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y Shane Cole

ABUTHORSE MOTE: This glay is fald on iweo planes of exizhence by the same Byo chamachesns.
Marky ond Lawa. There are He sforviellers and the cougple in “rmeal event imes™. There
should be a skicl separalion bebseen the Fvo, bul il is meant e go back and forth quickly.

[The sfaging begins with Moty sfage Aght and Lowra sfoge leff. They soenes within
fhe comne are ployed fo egch other whils the shorptelling s fo the gudiznoe.)

TEASER

LaURa,. [singing) Happy bifthday to you. Happy bithday fo you. Hoppy
Sithdoy, boby | love you. Rappy Sifhday fo you.

MARTY. [makes o wish and blows ouwt his oondies) This hos been the most
ncredible day. Lawen, | don't onowe hiow | con &ver repay you for
miiking rmy Z1% birthdoy one | wil never forget.

La R, Wel | can think of a way.

MARTY. [obwvicusly fhinking abouwt s=x) Realy, but | thought you alr=ody gave
me my brthdoy present.

LalRa, | did. Why? What are you falking about.._.. Oh...Ch, no you don’t
misher we're not going thers,

MARTY. But you said...

LaURa,. | zoid | could thnk of o way. ¥ou're the one that used the wrong brain
to come wp with thot conclusion.

MARTY. What did you mean then?

La URa,. Tell me wihat you wished fior.

MARTY. But if | fell you it won't come frue,

L R, fou don’t actually believe that old superstfion do you?

MARTY. Of course | do. Pve never fold my binthdoy wish ond they always
comie fus.

LAURA. Oh really?

MARTY. Ts, reially.

LA URA, Ok, whaot did you wish for last yeor?

MARTY. That's =osy. | wished for you.

LaURA,. Wait o minute. How is thot possible?  You ond | didn't even owow
each other yet.

MARTY. | wished fhot | would mest the love of my life, fhe gid | would spend the
rest of my Be with,. And then | met youw.

La R, Do you mean that? Really, Marly, you wanf to spend the rest of your
ife with mea?

MARTY. I do.

LAURA. | da, too.

SCEME 2

[BREAK TO STORYTELLING SMGDE: spegiting to ovdiences ngfeod of saoch other. Ploy will
aiternagis befwesen these fwo planes of exsfencs.)

L R, %o are you sick of us yet?

MARTY. Kz ol to say you are. That's what everpone of our friends saoid ot the
time=, foo.

LaURA,. We were thot coupls sveryone lowed fo hote becouss we wens just
5D._.

MARTY. Perfact?

LaURA. Wl | wasn™t going to use thot word but yes. | wos perfect. | mean #s

not everydoy you meet someone that takes your breath awaoy.

MEARTY. jvery plegeed with hime=l] | fock your breath away?

LR . Don’t get fo sure of yourself. Yes, you did toke owoy my breoth when
we mef but do you remember how we met?
MARTY. jremembering and vndestfanding the oconnecfion] Oh yeabk. 3o you

Ferally mean | fook your breath awary.

SCEME 3

{Maty and Laurg walking in opposite direofions. Marly runs sfraight inte Lourg

knooking her fo the ground.|

MARTY. Oh ge=z, I'm somry. Pleose, lef me help you pick up youwr books. (He
looix fo Lourg and sees she o't bregfhing)] Are you ok You're
chowdng?2® Oh | hope | mmembear how fo do this. [F= begins the
Heimboh and she spifs out her gum onfo the floor] There. Are yvou ok?

LaURA. Yeak, | think so. Thanks. flocks af her boocks ond popers all over fhe
ground.] Oh no, my Amencan History Poper is everywhens, I never
g=t it back together in fifteen minuvtes fo turm n.

MARTY. {helping her pick papers up) Il go with you. 'l fell them i was my

fowlt.

LAURA. fou don't have to do thot.

MEARTY. Ma, reclly | feel owiful about knocking you down.

L& lRA . Accidents hoppen. Eealy, it's no big deal

MARTY. Wel ot least l=f me make it up to you. | work ot the coffee shop across

the sirm=f. Stop by somefime and Il buy vouw whoteser you
want... fshyiy] I'm Karty by the way. jexiends bt hand fo herd

LaURA. j4he shakes kit hand] 'm Loura. {Tums book fo gudizno= and book
out of somns | Thus, the greot Amescon romance bagon. Serowdy, the
whirtaind doting and the woy owr fiends reogcted. you would have
thought people were foking bets on how long we would stay fogether.

