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Why Can’t Relationships Be Like Pizza?

The Pizza Chronicles, Book Three

Andy V. Roamer


To Nancy, thanks for your support, for helping Rimas heal, and for taking care of Mom.


Chapter One

What’s Up with My Relationships?

I thought sophomore year would be easier. I got through freshman year okay, even got an award for good grades and good behavior. Yeah, I’m such an angel. It’ll take a long time to live that down. Whalen is in my homeroom again. Hope he’s over drawing pictures of his classmates, especially me. If he only knew the real me, maybe he wouldn’t have drawn that halo over my head.

Anyway, sophomore year sure isn’t starting out any easier. I can already tell my Chemistry class is going to be no picnic. I’m a right-brain guy, creative and nerdy, ha ha, not analytical and nerdy. And too bad I don’t have Mr. Aniso for Latin class this year. It would be great reading Julius Caesar with him, wouldn’t it? Better than having Latin with Miss Wagstaff. Reminds me of a librarian crossed with some of our nuns in grammar school. She’s tall and skinny with tight curly hair and these round granny glasses that make her eyes look huge. She never smiles, and when she gets mad, her eyes get bigger behind those glasses, her arms fly around, and she starts to screech like one of those scary prehistoric birds. Oh, for the days of Mr. Aniso.

And this year’s Math teacher, Mr. Felucci, never smiles either. He’s strict too. Reminds me of a mean, fat army sergeant who likes to put you on the spot in class. Not fun for my right-sided brain.

At least there’s Señorita Sánchez, our Spanish teacher. She’s from Spain and so gorgeous, even I might start to have fantasies about her. She’s tough, too, but nice about it. Doesn’t make us feel bad if we get something wrong.

So, school’s not all bad, right? I guess not. But it’s my life that’s—what?—kind of somewhere out there in some crazy zone, not exactly where I want it to be. Especially where my friends are concerned. Most importantly, Bobby. I still think we’re close, aren’t we? We did have that nice talk in our favorite place in the woods, where he apologized and said he still cared about me. I’m so happy for him. He was so excited about making the varsity football team.

But guess what? I haven’t seen him since then. Not alone anyway. He’s not in any of my classes. Oh, I see him in the corridors at school, where he’s nice to me, like he’s nice to everybody. That’s what makes him so great. Mr. Nice Guy, despite being a jock and making the varsity football team. He could be so full of himself, though he’s not. He’s just busy with school and practice. Always practice. So, friends have to take second place. Is that how it works?

And then Carole, my wonderful Carole. I thought when she got back from Paris, we’d be getting together a lot. But I’ve only seen her once. All she talked about was François. A gorgeous French guy she met over there. François this, François that. She barely asked me about my summer.

Well, okay. She’s got a huge crush. People who get crushes are a little off the wall, especially if that crush is on someone from a foreign country. The foreign person seems so exotic and all that. So, you have to give them some space, right? At least through the end of the year. Carole told me François and his family were coming to Boston to visit relatives for the holidays.

Then there’s my wonderful family. I haven’t known whether they’re coming or going for a long time, so it’s no use complaining about them. At least Mom and Dad got their citizenship, so that should settle things down for a bit. Mom can concentrate on her jewelry business, and Dad still has his job. Even if he loses his job, which he says can happen anytime, now that he’s a citizen it should be easier for him to find another job, right? Though to hear Dad talk about it, there are enough undocumented immigrants in the construction business, it’s just not out in the open. So why did we spend so much time studying that booklet with all those questions? He should be happy he passed the test. But he’s still complaining, now about all those undocumented guys. I wish he could be happy for a change.

Like Ray. What? My little brother happy? Yeah, there’s been a change in him in the last few weeks. He sits at the dinner table, smiling sometimes. Offers to pass the potatoes. If Dad tells him to put away his phone, he does it without arguing. Doesn’t even say anything smart-alecky back in English. Almost acts like the good obedient son of immigrants his parents want him to be. Really? Ray talking Lith-speak? “Taip.” “Ačiū.” “Ar galiu daugiau bulvių?” “Yes.” “Thank you.” “May I have more potatoes?” How long is that going to last?

