the water’s edge until we 
were standing across the street from a grand fountain at the bottom of a brick wall, built 
up to the side of the hill. On either side of the wall, stairs curved around upward, past 
guard huts. Once, they would have been the safety check, keeping angry peons away 
from the seat of power. Now they stood open, looking magnificent. Behind them was an 
old building, a seat of parliament or a palace for those governing, now turned into a 
museum. I could barely contain my excitement. Polish history. God, I hoped some of it 
would be translated. I was COMPLETELY hapless with that language.  

It didn’t really matter how little I understood of the language. When we got to 
doors, and I was a ball of energy, like a kid at the gates of Disneyland, we found the 
doors locked and the museum closed.  

It was absolutely disappointing.  
What we did find was a man selling trinkets, including all manner of amber 

jewelry and stones. It was one of the main products of Poland, apparently. I got some tiny 
bottles of stone, with hand-painted pictures on them of the very building I would NOT be 
allowed inside. And postcards, since my camera was sitting next to my bed in Janice’s 
flat (this one I couldn’t even blame on Meiko, as much as I may have liked to). We 
continued walking along the upper crest of the hill, taking time so that I could stare in 
awe at the buildings of brick and stone. And, opposite a large building of bright pink 
brick, with green copper domes peaked with ornate iron weather vanes, a small grove of 
leafy trees held a little secret.  

My attention was first drawn to a small ice cream cart. Painted the colors and 
designs of Baskin Robins, but with no words I recognized as being actual words. 
Actually, I first noticed the cute girl standing behind the cart. Part of the hierarchy of 
natural thought. Pretty girl, ice cream, then pretty girls WITH ice cream (even better if 
you throw in some dark chocolate syrup and whipped cream. Try this one at home, kids). 
And, behind her, built low out of dark, rich wood, was a fine restaurant marked only with 
a single wooden sign like an Old West saloon with the word “Colorado” written in simple 
letters.   
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A man in a vest and bola tie greeted us. He looked concerned when we 
responded to his Polish with our own replies in English. After we all exchanged some 
worried looks, wondering how the communication would take place, a middle ground 
was found in a very broken German. He started leading us to a seat, and Janice asked if it 
would be possible for us to sit in the carriage, which had been turned into a booth. He had 
no problem with this, thought it was a good idea, if his nodding was any indication, and 
Janice scrambled up the little stairs like a puppy getting to go for a car ride. The entire 
restaurant was themed in an “American Old West” kind of way. The majority of the 
restaurant was outside, under the canopy of trees, some tables under umbrellas, most 
open to the sky. Set holes in the ground indicated that, in the rainy season, some kind of 
tent structure would be put up. The only part that resided in an actual building was the bar 
and the kitchen, which shared a small wooden structure that almost looked like it was 
built by hand by amateurs. The wall facing the courtyard with the tables was completely 
open, so we could see the booths and the bar, which wasn’t terribly busy, aside from the 
traffic of waitresses bringing things from the kitchen in the back out to the tables where 
the majority of the clientele sat. From the look of the other people eating there, it was a 
fairly high-class establishment, everyone dressed better than us by three or four degrees. 
Whatever the opposite of slumming is, it is very often a good time.  

The menu was written in several languages. Aside from the native Polish, each 
dish was also described in German, French, Russian, and, to fit the theme of the place, 
English. However, English was always last on the list, and was very clearly not the 
language of choice. I base this on the fact that it made next to no sense when read. The 
best among them was “Happy chubby face duck to sauce of orange green side spring. 
With bread piece or salad or fries.” The worst among them were so bad that I could 
understand better in French what to expect of the meal. However, even if they couldn’t 
tell ME what trey were serving, the foot itself all sounded amazing. And as an added 
bonus, there was an entire cocktail menu.  

Our waitress showed up moments later, pretty, blonde, and not understanding a 
word of German. While they were still working that angle, I decided to throw out some 
English, and that she understood a little. It was a lot of work, considering all the girls 
really wanted to say was that they hadn’t decided yet what they wanted to eat. And while 
everyone else was of a mind to send her off for a while before ordering, I decided to 
make use of the cocktail menu while I waited, and had myself a Long Island, brought to 
me in traditional tall glass, with all the right ingredients. It was outstanding.  

When next she showed up, we finally did order. I ordered some fries, a 
mozzarella, onion and tomato salad with a balsamic vinaigrette sauce, and a black pepper 
steak, served medium rare (which is an uncommon order in Europe, nervous as they are 
about eating cows). I also got a Manhattan to drink, and a warm lemon caramel 
cheesecake for dessert. Not only does it SOUND like a Hell of a lot of food, it WAS a 
Hell of a lot of food. But, you have to understand, this was quite possibly the nicest 
restaurant I have ever been to in my entire life. This isn’t exactly a country steakhouse or 
a little diner. This is the kind of place where you would be paying 30 bucks for a salad 
and 60 for a steak, back home. I am not allowed in that kind of place, and everything 
looked very, very good.  

And tasted even better. 
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The salad was amazing, with red onions soaked in a spiced balsamic, and really 
good, soft mozzarella and fresh tomatoes. The fries had seasoned, crunchy skins and hot, 
delicious insides. Its possible they were fried in some kind of olive oil or something, 
because the flavor was far beyond that of ANY French fry I have ever had. When the 
steak was brought out (along with a Whiskey Sour) I could smell it before it got to the 
table. It was so tender and perfectly cooked, it almost brought a tear to my eye. 
Apparently everyone had a similar opinion of their own meals. While all this was going 
on, I noticed the waitress of the other section behind us, who kept an eye on us every time 
she walked past. I wasn’t the only one.  

“That girl is creepy.” 
“Creepy?”  
“Creepy. Look at her, dunkle gemusterte Hexe.” 
“I have been. She is so not creepy. She’s…enchanting.”  
“No she’s not.” 
“The Hell she isn’t. Look at her. The long dark hair and the Cleopatra eyes, the 

thin lips that don’t need to move much to express anything. Her body and the way she 
stands, like a warrior woman who could break any one of us apart.” 

“So she’s strong and looks like a dead woman, and that’s what you like? Maybe 
you just need to accept that you like creepy girls.” 

“I like all manner of girls. Not least among them the ones with dark hair and cat 
eyes that look like they could keep me sweating and out of my mind for a week straight 
without a break. If they creep you out, then I do feel for you. But me? It’s all I can do to 
keep my mouth from watering at the thought of tasting every inch of her.” Emily dropped 
her fork, and looked around herself uncomfortably. Janice just grinned. 

“You like creepy girls because you’re creepy yourself. It all makes sense.” 
“You want creepy, at least I don’t have the picture of some dude what’s been 

dead for a couple centuries on my wall. All’s I want is a good sweaty time with a 
beautiful woman. Not the love of a mythological dead dude.” 

“Schmutzige Lache! That was pointlessly cruel. You’re going to mock my 
religion now?” 

“Only if you keep mocking the woman I love.” 
“You now love her? You’ve only known she exists for five minutes and you’ve 

never spoken a word to her.” 
“I love parts of her. I love the way she looks at me like I’m a tasty snack, and 

she’s starving.”  
“You certainly have a way of saying disturbing things.” She couldn’t deny the 

truth of the statement though. What had started out as simply a glance or an intrigued 
look as she passed between the kitchen and her tables had become a hunter’s leer 
between the jungle of umbrella poles and rich people’s heads. I returned the look in kind, 
picturing in my mind the passion I had in mind for her, trying to use my eyes as film 
projectors, sending them like blue movies to her own retina. It was flirting without words, 
and foreplay without touch. It was like building up enough pressure for liftoff; a drawn 
out, simmering heat, which was a fun game in itself. Emily was getting a bit antsy about 
the time, and kept asking about my cheesecake. She had to specify cheesecake, since the 
first time she asked about the location of my dessert, I ran my tongue slowly over my 
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teeth while watching the waitress pour a drink. I think it disturbed Emily a little. But the 
waitress seemed to like it. Finally, she took a somewhat longer trip to serve one of her 
tables closest to the street that we were next to. As she passed, she slowed down, 
watching me with a sexy gaze out of the corner of her eye. Her steps were slow and 
deliberate, her shoulders back and her chest sticking out. The one on the left told me her 
name was Regina. She turned her head slowly, smirking, catching me watching the 
steady, beautiful rhythm of her ass moving as she walked away. 

On her way back, tray tucked under her arm, she stopped by our table. She 
looked me up and down slowly.  

“Hallo.” The hunter’s eye glistened, sharp and ready now to go in for the kill.  
“Howdy.” 
“Ah…English.” 
“Yep.” She looked vaguely irritated, but no less determined.  
“You need…I help?” Emily, a little exasperated by the stress generated by her 

own nature, and tense from sexual energy in the air, which I’m sure made her chastity 
belt chaff a bit, started talking in the most pompous of British ways.  

“Yes, could you see about his cheesecake, please? We’ve got to be going.” Dark 
eyes flashed from Emily to me, trying to cover up confusion. Nothing was going to make 
her falter. 

“I ordered cheesecake. She asks where it is.” 
“You want cheesecake?” She was repeating the words back to me much sexier 

than I had originally thought them. 
“Absolutely. And a Sex on the Beach, if you don’t mind.” 
“Sex…in beach?” She wasn’t sure if I was playing along or saying something 

else she didn’t understand. I was willing to play.  
“Unless you know of a better place, of course…” She smiled with a fake 

coyness. She didn’t understand what I was saying, true, but she understood exactly what I 
meant. She looked from me to the girls, and then back. She put a hand on my leg.  

“You follow?”  
“Follow where?” She darted her eyes to the small building, and then locked 

them back on mine, holding onto me as though her gaze had talons. I could feel my blood 
pumping through my body harder with every second she stared.  

“Cheesecake…Sex in Beach?”  
“Right. Of course I’ll follow.” It was a flimsy pretense, unless there is some 

strange ritual in Poland of patrons giving the waitresses a hand with orders. Most likely, 
however, that is not the case. Never underestimate the effectiveness of pure, animalistic 
lust and desire. Pheromones say more than words ever will.  

She took my hand as I hopped down out of the carriage, and then started 
walking away, with perfect posture, leading me walking with my hand on her back, 
subtly enough that she wouldn’t get in trouble, in case leading patrons off was frowned 
upon. I followed her into the structure, and she set her tray on the bar counter without 
slowing. None of the other workers watched her with any special attention. I started to 
think maybe we were going to cheesecake and a cocktail. Then she stopped and turned to 
me, putting one hand on my face, the other on my hip, and nodded to an alcove. I walked 
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into in, and stopped again, Regina getting closer to me the further we were from public 
eye.  

“Where to?” The place she had led me has a few doors leading off, do what 
looked like restrooms, some kind of an employee locker room, and a supply closet. 
Regina took my hands and walked two steps backwards toward the closet.  

“To beach…” She wasn’t being addle-minded or confused here. She was being 
clever and sexy, which is impressive from someone who barely understands a word of 
what you speak.  

“Looks lovely.” I followed her in, until we crashed against the back wall, where 
aprons were hung and brooms were leaning. We pawed at each other furiously, Kissing 
wildly, not caring if we landed on lips or flesh. I looked for a door to swing shut before 
realizing that there wasn’t one. I tried really hard to care, but we weren’t visible to 
anyone else in the building, and tan hands with dark nails were sliding up the inside of 
my leg with something in between frantic need and tenderness, to places that were 
building in anticipation. With as much patience as I could bear, I started unbuttoning the 
blouse and vest of her uniform. As soon they were open they slid  right off, as though 
anxious to be on the floor, to reveal the tanned, tight flesh below. I slid my hands across 
warm skin, around her side, underneath her clothes. She reached up and unclasped her 
own bra in the front, which flew open, spilling out a treasure fit for a king or a god. The 
promise of amazing bodies from all the Polish women we had seen walking around came 
true, as this girl looked like she was carved out of marble. Large, dark, hard nipples 
pressed into my chest as she wrapped her arms around me neck and kissed me hard. I slid 
in her grasp only enough to put my lips to her neck, and dragged them across her supple 
flesh, until I found the nipples that demanded attention. She made a happy noise, and 
pulled my head back, yanking it up by the hair to kiss her again. She licked her lips, and 
pulled my shirt loose from my pants, and then expertly unbuckled my pants with one 
hand. They fell to the floor as soon as she unzipped them, the metallic rattle of the buckle 
striking wood. A hand decisively slipped past the elastic of my boxers, and pulled free 
the instrument of my desire, sliding her hand along the length of it. She looked down, and 
the smiled at me with approval, before kissing me. I reached my own hands to her legs, 
sliding up thighs, to the tops of her stockings, along smooth legs, until I found the hot, 
moist depth of her. I touched her through cloth as she squirmed, and then went around it, 
touching slick, soft skin. She moaned quietly, and bit my lip. Her body shuddered enough 
to pull my hand from under her skirt. Fingers ran up my arms, her hand holding mine, 
bringing my fingers still glistening with her juices to her own lips, sucking them clean. 
She slowly pulled them from her mouth, and then kissed me hard. I could taste her on her 
own lips. Her hand pressed beneath her skirt, coming out again shining, and pressed to 
the outside of my lips. I licked the juice off, loving the taste, and the way she breathed as 
I did it. She returned her hands to herself, pressing, digging deeper, harder. She dropped 
her head to my shoulder. This time, as her hand came out, it returned to me, rubbing the 
slick moisture over my erection, massing and rubbing me with her homemade lubricant. 
The smell of it reached my nose, and I needed her more than ever. I pulled her body to 
mine, grinding her into me, pulling up her skirt until I could see her, panties pulled to the 
side, flesh glistening. I thrust myself between her legs, and she tilted her head, taking a 
deep breath, rubbing herself up and down the length of me, without letting me in. She 
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reached down and pulled me away. She looked deep into my eyes, and dropped down, 
until she was looking at me from my waistline.  

