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“I have never done it with a bishop before,”
said she, unhooking her brassiere.

“Nor have I with a magazine writer,” said I,
unhooking my collar. “At least, I don't think so.”

“To tell you the truth,” said she, stepping out
of her gossamer panties, “I've never done it with anyone.”

“Good heavens!” said I, my trousers at
half-staff. “Do you mean it?”

She nodded.

“I didn't know there were any left.”

“It is pretty silly—”

“No, no! I find it—refreshing. Especially in
one with your obvious assets.”

“Thank you.”

“You're blushing! All the way down!”

She scrambled into bed, pulling the sheet up
over her really extraordinary bosom. “You're embarrassing me!”

“Dear, dear,” said I, sitting on the edge of
the bed and removing my right shoe. “I really don't mean to.
Perhaps we should talk for a bit—first, you know. I mean, we have
only just met this afternoon. And it is your first time. I wouldn't
want to spoil it by making you uncomfortable.”

“You are sweet,” said she, propping her auburn
head up on the pillows. The sheet slipped down, affording a glimpse
of Himalayan splendor.

“I try to be thoughtful,” I said.

“Are you sure you don't mind chatting—just for
a little?”

“No, no, no,” said I, patting her hand. “After
all, that's really the purpose of your call.”

“Well, I do have an
obligation to my editor.”

“Of course you do. Well, then let us meet that
obligation first. And then, perhaps, we can oblige ourselves. Where
shall we begin?”

“Oh, at the beginning. That's always best,” she
said, folding her hands primly over her flat tummy. “What I'm
simply dying to know is, how did you come to be a bishop in the
first place?”

“My dear,” said I, letting fall my right shoe,
“it was inevitable. But from the beginning...”
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“We'll call him Roger,” my mother said.

“Rover would be more like it,” replied my
father, “for a poorer looking mutt I never saw.”

“Ah, Jack, you'll have your joke,” said my
mother.

“This time the joke's on me. When are you
coming home? The wash is piling up. There's not a clean sock nor a
clean dish in the house. Cissy's coffee's not worth a fart, and
I've not had a decent bite since Burke's wake last Tuesday.”
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When my mother had caught up with her
housekeeping, she began to bother my father about the matter of my
christening. “For,” said she, “it would be a terrible thing were
the child to die unbaptized.”

“Is it sick?” my father asked.

“Have I given you a sick child in the lot?”

“But—” said my father.

“Don't I keep their bowels open and their noses
dry?”

“But—” said my father.

“Have you ever been out of pocket by so much as
a dollar on account of illness?”

“There I have you!” cried my father. “What of
the time young Arthur ate the ant button?”

“An accident,” my mother replied. “That was an
accident and no true illness.”

“The brat was ill,” my father said. “Didn't he
ruin my patent leathers with his puking? If that's not ill—”

“But he got sick by accident.”

“God damn!” cried my father. “God damn the
perversity of woman! Why, if I'm infected with a virus I suppose
that's accidental, too. Certainly it is not deliberate on my part.
And if a tapeworm takes up residence in my gut, is that not an
accident? By your reasoning, if indeed it can be called reasoning,
all illness is accident. Even the clap is, I suppose—an accidental
injury—since the contractor has come by it unwittingly and only by
bad luck.

“Life,” my father went on, “is but a series of
accidents. God help the insurance company if your view becomes the
accepted one.”

How far my father might have carried his
argument, how high he might have soared into the realms of reason
and rhetoric can only be imagined, for at this juncture my sister
came running in to announce that Arthur had fallen out of the pear
tree.

“Another illness,” my mother said, with a hard
look at my father. And she ran out to rescue her first-born.



But the matter of my christening could not be
put off. That primal smudge upon my soul must be laundered out, my
mother declared, so that I would not be denied entry into Paradise
in the melancholy event of my dying before I attained to the age of
reason.

“I could do the job myself,” my father said,
“and save the expense of ripping the priest and having a
party.”

“You'll do no such thing,” said my mother.

But my father was a man of some humor. “Why
not?” said he. “I could tend to it while you're bathing the little
bastard and kill the two birds with one stone.

Or when I'm watering the lawn, for that matter,
I could turn the hose on him and be done with it in an
instant.”

My mother paid him no further mind. “I shall
want my brother Fred for his godfather,” she said.

“Fred!” cried my father. “Why the church would
cave in on us the minute he stepped inside the door.”

