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 A Tourist No
More







by
Rebecca Milton


“Do you
think you will die happy?”






In a field, in
the summer, by the sea, the question was posed. It was a question
that was asked on one of those
sunny, beautiful days toward the end of
the season. One of those days that makes you believe that
summer won’t disappear this time. When you leave the house at eight
in the morning with no particular plan, nothing that needs
doing. You meet your best friend
and the day unfolds for you.






Many questions
are asked on those types of days: Will you ever get married? Do you
think that you can love one person your whole life? Would you kiss
Timmy Ganger? The questions two girls who
have been close to inseparable for most of their young lives ask
each other as they prepare to start high school, move forward and become young women. This question,
this was one asked by an outsider. A boy who came for the summer,
with the rest of the rush and flood of tourists. A boy who lived
down the sandy road with his mother. A boy who seemed to show up
out of nowhere. A boy who asked the strangest of questions. This
one - Do you think you will die happy? - being the
last question he asked that summer.






Carol and
Mindy were best friends. Had been, most likely would be, all their
lives. Summers in the small seaside town, they would watch the tourists, deal with the influx
of people and wait for normal to return. That summer, the year they
were going to enter high school, a boy their age came to stay at
one of the rental cottages down the road from them. Carol and Mindy had seen him sitting on his porch one
morning when they headed down to the village to watch the fishing
boats. They sat on the docks, strolled to the beach, and did the
nothing that they had looked forward to doing all school
year.






The boy had
watched them as they walked by; he sat up straight on the porch,
peering at them like an animal peering over a fence. The two girls
looked but gave him not a second
thought. They didn’t have time for tourists or interested in making
a new friend who they would say they would write to, remember and
then, of course, forget. They had each other, their school, their
friends, they were local and tourists, well, tourists were just not
that interesting to them.






Two days later, while sitting on the dock, watching the
fishing boats, eating French fries for breakfast, because they
could, the boy from the porch - the tourist boy who was living in
one of the rental cottages down the road from them - appeared on
the docks. He stood beside Carol and Mindy, casting a shadow
on them in the slanted, morning light. He just stood, looking out
at the boats, the harbor, and the gulls and said nothing. The girls
looked up at him and then at each
other and shrugged. The new boy, the tourist boy, just stood. Finally, his stillness and his
silence got to the girls and Mindy found she had to speak.






“Hello?” Mindy
said, her greeting more of a
question. The boy looked down at them and smiled. He was gangly and
awkward, with a speckle of pimples just starting to come up,
clearly a boy neither girl would take a second look at. But he had a sweet smile with clean, white,
perfect teeth, and it made the two
friends relax a little.






“Hello,” the
standing, tourist boy said to them. “It
is so beautiful here. You’re both very lucky to live here. I
am sorry that you have to put up with people like me invading your
lovely home. I hope you don’t mind sharing it too much.”






The friends
were shocked. No tourist had ever said anything like this to them
before. They looked at each other and thought about it.






“We don’t
mind,” Carol said. “We know it’s beautiful and, it’s nice when
other people see that too.” The tourist boy nodded, shifted on his
clumsy too-long legs, still looking far out into the harbor,
watching the boats moving way out to sea.






“Are they
fishing boats,” he asked the friends and they looked off at the
boats that the tourist boy was referring to.






They told him
yes, told him the fishing boats came and went all day and all
night. Soon, the tourist boats would start moving. The boats that
took groups out past the breakwater, to the lighthouse, out along
the coast where all the old mansions were. Out to the small islands
that circled the harbor. Day trips for picnickers and bird
watchers. They would start moving in and out of the harbor in a
week. The season was still new; the actual season didn’t start for
another week.






“What
is the season?”






The girls
explained that when tourists came, it was called the season. Some
called it the summer season but most called it the tourist season.
The tourist boy nodded.






“I like
summer season better,” he said, “makes me feel less like a
burden.” The girls laughed at this and the tourist boy smiled his
sweet smile. “Do you think the fish, by now, know when the fishing
boats are coming, and they
hide?”