Her eyes turned from my own to my flesh, pulsing in her hands. She held it up, 
and ran her tongue from the bottom to the top, and then wrapped her lips around it. When 
I had been discussing her with Janice, I described the looks Regina was giving me as 
hungry. Now, with the bulk of my package past her lips, hungry didn’t begin to describe 
her. She sucked and pulled at me as though I had the cure to some fatal disease inside of 
me, and she desperately needed it to live. It was all I could do to keep my breath steady, 
to hold onto the wall behind me to keep myself standing. And as she worked, sucking me 
in and dragging me back out, she moaned little moans, her voice sending vibrations 
through me. I looked down, watching, brushing the soft dark hair away from her face. 
She looked up at me with passion, briefly, before returning to her concentration. Below 
her chin, her breasts, statuesque and amazing, heaved, and pressed against my legs. Past 
them, I could see her free hand pressing between her legs. With the same passion that her 
tongue ran across my member, so were her fingers running across herself, disappearing 
inside of her, returning to pinch and press her clit, causing her to close her eyes, and 
moan into me, shivering shockwaves crawling up my spine. She switched hands, without 
a lull in technique, one hand dripping with the sweetness of her loins reaching up to me, 
massaging my balls, her other hand turning to see to her own needs. Her hands were still 
hot with the warm of her own body, cradling and massaging me, and sliding back, a 
single long finger sliding between the cheeks of my ass. She let me fall from her mouth, 
and looked up at me. A grin slid on her face as she pressed her slick, hot finger inside of 
me. I took a sharp breath, and as I did so, she giggled softly, and drew me back into her 
mouth. Something about her giggle (and not the finger in my ass) flashed me a sudden 
picture of Paige.  

Just the night before, I transferred my tickets, so I could spend two more days 
with the girl. I couldn’t sleep because I had been afraid that she would find out about my 
past, and finally decided that I wanted her more than I wanted to continue in my ways. 
Now, a little more than twelve hours later, I’m getting sucked off in a supply closet by a 
beautiful girl who couldn’t have a conversation with me if she wanted to. I was ashamed. 
This wasn’t who I was supposed to be anymore, who I WANTED to be anymore.  

I was supposed to be with someone else.  
I shouldn’t let it go on. 
But…when your most sensitive of extremities is deep inside someone’s mouth 

who doesn’t speak English, how do you tell them to stop? 
A violent shudder of her body drove me deeper into her throat, and drove her 

finger deeper inside me. It occurred to me, with the way she was shaking, the way she 
manipulated herself with her fingertips, the noises she was making, that she wouldn’t be 
much longer. Maybe she would lose interest when she came and leave me alone. Should I 
wait? 

Probably not.  
“Em…Regina…Honey…” 
She moaned, and another quake took her. She wasn’t listening.  
“Reg, girl, I shouldn’t…I mean, I’m not supposed…” 
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Either she stopped listening because she knew she couldn’t understand me, or 
she didn’t care, because she was lost in her own pleasure. It’s hard to convince someone 
you have something serious to say with your pants around your ankles and your breath 
coming in fast gulps.  

“Ellis, your dessert came, and we have to be going sooOOH LORD!” That 
wasn’t me. That was Emily, coming around the corner to fetch me. She did what I 
couldn’t, though, and seemed to get Regina to move. Regina opened her mouth, letting 
me slide free, barely resting on the edges of her soft lips. Her forehead pressed into my 
stomach as she leaned forward, short, desperate gasps, and I realized that Emily was my 
right about SOMETHING coming for me. And the interruption, and the escape I had 
hoped to get from it, became a moot point quickly. A combination of the surprise, the 
sudden release of pressure as Regina’s finger slid out of my body, and the hot breath 
caressing wet flesh sought to push me those last few steps, and I felt the surge that saw 
me joining both my dessert and Regina. She cooed, her lips still supporting me, and 
looked up at me with smiling eyes.   

Emily stood in the doorway, staring, too shocked to do anything else.  
“We…you…Jesus…oh…” Regina, satisfied, happy, and tired, slowly turned her 

head to see who was standing in the doorway muttering. Emily staggered to see this 
woman; face damp with sweat, my essence dripping from her cheek, lips, and chin down 
onto naked and still heaving breasts. She ran her fingers across her favorite part of me, 
only starting to lose the blood as it rushed to get some oxygen to my head, and languidly 
stuck them in her mouth. She was showing off. I thought Emily was going to faint. I felt a 
little lightheaded myself. I had somehow thought that if I could stop myself before…well, 
before, than it would somehow make a difference. Show some kind of improvement or 
growth on my part. As Emily turned and scurried off, Regina turned back to me, smiling 
warmly, and tucked the only part of me I was starting to think capable of growth back 
into my shorts, and patted it affectionately before standing up. I stooped to pick up my 
pants, unsure what to say, or how to hide how badly I wanted to get out of there. I 
buckled my belt with shaking hands. Regina stood, as graceful and determined as ever, 
and wiped her face with a paper towel from the shelf in the supply room. She pressed her 
breasts back into their bra, without bothering to clean them, and buttoned up her shirt 
again. She leaned in to kiss me on the cheek. I smiled weekly, and returned the favor.  

“Thanks you.” She smiled at me, the same hungry smile from before, with a new 
sweetness to it.  

“Thank you. You’re…very lovely, and very talented.” She smiled with even 
more warmth, though I’m sure she didn’t understand any of it. She buttoned up her vest, 
and pressed a hand to my back, to lead me out. She kissed me on the cheek again, before 
pushing me off in the direction of the tables. She smiled at me, and turned the other way.  

I was never in my life so glad to be leaving the company of a beautiful woman 
with a fantastic body and an extreme interest in giving me head.  

Back at the table, my cheesecake was waiting on the table, next to a tall pink 
cocktail. Apparently someone had actually ordered me a Sex on the Beach. Emily was 
sitting in the booth, pale as a ghost and refusing to look anywhere near my direction. 
Janice looked flustered and confused, frantic eyes darting to me and to Emily, as though 
to ask why. I offered her a piece of dessert, which seemed to calm her significantly. Until 
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I offered a piece to Emily, and she stammered and stuttered out a polite no. Janice and I 
finished it, and I finished off the cocktail. Our waitress returned to the table just as I 
swallowed the last of the pretty pink alcohol. She was smiling widely, looking at me with 
an odd sort of pride or approval. Apparently Regina had filled her in on the details, and it 
was seen as a good thing. She had the check ready. As we divvied it up, we had to 
explain the math to Emily, who was in no state to add or subtract anything.  

And how did it break down? A very fine salad, outstanding fries, and an 
amazing steak, a piece of odd but delicious cheesecake, and four cocktails turned out to 
be just under $100 Złoty. The blowjob was free, and, in fact, when I offered up the tip, it 
was viewed with suspicion until I explained that it was for our waitress herself, at which 
point she resumed smiling at me as though I had just made the news for saving a kitty 
from a tree somewhere. I ate the biggest, most exclusive, exquisite, delicious and 
expensive meal of my life. It was enough food for two people to enjoy for an entire day, 
all taken at once sitting. And it cost me less than 25 dollars American, with tip.  

Say it with me: God Damn, Poland is Awesome! 
Of course, my goings-on in the back had taken up some of our time, and we had 

little left in which to catch our train. We had to run, all fat and stuffed with food, to the 
street car, where we piled on. In a hurry to get up the steps, Emily ran into me. I thought 
she was going to faint again. We got the right car this time, and went directly to the train 
station, where we sprinted though the station and made it to our platform with time to 
spare. We went up to the upper deck, near a nice window, and got comfortable. Emily sat 
across the aisle from us, and as soon as the train started, fell right to sleep.  

 
“So what happened back there?” Janice spoke quietly, glancing to see that Emily 

was fast asleep. 
“At the restaurant?” 
“Yeah, at the restaurant, selbstverständlich.” 
“Um…the whole thing?” 
“Yes!” 
“The waitress, the one you thought was creepy?” 
“Yeah.” 
“She apparently thought I was kindof cute. So, when I went off with her, she led 

me to a closet and…she sortof…blew me.”  
“And so Emily heard you?” 
“No. Well, she did, yes, but, she also more or less…witnessed the end of the 

whole thing.” 
“I don’t speak smut.” 
“She walked in to see Regina having an orgasm with her head pressed against 

my stomach and my knob on her lips, and then stood there in shock in time for the money 
shot.” 

“So she saw the back of this girl’s head while she was…doing…that ekelhafte 
Sache.” 

“Not just. Regina, the waitress, decided to show off, I guess. Turned to let Emily 
see a gob hanging off her, dripping onto parts of her that Emily probably would have 
preferred to be covered, and then made a show of lapping some up.” 
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“And what did you do?” 
“Stood there like a jackass, trying to figure out what was going on and how I let 

myself get there.” 
“Sure.” 
“Seriously. I…I don’t know, I guess I got carried away. I didn’t even think. And 

then, while it was happening, I remembered Paige, and how much I liked her, and how 
worried I was, and I just wanted the whole thing over. I tried to stop, but, what do you 
do? And then everything snowballed, and…the end.” 

“So NOW you feel bad?” 
“Janice…yeah. I really do. I mean…you live your life a certain way for long 

enough, and it becomes second nature. You met a girl, and you have a good time, and 
most of all, you take everything as it comes. So if a girl doesn’t like you and stops calling 
after you see her a few times, then you never talk to her again, and if she wants you to 
come up for ‘tea’ after one date, then you go and make her scream and show her a good 
time. I’ve never had to worry about anything like this, because nobody ever sticks around 
long enough to make it a concern.” 

“But she does mean something to you?” 
“Paige? Yes! God, Janice, we hung out last night, and…she’s something special. 

I’ve never met anyone like her before. I’m just beside myself. I have no idea what to do. 
This is entirely new. I’ve known this girl for such a short time, and I’ve already managed 
to fuck up repeatedly.” 

“But she does like you.” 
“Yeah, the poor deluded thing really seems to.” 
“So what you need to do is explain to her what you’ve been, that you’ll never do 

it again, and then, and this is important…STOP PUTTING YOUR DICK IN RANDOM 
WOMEN!” 

“…I know. Will she be mad?” 
“If you keep sleeping around?” 
“If I tell her what I did today.”  
“Probably. The question is, will she give up on you for it, or will she decide 

you’re worth the trouble.”  
“I hope so.” 
“Me too.” We both looked over at Emily, still sleeping.  
“So what happens with her?” 
“Well, I imagine she’ll eventually stop freaking out about this, but probably not 

before you go home.” 
“And then?” 
“Then I imagine yours is the first erect penis she’s ever seen, let alone the first 

sexual act she’s ever born witness to, so she’s going to remember you for the rest of her 
life.” 

“That’s a little creepy.” 
“For her, too, I’m sure.” 
“Most likely. Do you figure it to drive her to do something unchristian?” 
“How good a time did it look like?” 
“Regina seemed to be enjoying herself.” 
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“She really had an orgasm?” 
“She was diddling herself while she was working on me.” 
“Ah. Could be. At the very least, it’ll probably drive her to…diddle herself.” 
“Well, then I’m glad she got something out of the experience.” 
Janice just smiled, and we rode on in relative silence, reading.  
  