Like I said, with my family, I never know if they’re coming or going or running around in crazy circles.

Well, at least there’s Joe’s Pizza. Always Joe’s. One thing I can count on. Even though it looks like Bobby’s football teammates have discovered it, Joe’s Pizza is still a good place to come and chill out. Maybe I don’t need to find another place. How could I ever leave Joe’s? And one good thing about football practice. It’s not just Bobby who’s so busy. All those guys are busy after school practicing. So, they haven’t been coming here much. It looks like I’ll still be able to come and have my slice in peace, at least until football season ends.

So, RV, just settle down and start your homework. You can always write more in your diary after your three or four hours of hitting the books. Who am I kidding? I’ll be so tired then, I’ll be sick of looking at the computer screen. I’ll just want to go to bed. That’s what I get for being smart and going to Boston Latin School.

Am I smart? There are a lot of smart kids here, so I don’t feel so smart. It takes a lot of work just to keep up. But I wouldn’t be happier being dumb, would I? No. How about just kind of average? Not that either.

So here I come, sophomore year! You’re not going to get me down, even if I have no idea where I fit in or what you have in store for me!

*

I’m not wrong about Bobby. I wish were, but I do get the sense he’s avoiding me. Well, maybe not avoiding me exactly, but I’m not as important to him as I thought I was.

I texted him the other day just to say hi and see how he was doing. He was friendly and all that, but when I asked if we could get together again this week, he put me off, telling me practice was taking all his time. And it’s not the first time the conversation went like that.

I get that part. I know he’s really excited about being on the varsity football team. And nervous, too, wanting to show everyone he deserves to be on the team. That he’s not just a token sophomore with all those juniors and seniors. Or a token black athlete. He hates being a token of any kind.So, he’s working extra hard. I really do get that.

But that’s not what I’m complaining about. Carole was off doing something else, too, so I took myself to Joe’s for a slice. I don’t mind going there alone. I take a book or some homework and relax. Joe is always very friendly to me. If he’s not too busy, he’ll tell me about the business and ask me how I’m doing. It’s fun to talk to him.

Joe tells me what he goes through running the business. Who knew there was so much involved owning a little pizza joint? As for me, I try not to complain too much, so I usually just say “I’m fine.” Joe nods and says, “Keep it that way, RV.” And then sometimes, he even gives me a slice for free, wanting me to try one of the new crazy pizza combinations he’s working out. I’ve become his taste tester, LOL. It’s great when I like something, like the Super Jalapeño, but not when it’s something like the slice with all those disgusting anchovies.

Today I just ordered a regular cheese slice and sat down in a booth, ready to go over some reading for Chemistry class. But who should walk in but Bobby with a couple of his teammates?

“Hey, RV. How you doin’?” he said, looking cheerful and relaxed.

“Hey, Bobby,” I answered. I’m sure I sounded cheerful, too, since I’m always glad to see him. But then I remembered something. “Don’t you have practice this afternoon?”

Bobby shook his head. “Nope. Practice is cancelled. Coach said something came up with his family, and the assistant coach can’t make it either.”

Bobby’s teammates ordered slices and sat down at a nearby booth. “C’mon, join us,” Bobby said.

I hesitated for a second and then shook my head. “Ah, thanks, but I really have to study. Have my first Chemistry quiz tomorrow, and these stupid equations still don’t make sense to me.”

“Are you sure?” Bobby asked, though he was already making his way over to the booth where his teammates were sitting.

“Yeah, I’m sure. Thanks again. If I’m finished, maybe I can come over then,” I added, though I knew that was a lie. If by some miracle I finally figured out all those equations, it would take so long that Bobby and his teammates would be long gone.

So, I put my head down and tried to concentrate on my homework. But I couldn’t help overhearing Bobby and his teammates. They talked about practice routines, other teams they would be playing against this fall, other players, and what they liked or didn’t like about their coaches. I could make out Bobby’s voice among the others, laughing and adding his opinion.

I did glance up a couple of times, not being able to stop myself. Bobby was sitting facing me, so I could see how happy he was. No, not just happy. What’s the word I’m looking for? He was glowing, looking like he’d never been happier. Like that’s where he belonged. Forever. With his teammates, in the world of football, not with me. I don’t think I existed for him at that point. He certainly never looked my way or gave any indication he was thinking about me.