MARTY. They did. (immediofely reoizes he showld nof Aove said that]

LAURA. What2!2

MARTY. Well you know how boys can be. They were cruel. Thot's why | never
told you about it.

LaURA. Well what did they bet on..

MARTY. Howe long we'd be fogether® How long unfil the first ighf? How long
urtl urmmnm..oaell you get the idea.

L& lRA . Your fnends suck.

MARTY. {under his breath] Well yvours aren™ much bater.

LaURA. What did you say?

MERTY. | sond ywours werent much betfer, Yeah, Thot's what | said. Who do

wou think won the bet obouf how long unfl owr first fight??2 Hmm#2 |
was TOUR iifle soronfy girfriend, Shend.

LAURA. Shend@®

MARTY. fes. dhe bet thaot we would hove ocur fist fight on cuwr sis month
anniversary. And she was ight. Oh, don't think | dan’t remember.
One wesk offer my birthdoy was our annivesary. And yow hod fo go
screw it all up.

L& R e, screw it up. How dare youw. | did no such fhing.

MARTY. {fo gudisnoe] j=e no one is perfect all the fime.

LaURA. {fuming awoy from him) Espedially not youw.

MARTY. Con’f leave them in the dofk. We should ot l=ast lef them know whot
happened.

LAURA. Fire.

SCEME 4

[They both turm ay if they gre woling in fhe pork)

MARTY. t's beoufiful out toright. sn't #2

L& LR, {precooupied] Yes, it i [lil=noe=| You howen't said o word about your
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STEME OME: THIS ISKT PC
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Where have you been® | called you 10 fimes,

What are you waotching? Talk shows? Ths & garbage.

ihe cheated on him with his sister...

{Instantly intrigued] MNub-uh.

fep. and whot she dossn’t know s that his ‘sster” vsed fo b= his
brother.

Oh, sz this & about o go down? He looks ke he'd bt o woman if she
used fo be o man.

t's funny youw soy thot becowse later on, he punches his own moamma.
fou'we seen this already?

feah. Hao, hao. | gue=ss that is o bit embomassing. Ho. Actually, | figured
you'd want toowatch it. You know, brush up on some excuses for when
| fnally catch youw ond Bermand.

Ugh, whotever. | hofe how poronoid and controlling you are.

| hote how he cals you all the fime.

Mothing is hoppening, we're fisnds ond he's goy!

feah, yeah. He's scrt of gay...

feah, well._. [Under her breath] that's why I'm so surpeised you fwo
don't get along beter.

Huh? Hey. bobe hand me the re - mofe.

Ugh. When you say it lice fhot you sound lie= o re — fard.

Qioh, 'Betard’? Hey, 47 grode cut down! 's nice o see you ogain.
Flanning an caoling me '‘gay’ scon?

Whaot are you saying?

fou can't say retard, 75 not PG

four Mac isn’t PC, but you sl use that. Oh, boby I'm somy. | forget
somefimes.. you know. .. | forget scometimes thaot you rode the small bus
to sped school

It was the only bus that rade out to my house! You know that.

| emow, | know... of courss, you were in 3pecial Bd, foo. Faght?

| hawe dydesia and I'm a male. Kal=s make wup the majornity of special
aducation classes — thay don't want to feach us

Jure, sure.

Wanda. | have my master's degree.

Hre your sune wou didn't wafch Tiger YWoods win fhe moster’s®

fou know what, if you're going to subject me fo ignorance, then I'm
going to do the same.

Whot show are yow frping to find?

Cops.

Cops! Ugh. Wad, you lnow when Cops & on®

Cops & ohwoys on between 3om and 11:00pm. Al coble chaonnels show
some sorf of Cops show.

Why do we haove fo watch thot?

| want to compare you with other simple minded, ignorant folks.

Oh, you are such a hypoorite. You krow tho!? They aren't smple
minded. Those people ane just poor. That's why | hote thot show = l=t's
find some crack head who we probably kicked out of school 10 y=ars
ago, and lk=t's arest him af ks most humiliofing point. Thos= “ignorant’
fools are so =niertaining!

Waonda, I'm saying that the cops ar= ignorant. ¥You remind me of
cops... like this guy. Officer Gilbert.
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Oh, fum that off. | haote domestic cbuse. |'m somy. Please.