For the rest of the journey, when she was awake, Emily refused to look 

anywhere near my direction, and said next to nothing. When we got back to the flat, she 
made a point to be in whatever room that I wasn’t. I made a game of chasing her around 
the place a while. Janice caught on and started offering up excuses for me to have to 
transverse one room to the next. Still, she did her best to pretend I didn’t exist. Although, 
one doesn’t usually come so close to knocking over a bookcase to avoid brushing against 
something that doesn’t exist in the hall. That would be pointless, since the offending item 
is, in fact, not there to brush against, as is fundamental to it’s nature as something that 
doesn’t exist. I decided to brave up, and call Paige, and see if she wanted me around, or if 
I was stuck with the avoidance tactics for a few more days.  

 
The phone rang longer than usual, and nobody was answering. 
“Hallo?” 
“Paige?” 
“Ellis! How’s it going?” 
“Better with every passing second. How’re you?” 
“Happy. What did you do today?” 
“Went to Poland.” 
“…I didn’t actually expect that kind of an answer. So, are you going to let me 

come over so you can tell me what Poland was like?” 
“Maybe. I was thinking I might come over there for a while, and then you can 

take me to the airport.”  
“How about you come over and I DON”T take you to the airport.” 
“Well, if you want to abandon me, I guess…I’ll probably get lost on my own 

though.” 
“Then you’ll have to stay with me longer!” 
“Then I’ll have to really sell my body on the street because I’ll have to get new 

plane tickets.” 
“You’ll be at the station? Because I could probably scrape together some money 

for a visit…” 
“I don’t know, I may be all tuckered out from having rough sex with German 

men to give you as good a time as you deserve.” 
“Okay. I don’t want that. But I really don’t want you to go tomorrow, either.” 
“I should hope not. I’d feel pretty stupid having paid to switch my tickets out if 

you did.” 
“Hold it, cowboy. I thought you said you wanted me to take you to the airport?” 
“I did. Just not tomorrow.” 
“When?” 
“Two days from tomorrow.” 
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“So I’d get you until then?” 
“If you want me.” 
“Well, if I were to admit that I do want you, I would hope you wouldn’t think 

me too much of a tart.” 
“I LIKE tarts. Especially lemon tarts.” 
“I didn’t mean that kind of tart.” 
“Doesn’t have to be lemon. New experiences are fine by me. Anything sweet 

and lovely I can put my tongue to.” 
“…” She took a few breaths, and it sounded like she was going to say 

something, and then she just laughed. 
“So you gon’ mosey out an’ get me, or you done lost interest already?”  
“Hells naw. When do you want me to meet you?” 
“Well, I have to pack and say goodbye and stuff. Why don’t I tell you where 

these people live, and you can come get me. It’s, like, mere blocks away from the 
station.” 

“You mean all this time I’ve been thinking I was meeting you halfway and you 
just had to go a few blocks to get to where we meet?” 

“You navigate better than I do.” 
“Fine. But I’ma slug you when I see you.” 
“Fair enough.” 
“Good. Now, tell me how I find the Lord’s folk.” 
I gave the simple instructions to get from the station to the flat, and rejoined the 

others in the main room. Emily stood and walked out before I could sit down.  
“Good news!” 
“There’re more geschmackvoll leftovers?” 
“Better. You don’t have to wake up at the ass-crack of dawn to take me to the 

airport.” 
“Why? You on the run from the law? Ein Verbrecher?” 
“Nope. Paige is coming, she’s going to be my keeper until I get back to home 

turf. You’re finally relieved of your burden.”  
“She realize what she’s getting into?” 
“She most certainly does not, and I’ll not have you spoiling this for me with the 

truth.” 
“You all packed and ready to go?” 
“Sir, yes Sir!” 
“Good, wenige Schädlinge. Then sit down and talk with me a while. It’ll be the 

last chance we get until I get back there myself.”  
We sat and talked for nearly an hour before Paige showed up. When she did, she 

only came in briefly for introductions and to say hi, and then grabbed my courier bag to 
help with the load. Janice was interested to meet this girl that had me so worried, and 
kept giving me weird looks whenever Paige wasn’t looking. Emily gave her a look like 
she was a leper, and then left the room again. I was probably going to have to explain 
that, later. And then I took my rucksack, gave Janice a hug, and left. Paige was quiet as 
we walked to the station, but smiled most of the way, and kept giving me sidelong 
glances as we walked.  
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Paige’s friends lived in a much newer place than Janice. A tall, post-communist 

apartment building, full of modernist design and an effective use of space. It was larger, 
with three bedrooms, and large water heaters with plumbing that ran behind the walls. 
Paige had a room to herself, as a result of one of the previous roommates moving away 
and losing touch. It was one of the deciding factors in her own stay. The other two rooms 
were held by Beatrix, who was going to school to be a nurse and worked at a café down 
the street, and Fabian and Lydia, who were one of those couples that had been together 
for a long time, never considered not being together, but at the same time had no 
particular drive to get married. They were all very nice, and it was no wonder Paige got 
on with them so well. It was like she had been living there for months. And HER German 
friends spoke English both well and willingly. But after an hour or so of polite 
conversation, they excused themselves to their own corners, and left us to talk on the 
couch. For a minute or two, she didn’t say anything. She just looked at me, like she had 
on the way from Janice’s to her place. And she smiled a strange, enchanting smile.  

“Are you going to explain that to me?” 
“Explain what?” 
“That smile.” 
“A girl can’t smile without it needing an explanation? Maybe I’m happy.” 
“Well, that’s assumedly the case. Or at least I hope it is. But it’s a different sort 

of smile. I suspect something else may be behind it.” 
“Well aren’t you the cunning one.” 
“Indeed. So?” 
“So what?” Her peculiar smile had grown larger now. She was clearly enjoying 

the game. 
“The look you’ve been giving me for the better part of the last two hours?” 
“Mmm.” 
“Come on. Can I have a hint as to what it’s about?” 
“You.” 
“Me?” 
“You decided to stay here just to hang out with me.” 
“How could I not? I mean, really, do you expect I would go home when the 

coolest girl in America is right here in Berlin? What else could I have done?” She slid 
closer to me, with her arm over my shoulder, looking into my eyes with an incredible 
intensity.  

“But you stayed. Here. With me.” I am absolutely certain that my heart stopped 
beating for a full minute. Every thought in my head froze dead, like a stopped clock. 
Every inch of my skin tingled, charged with the power behind her eyes, the depth of what 
she wasn’t saying to me. And I sat there like a stone, not moving or breathing or even 
thinking beyond what it takes to process visual stimuli, as this amazing girl became the 
most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, leaning closer to me. Only when I could feel her lips 
against mine did I move. Slowly, I came back to my body and my senses, and put my 
arms around this girl. 

Paige and I kissed on the couch for a while. After she pulled off her shirt, she 
looked around, as unaware of her surroundings as I was, and led me into her room.  
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When I’m on my deathbed, spending my final minutes on this earth, that night 
will be the last thing that goes through my head. I know that, considering my history and 
my willingness to discuss it, any kind of vagueness now would seem out of sorts. Not my 
thing. But every guy has to have something he keeps just for himself. Something that 
changed everything, that set a new standard for everything that happened afterwards. And 
that night with Paige changed my life. If I was trying to, if I decided to share the details 
of what we had together, I still wouldn’t be able to pin down just what it was that made 
those experiences so much better than the ones that came before. I can’t say why exactly 
we connected as well as we did, emotionally or physically. I didn’t even think that level 
of passion could be reached, so I certainly can’t be the one to explain the hows and whys 
of it. But I can say that no acts, no partners, and no nights have been what that one was. 
Both of us had an unbelievably wonderful night. And after a few hours, when we were 
spent, covered in sweat and working to catch our breaths, Paige lay in my arms, with a 
smile on her face that made the one from earlier in the evening look like the polite smile 
you might give a stranger. It stayed on her face, even after she fell asleep. I lay and 
watched, until I followed her.  
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Day Day Day Day 19    
 
 
 
 
 
A door shut, and I woke up. I could feel light on my face, and someone’s face 

against my chest. Paige stirred a little, rubbing her cheek a little against my chest, 
scratching her face with the hair there. She lazily drew a half-closed hand back and forth 
across my body.  

“Leavin’ fr wrk. Back ta sleeep nuhh.” Mumbled words became steady breathing, 
and she squeezed me tighter in her sleep. I kissed her head, and closed my eyes again. I 
didn’t entirely fall back to sleep, but lingered in that place just this side of it, where being 
warm and cozy is all it takes to make the world okay, and laying next to a girl like Paige 
makes the world just about perfect. I don’t know how long we stayed in that timeless 
space, languishing in every warm breath from her lungs, the warmth of her skin, before 
she started moving again, her hand opening, softly running the tips of her fingers over my 
chest, as though some heirloom, or object of more value than my own simple flesh. I ran 
my fingers through her hair, massaging her scalp underneath, and she murmured her 
approval. It was a while before she leaned up to kiss me good morning, softly on the 
cheek, and open her eyes. She looked at me as though I was a kitten she thought had run 
away. 

“I don’t remember the last time I slept that well.” 
“Are you telling me I’m boring?” 
“Mmmmno. What you are is snuggly. I sleep good when I have something to 

snuggle.” 
“We’ll have to see about getting you a teddy bear of some kind then. Perhaps 

one with a bow-tie. Or a bowler hat.” 
“Nope. I’m good, thanks.” 
“You already have a bear with a bow tie and bowler hat?” 
“No. But I have you, and I think I like you more than a bear.” 
“But bears are furrier and softer than me.” 
“Yeah, but not by much…” 
“Hey now. Play nice.” 
“I am. I like your fur. It’s sexy. Also, I don’t think a bear could, uh…tire me out 

as well as you. Unless it ran on batteries. And even that is speculation.” 
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“Guess you’re stuck with me then.” 
“Yup. You can wear a bowtie to bed, though, if you want. But not a bowler hat. 

That would be weird.” 
“Nah. Bowler hat’s are a sign of class and stature.” 
“Maybe a century ago. Now I think it would feel too much like a Clockwork 

Orange or something. Creepy.” 
“Ah, but unless my glazzies do deceive, I spy a devotchka who would murder 

for a bit of the old in-out, in-out. Sure, we could romp it up real horrorshow.” 
“No. Cree-hee-py. Bowler hat is definitely out. You could maybe wear a 

sombrero, and be Eduardo the Spanish cabana boy, if you want a hat.” 
“I do not believe that cabana boys wear sombreros. Also, aren’t those a Mexican 

hat?” 
“Maybe. Guess you’ll have to be Ellis then, and come to bed nekked.” 
“Nothing for it. So long as I ain’t the only nekked one, your plan seems fit and 

sound to me.” She pressed her face into my chest, and squeezed hard. 
“I still can’t believe you stayed. I’m so glad you’re here.”  
“Me too.” 
“Part of me wants to lie here with you all day.” 
“Me too.” 
“But the rest of me says we should leave the bed eventually.” 
“…not me too.” She propped herself up on an elbow, and looked down on me, 

her hair landing on my face. 
“For a while anyway. So, I’m going to get up and go take a shower and get 

dressed.” 
“Hmm. Then I am going to watch you walk across the room naked, and then I 

am going to go make breakfast.” 
“Breakfast?” 
“Yes.” She threw herself on top of me and kissed me.  
“So much better than a teddy bear…” She hefted herself back up and threw the 

blankets off the bed with a twirl and stood up. Her body seemed to glow in the morning 
light. She grinned at me playfully, and then stalked, slowly, hips shaking, across the room 
to a pile of clothes, and stooped to pick up her robe without bending her knees even a 
little. She put the robe on slowly, like a strip tease in reverse, letting her hair fall in front 
of an eye, flashing her gaze at me from behind. With her hand on her hip, she strode 
majestically to the door. Right before she passed through, she turned to look at me again, 
smiling to herself, and then left. I found a pair of jeans and went to see what the Germans 
had in the kitchen to work with.  

 
Paige’s friends were much better stocked than were mine, more used to actually 

living like adults and having a little bit of money to spend on things like pans and food. I 
had enough to work with, as long as I made sure to restock their cupboards before I left to 
the states. By the time I heard the water turn off I had a bowl of pancake batter and a 
bowl of egg for omelets, which I started when I saw her walk into her room, so they were 
getting done by the time she came out dressed. She came to stand next to me with her 
hand on my back to watch me finish cooking and dish up breakfast. After she sat down, 
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she looked between me and the food a few times, grinning, before she finally started 
eating. And as she ate, she would sometimes stop and just stare at me.  