He had promised me the last time we sat in the woods that the gay stuff wouldn’t come between us. That he didn’t care if people saw me with Mr. Aniso, who doesn’t particularly try hard to hide his sexuality. Not that he could successfully since he’s so swishy. I thought Bobby was feeling better about his own gay feelings too. That I still mattered a lot to him. And he wanted to be with me. That he cared. It’s not the feeling I get since sophomore year started.

Like today. If practice was cancelled, he could have called me up. Makes me wonder how many other times Bobby did have some free time but didn’t call me.

I’m not being unreasonable, am I? I don’t come on too strong, do I? I don’t act gay, whatever that means. And it’s not like I have figured everything out. I have more questions than anything else. Sometimes I even wonder if I really am gay. Since Bobby has some of the same questions, you would think he’d want to spend more time with me.

I was thinking about all those things sitting in that booth. It was impossible to concentrate anymore. I gathered up my stuff even though those equations still didn’t make much more sense to me. It was time to leave. I got up and did walk up to Bobby and his teammates and said goodbye. Everybody was friendly enough, but I still felt awkward, knowing I don’t belong in their world. And Bobby didn’t act any differently from his teammates or say anything that indicated we were friends or that he wanted to see me later.

So, after a few more awkward moments, I turned around and left Joe’s.

And here I sit now, in front of my computer, for the zillionth time, trying to figure out my life. Does it ever change or get easier? Mr. Aniso keeps assuring me it does, but sometimes I wonder. Maybe he’s just saying that to make me feel better. After all, when we’re talking, I sometimes see the sadness that comes over his face. So, he’s got stuff going on his life too. He did seem happy when he introduced me to his new friend, Ben. Hope it lasts. For his sake. And mine.

*

I was sitting there at dinner with my family. In some ways it was the usual dinner. Mom baked a chicken, which I thought tasted pretty good. Dad complained, saying he was getting sick of chicken. Mom told him with the money we had budgeted for food, we couldn’t afford steak every night. Dad grumbled a bit, but then kept quiet.

And Ray shrugged. Like I said, my little brother’s changed. Normally he would be taking out his phone and listening to some song or other until Dad told him to put it away. But lately Ray’s just been sitting quietly, eating his meal, not complaining, and even giving Mom a compliment or two. Don’t know what’s gotten into him, but I guess it’s good. As long as the pot he was smoking this summer hasn’t gone to his brain. I still haven’t said anything to Mom and Dad about it. Am I a coward or a loyal brother?

Mom and Dad started talking about work. Mom’s happy with her part-time job at Neiman Marcus and the online jewelry business she’s starting that she says will give us a little extra much-needed income. Money. Is it always about money? Dad still worries about his job, but now that he’s a full-fledged citizen he admits he’s a little less scared. But he says construction jobs are not easy to get these days, so gives us his old spiel about money not growing on trees. (Spiel. Wonder where that word comes from? Dad has a lot of spiels. Stories about the Old Country, his new country, and how we kids don’t appreciate what we have here.)

Well, that’s one thing that hasn’t changed. Two things. Dad’s complaining and my being interested in words. So, I’m still a nerd. I wonder if a sophomore nerd is better than a freshman one, ha ha.

After Mom and Dad finished talking about their jobs and money, Dad started talking about someone at work who he’s becoming friendly with. Dad said he’s a nice guy and maybe he’d like to invite him over sometime. And then suddenly I heard the word “gay.” I snapped to attention and tried to hide it by looking down at my food and concentrating on eating. But there was the word again. Dad was saying rumors were going around that the guy might be “that way.” Mom was nodding, saying she wasn’t surprised, there were a lot of gays in every job, certainly working with her at Neiman Marcus.

I looked up. Dad was shrugging, looking a little puzzled. He was saying the guy seemed nice and normal.

Ray piped up, “O, kas yra normal?” “What’s normal?”

Both Mom and Dad turned to him.

He continued, “Aš turiu draugę, kuri yra bisexual.” “I have a female friend who is bisexual.”