Fomy. You've hurf miy feelings and you must pay.

Ho, no, please. Flease.

I'd really o= $o, but...

FRANK! TURN OFF THE TECWEES

Gemere, baby. I'm somy, okay.

Ky dod wos abusive. Cloay?!

Doy, choay. | know that babe, and I'm sory. 'l never bt you. You
tnow that.

But you'll throw o o=l phone point blonk ot my head?

Come on, you said you'd forgef abouf thot. You really think | dide's miss
on purpose ¥ Besides, he coled of 3:15 ARL

He had just goften off a dafe! We're like gidfrends! And look af you!
don't think rormial Frank would kit me, but ‘I'm peaolous of Bemard”
Frari? All I'm saying is; don't think for o minute that | won'® hit bock.
Wanda. All jolkes aside. You could sleep with Bemard right in front of me
and | would niewver, sver, sver fhit you. | seeear, baby.

Oh baby, I"ve lowoeen all along... thot you wont fo s== Sernord noked.
Oh, would you quit with the gay joio=s.

‘“Wanda, you could sh=ep with Barmard righf in frort of me | seesar.
Flz=ase baby?’

Whats

Just say it with a lile less hope in yowr woice next fime, plegses

SCEME TWO: BUTCHER KMIFE HALL
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[To himse, prachoing)... Tou've just messed with the wrong guy! [To
Hanoy] Hi, I'm sory to bother you so late. | live next door, somy. 've
bee=r driving al night, thot's why I'm dressed lice o hooligan.

Oh, right. Hi. Sorry gbout the choin on the door, | didn't recognize you.
Oh, I'm not offended. I'd be paricked foo, if some stronge guy
brioclked on my door of this time. Specaly since youw live alone, and no
one beside you and | live in this wing her=.

Well, | wasn't creaped out befors, but | am now. Your name is hat dog,
right2

Uk, Frank.

Yes! Thot's it. We called hot dogs ‘franks’ bock in the day. | guess that's
over your heod. You're dnd of siow, Aight? Didn't you ride to school on
one of those smiall buss=s?

Ugh, | think you may have me confused. | gets hard o remember
somefimes, doesn't ¥ Well, ke | zoid. I'm soery to knock on your doar so
ofe but...

Oh, | wasn't sleeping. Colombo.

Huh?

Colomba, he's o TEEVEE detecties.

Fight.

He & an af 2am. Every night! | love sthot one-eyed-fela.

Teah.

Tow're lucky you caought me. | won't answer cals, or doors, betaesn
300 and 3:20. Yow've got 4 minutes, unless you wanf fo watch?

Oh, | con't. Actualy, I've got a surprise for my wife ond | was just
wondering if | could bomow...

Wife? You have o wife? | always thought you wens__.

Just engoged? Hmim... nope! We'ne maomied. Look con | bomow the
biggest, sharpest knife you have?

Huh?

Really, really shorp if you have it.

Why?

Oih, it"s for my wife. | need it for the surprss.
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JOSEPH.

AMGIE.

Viadne

y Andrea

Dark storm-clowds one gathering in ouw horzon, and sven now they flop
ther cold wings abowt my head, cousing my heart fo tremble with fear.
| am so impressed some nights with this feeling that | sif up in cur make-
shiff be=d in the wogon for hours, cringing from some unknown temor | fel
rmy husband, “We are doomed in thi land: if we stay on the plains
some great colamity will come vpon us; and it is on me thot the shorm
will burst upon with all #s dork fury.” Jometimes o voice speaks to me in
the rols of thunder, saving, “Rise, rise! Take your husband and dowghter
and fl=e fo the mountoins = do not remain on the ploins. Hoste gwoary!
Destruction's before thee!™ Joseph tels me, “Angie, do not fesd so; | am
afraid you wil go crazy. | think # is your imogmings, caused by aur
curent dsoppoiniments and discomforts.” | belfiews he must be ight,
and yet, | cannot stop the fesling...