“You have a habit of thinking things very obviously and then never voicing 
them, don’t you?” 

“I’ve been told.” She finished eating and smiled at me.  
“Do you do it on purpose?” 
“Nope.”  
“Are you going to tell me what you’re thinking?” 
“Maybe. You done?” 
“Yes.” She stood and took her plate, walking around the table to me, setting her 

dirty dishes on mine. Standing behind me, she wrapped her arm around me, so her hand 
was resting on my opposite shoulder. She kissed me on the cheek, and rested her chin 
next to her hand.  

“Thank you for breakfast. It was awesome.” 
“My pleasure.” She smiled and lifted her chin, standing a little, and then leaned 

back down, so I could feel her lips brush against my ear. She barely whispered. 
“You are mine now.” 
“Hmm?” 
“What I was thinking. I’ve decided. You are so very mine.” She was close 

enough that I could feel her smile, which turned into a quick peck right next to my ear. I 
turned my head, and she kissed me gently, and then stood, sliding her arm from around 
me, grabbing up the dishes. “Now, I’ll clean up here, you go shower and get dressed.” 

 
We didn’t really have a plan, and we certainly had nothing we had to do. We 

decided to just wander around a while. She said she needed more aimless meandering in 
her vacation, and apparently that was an inherent skill of mine. So wander we did, going 
hither and thither with no real goal in mind beyond whatever bright or shiny thing 
happened to catch our eye at any given moment. Paige had a preternatural eye for shiny 
things, and I found myself being steered by the arm quite frequently, but she certainly 
added to the mad randomness of wandering, as we darted across streets and back, 
occasionally just to look and see what a flashing light was directing us to. The lack of a 
goal thing, she had less natural gift for, and had a sense that we should be heading 
SOMEWHERE, even if it was just a random target. On one of her many mad dashes that 
took us through a tunnel connecting one side of the street to the opposite one, we 
stumbled across some incredibly beautiful music. We sat together on the steps of the 
underground crosswalk, listening to a woman playing a very complicated cello piece, 
alternating between hurried jags of notes, and then a soft cascade of sounds that seemed 
to wash over the entire tunnel. Paige grew a little fidgety. I looked at her, and she stopped 
moving and smiled at me.  

“Close your eyes a moment.” Her brow drew together. 
“Do you have a surprise for me?” 
“Maybe.” She smiled like a child and closed her eyes.  
“Listen to the music, the way the echo makes it build on itself like an orchestra. 

How the woman, based on where she’s standing, has become her own accompaniment.” 
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The corners of Paige’s mouth pulled back a little. “Now, what do you see in your head, 
while she plays?” 

“It’s like someone running.” 
“How?” 
“When she plays the faster music, its frantic and wild, like running through a 

forest with trees whipping by, like there’s somewhere they need badly to be. And then the 
music breaks into the peaceful tune, like the woods opened up to a big open valley, and 
the grass is green and the sun is shining and everything is going to be okay.” She opened 
her eyes, looking at my face like she thought she lost her keys there.  

“Now look over there, at whoever is on the third or fourth stair.” She looked 
down the tunnel as a German in a suit walked hurriedly down the stairs. And before he 
got to the bottom, the music seemed to hit him. Suddenly there was a little less rush in his 
step. He didn’t smile or anything overly dramatic as all that, but, just for a little bit, his 
shoulders relaxed and he seemed to unwind a little. And as he passed the woman, he 
dropped some change into her open cello case. He started climbing the stairs next to us, 
and she turned her eyes back down to the far end, as the process happened again with 
someone else.  

“She’s like the pied piper, charming Germans.” 
“She lugs that big old cello down here, likely on the train, and sets up in the 

tunnel, and turns it into a bit of magic. For the people who wander through her tunnel 
while she plays, a hundred or a few hundred or whatever, she is creating that sense that 
they are through the woods, and everything is going to be okay. Over and over. A lot of 
them don’t even realize it, don’t fully notice her, because there are people like her in a lot 
of these tunnels. But she is making their days a little bit better, simply for having chosen 
to cross the street here. One of the best things about wandering in new places, in not 
having a destination or a timeline, is you can find things like this and just…soak in it. 
These in between places that can make the entire day a richer experience.” She watched 
another one come down the stairs, and as the music hit them, and their face slackened just 
a little bit, she turned back to me. Her jaw shifted, like she was going to say something, 
and then she just kissed me and smiled, before resting her head on my shoulder and 
watching the people pass by, periodically giving my hand a squeeze. And, after a while, 
the cello woman’s song built into a rising climax, and came to an end. She tucked her 
bow under her arm, rubbed her hands together, and got a drink of water. Paige and I 
stood, and continued our journey, stopping on the way to drop money into her case, and 
thank her profusely. When we got to the street a little, it felt as though we had been 
napping, and just woke up.  

 
The more time we spent wandering, the more and more I noticed how truly 

amazing Paige was. She had an almost limitless energy, that only snowballed the longer 
she was going. She was interested in everything, like she wanted to see and hear and 
experience everything, and at the same time, she had such a depth of response to 
everything she saw. She didn’t always say anything about it, she didn’t necessarily go out 
of her way to point out what she thought, but every thought and whim and reaction was 
written so clearly on her face, and held in her posture. She could say as much with a 
shifting of weight and a twitch of an eyebrow than I could with a hundred sentences. 
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There was so much that she noticed that I never would have, beautiful pictures of 
circumstance and funny moments, and more often than not, people and what they were 
doing. She watched everyone around her, as though she was trying to see their lives, their 
thoughts. And even if she was too far away to hear words, she seemed to listen to tones 
and watch movements. She had this warmth and concern to her. The more I saw her, the 
more I liked her, the more I wanted to watch her, and the more terrified I became of that 
inevitable moment when she ran headlong into the kind of person I was. How easy it was 
for me to exist without noticing people, how long it had been since I had any real 
connection with anyone. I wished I could change my nature, could find just what she 
wanted and turn myself into just that.  

I looked at her, standing on the sidewalk, looking up at a glass walkway 
connecting one building to the next. There was a couple standing there, having a 
conversation of some kind, and even though we couldn’t hear anything through the glass, 
she was watching them so intently; the way they moved and spoke. Her eyes darted from 
one to another, and her lips moved, so incredibly faintly, as she tried to piece together or 
imagine what they were saying, and the look on her face was that of such interest and 
intrigue, as though she was watching the history of the world being made, in this one 
moment between two strangers. She looked so beautiful, so deep and amazing, that I 
couldn’t move. I was paralyzed with awe and wonder, and how much I wanted to be right 
where I was; to be wherever this girl was. I was paralyzed by the fear that this moment 
would end. That she would see me for what I was, or my habits would kick in, and I 
would lose this feeling. That one of the greatest things that had ever happened would be 
gone. Every fiber of my being was being stretched to the point of breaking, torn between 
the passionate desire to close those steps between us, to sweep her up in my arms and 
hold tight, and the terrible fear screaming at me to turn tail and run now, before I got any 
more attached, before whatever this was that was growing in me, building between us, 
broke, and shattered my mind with it. 

And as I stood there, dumbstruck and frightened, about to break from the battle 
in my mind, Paige turned from the interaction she’d been watching, smiling to make the 
whole world bright, and the shouting in my head stopped. She took the steps between us 
that I couldn’t, and draped her arms over my shoulders, and looked into my eyes with 
hers, and everything that had ever worried me went away. She leaned her forehead 
against mine, and pressed her lips to mine for a quick kiss, and I almost forgot that I had 
ever been worried.  

And like that, she hooked her arm through mine, and we started moving again. 
My thoughts turned from the fear, to replaying the words she whispered into my ear at 
breakfast.  

Usually when a girl said something like that, we were still laying in bed, and the 
sweat on our bodies hadn’t even started to dry it. It was a direct reaction to something we 
had just done, or something I had done, more than who I was. The words never stood up 
to the light of day, and by noon I doubt either one of us had remembered them as 
anything more but a nice way to express that a good time had been had. Nobody brought 
them up again, and they certainly never managed to stick, by the effort of anyone or no 
one. So is that what Paige meant? We were both dressed when she said it, the light of day 
already too late to sneak up on them. So was she thanking me for breakfast? Was it a 
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lagged response from the night before, for helping fill out a trip with remarkably little 
gratuitous vacation sex? Or did she mean something more? Paige hadn’t really exhibited 
any kind of carelessness with words. With as much that was going on in her head, 
compared to as little as she said out loud about it, it seemed that she was not terribly 
likely to say a lot she didn’t mean.  

Or, she could have said it to be polite, and I was trying to read too much into it, 
like an asshole, turning simple kindness into emotional connection.  

We had approached a large shopping mall as the thought entered my mind. By 
the time we had crossed it, to the other end, I could feel the fear creeping back inside of 
me. And with the timing and grace of an angel, as the claws sharpened by a lifetime of 
cowardice and avoidance started to hold tightly to me, we stepped onto an escalator, and 
Paige wrapped an arm behind my waist and leaned her head on my shoulder for the ride 
up, peaceful and content, and scared the fear away. In the time it took to cross back the 
length of the mall again, it was gone.  

Or mostly gone, I should say.  
There was still a part of me watching and waiting. Not any kind of terror, 

certainly, and nothing I even noticed at all, in the beginning. But it was there, like a little 
kid checking a clock again and again for something exciting to happen, in anticipation of 
the moment when I started to disconnect. When the desire to be safe, comfortable, and on 
my own again overcame my desire to be with her. When the desire to leave turned her 
charm into burden. The feeling that came over me any time I spent too long a period of 
time with any one person, the reason for so many missed parties and canceled dates and 
early betimes; the reoccurring theme of all social interaction. This thing sat in the back of 
my mind, waiting, ticking off minutes, so quietly I scarcely even knew it was there, while 
the me that still couldn’t help but smile whenever she touched me went and ordered food 
in a food court, and sat sharing good food and good conversation, and watched the street 
below through a window next to our table. And, yes, I did mention good, restaurant 
quality food at a mall food court. Live in envy of the Berlin Mall.  

We finished the meal and walked across the street (over the street) to the theatre 
to see what was playing in English. With limited options, we saw I, Robot which we both 
enjoyed more than we had expected, due mostly to the fact that, as far as police movies 
went, it felt more like Columbo than an action movie. And then we started making a 
slow, wandering and indirect path in the general direction back to Paige’s place.  

 
Some hours and many kilometers later, Paige found a payphone to call her 

friends and see if they wanted to meet us for dinner and drinks somewhere. And while I 
was standing, listening to her talk in a mix of German and English, I realized that it was 
getting to be twilight outside. The little voice in the back of my head, watching the clock, 
had been ticking off hours and minutes for almost an entire day, and that familiar feeling 
wasn’t coming. I had spent more time with one person in a row than I have in a long 
time, and not only did I not want to run, but I didn’t even feel the seed of being irritated, 
or wishing I was in different company. The only seeds of fear I could sense at all were 
the fears that when she found out a little more about me, she would leave. The only 
impulse to run I could conceive of was based entirely on getting out before she sent me 
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away, because I didn’t want her to see me that way; didn’t want to have to deal with 
being cast off. And even that hadn’t taken me over since the mall.  

As we headed off again, with some vague semblance of both a plan and a 
timetable, I felt a little excited. The little man was panicking, holding the clock to his ear 
and rechecking his math, and then throwing a tantrum and withering away. I was, more or 
less, in new territory.  

The place we walked into was called Schaller’s. It was the pub of choice for 
Paige’s people, as the Happy Pig had been to mine. Unlike the happy pig, this place was 
distinctly more German, with dark wood and dark beers and no mixed drinks aside from 
the most basic of things. When we got there, Fabian and Lydia were starting their second 
beers, and Beatrix had just arrived with her boyfriend, whose name, I believe, was 
Emmerich, but was simply called Em or Rick.  

The bar maid, who looked very much like a woman should who works in a 
german pub and is called a barmaid, with a high skirt and a low-cut dress and blond hair 
tied back in a ribbon, brought out pair of whiskey sours and some fried bread dumplings 
and breaded mushrooms and assorted meats. German bar food is odd, but the dumplings 
kicked a fair amount of ass. And as for the whiskey…if you ever get homesick for 
America, find a bar. If they have whiskey, they’ll have some Jack Daniels. And nothing 
tastes like America like Jack Daniels.  

“You’re American palate is too good maybe for our beer here?” Fabian was on 
his third dark beer, and seemed to be feeling it more than the girls. Perhaps he had started 
earlier. 

“My palate is too good for any beer. I’m a hard alcohol man, either in shots or in 
a cocktail. Only you people don’t know anything about cocktails.” 