Mom looked surprised.

Dad looked annoyed, reminding Ray he was thirteen years old, and what did he know about bisexuals.

I guess the old Ray is still there somewhere because he wasn’t intimidated at all. He continued talking, telling Dad everyone knew about bisexuals. They had sex with both men and women and there were more of them around than people realized.

Mom told him she preferred that he think more about homework than bisexuals.

They continued talking about the subject while I sat there, feeling myself blush. And how would they react if they knew about me? Why couldn’t I be like Ray, and add my two cents to the conversation? “Oh, yeah, Mom, Dad. I’ve thought about being bisexual sometimes too. But I think I’m more gay than bisexual.”

I glanced over at them. Talking about a stranger was one thing, but how would they react if it was their son? Mom might be okay, after a while. But Dad? He didn’t have the angry look he’s had in the past when the subject of gays had come up. Maybe he was changing. Or maybe because he was talking about a person he liked, he couldn’t be angry. Maybe that’s why he looked more confused than anything else. Still, it doesn’t take much to make Dad angry. I’ve seen it in the past, so it’s better not to take chances. And when he gets really angry, well, I don’t want to think about that now.

Everyone dropped the subject when Mom brought out some dessert. But I’m still thinking about it now I’m up in my room alone. Would I like to tell Mom and Dad what’s going on inside me? I suppose so. I don’t like having this thing come between us. Maybe they’d react better than I give them credit for. But it feels so private. Like it’s mine and mine alone. Why is that? Do they deserve to know? At what point? When I’m more sure about things? Ha! At the rate I’m going, that might take years.

So, another relationship that’s confusing me. Man, I better start on my homework. As much as that’s a pain, it’s much easier dealing with homework than with all these questions about myself and all these people in my life.


Chapter Two

Sophomore Slump

“Hola, Señor RV. ¿Cómo está usted?”

“Bien, Señora Sánchez.”

“Señor RV. Soy Señorita, no Señora Sánchez.”

“Ah, si. Perdóneme, Señorita Sánchez.”

“Gracias, Señor RV. Soy la señorita porque no estoy casada. ¿No es así?”

Whew! Got a workout from Señorita Sánchez in Spanish class today. She gets mad when we call her Señora, keeps reminding us that we have to call her Miss because she’s not married. I thought I knew that.

Maybe it’s because she has this serious look about her, like she’s a Señora. Hard to imagine her not married to some Spanish bigwig or rich businessman. She’s pretty old, maybe thirty or forty, but has as much energy as someone our age, and you don’t want to be caught asleep in her class. She’s very pretty too. I’ll have to ask Carole if all the women in Europe are so pretty, sexy even. Yeah, sexy. The guys all smile when she walks through the rows in class and make quiet jokes behind her back. Can’t say I blame them. She walks with a little swing in her hips and wears interesting dresses and multicolored scarves.

“Glad she didn’t call on me.”

I nodded. “Yeah, lucky me,” I whispered, frowning.

That was Mark, the guy sitting in front of me. We’re getting friendly. He’s a nice guy, pretty studious and quiet like me, so we have a lot in common. He lives in Roslindale, the next part of Boston over from us. He came to Latin School from eighth grade like me, not sixth grade, like most of the students. We’re Bs, the students who came to Latin into ninth grade. The As are the ones who came into seventh grade. A little discrimination there? Why should we be called Bs? We’re as good as the As.

So, we have that discrimination in common too. Maybe we’ll become real friends. It would be nice to have another friend, since Bobby’s so busy and Carole’s off in her own world these days, thinking about her François.

“See you in the cafeteria?” Mark asked at the end of class, after Señorita Sánchez gave us another whopper of a Spanish article to decipher for homework.

“Sure,” I agreed.

“I wish I were good in languages like you,” Mark said, when lunchtime came, and we were eating our sandwiches.

“Well, maybe I have a little head start, given my background,” I said. “But I still have to study hard. It’s not like Lithuanian and Spanish are the same.”

Mark knows about my background. That I’m a kid of immigrants from Eastern Europe. That I didn’t learn to speak English until I went to kindergarten. That we speak the Mother Tongue, Lithuanian, at home. I keep reminding him that while knowing two languages has some advantages, it has some disadvantages too. Like not knowing which world I’m in sometimes.