“He is my only brother.”

“Your father had more sense than I,” said my
father, scowling first as Arthur sat in his chair with his arm in a
sling, and then at me in my pen. “But if it must be Fred then I
shall have Salome for godmother.”

“That sluttish sister of yours? Never!”

“Why, as to her sluttishness,” replied my
father serenely, “that comes of her being named as she was. Had
your brother been named Judas, I have no doubt but what he'd have
hanged himself before now and saved us all the embarrassment of
bailing him out of the drunk tank a dozen times in the year.”

“Your sister is a loose woman,” said my
mother.

“So was Mary Magdalen. Besides, she's
goodhearted for all her faults.”

“Goodhearted!” My mother sniffed. “So I have
heard.”

“Well, I'd sooner have young Wet Bum there take
after his aunt than after his uncle.”

“That would be rare.”

“Not so rare as you think, Why, when I was in
Paris—” But here the potatoes boiled over, and my father was left
with only my brother and me for an audience.



The day of my christening was full of omens.
The sky was murky and, though it was mid-August, the wind off the
harbor was cold. A gray gull perched on our chimney, and my Uncle
Fred was sober as a democrat in Vermont on Election Day. It was not
an auspicious beginning.

Fretful and whining, I was carried to the
church in the arms of my father's sister. We were late, and the
pastor's humor was not improved by waiting. He set to his work in a
brusque manner, and hustled my halting godparents over the hurdles
in their recitation of the Creed. Then he had at me with oils, salt
and a whiff of snuffy breath that set me to coughing and
sneezing.

When it came time to administer the coup de grace, the priest positioned me over the
font and let the water fall. I retaliated in kind.

“Jesus!” cried the priest.

“Christ!” cried my uncle.

“Hee-hee!” cried my father.

Aunt Salome fainted and slumped to the
floor.

“The boy is a born heretic,” said my
father.

“Or a bishop,” said the priest, rubbing at the
stain on his cassock with his sleeve.

No clap of thunder accompanied these
prophecies. There was only my Uncle Fred saying, “I want a
drink.”
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“Master Agile, do you seriously expect to
amount to anything in this world?”

“Sir, I expect to be a bishop and a
heretic.”

“Master Agile, put out your hand.”
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My brother Arthur was the scholar in the
family. Not for him the bruised knuckles and the tortured lobe. He
applied himself.

Martha, my sister, was also diligent.

Of me my father despaired. My compositions were
mere blots, my arithmetic a hodge-podge of error and whim. But
though I stumbled as I read, I ran with endurance and speed.

“Oh, Roger, my father's coming!”

“What's going on out there?”

“Meet me at the library,” I said. And I was off
like a scared hare.



My policy was this: to love all girls equally
and to be grateful for opportunity in whatever guise.

I was a fair-complected, Curly-locked lad, and
the girls did not find me odious. By the time I'd come to my
twelfth year I had kissed every girl in the school worth
kissing—within two years of my age either way.

And when I was fourteen I met Millie.

Millie was a well-nourished young woman of
color, somewhere between eighteen and forty-eight years old, who
came in once or twice a week to help my mother with the heavy
cleaning. I say that I was fourteen when I met her. Well, Millie
had been around our house for some years before that, but it wasn't
till I was fourteen that I really got to know her—so to speak.

I had come in from school and dashed on up the
stairs to take a leak. I knew no one would be home, so I didn't
even bother to close the door. I just whipped out my tallywhacker
and braced myself in front of the bowl.

“Watcha got there, boy?”

God! I went up in the air about a foot, turned
in mid-flight and pissed halfway to the ceiling.

“Hee-hee! You got the distance, honey, but you
suah ain't got the range.”

“Millie! What are you doing there, for Pete's
sake? I didn't know you were here.”

“Doan I know that? I jus' come in to clean the
crapper an' I seen you standing there with that thing in yo' hand
like you knew what it was fo'. So I jus' natcherly had to see whut
you gonna do with it.”

“Well,” said I, putting the dog back in his
kennel, “now you know. I'm sorry I wet the wall, but you scared me
so bad I couldn't help it.”

“Hee-hee! I doan min' that. It was worth it
jus' to see you jump.”

I felt my face going red. “What d'you expect,
for crying out loud? A guy doesn't expect to have some woman
looking at his whatsis when he's trying to go to the bathroom.”