“Isn’t that a cocktail that you have now? This ‘Whiskey Sour’ you are 
drinking?” Beata was more curious than contemptuous, and leaned in to sniff the drink in 
Paige’s hand. 

“This, my foreign friend, is but a two-part cocktail. It’s about as much as I can 
expect here. It involves either a soft drink or a fruit juice, mixed with the alcohol. It really 
doesn’t count. What I’m talking about is like a chemistry set you drink. Tequila Sunrise 
or Alabama Slammer or Long Island or AMF.” 

“Mmm…AMF…” Paige looked longingly at her own drink, wishing it was 
something better.  

“What is this AMF?” 
“Adios Mother-Fucker.” Paige and I spoke and smiled in unison. I went on to 

elaborate.  
“It’s a wicked-strong drink, tastes a little like a lemonade that hates you, is 

bright blue, but you only need three or four to be set for the night.” 
“Why is it blue?” Beata clearly had an interest in mixology.  
“Because being pretty is half of what a cocktail is all about.” 
“And tasting like candy…”  
“Colorful and tastes like candy. This is what men drink in America?” When 

properly intoxicated, German men can sometimes sound a lot like rednecks. Paige beat 
me to the answer. 

“Only the good ones.” She smiled at me.  
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“You are that kind of man?” 
“Lawds yes! I tell you, if this were a proper bar, I would be mincing around with 

a full spectrum of fruity colors all night until I was too drunk to stand. And then I would 
vomit a rainbow. And that’s how lucky charms are made.” The Germans all worked 
together to explain to Rick what ‘mincing’ was, and how it fit with the rest of what I was 
saying. Apparently the explanation was hilarious, because Paige suddenly started 
laughing. She rested a hand on my leg and looked in my eyes like I had done something 
good. Finally, he nodded and smiled, and asked a question to Beata, which was relayed to 
Paige.  

“Em asks if your boyfriend does a lot of mincing. If maybe your boyfriend is 
more of a girlfriend.” 

“The bastard…” It took me a minute to look past being called queer to the fact 
that I was also called a boyfriend. Since when was I anyone’s boyfriend? 

“He…” she smiled and blushed. “He definitely has boy parts. Definitely. And 
however he walks outside, he doesn’t mince around when he’s using them. And that is 
more than enough for me.” Badass. Still doesn’t address the boyfriend part though. Lydia 
nodded. 

“Yeah, I heard you enjoying his man-parts last night. He doesn’t tire easily, does 
he?” It was my turn to blush.  

“Then why can’t he drink like a man?” 
“Right then! You bitter, war-losing Jerry’s think you can shame me? I’ll teach 

you how men drink. I bet that the sweetest, prettiest woman in this bar can make a 
schoolgirl of you at drinking. Paige? Reckon you want to join me in pointlessly and 
childishly learning these folk a thing or two?” She grinned playfully. 

“Reckon we’ve got to.”  
“Fantastic. Then order us up 8 shots of whiskey, woman, and some vodka 

lemon’s for sipping!” She was concerned by the number of shots, but played along. When 
they arrived on table, I put one in front of each German, and two in front of each 
American.  

“Now, before we get started, let me show you how to take a proper shot. If you 
can’t finish it in one go, you don’t deserve it. In one swift movement, you toss it back 
into your mouth, swallow the whole thing, and put down the glass. Toasting beforehand 
is recommended. Observe.” I picked up a shot and turned to Paige, who had one in hand. 
“To your health, your smile, and the way you make me feel about life!”  

“Ditto!” We downed our drinks in unison and slammed the glasses on the table. 
Paige winced a little, and then smiled, and kissed me.  

“You’ll note that only Girls are allowed to make a whiskey face when doing a 
shot. When she does so, it is cute. When a man makes one, it is worse than mincing. And 
it is not required that you kiss anyone afterwards. But if the girl with the cute whiskey 
face happens to kiss you, then it is badass. Ready?” Six glasses raised in the air. I nodded 
to Fabien to toast. 

“To being men!” He made a stern face. 
“To being with women who tolerate us!” six drinks were tossed down six 

throats, and as glasses hit the table, five whiskey-faces were looking back at me. Lydia 
looked like she had just swallowed a beetle.  
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“God, that was awful. I want something that tastes like candy, too.” Paige didn’t 
agree out loud, but did take a sip of her lemon drink, looking grateful for it.  

“How do you think they did?” Paige looked around like a teacher at test time.  
“I don’t know. I didn’t see anyone who looked remotely like Clint Eastwood 

when they took their whiskey.” 
“Yeah, I agree. Let the record show I am disappointed in all of you. Except 

Paige. She, I couldn’t be prouder of.” She leaned her head against my shoulder.  
“You’re just saying that because you’ve had a bit to drink and you think I’m a 

little sexy.” I leaned my head back against her, and spoke quietly.  
“No, I think you’re a lot sexy. And I’m proud of you aside from that.”  
 
The sharing of culture and the imbibing of spirits warmed up the table, and 

everyone was laughing and talking like old friends. It seemed to do even more to draw 
Paige and I together, and she was in constant contact with me. While we all talked and 
drank and joked around, under the table our hands never parted, fingers dancing with one 
another silently, and then holding tight. And before long I realized that, for the first time I 
can remember, as well as everyone was getting along at the table, I wished I was 
somewhere else, alone with Paige. Normally I stay with the party atmosphere as long as 
possible, because there is always time to break away later, when the mood has cooled 
down. But now, all I wanted was to be somewhere quiet, holding tight to this girl. I tried 
to fit all this expression in gentle kiss to her temple. She looked at me warmly, and 
nuzzled her head against my neck, where it stayed for the next half hour, until it was 
decided that we should all commence hauling ourselves home. Beata and Rick started 
walking in the opposite direction, to stay at his house. The rest of us walked in pairs to 
the apartment, where we separated with a simple goodnight.  

Drunker than I had thought, I sat heavily on the bed while Paige closed the door. 
She walked over to me, half sitting on my legs, and rested her wrists on my shoulders.  

“You really think I’m sexy?” 
“Do you really doubt it?” 
“I know we get along. But maybe this is just one of those vacation things. You 

know, because you can.”  
“Oh, nonono. Girl, you are one of the most breathtakingly beautiful girls I have 

ever seen in my entire life. The way you talk and the way you move and the way you 
think; you are, without a doubt, the single sexiest girl in this entire country right now. But 
you also make me feel a way I’m not used to feeling, and this is NOT just a vacation 
thing.” She smiled. Her eyes were so full of emotion that I was dumbstruck for an instant; 
completely unaware that eyes could be that deep. I had no doubt that everything I said 
was true.  

“Yeah?”  
“Yeah. C’mere…” I kissed her, and she leaned her body into me. She pulled 

away to catch a breath, and I kissed her neck. I caught her eyes close, her head tilting 
back further, and I pressed on, kissing down further. When I got to her neckline, she 
pulled off her shirt. As I kissed a trail down her body, she cleared the way of clothing, 
until I couldn’t lean forward any further. I spun her around to the bed, and continued my 
way down. And…well, like I said before, some things just mean too much, are a little too 
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personal to go sharing. But I got to do something I had been wanting to for a while, 
something she seemed to want more every passing second. When I was done, I don’t 
think she couldn’t doubt any more just how into her I was. And, as one thing led to 
another, that connection was just cemented further. As we finished a second time, 
refusing to separate enough to facilitate the catching of breath, she gave me a new look. 
Something that hit me hard, made me feel completely numb. And then she closed her 
eyes and lay her head on my chest, and whispered after a sigh. 

“I have the best time with you.”  
She held me tight, and then the alcohol and exertion caught up with us, and we 

both passed clear out.  
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Day Day Day Day 20    
 
 
 
 
 
I don’t know if I was woken up by a door shutting, by Paige moving, or just by 

nature. When I opened my eyes the world was completely silent and still, aside from the 
steady pattern of sleeping breaths. I looked at Paige, sleeping with her head on my chest, 
her arm draped over me. Even in her sleep, she had a way of making me feel like she 
cared about me. No turning her back to me, or waking on the other side of the bed. And 
while she lay there, she looked absolutely amazing. I didn’t move a muscle, for fear of 
waking her up. And it suddenly occurred to me that this was also the first time I had ever 
woken up next to the same person two mornings in a row. I should have been scared. I 
should have wished I was waking up alone, even if it meant being curled up in the lobby. 
But I wasn’t. In fact, even though it went against everything I knew to expect from 
myself, being there felt really good. It was peaceful, and comforting. It felt every bit like 
exactly where I should have been. Wouldn’t have traded it for anything. I wouldn’t have 
done anything that could have robbed me of that moment when she first started stirring, 
and opened her eyes, looking up at me, with the same impossibly deep eyes she had last 
night that made my insides seize up and tingle and melt all at once.  

She closed her eyes again and smiled into my chest, squeezing me tightly.  
“Right where I left you.” 
“Nowhere else I’d rather be.” 
“Nowhere?” 
“Nope. Not that I could move if I wanted to, since you haven’t let go of me 

since last night.” 
“I’m sorry. You want me to stop?” 
“Don’t you dare.”  
“Good. Mine.”  
“Am I?”  
“Yes. Didn’t you hear Emmerich last night? You’re my boyfriend. Even if you 

do mince with girly drinks.” 
“Are you the one that put that idea in his head.” 
“No, I think Beata did that. Are you going to argue the point?” 
“Argue with Rick? Wouldn’t dream of it.”  
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“So you admit to being my boyfriend?”  
 “Does it mean that you’d be my girlfriend?” 
“It does, actually.” 
“And I’d have continued access to this fantastic body laying next to me?” 
“You’d better.” 
“And that thing that happened last night will happen again?”  
“Heh. You liked that, huh?” 
“As a matter of fact, I did.” 
“Good. Me too. I had to do something to get the whiskey taste out of my 

mouth.” 
“From this point on you shall drink nothing but Whiskey in my presence. And 

never touch whiskey when I am not around.” 
“I better not be the only one.” 
“Hey now. Don’t you cut into my alcohol intake. I need no excuse to do what I 

did. I did it because I’ve wanted to for a while, because it was good times, and because it 
tasted even better than the bread dumplings from the bar last night.” 

“Those were good dumplings.” 
“And yet you were still better.” 
“Mm. Good boy. Then you can eat and drink anything you please.” 
“Really?” 
“Yes. No. You can drink whatever you want, but your eating will be limited to 

whatever food item you want and me. No blond girls on planes or anything.” 
“Mmm, sounds like a good enough plan to me.” 
“And, whiskey or no, I will continue to do my part. Also limited to just you.” 
“Well, them it sounds like I’m your boyfriend.” 
“Cool.”  
“Agreed.” 
“I would ask you if you want to shake on it, but…”  
“But what? You don’t want to touch my hand? What’s wrong with my hand? I 

washed it twice last week!” Paige finally opened her eyes again and rolled her head so 
her chin rested on my chest, so she could look me in the eyes. She was grinning her 
playful grin.  

“Nothing. But, seeing as how we’re where we are, and I’m naked, and you’re 
naked, I thought we could think of a better way to seal the deal.” 

Her way was a much better idea.  
 
She dropped her forehead down onto my chest, her bare shoulders heaving while 

she tried to control her breathing. When she looked back up, through a curtain or her soft 
hair, damp with sweat, she had a look of peace and happiness and energy all 
intermingled, and the corner of her mouth was curled up.  

“That’s my favorite way to start the day.” I nodded.  
She rolled off of me, and off the bed, landing on her feet. She reached back and 

grabbed my hand.  
“You can’t stay in bed all day you know.” 
“I’m still not entirely sure you’re right about that.” 
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“Well, I am. Come on, we’ll clean up and then think of something to do.”  
She led me across the apartment to the bathroom, apparently confident that 

nobody was home to witness us wandering around naked. We took a shower together, 
and I got to wash every curve and inch of skin on her amazing body, that I was only 
crazier about the more I got to see it, the more of it I got to touch. And she washed me, 
making me feel closer to her with every inch of me she touched. And while there is no 
denying it was affectionate, and sexy, it wasn’t quite sexual. The goal wasn’t to get off. 
Just to share a moment. A close, naked moment. Because we could, and because we 
wanted to. When we were done we toweled each other off. I brushed my teeth with one 
hand and her hair with the other, until all that was left were tangles that I wouldn’t be 
rough enough with, and she took over. So I sat down, and watched her brushing her hair, 
and then brushing her teeth, and going about all the little details of getting ready. I was 
reminded for a moment of the small green bathroom in Valencia, that morning with the 
Irish girl from upstairs. Only, watching this girl I had grown so fond of over the past few 
days, I felt less like an intruder, a fly on the wall spying on someone else’s private 
moments. I felt closer to the whole thing. I felt familiar. Comfortable. I felt very happy. I 
think because I wasn’t spying. I was watching her get ready for a day, with all of the 
normal routines, all the regular parts of her life. And I was there because she was starting 
to think of ME as a regular part of her life. I belonged there. It was only natural that I be 
there. Where else would I be waking up if it wasn’t next to her? Why wouldn’t I be 
getting ready with her in the morning? What could be more natural?  