We are continung our frek along the Consos River, troveling over the
praife by day and making cur encompment along the shream at night.
Thee wioters of the Kansos | can only compare in color to that of
cregmed coffes or a idnd of ash cobor. [Cn dhinbing i# mow | could
perceree the gt betwesn my teeth). This country, at the very foot of
the Roclky fourtains, seems sirongely not fo Ase. The lond about ws is
broad, rolling, and rch. | can forgef every frouble | have ever hod owt
here. Everything is free: everything is new. 3fiming deep within me & an
mucitemeEnt unlice any | hove known before,

| offen womy about Angis, howaver. 3he has absaoys besn rafher high-

stung buf, in her recent gref, she has become sven more so, and |
have heard many sfones of women driven mad by this unfamed

wildemess. . They agne only sfores, howesser. | om cerdain thot she will
adjust in due fime - especially cnce we are sefled in o permanent
hame. Perhaps, after a while, we wil even fry for another child....

| shall rever forget the moment | first entered the dark embankment of
sod thot was to b= our home. Wihout a wond | crossed ibs threshold
and, stonding wery sfil, slowly looked orownd ot the floor of dirt, the
walk of mad, ond the single crevice that served as our window, Hs
greasad-paper curfain flapping angrly in fhe wind. Insects crowle=d
about freely, in and out of the hoy-thofched roof abowe my heod,
and | was cerain | could hear the earfheorms as they funneled
throwgh fhe domp sol thot constduted our walls. As | shood thers,
something within me began to give way, and | immediately sank vpon
the ground. Burying my face in my hands, | sat for hours without moving
or speaibng. MNever before hove | given woy fo such despair.

Hoew ami | to roise my dowghter, who has always been such o frail and
sickly child, on this wild ond untomed lond - with no tress to shelber her
from the sun, no neighbor chidren with whom to ploy, no home sove
this dorc and dreary hale in the ground, and no cerainty sove hard
winds and hard work for the rest of her doys?® Joseph expresses no
concem for such mathers; he fokes all thaf he finds unplegsant and
buries it 5o deep inside of himsalf that he could rof &ver find it again i#
he fred.

JOEEFH.

ARGIE

JOSEFH.

ANGIE

Angie and | have been hord of work, clearng our newly acguired land
n order to plant the crops thaf will transform this virgin =arth info a
working farm. Sftrangely, in spife of the demaonding physical lobar,
Angie's spints peem fo liff o b when we are working side-by-side,
cl=aring away the rocks ond free stumps sumownding our new home.
Ehe is unhappy indoors, perhaps because the & not pet occwstformed to
the sod house, which is fo be expected considering the solid brick
hormes to which we were both occustomed to i Massochuseits. She
will adapt in fime, howsver, | am cerlain, for saoon | wil begin raising the
money we wil nead o run a farm || have karmed that | con make $7 0
day plowing fi=lds and $34 for favebve days stints of houling freight!] and
shie will b= bock irsde the house, which will no dowb? aid i e
odustment ard help her fo become more comforfable with her new
suraundings.

The days are immeasurably kong, especially when Joseph is away
hiouling freight. We are 100 miles from onother setflemeant and 50 from a
post office. | hawe not s==n o wagon in twvo months or another womaon
n thre=, other than Lile Angelina of coume. Mo one passes by us at
all...some days it almost se=ms a5 & she ond | are the only feo people
=it on fhis =orth.

| am ako beginring fo fear thot Joseph's extensive outdoor work has
cowvs=d his mind to become somewhat altbered by the heat and the
sun. Last might, oz | was sewing by candlelight, he stood in the doonaay
ond stored aof me, his &yss wide ard his mouth open as if he hod
waleed in on me chewing tobacco. He asked, “What are you daing®”
and | soid. “Can you not =% | am sawing a new dress for Angeina.”
Then ke looked strongely olermed, almost fightened, ond did not say
aoncther waord for the rest of the nighf.

| am a smple man; | do nof know how fo hondle sibeafions such as
these. | fear refurning home at night ond have been interticnally
owoiding plowing jobs ond accepting more and more fresghf-hauing
ossgnments so thot | may be absent longer. Whot was once Angie’s
femirine folly is slowky turning inte modness - a madness so unpleasant
ond disturbing thaot | often find | cannot &ven look vpon her = when |
do | fear that something de=p inside of me, some secret, hidden roge
will sudderly be unleashed and | will lzse all confral of myself. § it wene
merely sodness that plogued her, perhops | could solve the problem,
but thiz is not mere sadness. If orly she would allow me fo fouch her, o
start it all owver again.. bt there is a fear in that woman that i stronger
than mine, stronger than the howling winds of this prairie. | do not know
how fo overcome if. | fear the inevfabilfty of the choice | wil have to
make...