“Whut you so bothered about, boy? Doan you like
the gals to see it?”

I really didn't care to continue the
conversation; I just wanted to leave. But Millie pretty well filled
the doorway, and I couldn't very well go around her. So I said, “I
dunno.”

“She-it! He doan know. I bet you puttin' it to
all them little chicks over to the high school.” Millie's eyes
narrowed. “Truth, now. Ain't you been bangin' them li'l drum majors
and such?”

“No.”

“Mm-mph!” Millie shook her head. “Can't
unnerstan' it. Doan yo' wanna screw them gals?”

Well, now that she mentioned it, I had to admit
to myself that the thought had once or twice crossed my mind. And
as it crossed again, I experienced an observable reaction.

“My, my! Look at that li'l fella stand up! I
expect he need a li'l help 'long about now.”

“Millie! What are you doing, for God's
sake?”

She came over to me and began fumbling at my
fly. “I just wants to help a friend in trouble, tha's all.”

“Well, we're all gonna be in trouble if my
mother comes home and—oh!” Millie's callused brown hand reached in
and took hold of my tingling tool.

“Doan you worry 'bout yo' mother, honey. She
ain't gonna be home fo' another hour at leas'. Yo' brother's out
peddling his papers. Yo' sister's with yo' mother. An' yo' father's
never home befo' five-thirty. Any mo' questions?”

I couldn't think of a one.

“Now,” said Millie, leading me by the handle,
“you jus' come with ol' Millie an' we see whut we can do fo' that
po' li'l friend of ours.”

I might have resisted, but how you resist when
someone's pulling you along by the pecker beats the hell out of me.
Millie led me to my own little room and sat me down beside her on
my bed.

“Now,” she said, “I gonna mess aroun' with you
fo' a li'l bit. Make you feel good. But you gotta make Millie feel
good, too. Fair enough?”

I allowed that it seemed fair.

“Okay. Now, then, le's have a look at this li'l
rascal.” Millie began fondling my frail reed, causing it to swell
nobly. That evidently pleased her, for she smiled a dreamy smile
and began working my wand back and forth more and more rapidly. The
sensation was not unpleasant.

“You like that?” Millie asked.

“Ye—yes. A lot!”

“Now you gotta do for me.” She took my hand and
guided it up under her dress. “You're all wet,” I said.

“She-it! Doan I know that? C'mon, boy, get
workin' up in there.”

Well, fair is fair. I got three fingers up and
began wiggling 'em around. But Millie grabbed my wrist and began
steering my hand back and forth like a piston. I got the hang of it
and had at it with a will.

“Tha's good. That's better. You keep that up,
honey. Yeah, yeah, yeah!”

I kept it up. And Millie continued to twiddle
my tool 'twixt thumb and forefinger in a most delightful manner.
This was fun! It was a whole lot more fun than the do-it-yourself
approach I had hitherto employed. I felt wonderfully relaxed yet
stimulated, and I didn't care if we never quit. Indeed, I hoped we
never would. But the best was yet to be.

Millie suddenly slumped back on my bed and drew
me over on top of her. “Where is that li'l ol' peckah?” said she,
chuckling a dark and naughty chuckle. “Where's he at?”

She groped for my groin, found what she was
looking for and guided it smoothly into port. I found the sensation
thrilling, lovely, exquisite. Apparently Millie did too, for she
cried, “Ooo-ee! That's a good fit! Le's go, sugah baby! Le's make
it!”

I soon fell into her rhythm, and we rocked
along together quite merrily. It was marvelous, and I felt a sense
of pride which, I believe, was not entirely unwarranted. I mean,
after all, it was my first time out—or in, and here I was riding
like a trooper.

“Go, go, go, li'l fella!” cried Millie.

And I went, went, went. Most willingly. To hell
with Boy Scouts; to hell with baseball; to hell with Saturday
matinees! This was It!

Millie's arms tightened around my neck. Then
her ankles locked over the small of my back. It was getting hard to
move, yet something within me urged me to move faster. I strove
mightily for more mobility, but just as I got well braced for a
thrust, Millie fastened her teeth into my shoulder and heaved her
hips clean into the air. She nearly threw me as she writhed under
me, but I plugged away in a fine sweat and suddenly she fell back
with a loud sigh, utterly limp, eyes closed and a most contented
smile caressing her lips.

“You all right, Millie?”