I knew for a fact that there wasn’t anywhere else I should be. And that I wanted 
more mornings like that one. It wasn’t even done yet, and I needed more like it. Paige 
caught me smiling in the mirror, and rested a hand on the back of my neck, returning the 
smile to me. The look was back in her eyes, and I finally recognized it for what it was. 
The look was her recognizing just how very much she was starting to care about me. That 
was her thinking the same thing I was thinking. That was her way of telling me how she 
felt about me. She smiled back at me, and I knew without question that my eyes were a 
reflection of hers. I stood and kissed her neck, and then turned to the task of arranging my 
hair.  

Back in the bedroom, I pulled on a clean pair of jeans and watched Paige dress a 
while, before turning for the door.  

“I shall go see about breakfast.” I could hear her chuckling. 
“Is it more difficult to cook with a shirt on?” 
“Its difficult to dig a clean shirt out of the bottom of my bag. The cooking is 

irrelevant. Just thought you might be hungry.”  
“You trying to fatten me up?” 
“Nope, most certainly am not. Just don’t want you to waste away. You know, 

when your body enters starvation mode, your breasts are among the first things to 
wither.”  

“And we can’t have that.” 
“It would be a sin and a crime.”  
“Well, just sit down, and I’ll get you your shirt.” I collapsed on the couch and 

listened while Paige struggled and swore with my bag until it sounded like there was a 
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full-on brawl in there. Then it all stopped. To be honest, I couldn’t be sure who the victor 
was.  

“You okay in there?” Paige appeared in the doorway, holding my bag with one 
strap in each hand, looking flushed and frustrated. She carried my bag and dropped it on 
the floor in front of me, and then sat next to me, all of which without taking her eyes 
from me once.  

“Your bag is fucking heavy.” 
“Yes’m, it certainly is.” 
“So while I was digging for a shirt, which, by the way…” She grabbed a rolled-

up shirt from the bag and threw it at me. “I found this. What the Hell is this?” She held up 
a triangle shaped shard of tile.  

“I am going to say…triangle shaped shard of tile.” 
“Yes, that’s what I thought. Why are you carrying it around?” 
“It was from the floor in this run-down hostal we stayed at, where everything 

stunk like a dozen rotting asses and nothing was peaceful.” 
“And you took a piece?” 
“Well, it was already broken, and you want to remember a place like that. I 

mean, I found needles loose in the mattress. Needles. Plural. They were lodgings of 
note.” 

“You have a weird sense of souvenirs. And things worthy of souvenirs.” 
“I like weird experiences and found things. You don’t have any odd objects 

from being here?” 
“I have the coaster they gave me on the train in…” 
“See? Same thing. As you were fascinated by being in a coaster-giving 

establishment, drinking while on a train, so was I by paying for a the worst bed in the 
worst room in Barcelona.”  

“Fine. But you have more. I mean, look at all this stuff…”  
She pulled out the picture books, and sidled closer to me. She flipped through 

them, just staring at all the detail and listening to stories about the places I had seen, 
asking questions, trying to picture them all. I tried to make her go get her camera so I 
could see what she had done in Germany, but she refused. She said that would come 
later. When she finished one book, she brought out the other one. She loved all the 
beautiful old stone work everywhere, the sunken park in Valencia, the plaza I spent so 
much of my time in. She made me stop and close my eyes with her, and describe a scene 
in which we were both there, watching the people mingling, eating gelato, enjoying the 
beautiful night air. Then she just looked at me with those deep, caring eyes for a while, 
and nudged me to continue explaining pictures. She set the second book on the couch 
beside her when she had gone all the way through, and reached into my pack and grabbed 
a small white box. She started to open it, and then stopped.  

“Okay, so, answer me this; of all the things you saw, and I have to say I am so 
jealous of your vacation, what was the best part of your trip so far?” 

“Oh, now, that’s hard to say. There’s so much of it I loved, and there is just so 
much I want to hold on to, as well. But, in all honesty, the best part, the part I want to 
hang on to for the longest time to come, has been meeting this girl, who means more to 
me than anyone has in a long time.” 
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“But, unless I really misunderstand. You met that girl before your trip even 
began.” 

“True. And I had no idea just how amazing she was then. At the time I thought 
she was just a cute, funny girl with nice breasts and a great ass.” 

“So when did you realize she was more?” 
“It’s not like it happened all at once. It came from hanging out and talking a lot.” 
“Mmm…maybe. But there had to have been one moment when you realized that 

I was the best part of the vacation.” 
“…” In a broom closet in Poland with my bits in someone else’s mouth… 
“And don’t lie.” Oh, God, she knew I had something to lie about. 
“It was in Poland.” Not a lie. Good start. She just kept watching me with those 

penetrating eyes and that seductive smile.  
“That’s far from being an exact moment.” 
“I know. But I think that’s a story better for later, really.” Paige stuck out her 

bottom lip in an over-exaggerated pout. 
“But I want to hear about it now.” And I don’t want you to throw me out just 

yet… 
“Later. If I tell you about the best part of my  vacation now, it’ll make the rest of 

it seem boring, if you plan on asking about anything else.” She smiled a smile of 
momentary defeat, and held up the white box.  

“Fine. So what’s in the box?” The box held the cast crucifixes mounted on bases 
of Valencian marble, and the rosaries I got at the Cathedral there. She was fascinated by 
the rosaries as soon as she noticed that they weren’t made of beads at all, but some kind 
of seed. She continued to drag out the items in my bag one by one for explanations and 
stories, from the necklaces I had purchased for my friends to the cds I bought for myself. 
She was the most impressed by the artwork I bought off street vendors. I thought I was 
safe, until she got to the bottom of the sack, and pulled out a plastic bag I had all but 
forgot was in there.  

“What is this, another t-shirt? Must be. Feels like fabric.”  
“No!” I smacked my hand down on hers, keeping the top of the bag closed.  
“What, is it an incredibly private shirt?” 
“It’s just…nothing.”  
“Aw, sweetie, you know I think the world of you. But I’m exploring right now. 

So gimme.” She jerked the bag from under my hand and I could feel my heart sink. As 
soon as she opened the bag, she mad a face and raised her eyebrows. She reached into the 
bag, and pulled out a pair of thong panties, hanging from the top of her index finger. She 
looked at me quizzically. “Yours?”  

“No. I mean, I did not bring them with me to wear or anything. And I didn’t 
steal them. They were given to me or left behind.” She just kept looking at me without 
blinking. I felt faint. “Look…this…good Christ, this isn’t what I wanted.” 

“And what did you want? My bra? My panties to add to the collection? Or, hey, 
maybe a lace nightie!”  

“No.” 
“What, I don’t wear sexy enough underwear to display in your trophy case?” 
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“No, Paige. Every stitch of clothes I’ve seen you in is more than worthy of 
display in a museum. If I had a trophy case, I’d want your purple panties front and center. 
But I don’t, nor did I ask for those. They just happened. I just…I’m not good at this, 
okay? This being close to someone thing? It hasn’t happened to me in a long time. A very 
long time. I meet people, girls, and we hang out. Sometimes stuff happens. It’s not like I 
ever even plan it to end up with anyone’s underwear coming off. But the more it happens, 
the more it continues to happen. It’s just the way it works. I used to look for someone to 
be with long-term, but it never worked out. Then I was looking for someone to be with 
for a few months, but I couldn’t manage that. So I was looking for someone to spent a 
month with, or a few weeks with, and then I was looking for just anyone at all. And if we 
got along, and ended up in bed, great. It never lasted long because it couldn’t. I had no 
idea what to do in a relationship or how to find one, and the longer it went since I had 
been with someone I really cared about, the fewer girls I met who were any good at 
making things last. I kind of existed in this world of weeklong relationships and one night 
stands. When I came here, I figured, Hell, its vacation, right? So if I met a girl on a beach 
and I didn’t know her name but she wanted to go somewhere and fuck, then that was 
great. But it wasn’t…it was…” I looked to Paige to say something.  

She just watched me, and waited for me to continue. 
“It was lonely. The whole thing. Being alone in a foreign country, fucking these 

girls who only kindof spoke English and then never seeing them again. Meeting up with 
an American or an Australian here or there, mixing sex and conversation, only to have 
them disappear. It made me think about things I never had before. When I came here, 
when I called you, I wanted someone to talk to. I wanted to be able to joke around with a 
girl who I suddenly remembered as being incredibly pretty, with a beautiful smile and an 
energetic laugh. I wanted to be able to tell dirty jokes without having someone I just met 
and who’s apartment I’m staying in scowl at me. I didn’t realize this would happen. I 
figured that if you had any interest in sex then you’d be exhausted and delirious from all 
the Aryan cock you could ask for. How exotic is it to get with some American in 
Germany? But I honestly enjoyed hanging out with you more than I ever realized I 
would. I cared about you more than I thought I could. I didn’t even realize it happened 
until…Poland.” Her expression hadn’t changed at all. 

“Go on.” 
“It was the first time I didn’t feel overly beholden to my Christian hosts here, 

because I wasn’t even in their country. They didn’t speak Polish, and as many of the 
people there spoke English as they did German, so we were on equal ground. We went to 
eat at this place, and there was a waitress there. She was really exotic looking. And, I 
mean, I knew I had enjoyed hanging with you, and I really liked you, but I didn’t think 
that anything…I don’t know. Anyway, so I flirted with the waitress, and she didn’t speak 
English hardly at all, but somehow we were flirting, and then she led me off to this 
broom closet, and we made out, and she went down on me. And that was when I realized 
how much I cared. Because, in the middle of being blown by this girl, I didn’t really care. 
I would have rather hung out with you, even if I knew there was no chance for a blowjob, 
or even a kiss, than being in a closet with a girl who couldn’t even speak a whole 
sentence in English. Because however much I like my knob polished, I liked being 
around you even more. I couldn’t remember the last time I had gotten along with 
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someone as well as you, or cared about anyone as much. I kept trying to figure out how to 
get her to stop without risking being bitten, and then Emily walked in and surprised an 
ending out of us and it…was messy and awkward. I worried about it all the way back, 
and as soon as we got back to Janice’s place, I called to see if you really wanted me to 
stay.” 

“When did you get the tickets?” 
“The night before. I couldn’t sleep, so, on a whim, I exchanged them. I figured I 

could just tell Janice I was wrong about when I went home when you told me you were 
kidding about my staying. But, you know. There was always that chance. And, look how 
it worked out. I’m sorry for all that, for the bag and everything. I’ll fucking burn them if 
you want. I’m telling you, I never asked for them. And, really…I just hope you’re not 
disgusted. I really, really like you, Paige. The time I’ve spent with you has been priceless, 
and this morning I realized how much I really want to keep having mornings like that, 
how much I want to be a part of your life. So, if you want me to leave, or whatever, 
then…okay. But, really, I am sorry.” I looked at her. She stared back for a moment, 
before raising her eyebrows and putting a hand on my cheek.  