The two
friends had no response to this odd question. He then told the
friends he needed to go back home, that he just had time to go for
a little walk that morning, that he and his mother were still
moving in, getting settled. He would be free tomorrow. He wished
them a good day, and he walked
away slowly, saying hello to fishermen and the men buying the early
catch for the restaurants and the fish carts that would later dot
the piers and sidewalks.






“He was
funny,” Mindy said. “Kind of funny looking, too.”






“But he was very sweet,” Carol said, they both agreed on
that. Then, they went about their day doing the nothing that was
just the perfect amount of nothing that would be remembered as such
great something when they looked back on these days.






“We should
have asked his name,” Mindy said a few minutes later, “that would
have been polite.”






Carol
agreed, and both girls made a
promise to ask the new boy his name if they saw him again.
Which, they were sure they would
considering he was staying just down the road from them, and they
would pass his house every day on their walks to the town.
They swore to ask his name and, although they had never done so
before, they decided to include him, a tourist, in their days if
she wanted to. They both liked the quiet tourist boy with the
sweet, clear smile.






His name was
Peter. Well, really it was
Prospero, he said. His mother named him after a character in the
play by Shakespeare that the girls had never read but promised themselves, each silently,
each separately, that they would. Peter joined them on their
morning walks to the town, on their mid-day lazing on the beach, on
blankets, under the pier. He was with them on summer nights when
the dance hall at the pier was full of tourist kids, most of them
their age. The boys looking for
that magical summer chance at sex. The girls looking to find a romantic partner to write to and
dream about over the cold winter months. But Peter wasn’t looking
for a conquest. He was happy to sit with the two girls and just
watch it all happen.






Even though
Peter was a tourist, he didn’t act like one. He absorbed the
demeanor, the outlook, the ease of the place that the two friends had. He was a welcome addition
to the summer months and, despite themselves, the two friends knew
they would miss him when the season ended.






When they
looked back, the summer would become sepia-toned snapshots of one long, endless, day. The
pictures would show two girls and a boy, all the same age, being
three kids enjoying the summer. Being on the beach, being in the
reeds by the salt marsh. Three kids watching the fishermen unload
their catch. Three kids taunting each other with a live lobster.
Three kids – now three friends - intertwined, arms, legs, laughter,
on the breakwater as the sun dipped, and the waves curled. Three friends. Simple as
that, but as deep and undiscovered as any ocean, these three
friends were.






***






The summer was
slowly rolling up its days, and
the three friends were walking the field by the inlet where the
water never got deeper than the tops of their legs. Where the old
men and women came to rake the mud for clams. Where the long,
thick, stalks of summer grass were perfect for gathering and
weaving into hats, bracelets, belts, anklets. Trinkets to wear,
gift, bond and replace when they had torn, faded, and something needed to be done during the day.






Many mornings when the two girls would walk by Peter’s
cottage to gather him for the day’s doing nothing much, but what
must be done all the same, he would give them each a bracelet he'd
spent the night weaving from the grass. Some mornings, the
two girls would show up wearing hats woven from the grass and
present Peter with his. Symbols that they were friends, a tribe of
three, special to each other. People would know this about them as
they walked the town, ran the beach, faced down the waves.






That day, end of summer,
in the field, gathering grass, walking a few feet apart, singing
songs, laughing jokes, knowing somehow that life would change soon,
that this time, this summer, this moment would never be repeated,
Peter asked his question: “Do you think you will die happy?”






The two girls
stopped and looked at him. Peter was moving still, walking, pulling
grass with his left hand, bundling it in his right. He walked away
from the two girls, the question floating over the field like
dandelion spores in the air. Suddenly, Peter turned and faced
them.






“I will,” he
said, answering his own question.
“Every day from now until I am old with a cane and my teeth in a
glass of water by my bed. Every day, when there is no one around to
talk to, when I am gray as the sky
over the water in winter, I will remember this summer. I will
remember you, my friends, and I will die happy.”






