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Rosalie’s Palm

Rosalie’s husband, when he was alive, opened
a bar in South Branch and jokingly named it the “Rosie Palm” as a
tribute both to his wife Rosalie and the slang term for the lover
of last resort of unattached men. After his unfortunate demise,
Rosalie took over and made a small name change to make the place
more acceptable in polite society.

Rosie has a sympathetic affection for a few
of her customers, lonely, unattached men who she occasionally takes
home with her after closing time and, momentarily at least cures
both their loneliness and hers. Rosie, however, usually counts on
Pete, who delivers her weekly supply of beer every Friday
afternoon, to take care of her recurring need for affection.
Meanwhile her weekend waitress, May, aspires in vain to learn the
ways of the world from Pete’s sidekick, Lonnie.
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Leaving Lonnie on the porch, May slammed her
front door in frustration and turned off the porch light before he
even started down the steps. Yet again their Friday night tryst was
a miserable misadventure. May stomped upstairs and got into bed
with her trusty, but inanimate vibrator, just like she had to every
Friday night.

“What’s wrong with me that I can’t even get a
horny nineteen-year-old guy to fuck me?” she thought.

And, as usual, Lonnie returned to the beer
truck, jerked off, prayed for forgiveness, and then went to
sleep.

 


Every Friday afternoon Pete and Lonnie
arrived in South Branch with a truckload of beer for Rosalie’s
Palm, and Pete always spent the night in bed with Rosie before the
men returned to St. Louis on Saturday morning. May and Lonnie
enjoyed a budding relationship, too, but their evenings always
ended in frustration, for May at least. It was obvious Lonnie was
interested in May; he was affectionate, thoughtful, and fun. He was
a good kisser and couldn’t stop complimenting her body. They liked
making out together, but when anything got too near the real fun,
Lonnie drew back. May knew this ridiculous reticence had something
to do with religion; Lonnie had a lot of strange ideas along these
lines. Mostly these ideas were benign, but she found his refusal to
engage in something so obviously delightful as “doing it” with her
to be a complete mystery, especially since they knew how to prevent
pregnancy or any other unwanted complications.
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