“Awww.” 
“…what?” 
“Boys are so cute. You’ve been worrying about telling me all that this whole 

time, haven’t you?” 
“Yes.” 
“Did you think I didn’t know?”  
“What do you mean?”  
“Okay, first, no girl ever forgets her panties behind. If we leave them, its 

because we know that you will keep them in a box or a book or something forever, and 
you’ll think of us every time you do. It’s like being a chapter in your personal history 
book. It’s a permanent thing. So you don’t have to burn these.” She dropped the panties 
back in the bag, and tossed it back in the rucksack. “Secondly…Ellis, when I met you, 
you were checking out my ass. At least once in that first conversation you stopped 
looking at me to stare at some girl’s tits as she leaned over to put something in her bag, 
and you had no idea you did it. You came to talk to me on a plane and openly admitted 
that some girl you just met sucked you off in a toilet stall. We had a whole conversation 
about the crucial value of travel sex. It’s not like I thought you were saving yourself for 
me the entire time you were here. I didn’t even really think you’d call me when you got 
to Berlin, because you’d be too busy or would have forgotten. I will grant that you got 
laid more than I would have guessed, but I’m not going to hold that against you. No harm 
in being good at what you do, and, yes, you are good at what you do. You may recall that 
while I was here I hooked up myself a time or two. I can tell you that Aryan guys are 
neither exhausting, nor anything to be delirious about. I thought you were cute when I 
met you in the airport, and when you actually called me, I was kind of hoping we would 
get together. I didn’t want to jump right into bed with you, because you’re an American 
and I wanted to make you work for it a little, and because, when we hung out, I did like 
you, and I wanted to see if you were really that cool before we jumped into bed and you 
never called me again. If you had been more boring, you probably would have gotten laid 
sooner. So stop worrying about me getting all worked up and crying and yelling and 
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throwing you out because you got some ass in Spain. Good for you. But I’m holding you 
to what you said this morning. You’re mine now, and all the ass you’re going to be 
getting is going to be mine. No more waitresses” 

“So…” 
“So I’m not mad and I’m not telling you to leave.” 
“…you are the single coolest girl in…ever.”  
“You go right on thinking that. And, for the record, the story about when you 

realized you liked me? It’s actually a lot more romantic than you think. Plus it’s kind of 
funny. And, if you ever re-tell it to me again when you aren’t terrified I’m going to slap 
you for it, it may even be a little sexy. So the next time I ask, and I tell you to be honest, 
don’t avoid the subject.” 

“Yes ma’am.” I was dumbstruck. First by everything she’d just said, the fact that 
she was three steps ahead of me the whole way, and then by the look in her eyes. The 
depth and intensity she had, the look in her eyes that captured how much she cared about 
me, was stronger than it had ever been. And as she watched me struggling to come to 
terms with everything, they softened, and she pulled herself closer to me.  

“Ellis, you’re going to have to come to terms with the fact that I know more than 
you think I do, so you’d better just trust me. Because I meant what I said about being 
crazy about you.” She was sitting on my lap, and leaned down to kiss me.  

“Sometimes I just feel like I have no idea what I’m doing.” She smiled sweetly.  
“I know. I think I can help you find your footing.” She slid backwards off my 

lap, and took my hands, pulling me to my feet. 
“What are we doing?” She was leading me back to her room. 
“Something where I know you know what you’re doing.” 
“Now?” That masterful, sexy grin crept across her face.  
“I told you your story was better than you thought. Now, if you want my good 

purple panties for your little collection, cowboy, you’re going to have to come get them.”  
Afterwards, holding her in my arms, I realized that I had somehow stumbled 

into the best thing that had ever happened to me without ever having half a clue what I 
was getting myself into. And now I was there, and I never wanted to leave, and even my 
idiot past couldn’t get me thrown out. With Paige was where I belonged.  

 
Once we were both dressed again, Paige wearing a new set of underwear, she 

helped me put my pack back together. She insisted that her bra and panties simply would 
not get along with the ones in the other bag, though, since they were a little low-class for 
her. They got their very own pouch. It occurred to me that we had never eaten, having 
gotten so wrapped up in confession and revelation. By this time, we had decided that it 
would be easiest to go get breakfast (which had now evolved to lunch) out. I had used 
much of what was left in the fridge yesterday, and we had to do some grocery shopping 
anyway. So out it was.  

As we sat and ate and talked and laughed at the restaurant, there was something 
different about being with Paige. Something…closer. The last wall of fear I had had been 
removed, and maybe that was it. Maybe she sensed that I wasn’t holding anything back 
anymore. But whatever it was, I kept looking at her, and thinking ‘this girl is mine? How 
amazing is that!’ I was never once worried about the fact that I’d be waking up to this girl 
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again and again. Hell, I was excited that I would be waking up to this girl over and over 
again. I couldn’t imagine anyone I would rather go to bed with, have sex with, sleep next 
to, or wake up with. Or eat lunch with. And every so often she would catch my eyes 
while chewing, and would just smile to herself, and I knew she knew what I was 
thinking. Somehow the two of us had found something that just worked.  

When we got back, she went and got her souvenirs and her digital camera to 
show me what she had seen. She didn’t buy as many random items as I did. A few t-shirts 
for her family and friends, and some little statues of some of the landmarks around 
Berlin. She had a replica of the same sign from Checkpoint Charlie that Janice had on her 
front door. But her pictures were great. So many of them had her smiling and looking 
angelic in front of a statue or a building. She actually disagreed on that point. She said 
that as much as she loved her friends, she wished she had some more pictures of the 
things she wanted to remember, besides them. My photo books may be impersonal, but 
I’ll always remember the cities. I tried to point out that she may forget the city, but she’ll 
always remember the good times she had there. And if Berlin can survive being blasted to 
the ground, it’ll probably be around to see again. She had a picture in there of one of her 
Aryans, and despite her tough talk earlier she was clearly a little embarrassed for me to 
see it.  

We sat around on the couch for quite a while, until she stopped talking and 
watched me for a while. Nothing I said could move her, until she suddenly threw herself 
at me, wrapping her arms around my neck.  

“I still can’t believe sometimes that you’re here. It’s just too weird. How the 
Hell do I get together in Berlin with someone who lives so near to me back home?” 

“Luck?” 
“Is that it?” 
“Well, you did meet me in the States, technically.”  
“True. You still going to be my boyfriend when we’re back there?” 
“You still going to be a Eugene hippy?” 
“I wasn’t one before, bastard.” 
“Well, doesn’t matter. Answer is yes either way.” 
“So what if I wanted to move to Portland?” 
“We’d see each other more and save on gas money.” 
“I wouldn’t really have a place to stay there. Or a job, for a while.” 
“Do you think it would take a lot of adjusting for us to live together?” 
“You mean like these few days?” 
“Yeah.” 
“No, I think that’ll be fine. It would be weird, I think, to have met you on the 

basis of living in the same place, and then insisting on separate places.” 
“So then maybe it would be a good thing for you to move.” 
“Maybe. You know, I still don’t want you to leave tomorrow.” 
“Well, I don’t think I can get another extension. I’m broke.” 
“I know. But your plane leaves so damn early.” 
“Yeah, not wild about that myself.” 
“We’re going to have to get up at like 4:30 in order to get you showered and 

ready to go, and to the airport in time.” 
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“Sorry. You going to make me go on my own?” 
“Don’t be an ass, of course not. I’m just saying we’re going to have to go to bed 

early.” 
“When were you thinking?” 
“Now works for me…” 
And so on my 20th day in Europe, I only left the apartment once, and spent half 

of the day in bed. It was a wonderful day. The rest of the evening was spent together, 
alternating between sex and napping, until we finally fell asleep too deeply to call it a 
nap.  
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There was a jarring noise, followed by a long string of profanity muttered from 

the soft lips of a beautiful girl. The sound stopped, and the girl flopped back down on me 
with no effort to catch herself. 

“Hey, you. Wake up.” 
“I’m awake.” 
“We have to send you back now.” 
“Don’t wanna.” 
“Me neither. But you don’t go now, you really WILL have to sell your ass in 

order to buy a plane ticket home.” 
“How much would I have to charge?” 
“I don’t know. 20 eu? 50?” 
“You owe me sooo much money…”  
“Aw. Think you can give me a loan?” 
“Well, I guess we can call it even. But only because you’re hot.” 
“Works for me. Now, come on.” She yanked all the covers off the bed.  
“Cripes, woman. It’s cold in here, and some of us are naked.” 
“All of us are naked in this room. This is the sacrifice I make to get you on your 

plane on time. So, if you want to be warm again, get up, and we can go take a shower.” 
“Hehe. Pretty naked girl is cold…” I reached out to illustrate the obvious 

coldness of her nakedness, but she slapped my hand away. 
“In the shower.”  
“Fine. Honestly, the lengths a man has to go through just to touch a little boob 

around here…” 
“They’re not really little, are they?” 
“Just perfect. I only wanted to touch a little.” 
“That’s because you’re still half-asleep. When you wake up more, you’ll want to 

touch the rest.” 
“True. To the Bat-showers!” 
“Hold on there, Dark Knight. We’re not alone here anymore. Put your shorts on 

or something.” 
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“Right.” 
I stumbled over the bathroom, followed by Paige, carrying an armload of clothes 

for us. I started to wake up when the water hit, and was able to enjoy the rituals of getting 
ready again. We didn’t say much; just took our time in everything we were doing, 
enjoying every last touch, every smile, and every second of our time together before I 
was gone again. But, too soon, it was over, and we were dressed and gathering up the last 
of my things to put in my back. On the counter was detailed instructions on how to get to 
Tegel from Lydia, and a goodbye note. I took up my back, Paige grabbed my shoulder 
bag, and we left the apartment.  

The train ride to the busses was all too quick. The bus ride to the airport is never 
quick, so we rolled along in the dark snuggled close, while the rest of the city slept 
around us. By the time we got to Tegel, the bus was packed with people and luggage, but 
we hadn’t even noticed. We got to the counter just as it was opening, so I was the first 
one in line. I got my boarding passes, and checked my rucksack. The next step in the 
procession was the security gate, where Paige couldn’t follow. We stood aside from it. 

“I know it’s dumb, because I’m supposed to be on vacation and having fun and 
everything, but a big part of me wishes I was going home now, too.” 

“You don’t want to leave yet. You’ll still be having a good time with your 
friends.” 

“But not as good a time as I have with you. And I want to see what it’s like, 
being with you back home. I’m really excited about being back now.” 

“Me too. But it won’t be too long.” 
“Eight days. Will you pick me up from the airport?” 
“I’d like nothing better.” 
“Okay. I know it’s probably going to be expensive and stuff, but…could you 

call me? When you get home, I mean? So I know you’re okay?” 
“Of course. But it’ll be a long time from now, so don’t just sit by the phone and 

wait, okay? The flight here was 15 hours, and I have two changeovers in the middle 
now.”  

“I won’t, I promise.” 
“Good. And don’t be sad all day because I left.” 
“I’ll try. Now, kiss me, and then fly away.” 
Nobody in my entire life has kissed me the way that Paige did when she kissed 

me goodbye. It was intense and powerful and caring and deep. It was all the loneliness 
she was going to feel over the next week, all the excitement she felt about us being 
together in the first place. That kiss was everything. It lasted for so long, and when it was 
over it seemed to brief, and so cold without it.  

“See you before too long.” She nodded, her eyes glossy with barely-contained 
tears. 

“Miss you.” She kissed me again, and held on to me for the longest time. When 
she let go, one of the tears had broken free. I wiped it off her cheek, and kissed her on the 
other one.  

“Meeting you has been the best thing ever.” I gave her hand one last squeeze, 
and then turned to empty my pockets into the tray and go through security. When I came 
out clean on the other side, I could just see her through the glass, in between the wall and 
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the guard. She was holding her arms to herself, her mouth pulled tight, half smiling, and 
half crying. She lifted one arm free to wave, and then I turned the corner.  

 
Following the rules of Tegel, my trans-Atlantic flight was anything but. The first 

leg of the journey was a short flight to Brussels, in Belgium. As I sat in the terminal 
waiting, I began to notice that I was just about the only person not wearing a suit and 
carrying a briefcase. It was the source of much amusement to me that there could be 
people who, instead of getting in a car or on a train to go to work every morning, get onto 
a small plane and go to another city, or, in this case, another country even. How bizarre is 
it that ‘the office’ is somewhere you need a passport to get to? But more and more people 
filed in, all professional men and women, with a cup of coffee and a morning paper and a 
look of bored routine on their faces. When it was finally time to start boarding they 
simply opened the door and said it was time. Everyone shuffled outside down some 
stairs, and over to where a plane was waiting, just barely bigger than a lear jet. One where 
the hatch that opened on the side was the stairs, as well. We climbed up the narrow stairs, 
in through the little door, and sat down wherever. Everyone had tickets and numbers, but 
most of them didn’t care. As soon as we took off, a woman came around and served 
coffee and tea. She knew some of the passengers by name, and spoke absolutely no 
English. I think I was the sole tourist on the flight.  

We were in the air for only 45 minutes. In less time than some people I have 
known in the past took to drive to work, we had landed in another country. We 
unceremoniously de-planed, and walked into the Brussels airport, led only by those who 
knew the way from previous experience. It must be nice for the stewardesses, these daily 
worker flights. No finicky travelers or meals or screaming children. All of the workers 
split off and went to where busses or cars or cabs awaited them, and I went deeper inside 
the airport.  