When Peter was
leaving – the girls to enter high school, and he to enroll in a
military school three states away - they hugged but did not cry.
They laughed and exchanged woven grass gifts, the way of their
tribe, but they did not promise to write, call or see each other
the following summer. That was not how the three friends, still
forming as people, still evolving into women, lived.






Then the girls
– now back to being just two friends - walked down the road behind
the car that was driving their new friend away.






When the car
was gone, and Peter had left to
return to the city, to his life of winter, the now-just two friends walked to the docks. They
watched the tourists who stayed late in the season, drinking up the
last sunset, inhaling the last breath of salt air and then, moving
in somber groups to cars, vans and buses to leave. When the
tourists were gone, when the dock
and the stores were empty, the two friends held hands and walked
home.






That winter, the now-just two friends, without telling
the other, read The
Tempest over and over
again.






***






A jungle of
tubes and wires spread like tentacles from Carol’s chest and arms.
They left her body, her frail, struggling body and found their ways
to machines with lights and dials making sounds like machines in
the televisions shows about hospitals. Carol’s face was pale enough
that, if she didn’t move, she would be
camouflaged in the white pillow case under her head. She
smiled when people came to visit -
if people came to visit. She told them
she felt better, she felt stronger, that she was sure that this was
going to be fine, that she was going to be back home
soon.






She said
things like this for the people who came to see her, if they came
to see her. She herself didn’t
believe it. She herself knew that
she was where she would be until they took her away on a gurney
covered with a sheet. But, for those who came to visit, if they
came to visit, she needed to give them something to sigh
about. Something to say in the car
driving home that would make them feel better. She said her
positive thoughts so that the living could keep their distance from
the dying.






This worked for a while. People came to see her,
believed what she told them, even insisted she looked better and sounded better. So those who came to
visit walked away sighing relief. However, as time passed, and the reality of the sickness sat in
the corner of the room, reading a magazine, making no attempt to
leave, the visits became more strained. The visitors had a
harder time convincing themselves that Carol was looking better,
seeming better. So, the car rides home,
where once they felt like all would be well, all was good, they
were in the mood to stop for lunch, check out that antique shop,
chat about the strange woman in the room next to Carol’s,
changed. The rides now were quiet, each passenger of the
visiting car thinking about their own mortality. Soon, the visitors didn’t visit much
anymore.






There were
three constants now, in Carol’s days:






Her husband,
Allen, whom she loved like crazy, there every day after work until he was almost falling
asleep in the chair, and she had
to send him home to bed. The pain that came with the
disease that was eating her body and sending her slowly toward death. And Mindy. Her best friend was
still, and was always, and would be.






Mornings,
Mindy would arrive and sit with Carol, have breakfast, talk, watch
a TV show, and then she would
leave to go to work. Then, just before Alan arrived, Mindy would be
back. She would read Carol the newspaper, talk about the day, and
fill the space before Alan arrived.






Mindy used to
be the cheerleader. She would come and tell Carol how much better
she looked, how much stronger she seemed, how much she felt this
would be over soon, and she would
be out, walking the beach again. Mindy was there to cheer her best
friend.






“Stop,” Carol
said one evening before Alan arrived. “Please just stop.”






Mindy had no
idea what her friend meant. What was it she was supposed to stop?
Because they were the best of friends and because they had a bond that could not be
fathomed by others, Carol could say what she needed to say.






“Mindy, we
both know I am going to die.” Mindy did
not deny this, did not fight this, she simply stood by the bed of
her friend and listened. “So, in the time I have left, let’s not
waste it with you lying to me. Let the others do that.
Let the others say that I look better,
that I seem better. Let them have that, but us, you and me, let’s
not have that. We are not tourists.”






Mindy thought
for a moment and then, she pulled the chair next to Carol’s bed and
sat down.






“Okay,” she
said. “Let’s not be tourists, but I have to go outside and cry for
a while before I can do this.”