She looked up at me and gave a slow, wise old
wink. “Jus' fine, honey. How you doin'?”

“Good. Real good.”

“You come, darlin'?”

“No.”

“Well, doan be a stranger, child. Come on back
in where it's warm.”

“Thanks, Millie.” I slid back in, and in a few
happy strokes I did the deed. Oh, wow! Oh, if the guys could see me
now! I felt like the king of the world. Millie held me close as I
poured out into her dark void, and when I was spent I collapsed on
the yielding billows of her breast with a feeling of triumph,
gratitude and utter bliss.

Millie patted me gently on the back. “That was
real good for a firs' time, honey,” she said. “I guess it takes
practice, huh?”

“Some. But doan you worry none. I be back on
Wensdy.”

That next Wednesday, and for many a Wednesday
thereafter, I romped with my dusky tutor. I advanced rapidly under
Millie's capable instruction, and in the course of things became
genuinely fond of her. I actually wept when, early in the spring,
she eloped with a Caucasian professor of music from the local
women's college. I hope he was good to her. She was certainly good
to me.

With Millie gone, I went back on manual for a
time; but I had been converted, and it wasn't long before I began
to put out feelers among those little drum majors—and the
cheerleaders, and the dramatics club, and the National Honor
Society.

By the time I was seventeen, I had progressed
notably.

“What have we here?” Snap-snap!

“What have you there?”

Zzzzzip!

“Oh, Roger!”

“Oh, Louise!” Or Cindy, or Mary, or Jean, or
Betty, or Meg as the case may be.

“You do love me?”

“What do you think, Silly?”

“Because if you didn't, I wouldn't—”

“Of course not. You're not that kind of girl.
Shall we again?”

“Oh, Roger!”

“Oh, Louise!” Or Cindy, or Mary, or Jean, or
Betty, or Meg as the case may be.



Of them all, it is Louise that I remember best,
for reasons which will be made clear. She was the Honor Society
one, a very intelligent girl with a keen interest in history and in
screwing.

“Oh, Roger, I just love doing it here in the
cemetery. Would you unhook my bra, please?”

“Urn. Sure.”

“Thank you. Ooh, the breeze feels so nice on my
bare breasts. Do you like my breasts, Roger?”

“Yeah. I like 'em a lot.”

“Oh, the moon is lovely tonight! I just want to
stretch out on old Mr. Stickney's marble slab and feel that smooth
cold stone all along me. Do you think he minds?” Louise lay back on
the slab, her breasts as white in the moonlight as the marble on
which she lay.

“I don't think he minds,” said I, dropping my
pants on the cushion of pine needles. The cool wind played about my
crotch, setting my tool a-tingle.

“Just think about all these people here,
Roger—all the fucking they must have done. I wonder if they miss it
now?”

“You're a funny kid,” said I, lying down beside
her and going all goose flesh from the touch of cold stone.

“Do you think so?” said she, absently toying
with my rigid rod.

“Yeah, but a nice kind of strange,” said I,
twining my fingers in her blonde thatch.

“You're sweet,” said she, stroking my head.
“Want to nibble some?”

“Um.” I filled my mouth with firm sweet meat of
her breasts.

“Oh, I like that. I like being here, naked in
the dark night among the dead. I like having your mouth on me and
your fingers in me. And when you put your prick in me I just melt
inside.”

“Get ready to melt, then.” And I slid into
her.

“Mmmm! Oh! Excuse us, Mr. Stickney, but Roger
and I just have to fu-u-UCK!”

I can't say that I enjoyed thinking about the
late Mr. Stickney at a time like that; I must say I didn't think
much about him. Louise wrapped her slender arms tight around me and
set to bouncing on that icy marble.

My elbows and knees were a little sore, but I
felt so good everywhere else that I scarcely noticed. “Pump, Roger,
pump! Pump hard!”

I pumped. And the marvelous suction of her
warm, wet cunt seemed to draw me in deeper, deeper until—

“Roger! Come, now! No-oow!” Louise kicked her
heels towards the moon, and together we died sweetly on top of old
Mr. Stickney.



Louise sat up and stretched, accentuating the
full curve of her breasts so pale in the moonshine. “It just keeps
getting better all the time.”

“I'm glad,” I said, for I liked her.

“I wonder if they are jealous.”

“Who?”