 
Brussels airport consists of two big wings, connected in the middle by what 

appears to be a four-story shopping mall. The bottom floor is actually all connecting 
passageways to and from the terminals on either side, as well as the main door and 
information services and some baggage carousels and related customer service stations. 
And the top floor was mostly private lounges and the chapel, as well as what seemed to 
be a medical office or nurses station. There was one public lounge there, but there wasn’t 
much to it, just a long room of simple chairs and no music. The middle two floors were 
all stores and a food court and consumer goods. Thanks largely to changing my tickets to 
a later date, I had six hours to kill before boarding would begin for my next flight. I had 
time to explore.  

There was a newsstand, full of newspapers from just about every major city 
along the back wall. The side wall contained the most popular magazines in several 
dozen languages. And on a spinning rack in between them was a very large selection of 
porn. There were no covers or bags to keep them discreet. The closest they did to 
censoring them was putting the hardcore magazines at the top of the rack. The cover of 
one had only the presence of a large ‘t’ blocking the actual anal penetration of a very 
sultry looking blond. Ah, to be a kid in Belgium. All the important lessons in life right 
there at your finger-tips… 
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A high-end electronics store had a massive display of fully charged batteries for 
just about anything you could ever need one for, from a cell phone to a laptop to a pocket 
vibrator. Next to that was a section of electric wall adaptors to convert each different 
countries plug style of choice. It wasn’t until you got deeper into the store that you found 
all the fancy toys, the cutting edge gizmos and shiny devices that played games AND 
made calls AND kept appointments. They had all the games I could have imagined, and, 
yes, they had a series of collections of pornographic movies and pictures for all handheld 
computer platforms. Belgium: come for the waffles, stay for the smut. 

An actual bookstore offered a variety of languages, and a surprisingly good 
selection of books for a place that could only afford to have about three shelves for any 
given language. Some of my favorite books were there. I managed to talk two different 
people into getting Palahniuk books, and one into the one and only copy of Player Piano. 
Myself, I found a Dilbert book (because I was already tired, and didn’t need anything 
heavy) and new one by Patrick McCabe titled Call Me The Breeze. Next door was a shop 
that sold nothing but chocolate and liquor. The store itself was larger than the first three 
places combined. It even had coolers in the back for the higher-end liquor and wine, and 
for some of the chocolates. Somewhere, someone was wishing for a store just like this 
one. I got a few variety packs of very fine chocolate bars, each about the size of a 
paperback novel, and the entire pack of them costing about as much as much, each. I also 
got some fancy berry vodka.  

There was a barbers and a sunglasses shop, a candy store and a money changers, 
where I got my last 100 złoty turned back into $20 American. There was a tobacconist, a 
shoeshine station, a store selling suits and clothes, two women’s shoes stores, and one 
boutique. Stores that sold toys, ones that specialized in leather, one for outdoors 
equipment and sporting goods. An employment agency, two stores selling works of art 
and a jewelry store. A full-service bar, and many restaurants and food stands. There was 
even a small arcade. Needless to say, spending six hours there was really not as bad as 
you might think. I had lunch, had a few desserts at random (because DAMN but those 
people make good dessert), did some shopping, and spent nearly two hours in the arcade. 
I waited until it was getting close to boarding time to go to my terminal. Those were 
dotted with the strangest selection of stores as well: a small branch of the electronics 
store, a sunglasses hut, a shoe store. My favorite was a kiosk that sold posters. For when 
you’re about to fly and realize you absolutely had to have a picture of a naked girl 
holding a pie before takeoff.  

For the longest time I was sitting in a vacant gate, reading. My own gate was 
almost at the very end of the insanely long corridor. As time grew closer, so did I, and by 
the time I got down there, I realized that the reason for the long distance was that the very 
end of the terminal had been blocked off. All flights to America were grouped in this 
section. There was an extra security step, and several armed guards standing around. 
From where I had been sitting, I noticed several planes loading. It was organized and 
friendly.  

Our area was not.  
My passport was checked by three different people, and we had to swap out our 

old boarding passes for new ones. Once we had been checked by security, which means 
an additional x-ray of bags and metal detector, we were sequestered in a little space. It 
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was getting a little crowded before they finally told us we could go. And boarding was 
not called by rows. Soldiers hollered out that elderly, children, and first class passengers 
should come to the front of the line for boarding. They did not repeat the instruction, they 
did not give it in another language, and very soon after everyone else was just shuffled on 
board. Everything stopped when an old man in a wheelchair who only spoke French 
(Which is what they speak in Belgium. Who knew? I could communicate!) Wheeled his 
way to the front when someone finally told him that he was already called. Boarding 
resumed, and I finally got to my seat.  

Thank God the flight itself was still run by Lufthansa, or we would never have 
made it off the ground.  

The trip was long and dull. I had an aisle yet again, so there was no sleeping to 
be had. A pair of Turks behind me were loud, and one of them had a habit of kicking my 
seat. The third time I had to ask him to stop, he flipped me off and swore. I pointed out 
that all I had to do was call over the flight attendant and say he sounded angry and some 
security personnel would be wrist-deep in his ass before his feet touched the ground. He 
stopped kicking the seat. The dude to my left, keeping me from sleep, managed to sleep 
himself the entire way. It was just under a ten hour flight to Washington DC. It was 
entirely unfair that some guy should get ten hours of sleep while I get none. Where is the 
sense of sharing in that? Greedy bastard. At some point, it seemed like everyone was 
asleep but me. The flight attendant came by to offer me a beverage. She didn’t have a lot 
to do, and we got to talking. When she bent over to get my class, her breasts were 
dangerously close to my face. If one more button on her uniform had been undone, I 
could have seen nipple. And I realized that this was the point. That conversation, at that 
moment, was what separated the harmless, slightly flirty conversation from my bending 
this girl over the counter in the restrooms behind us. She looked at me and bit her lip. Her 
accent was French, which means she likely thought my own accent was cute, and I think 
it had been a while since a passenger had made her laugh that hard. She had already made 
her choice. Her tightly formed little body was waiting for me to lead it off somewhere 
private. One final bit of vacation sex before landing back on American soil. And the 
choice was entirely mine.  

“That’s a nice necklace. My girlfriend is really into simplistic designs like that. 
Where did you get it?” Her eyes dropped a little, and her smile faded. She blinked twice 
before realizing that I had asked a question right in there somewhere after ‘girlfriend’ and 
she fiddled with the necklace a second while she gathered her words.  

“It was a gift from my father. He got it in Italy.” 
“Italy, huh? Do you know the name of the designer?” 
“No, sorry. I should get back, some people will want drinks.” She smiled at me 

before she left, but it was clear to tell she wanted to be gone.  
I felt a little guilty, having made her feel bad. But, underneath that, I felt really 

good. For the first time in a long time, I had made a choice. I turned down something 
offered for something better. There wasn’t a hint of regret as I realized that I did, in fact, 
have a girlfriend. Who had an incredibly stunning body of her own.  

I daydreamed about her until the flight touched down in DC.  
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Now, the minute I had heard that I would be going through DC, I had been 
uncomfortable. It’s the paranoid little heart of a callow and judgmental beast. I could just 
picture myself being pulled aside because I had a ball-point pen and detained for six 
months with no rights. It was a frightening thought. I was pretty sincerely worries as we 
debarked, and went through the sterile white tunnels to customs. There was a baggage 
carousel where we had to get our things, so we could re-check them on the other side, just 
in case we had something dangerous in there. The actual customs itself was divided into 
two areas; one for visiting foreigners and one for returning citizens. There were very few 
citizens on our flight, and I was among the first to get my bags. I had absolutely no line. 
The man who took my declaration sheet was friendly and jovial. Since there was no line 
behind me, he asked where I was from, and then flipped through the passport until he 
found the Washington state seal so he could stamp me back in on my own home turf. He 
chatted for a moment before he saw someone else coming and directed me on to the next 
station. As the first one through again, I was chosen for a bag check. When he was how 
tightly packed my rucksack was, he grimaced, opened three zippers about three inches 
each, felt inside with gloved fingers, and then zipped me back up again. He was warm, 
telling jokes while he did so, and while he quickly checked my shoulder bag. And then he 
smiled and said he was done, and hoisted the bag for me back to the cart where it would 
be directed to my next plane. He did the lifting simply because, since there was no line, 
there was no reason not to. Then he wished me well, and directed me along the corridor 
to the main terminal. As I walked along, I thought it was bizarre that these people would 
be so unbelievably friendly. Even the ones in Spain weren’t that nice, and they couldn’t 
care less about security or regulations. It was a lesson learned, I suppose.  

I was nearly delirious, sitting in the airport and waiting for the flight to go home. 
We hadn’t gotten too terribly much sleep the night before, and I had been awake for a 
while by then. Time passed in weird, misshapen chunks. It was the biggest relief when I 
could finally get on the final plane. The next time I touched the ground, I would be able 
to stop paying attention to things. Aside from being awake the whole time, and talking to 
this girl who may or may not have been hitting on me, who was also from Eugene, I have 
very little idea what actually went on during that final flight. I think I watched A Harry 
Potter movie with broken headphones. The plane hit the tarmac at three minutes until 
nine. I had been traveling for 23 hours straight, and been awake for nearly 26. My family 
picked me up, excited and full of energy to hear stories and so what pictures I brought 
back. It was all I could do to stay awake on the ride while they took me home. As soon as 
we got there, I found my phone, very nearly dead from neglect, plugged it in, and called 
Paige. She was excited, but could tell how tired I was on the phone. As soon as she got all 
the information she needed on how to contact me if she should want (which she should, 
and very much did) she demanded I go to bed immediately and have sexy dreams of her.  
As soon as we hung up, I told everyone I would give them stories and gifts the next day, 
along with explanations of the girl I just called, and went to bed and slept for 12 hours. 
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It’s only two days until Paige comes home now. Which pretty much means she 

has to go to the airport to start her own journey in little over a day. She has shorter 
layover times, and she has window seats, so I hope her trip is a little less arduous. She 
keeps calling me, even though it’s incredibly expensive. I tell her to stop, but it’s obvious 
to both of us I don’t really want her to. Her parents think they know some people in town 
who can hook her up with a job when she gets here. I start my new job three days after 
she gets here. I borrowed a little money, and put together enough for the deposits on an 
apartment big enough for the both of us. I’m mostly packed, and I’ll start the moving 
tomorrow, so everything is ready for when she arrives. My first night there will be our 
first night there together, which seems right. I can’t believe I’m so excited to see her 
again, considering how short a period of time I’ve known her. But I can’t deny how well 
we get along. How great it is to talk to her, even on those long, expensive phone calls. I 
really think I’m falling in love with her. It’s new, and to be perfectly frank, it scares the 
shit out of me. But, even more than that, I’m excited. Because I don’t think I’m the only 
one, and nothing seems as scary knowing that page is going to be there with me. It’s 
funny to think that I would need someone I love there to comfort me while I adjust to 
being in love. But, it works, and I can’t wait. I’ve never been before. So far, it’s 
incredible.  





 
About the Author 

Seriously, people. The author doesn’t really like talking about 

himself. If you’re reading this, then you probably already 

KNOW the author, because it’s not like the damn thing has been 

published or anything. 

He’s from the Northwest so he’s pale, will never throw out his 

flannel, and thinks getting good tea from a fancy coffee shop is 

one of his most basic human rights. He hates you if you think 

otherwise. From what he would call the nature of him being what 

he is, the author doesn’t work very well as a functioning member 

of society. This means he has no money most of the time, finds it 

extremely difficult to find a job, and just this side of impossible 

to find a date. Most of his days are spent with fictional characters 

and laptops and blank paper. Inanimate objects know him better 

than most people. At this point, he is barely stable most of the 

time, mutters a lot, and suffers from almost constant headaches 

that he is convinced are the result of a brain tumor, mostly 

because he saw himself die of one in dreams, and has been 

waiting for it for years. He knows you don’t believe him, but 

you’re not a doctor, are you? If you are, then he would like you 

to scan his brain for free. If not, then he considers his opinion 

just as valid as yours. He trusts his dreams. His dreams bring him 

stories and people to talk to and touch. He shaves because his 

dreams say so. 

He is listening. There is an invisible seahorse that tells him all 

the secrets and the mysteries of the world. He knows things. 

Weird and magical things.  


	Cover
	Invitation
	Day 1
	Day 2
	Day 3
	Day 4
	Day 5
	Day 6
	Day 7
	Day 8
	Day 9
	Day 10
	Day 11
	Day 12
	Day 13
	Day 14
	Day 15
	Day 16
	Day 17
	Day 18
	Day 19
	Day 20
	Day 21
	Back at Home
	About the Author