“Stay here and
cry,” Carol said, “and I’ll cry with you.”






So, Mindy
closed the door to the room, asked the nurse if she would mind
keeping anyone who came to visit Carol out for a few minutes, sat
next to her friend and they cried. When
they had finished, when they had cried all the tears they needed to
shed together, Mindy opened the door again, put the chair back in
the corner and – oh so gently, ever
cautious of the jungle of tubes and wires - climbed on the bed with her friend they way she did
every night. When Alan arrived, Mindy hugged him, gathered
her things, told Carol she would be back in the morning.






“Remember,”
Carol said, “no more tourists.” Mindy smiled and agreed and left
her friend with her husband.






***






“What’s this,”
Mindy asked the next morning when she came to see her friend. She
held up the small, green, seagrass
bracelet that sat on the table beside Carol’s bed. Carol gave it a
look and laughed.






“Alan,” she
said. “I was telling him about the things we’d weave from the
seagrass when we were kids. He
must have made one and left it here last night. Sweet.”






Mindy agreed
it was sweet. They had their morning visit, and Mindy went to work telling her friend she
would see her later. Carol slept and woke a few minutes before
Mindy returned. She noticed another bracelet in the table and
smiled. They made her think of summer and freedom. Mindy
came, and they watched a cooking
show, talked about the guy Mindy was dating, talked about her work,
the day, the world outside and laughed until Alan came. In the
morning, she would return. So the days would go.






***






“Alan has been
busy,” Mindy said the next morning. Carol looked at the bedside
table and saw the four bracelets and laughed. Mindy took one of the
bracelets from the table and slipped onto her friend’s wrist.
She was so frail now that Mindy was a
little afraid of touching her. Carol held up the bracelet,
shook it and smiled.






“You wear
one,” she told Mindy.






She put one on
and shook it, the dry grass making a sound like summer and
laughter, love and forever. The two friends admired their
bracelets, complimented Alan on his skill and suddenly started
recalling day's past, summers
wandering. Mindy stayed later than usual, suddenly seeing the time
and rushing off to work. Carol stayed awake and laughed for a
while, rubbing the bracelet against her face, smelling the grass,
remembering summers. She slept again and woke an hour or so before
Mindy returned. When Mindy came in, she noticed that Carol looked
tense, agitated.






“What’s wrong,
honey,” Mindy asked and Carol said nothing. Mindy sat on the edge
of the bed and brushed her friend’s hair with her fingers. “Tell
me.”






“I don’t want
to die,” Carol said and looked into her friend’s eyes.






Carol, months
ago, had come to grips with the fact that she was going to die. She
made peace and since that time, she had been at ease. Despite that
fact that she was deteriorating, getting frailer, Carol had
accepted her fate and did not argue, did not whine, did not cry.
She knew what was coming, and she
had told Mindy she was fine with it. Now, something had
changed.






“I was
pretending,” she said, “trying to be brave, trying to make it easy
for everyone else, but, no...” She held Mindy’s hand and squeezed
it. “No. I’m not... fine with it. I’m not happy with it. I don’t
want to die.”






Mindy had no
words. Carol was sick, the doctors had no idea what it was, how to
stop it, but they all knew she was going to die. It had been discussed, plans had been made, her life
was in order. Mindy had no idea what to say.






“Min,” Carol
said, “I’m not happy, I don’t want to die.”






“All right,”
Mindy said, unsure, “then you won’t.”






She climbed on
the bed with Carol, held her and they were quiet until Alan came.
Mindy said good-bye and then, she took Alan outside the room for a
moment.






“Listen,” she
said to him, “she is unhappy.”
Alan said of course she
was. She was dying. “No,” Mindy
said, “she was fine with that, you know that, she had
accepted that, she was ready and brave and strong... but
now...”






Mindy told him
what Carol had said, told him that she didn’t want to die. Told him
about the change.