Joseph is insstent on my having another chid, but | am oiraid fo give
birth clore out in this wildermess with no family ond no other somen
nearty to help me. Besides, | tell him, | hove enowgh to do as it is, foking
care of this hous= and Little Angelira, who i offenil, all on my own
Whenever | say this he curs bis honds into fists ond groans, pacing
obouf the room so frandically that | am almost fightened of him.

There is an uneasiness buiding betes=n us, flee the mounting doom of
the fizrce thunder storms that vexed me so on our journey fo this place.
Joseph said then thot he feared for my sanity, but | have heard many
stories of men os wel o5 women who hove been dhiven mod by the
proisie, and if the day = to come when Joseph too wil snop and lose his




Y oAndre Sertno

My parents were hippies in the sofies, but unlibe most of their peers, they foiked
to grow out of . Afhough the drugs wene thaniduly a thing of the pas?, by the time | wos
borm my mother was stil the presdent of the fown’s prochically exfinct chopfer of the
Hafional Orgonzation for Women ard my fother was sl representing the poor and
downirodden [ferms he prafered fo “the dregs of society”™] and molking close fo no
money a5 a public defender. In 0 mowve thot cleorly indicoted their mutual love of
frustration and csfracism from their community, they hod decided 4o s=tHe and raise their
dowghier in the middle of Konsas. As o result, |, 3uson |os in §. Anthony]. who spernt my
grade school years wrling =ssays abowt the evils of corporote Amenica rather than the
ossigned book reporis and informing my clossmates that their offfudes were “shallow”™
ond “misogynisfic,” could alwoys be sure of my ploce of the “weirdoess and losers” taoble
ot kunch.

Orver the wears, howsver, | begon fo grow fired of not having ony frends and,
os | become o feenager, not hoving any boyfdends. do. upon enterng high school, |
dacided that the fime had come for o chonge — o decison which was eifher the couss
or the effect of my relofiorshio with hem = 1'msfill not guite: sure which one.

He waos different from amy other guy | hod known. He was older - seventesn —
ond he was the only guy in our =ntire high school who proudly proclaimed that he did
not beliewe in drinking. smoking, saearing. sex before mamage, or even playing cards. He
was an gdwocafe of what he called “good, old-fashioned volees” and thowught thot
women liee my mother were the 2nemies of Cheisfianity and that men ke my fother sef
criminals fras. Looking bock, | wonder if oy nifial inderest in him stemmed from some
subconscious desine fo rebe=l against my porents, who prefended to be folerant of the
relationship but were simply foo geruine to be successful lios. Moybe that was the
reqson; of, moybe | was o lonely fiftesn yeor old gild who wos mesmerzed by o paossion-
ote, older boy and pest wanted to be smied at, called prefty, and loss=d.

Kissmd. He was the first boy | aver kissed and | boved fo kiss ond be kssed by him.
| loved that more than anything; it was theling and exciing aond completely safisfying in
ond of #self. | wonted it fo shay that way, just ike that, for a long, long fime. Maybe that’s
wihvy | feit so sofe with him. He bod olwoys mode it clear thot sex befors momoge wos out
of the guesfion, so | never womed about being pressured to do something | didn't want
to, wnlike oy fiends or fhe gids i the movies on Lifefims.

| wras o megive.

e kissed whenewver we could for the kongest fime, vsweally i his cor after going
to the movies. We were both happy then, for fhe couple of maorths # losted, we were
both happy. But then it become clear that he wasn't hoppy onymone, gnd | felf femble.
| cready felf like he was making some kind of soorifice just by being with me - he was o
strang ard good and sure of whot he believed in ond | waos so we=aok ond flowe=d and
vricerhgin...| think thaot somewhers, desp insde, | felf that § | was more beoutiful ond less
sinful that somehow just kissing me would be encwgh for him. 34il, | couldn't brng myself fo
give him whaot he waonbed__ it just socored me. 5o, one night, when we were together o his
car, ke did it for mme=,

He didn't hurf my hond when he grobbed & = he ot oy brain more i seemed:
| couldn’t fhink for ot least a mirvte, He put it thers and the world sfopped. | process=d
nothing. He moved my frozen hond for me, liee # waos a sponge he wos using to cle=an up
o stain on the carpet. When | finolly realized whot wos hoppening | wondersd why e

aven nesded my hand at ol | geess for the somie reason you reed o spong= fo clean
vp @ mess on the floor — it gets the job dore fasfer and you don't have to get your hands
dirty.