“The people here. I mean, here we are, young
and alive, and warm and making love. And they are all so cold
and—”

“Gee, it's getting pretty late, Louise. We
better be going, huh?”

“Ha, ha. It bothers you, doesn't it?”

“What?”

“Doing it in the cemetery.”

“No it doesn't,” I said. “I'd fuck you
anywhere, anytime.”

“Why don't we do it in a church sometime?”

“Louise!”

“Ha, ha! Oh, Roger, you can be stuffy.”

“Well, I stuff you pretty good, don't I?”

“You stuff me beautifully. Hand me my panties
please.”

“Sure. Hey! What's that?”

“What?”

“On your behind. Hold still a minute.” And in
the moonglow I could just make out an imprint on her firm little
butt: Ye shall have life.

I think Mr. Stickney was trying to tell us
something.

6

“Louise, are you sure?”

“It's been two months. Oh, God, Roger! What are
we going to do?”

“Try not to worry, dear. I'll think of
something.”
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“Double-time, you shit heads! Pick 'em up! Pick
'em up! Pick 'em up! Hut-hup-hreep-harp! Hut-hup-hreep-harp!
Hut-hup—Squad, halt!

“Now, hotdammit, Agile, who gave you permission
to fall down? Watch it! Watch where in the hotdamn hell you're
pukin'! Wassamatta with you boy, you pregnant?”

“Well, sir, I ought to be from the screwing
I've taken from you.”
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“Prisoners, fall out!”

We stood shivering in our fatigues, waiting
dumbly for whatever new degradation this day would bring.

“You, Lard Ass. You, Peckerhead. Come with
me.”

Lard Ass and I, escorted by a p.f.c. in armband
and leggings, marched to the post swimming pool.

“Now lissen, you two screw-offs. I want this
area policed up. And I mean clean. I don't wanna see nothin' but
assholes and elbows, hear? Anybody asts you where I'm at, I'm
takin' a piss call. Got me? I'll be back. And when I get back, you
two mothers better be here and you better be pickin' up them butts
or it'll be yore ass. Now hop to it.”

We hopped. The sun rose higher and began to dry
the scattered butts on the dewy grass. I found three or four
good-sized clinchers and was stuffing them in my sock when I
noticed the kid come trotting along pool-side. I reconnoitered. Old
Lard Ass was down at the far end, his big butt facing me. No guard
in sight. Nobody.

Splash!

Splash!

I was pumping water out of the little bastard
when the guard came running up.

“Jesus Christ! What in hell are you doing to
that kid?”

“Waaah! Fall in da wa-wa!”

“He fell in the pool, sir. Lucky thing I heard
the splash. I managed to dive in and pull him out. He's all
right.”

“Jesus Christ. It'll be my ass if the sergeant
finds out I wasn't here.”

“Why, you were here, sir.”

“What?”

“Sure. You remember. You looked up just in time
to see me dive in and save the boy. In fact, you shouted a warning
to the kid. That's what alerted me.”

“Yeah? Yeah. Yeah! Good thing I yelled,
huh?”

“Certainly was. Why, if—”

“What's going on here?” A captain came puffing
up to us, his indignation loaded and aimed.

The guard saluted. “Sir, this prisoner just
done a real brave thing. That little kid there fell in the pool,
and this here peck—prisoner dived in and saved him.”

The captain pushed between the guard and me.
“Let me see that boy. Good Christ!”

“What's the matter, sir?”

“Matter? This is Colonel Crudd's grandson! You,
prisoner.”

“Sir?”

“What's your name?”

“Agile, sir. Roger F. U.S. 11-195—”

“Skip that, Agile. Are you all right?”

“Well, sir, my back—”

“God damn! Wrenched, I'll bet.”

“Yes, sir. I twisted something when I dived in,
but with the little fellow in trouble and all, it only just now
started hurting.”

“What are you in the stockade for, Agile?”

“Insubordination to a non-commissioned officer,
sir.”

“Hmph. Probably had it coming to him. Look
here, private, get Agile over to the post hospital. Take that other
man with you and drop him off at the stockade. Then report to
Colonel Crudd's office. I'll see you there.”

“Yes, sir.” And that prick of a p.f.c. had the
nerve to wink at me.

The captain scooped up the dripping kid and
marched off. “Agile,” he called back over his shoulder, “you rest
easy. You're all Army, boy. And the Army takes care of its
own.”
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“How come you take my temperature that way all
the time?”