“So, you know,
be aware, encourage her or... calm her or... I don’t know, Alan,
she suddenly isn’t going to accept this the way she was.”






Alan thanked
her and told her he would do what he could.






“You’re a good
man, Alan,” Mindy said. “I am so glad she had you in her life.” She
hugged him and turned to leave. Before she left, she laughed. “And the grass bracelets, nice touch.”
She held hers up and shook it. Alan laughed and went back
to the room.






***






The next
morning, when Mindy returned, Carol was wearing the woven
seagrass hat. In the evening,
there was another hat, for Mindy. The following morning there were
more bracelets. Mindy commented that Alan was really going all out. Carol was quiet then she
confessed.






“Alan didn’t
make them,” she said. “They simply appear, on the table, in the
morning, in the evening. They’re just there.” Carol laughed, and her eyes sparkled. She wore that
hat all the time, and Mindy wore
hers all the time as well.






***






“A week,”
Mindy said. “A convention in Buffalo, of all places. I’m going for
a week. Say the word, and I won’t
go.” She was holding Carol’s hand that morning, “Seriously, I can
get out of it if you want.”






Carol shook
her head. Refused to let Mindy change her life for her. She insisted she felt better.






“Are you being a tourist with me,” Mindy asked
and Carol said no, she truly was feeling better. Mindy did admit that she seemed stronger, her color was
better, but she didn’t want to say anything because she didn’t want
to be a tourist.






“OK, one
week,” Mindy said. “You want anything from Buffalo?”






“Some wings,”
Carol said, and it struck Mindy as
funny, Carol had not cared about
food for a while. “I want some authentic Buffalo wings.”






“See you in a
week,” Mindy said and kissed
Carol’s cheek. It wasn’t cold, and
it wasn’t like parchment. She stepped back and looked at her
friend. Was it possible?






***






Carol woke in
the middle of the night and sensed that someone was beside her
bed.






“Hello,” she
said, thinking it was one of the many nurses who came and went,
filling bottles, taking bottles away. “Hello nurse.”






The figure
shrouded in darkness stood still and then, the bedside light
clicked on. A figure in a soldier’s uniform. He was older of
course, but Carol recognized him instantly.






“Peter,” she
almost wept. Peter smiled and pulled the chair to Carol’s bedside.
He sat and leaned his elbows on the bed. Carol could see a tiny
chaplain’s insignia above the stripes on the cuff of his left
jacket sleeve. She also say no ring on his left hand finger. He
looked at Carol intensely and smiled. Carol laughed.






“Hello,” Peter
said and took Carol’s hand. “Sorry to wake you.” Carol noticed the
seagrass bracelet in his hand.






“You?” she
said.






“Me,” Peter
said.






“I’m not
happy,” Carol said, speaking as if they had a conversation the day
before and were picking up where they left off. Peter nodded. He
understood without need of
explanation, just understood. Peter put a seagrass necklace around Carol’s throat and touched her
face.






“I’m so happy
to see you, Peter,” Carol said. “You know, that summer... I...
we...”






She suddenly
couldn’t speak, she was so
overcome with emotion, and
she cried. Peter stayed with her, touching her face.






“We... we read
The Tempest.”






Peter’s face broke wide in a smile, and it was still clear,
white and beautiful. Carol was mesmerized by that
smile, and the summer came rushing back to her, feelings and smells,
sights and emotions that she had forgotten. Peter watched the
summer replay across Carol’s mind and then, gently, sweetly, he
bent forward and kissed her. Carol didn’t fight. Instead, she
accepted and returned the kiss because it felt like the most
natural thing in the world. They kissed for a long time. Carol,
surprised that she had the strength, that she had the
desire again. They kissed, and Carol’s hands entwined with
Peter’s and she felt light and easy again.






“I’ll be back,” Peter said, doing a terrible Terminator
impression and the two women laughed.






***






“The doctors
say...” Alan met Mindy outside Carol’s room when she had returned
after a week, “She's worse, she’s...They say maybe a week
tops.”