What should | have done? Pulled owoy? dcreamed? Crazy people do things
k= that. Should | have said ‘MNao,” wolted away, and told an odulf? | wasn'™t a
kindergartensr being lwred fo o van by some sck pedophile with o promise of puppies. |
waos fiftteen, and he wos my boyiiend - my ineshearthy, respectable, devoutly Chrisfian
Eeopdrimnidl.

closed my eyes and went somewhers eke in my head, which waos =osy since
my body had feif rumb from the moment he first grobbed my hond. But then | felt his
other hand on my shoulder, pushing me down, gently at first. | felt like | hod owolk=n from
a dream fo find mys=lf drowning in ice cold water. Insfinct ook over and | fri=d {2 push
myself up to the surfoce, but that single jerk of my body provoked something =k= in his.
The genfleness wonished and he pushed me down with both haonds, hard.

He didn’t soy anything. Mo “Come on Baby,” no "l love youw,” no “Pleas=" |
wosn't sven worth the effort of persuosion.

He held it in his hand and pushed my face toward it. | smeled sweat. | felt his
harnds move to the back of my head. | dlosed my eyes and shut off my brain, but | could
sfill hmar his voice. | souwnded lles it waos coming from a distance, far above me, lioe the
wvoice of God in old movies.

“Do you Blee it37

He didn't reolly ash it, not the woy youw ask someone something when you wont
an answer, He just soid i, as if hearng hemseif say it waos satisfoction encugh. | didn't 2ven
think to respord, buf then he pulled my head bock and said it again.

“You like i don't you?"

s0id yes immediotely and didn't even consider it g lie. 3y then thens didn't
s=em fo be such things as a fruths and lies; there were right arewens and there were
wrrong answers, and it was obeious which one wos fhe nght on=. He didn™t soy anything
again unfl it was almost over, ond then he just mumibled, “Con’t get it on my ponts,” so |
didn't. | wos actualy groteful for that moment, becouse then | onew it was over.

He did soy o few things fo me as he drove me home, things like “Wowe,” “That
waos amazing,” and “Thank yow.” | remember suddenly fesling cold when he soid that -
“thank you.” | don't crow why, but it mode me fesl sclier thon anything slse. | smiled
and zaid “You're welcome,” though. That's what you say when somecne thanis youw; if's
the polite thing fo do.

Onoe | was nside my house | nushed siraight to the bothroom, threw up in the
toilet, and brushed my feeth o fiercely that | almost gogged mysslf ogaoin. After thot |
walked fo my bedrocm, puf on my pojomas, fumed off all the lights, and crowched on
the floor i the comer of the room. | f28 safer there=, k= | waos hidden - from what | don't
know; there was nothing fo be scored of in the room thot | hod slept in for fhe bost fiftesn
years. | even remember being surprsed that the room seemed just the same oz 7 did
beafora, when nothing slse= in the wodd &id, or wauld again.

Zo that was the first fime, and after o while | just quit fighfing # all together. I
b=camea rocutine, nevitable. | didn't &ven =njoy kissing onymore becouss all | could think
about was the thing thot | knew would be expected of me ned. A few fimes, | octeally
got wp the courage fo say that | just didn't want to do it. but he always hod the same
resporse:; “We howve to do ths, Suzy. B owe don™ we’ll give 0 to fempiotion.” How could




Y Lorey araics

Wednesdoy has to be just obout the greghest day of the weskt—at l=ast to me.
lMast people loak foreard to Fiday. with a full weebsnd of no schoal or work in sight. Cfhers
are [pig fars of Zundoy, o doy of resf, religion and professional sports. e, I'm a Wednesdoy
kind of guy, and not becawse it's hump day. #'s comic book day.

“Hey, Gen,” Chock says as | wolt into Secret ldenfifies.  H's 2235 on o Wedn=sdoy
aftermoon af fhe most out-ofthe way comic book shore in foen. Ard ke every other
Wednesdary, I'm the only person in hens,

“You realize | could s=t my clock by you. ki 335 already?” He doesn't

bofher looking wp from his indy rock mogozine. Chuck's almost thidy, Chuck's
almost akeays been abaut thirty, ot least as lkong o= | can remember. He inhested
Gmonef ldenfifes from his fother, o comic book geek of o Smpler fme, with

simpler herces. The plocs hoin't changed a bit o long as | can remember, and
I"w= been coming here for almost s years.  Sure, thers are dffer=nf boolks on the
wiall and more bock issues now thon then, but it's sill the some pooty it lobor of
love it abwoys wos and | guess wil chaays be.