“Don't you like it?”

“No, ma'am.”

“Men! Augh! It's all right for you to go around
poking your thighs into us. But let somebody give you a taste of
your own poison and you carry on like you were being raped.”

“Well, lieutenant, I have never had the
experience, but somehow I don't think I'd fuss much. Besides, it's
not the same.”

“What's not the same?”

“Well, shoving a glass rod up a guy's butt is
hardly the same as—as the other.”

“Why isn't it?”

Was she kidding? I looked at her for a long
moment. She was serious. Now where in hell, I wondered, did a
good-looking broad like Lieutenant Caduceus get ideas like that? I
mean, she was a well set-up woman. She had all the goods, and she
wasn't even thirty. And she was a nurse, for God's sake. I would
have figured that between interns and officers she'd have been
better educated than that.

“Lieutenant, are you seriously asking me why it
isn't the same?”

“Yes. I am asking. Seriously.”

“Lieutenant, honey, if you have to ask, I don't
think I can help you.”

“Huh!” She whipped the thermometer out and I
thought I'd lose my load along with it. “I didn't really expect an
answer.”

“Well,” said I, hiking up my pajama pants, “I
got answers; we just don't have time.”

“Everything all right here, Lieutenant?” A
tall, rangy, close-cropped female major came rustling up.

“Oh, fine, Major Manning.” Lieutenant Caduceus
pinkened and smiled.

“Good,” said the major, pinching the
lieutenant's cheek lightly. “Don't let 'em give you any backtalk.
Malingerers, the whole bunch.”

“Oh, they're not all that bad, Major.”

Major Manning's eyes roved up and down my
lieutenant's fine frame. “They're not, hey?” She smiled
sardonically. “Don't you believe it, dear. Take it from me.

Ho-ho, thinks I. Take it from you, is it? The
dawn was breaking.

“I'll keep an eye on them,” Lieutenant Caduceus
said.

The major placed a hand on her shoulder, and I
saw the fingers moving to the side of her neck. “You do that.”
Then, reluctantly it seemed to me, she let her hand fall back to
her side. She eyed me coldly for a moment, then said, “See you at
the pool this afternoon, Lieutenant.” And she was gone.

“That's one tough cookie,” I said, plumping my
pillows.

“Oh, she's wonderful, really,” protested my
lieutenant. “She is terribly professional on duty, but when you get
to know her she's really a warm, wonderful person.”

“Lieutenant, honey, why did you join the Army?”
The gray eyes widened. “Why, I—I wanted to help, you know. To do
something for somebody.”

“I had a lousy home life, too.”

“Wha—?”

“Lieutenant, what was his name?”

“Whose name? What are you talking about?”

“You know. The guy who got mad when you
wouldn't give in, and then you got mad and told him to go, and he
went and so now all men are beasts.”

“Really, Private, this conversation is
unprofessional and unmilitary. I really don't see that it's any of
your business what I—”

“Okay, okay. Just thought I'd ask.” I shook my
head sadly. “Seems like a terrible waste.”

“What? What's a terrible waste?”

I stared directly at her chest, then up and
into her eyes. I shook my head again. “We'll talk about it
sometime. When you're in the mood to talk about it. I'll be
here.”

Hospital afternoons are the longest afternoons
of all, Television stinks. All the magazines seem stale. The Gray
Ladies are just that, and it seems like you couldn't be worse off
in jail.

“Hey, Rog!” This asthmatic punk in the bed
across from mine called over. “You goin' to the show tonight?”

“What show?”

“Bunch of civilians coming in with an amateur
show. You going?”

“Fuck it. Bunch of flat-chested accordion
players, fat-assed tap dancers and some poor fag of an Irish tenor.
Who needs it?”

“Well, hell it's a show.”

“Fuck it.”

“All the rest of us are going. Why don't you
come alone? For laughs.”

“Fuck it.”

They went. All of 'em. And there I was with the
whole ward to myself. I could hear the music and the clapping, but
it wasn't loud enough to keep me awake. The lights were all on, but
I must have drifted off—at least halfway, because I almost jumped
out of my skin when I suddenly sensed that someone was standing
beside my bed.

“Who—what—?”

“Sh! It's me. Lieutenant Caduceus.”

“Oh, no. You're not going to take my
temperature again.”

“No. No, I—I just wanted to talk.”
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