Mindy took a
deep breath, thought about pasting on a smile, then refused to be a
tourist. She pushed open the door and slipped into the room. Carol
was sitting up in bed, her skin
looked rosy, her eyes were bright and she was smiling. Mindy was
shocked.






“You’re back,”
she chirped and opened her arms to hug Mindy.






They
talked, Carol full of energy and
joy. She told Mindy that Peter had come, the he was a chaplain,
that he was the one making the bracelets, the hats. Mindy was
skeptical until, a few moments later, the door opened, and Peter walked in. The once-again
three friends had a wonderful reunion. Mindy gave Carol the chicken
wings she asked for, and the three
of them sat and ate them, talking about that summer, talking about
their lives. Carol’s laugh was loud and full. When it was time to
go, they stepped out of the room.
Peter said she had forgotten something and told Mindy he’d catch
up. Then he went back into the room and was alone with Carol for a
moment. At that moment, Peter
kissed her again. Carol felt fire run through her
body.






“Will you come
tonight,” Carol whispered.






“I will,”
Peter whispered and he did.






“I will,”
Peter whispered and he did. That night, Carol was awakened by a
kiss. More followed and hands, fingers moving over her body. Her
body that was once frail and useless was now alive and pumping with
blood and passion. Peter kissed Carol’s lips, her neck, her
shoulders. He took the hospital gown off her of her and kissed her
breasts and her tummy. He let his fingers slip between Carol’s legs
and find that sweet, soft spot. Carol cried, floods of tears
pouring down her cheeks as she felt the fingers enter her. Her hips
quivered, and her body shook as
she had a slow, long orgasm. Peter kissed her again and then,
slowly, carefully dressed her. Carol was breathing heavily, her
body feeling good for the first
time in a long, long time. Peter pulled up the chair again, and held Carol’s hand. The two of them
whispered together for the rest of the night.






When they were
done, he redressed them both. Carol dressed
carefully in her hospital gown and he in his crisp chaplain’s
uniform. Carol was breathing heavily, her body feeling good for
the first time in a long, long time. Peter pulled up the
chair again
and held Carol’s hand. The two of them whispered
together for the rest of the night.






“I love my
husband,” Carol said at one point.






“Good,” Peter
said. “I’m happy to hear that. He’s good to you?”






“Yes,” she
said. “We had such a good life together. And... He is a demon in
bed.” She giggled, and Ariel
smiled his smile on her. “I feel better.”






Peter nodded,
smiled again, kissed Carol’s forehead and said he would be back
later. Carol thanked him, kissed him and squeezed his hand. As soon
as Peter was gone, Carol slipped
into a deep, restful sleep.






***






Mindy was
breathless, running from the parking lot to Carol’s room. Alan met
her outside, his eyes red, his shoulders slumped. He looked
terrible. She asked him if Carol was
gone. He told her no, but that the doctors felt this was it.
Everything was failing, and she had a few hours at best. Mindy
hugged him, and they cried. They
didn’t want to bring the tears inside the room.






After a few
moments, Peter showed up, and the
three of them talked for a moment and then went inside. Carol was up and smiling, and the doctors were
puttering about, the nurses fussing, asking her if she needed
anything, how she was doing, was there pain. Carol ignored
them all and held her arms out to her friends. Mindy hugged her and
then, Peter hugged her long and tight. He brushed Carol’s lips with
a kiss. Alan was quiet, fidgeted, couldn’t sit still. Carol was
calm, telling stories, making jokes. Mindy and Peter laughed and
couldn’t believe that their friend was so close to death. She
looked incredible. They talked and laughed and then, suddenly,
Carol stopped.






“Oh,” she said
and her eyes got misty. Peter moved to the bed and kissed her again. Then he stepped away and looked
at Mindy and Alan.






“I think it’s
time,” Peter said. Mindy hugged Carol, Alan kissed her and held her
hand. Carol smiled and laughed and then, her eyes got cloudy,
distant, and she started to sink
into the bed. The three of them stepped closer, tighter to the
bed.