“iWhot' ve we gof today, Thuck?” | 57 0 Toco Bl bog diown on the counfer. Chuck
arnd | kave a sfarding deal, | bring him heo cheesy beon burmitcs and a lorge Mowntoin Dew
mvery Wedn=sdoy ot 235, He olwoys poys me boci, bt he con't l=ove the shore so | bring i
to him. | figure it's my way of staying on his good side. He, in refurn, l=2t's me in the shore.
corsder it my communify sepvice.  Chuck’s o greot guy, o reol fiend, but you con only tole so
rmany guestions from a sxfeen yearcld about comic bools bedore you go berede. | mean,
=ven the biggest fanboy hos his fmmits.  Chudic s=is his mogozine asde ond inspecis the bag

“You did get the Fire souce, ight?” he says through a gulp of sodo.

“You did get the new Ubmote Spider-klon, right®”

Eiplerpplic

“fup.” | saoy puling the pockets of souce from g pockes.

“Chay, I'll l=ave you to your moment.” Chuck picks the magaoene back vp ard
focuses his ottenfion on the bumiso.

squeerns fhrough the rows of long, rectangular cardboard bowes ‘o the back of the
rooim. This is my obbofhe This is my Church of the Supsrhero. The bock wol ined with wins
framed shelves eoch rock holding o mews socred text with my communion.  These are my
Itations of the Sequenficl fF, frame by frome._poge by poge...Esue by issue. Eoch ghossy
cover with o new gospe! inside. This is what it feelk fo= to be alive, or ot l=ost 0 comic book
ge==k.

“You may wonng looic ot the new Fonfostic Four,” Chuck mumbles in behasen bites
af burito.  “There’s suppased o be o Spidey crossover fhis montn”

pick free books from the wall, one I"ve never seen heord of, but # lools coal. My
rmom won't be home for ancther hour and a half, o | decide to sfick around in fhe sfone today
and go through fhe bocic sues. Chuck's been collscfing comic boolks snce e wos g lad.
Chuck father’s, who di=d lost year, had been collecfing snce the forties. He absays loved
teling the story of how e hod o copy of Acfion Comics £1—the first oppeorance of Super-
man. He sald it to start bk own sfore back in the sighfies.  He was in his forfes ot the fime,
recently divoroed, and wonted to stort o new e for himse® and his son Chuck. 3o, he weesd
the money from the book and begon lie anew. Chuck tock it pretty badly when his father
poszed, but he waos olwoys hoppy of the store, and i#'s whot his fofher would hove wonfed. |
guess that's why Chuck's dways been so cool with me. | fle= fo think of him oz something lip=
a big brother.

“ivhat’ cha lopkin' for?™ Chuck odfs os he sits down on the floor nexet to me. He reels
of salsa and garic.

A don’t krow,” | say, “1"ve just besn wondering lately more ard mare why Peter
Parker does what he does . You krow, why he's Epider-flan.”

Chuck smikes, “With greot powsr comes. .~

cut him cff, mven the most basic fan of 3pider-klon knows this one.  Bren the
lomeoes who've only s=en fhe movie con regurgitote, “Greot responsibilty, but whot's the
point2”

‘| guemss fhot's somafhing we've all gota figurs owt” Chudi's sxprestion go=s bBlank
for o moment, he's about o say something impartant.  His forsheod abvoys creases when he
gets ready fo mokee o profound staterment. “You know, when my dad l=ft me the store, |
didr’'t oo # | waanted o sell i or keep it open”

‘Realy®™ | integect, almost in a parnic of disbelief. “"Cause, | mean, I'd wef myze® i
tzd the chonce to nun o comic shop. 3efoudy. Who wouldn't wonno run o shop e this®”

‘At dhe fime,” Chuck mumibles lost in hs cwn thought, “not me, but the sfore was
mportant 3o my dod ond ke wonbed me to hoes # Don't get me weong, | lovs Wednesdaosys
just @= much as you. | love the fe=lng of opening up the box of comics and smeling the gloes
on the poge. H's o lot of responsibiity, though—fawes, ireoices, bils, bils, and more bilk.”