“Honey,” Alan
said, but she did not respond. Mindy knelt and took one of her
hands and kissed it. Again, she did not respond. Peter sat on the
edge of the bed, brushed a lock of Carol’s hair away from her
distant eyes and suddenly, Carol came back. Full force, she was
there, clear and present. She looked up at Peter.






“I’m happy,”
Carol said.






“I know,”
Peter said.






And then...
Carol passed away.






***






In a field, in
the summer, by the sea, the ashes were released from the copper urn
and mingled with the wind, the seagrass and the smell of salt.
Mindy, Peter, and Alan walked
through the field, silent. Alan walked ahead of the now-just-two
friends and stopped, said he was going back to the city. They had
all driven up separately. He just couldn’t stay. They said
goodbye, wished him well, Mindy
promised to check in on him during the week. He smiled weakly and
wandered off to his car. Mindy and Peter walked the field a few
feet away from each other, Peter pulling seagrass with his left hand and binding it in his
right.






“Do you think
you will die happy,” Mindy said aloud, the thought that had been
swimming in her head. Peter stopped and turned to her. Mindy waited
for an answer. Peter smiled. He
walked slowly to Mindy and took her hand. They continued their walk
through the field, hand in hand, saying nothing. They walked down
the beach, into the town. It was quiet, the streets mostly empty.






“The season
hasn’t started,” Peter said. Mindy shook her head. They walked to
the end of the pier, dropped
hands, stood against the railing and looked out at the sea.






“That summer,”
Peter said, softly, “when I got in the car for the drive home, I
thought, I can die now and now I will be happy. I haven’t felt that
way since then. I am starting to feel that way now. I started
when...” He stopped and looked down at the waves moving through the
piles.






“She did,”
Mindy said.






“She did
what?” Peter asked, keeping his eyes on the water working its way
under the pier.






“She died
happy. Because she knew you,”
Mindy said. Peter reached out and took Mindy’s hand again, and they stood, quiet, still, content
watching the sun slowly set.






***


 


 



 My Life on the
Line








by
Rosa Melton


It’s only
noon, and I’m about ready to fall
asleep. I’ve been working this banal, dead-end job for way too
long. At first, it was fun getting a chance to talk to people all
day, but after a while, it just ends up being the same thing over
and over. Sure the phone-sex industry isn’t what it used to be, but
at least the people calling in
when I started here had some creativity. I have women callers from
time to time, but they have a tendency to get pretty brutal.






“Of course I’m
touching myself, baby,” I say, trying to mask my overwhelming
boredom. “Your voice is getting me so
hot.”






The key is to
make the caller feel like every stupid line of bullshit that comes
out of their mouth turns you on to the most ridiculous, unnatural
level. At least the money’s still good.






“Oh yeah, tell
me what you want me to do with my pantyhose.” Are you
serious? “Oh yeah, baby. It feels so
good.”






Maybe it’s not
that people are getting less creative; maybe it’s just that I’ve
been here too long. With my last boyfriend, I found myself
repeating work lines during sex. It wasn’t his fault really, but that’s when the romance went out of
it for me. What I need is someone who doesn’t immediately want me
to talk dirty to them as soon as they find out what I do for a
living. Just because I’m blessed with a,
to quote my hiring manager, “Seductive tone that will send the men
through the roof,” doesn’t mean that I really want to narrate every
sexual act and how it makes me so hot.






I’m finally
off work, and I’m really
rethinking my life. I have the privilege of working in one of the
few remaining brick-and-mortar phone sex operations but,
unfortunately, going to work is about the only time that I get out
of the house. This started out as
a way to make money for college, but when I kept getting bonuses
for having the most repeat business, I just never found another
job. I graduated with a nursing degree, so the knowledge of anatomy
comes in handy, but this is definitely not the way that I wanted to help people for
the rest of my life. I guess I just got comfortable. Oh well.
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