He's lost me. Adulls usually lose me when fhey sfort faldng about bills and other studf
ii= thot. H's lik= when my mom and dod vsed to orgue about bils.  Actudly, they'd orgus
oreer just about evendhing—even me. | fhink that's when | started spending mone Sime af
Smcret Identities. Hs when | became o regular, when Chuck and bz dod ochuolly l=omed my
rame. | didn't have a kot of money of the fime, so | didn't buy a kot of comics. Come o thinc
of it, most weels | just looked of the books. A lof of shop owners would well ot kids ke me ond
say, “Hey, fhis gin™t a liorary. Efher buy something ar legve.”

| smap back fo reoffy ard Chuck's s8ll foldng, “5o | guess thot's why he soys with
great powser comes gregt resporsibiity.” Chuck grees me the look that says fhat I'm just a lad
ond rot quite old enough for the whole fhing fo make seree, and it bugs the crop out of me.

“feah, uh huh.” | pretend lic= | wos listening. He'll probobly repegt the some
consersation. Chuck has a knack for teling the some sfory gver and over ogan, but he's coal
to = 5o | con't complain.

‘Here.” he says handing me severol issues of the Spectaculor Spider-fon,” nead up an
these and s=e if it onewes your gQuestions, but don’t get any chooolote or whotewer on them.”

‘Weouldr't dr=am of 2. Like | zay, Chuck’s o pretty good guy..even if he's thirhe-
something. He's probobly the coolest odu® | krows. “Well, | gotio go. ¥ | don't beat my mom
home, Il be in o crapload of frouble.’

‘Howr much = o ‘croplood’ of trouble?” Chuck looic omused.

‘A ot | say while woldng out the door of the sfore. |f's o lote Sepfember day—
cold =nough that | should be wearing o jocke=t, buvt not cold =ncugh to womry about freszng fo
deoth. | caich a bus ocross fown and walk the rest of the mile home. Ws just an aporiment,
riothing foncy or anything, bud | guess #'s home.  Affer mom ond dod got o divorce and mom
got custody of me, we moved inte the cify ond info this ploce. Zhe's worked really kard fo
make= & lock o= ow old horre. Dod neyver lo=d fom's fashe in fumituee, sooshie bepd mmost of i
Frobdem i that #'s too bag for the aparftment.that. and it's pink with flowers.

Thaat's whiy | don’t invite fiends home. Wel, # | hod fi=nds to invde home,
wouldn't_becouse of the couch. | fum the television on to KTV in fime to cotch the kast kit of
TRL Mom k=eps saoving | should toice an inferest in something other than comic booice. | think
it's best for me to pretend $o be normaol. Besides, | liics fhe bochgrownd nois= while | reod, o=
my own personal soundtrack fo fhe starp. | corefully open the palvbogs profecting Chuclc's
comics. | tneat it lice if's o reolly =sxpensyve piece of gloss even thowgh they r= only worth o
couple of bucis apiece, buf | wouldn't want o moke Chuck mad. The last thing | need =
onother odult mad at me.

Bedare | know 8, it's five o' clock rols crownd and Mom comes through the frond doar
with o sack of grocefss in her grms. 3he's out of breath. Whot my mom dossn't fell people is
that her hair started fwming gray last year, so she's been dying . 1#'s a litle more browee fhan
it used to b= Zhe fold eweryone she felt liee o change, whot with geffing divorced ond ol
The warded o mokeove— think that's what she said.  So, she fook part of fhe divorce
seHiement and bowght new clofhes ard new moleup [the good kbnd from the deportment
shores| and new shoss. | even got a pair of Chuck Toyor AllStars out of fhe deal. She soid
something abouf reading in 0 mogozire thof thess wers fhe shoss thot every tesnoger
wanfed. Actualy, | wanted shoes with Velone, but she soid Veloo shoss wens for preschoolers.
Kty response 4o thot was so whot.

‘Howwr do you feel gbout megtoof for dinrer tonight®” she soys. Ghe's fronficalky
moving around the dichen puting stuff owoy. She olvoys seems inoa hory these days, | don't
knioay wihiy.

| offer a norcommidtal, “Whatewsr”

‘| guess we could have besf shrogonoff or some other Homburger Helper.”

‘Whotever.”

ihe stops. When she siops, thot means she's mod. “Did something hoppen ot school
today="