Mark looked a little dejected today.

“What’s the matter?” I asked him.

He shrugged. “I study hard too,” he said. “But I still have trouble remembering all this Spanish. The last thing I need to do is flunk a class.”

He complained about his parents putting pressure on him. I nodded in sympathy, telling him about my parents putting pressure on me.

“It’s only September,” I said, trying to reassure him, maybe myself too. “It’s too early to think about flunking.”

“I know,” he said. “I have to learn to concentrate and not look at Señorita Sánchez’s breasts.”

“Her breasts?”

“Yeah. Haven’t you noticed how big they are?”

I felt the old RV blush coming on. I had noticed them. They were big, but they hadn’t distracted me too much, not like they distracted Mark apparently. Should I have been distracted? There were Bobby’s words again, ringing in my ears. “Oh, RV. You’re so innocent.”

“Don’t you think about them?”

“Huh?”

“Señorita Sánchez’s breasts. Don’t you think about them?” Mark asked.

“Well, I guess sometimes, yeah,” I answered.

“I think about them a lot,” Mark was saying. “The minute I try to do my Spanish homework, those breasts come into my mind. And then I think about how they would look naked. It’s much easier than trying to conjugate or memorize the stupid preterito imperfecto.” Mark looked at me. “Don’t you think about women’s breasts?”

“Ah, sure.” I told him about the time I was going out with Carole and she used to show off her bras. “She wasn’t naked,” I said, “but that came pretty close.”

Mark seemed impressed.

I sat there thinking about Bobby and the times we kissed. Did I dare tell Mark about that? How would he react to any talk about being gay? Or sex for that matter? Mark told me he comes from a very Christian, born-again family. I think he’s a pretty conservative guy, so it didn’t seem like a good idea to bring it up.

Mark was talking about the Spanish homework again. “So, will you help me, RV?” he was asking.

“Oh, ah, sure,” I said, trying to focus on the conversation. “Maybe I can introduce you to my friend, Carole. She spent much of the summer in Paris. Some words in French are similar to Spanish, so maybe Carole can help us a little bit.”

“Wow, Paris. I’ve never been out of the country.”

“Me neither. Lucky Carole. It sounds like she had a great time.”

“Yeah, who wouldn’t?” said Mark. “If all the women look like Señorita Sánchez, man, I’d be going crazy.”

We made some more jokes about Señorita Sánchez and European women. Then we went off to our next classes.

I had a little time off from concentrating the rest of the afternoon too. I was thinking about Mark. He seems like a nice guy, and I like him. And I do hope we become friends. But with his background, would he have any patience for anyone gay? Born-agains hate gays. Well, maybe not all of them, but enough of them. I’ve never heard Mark say anything about gays one way or another. No calling anyone faggot or anything like that. But he’s too nice a guy to call anyone any names, so that doesn’t mean anything. Being gay probably doesn’t even enter into his consciousness.

“Oh, well. Pagyvensim ir pažiūrėsim.” LOL. That’s Dad’s phrase. “We’ll live a while and we’ll see.” Whenever he’s not sure about something, that’s what he says. I never appreciated why he says it so often. Maybe now I do, at least a little bit. It means he’s trying to figure things out in a complicated world. I guess even at his age he still has things to figure out in life, just like I do.

*

Carole and I were sharing a slice in Joe’s Pizza.

“So, how’s your sophomore year starting out?” she asked me.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Okay, I suppose. How’s yours?”

She made a face. “I think I’m in sophomore slump. I can’t concentrate.”

“You mean on your classes?” I know what she really meant, and I couldn’t help teasing her, telling her she had to find a way to take her mind off her French boyfriend.

She looked upset. “He’s not my boyfriend. He’s just a friend.” But then she started giggling. “Well, maybe he is. I don’t know. We never formalized anything.” She got serious again. “See what I mean? I’m all over the place. How am I going to stand it until he comes here in December?”

I listened to her complain a little while longer. Then she finally turned her attention back to me. “So, what’s going on with your love life?” she asked. “Met anybody yet?”

I shook my head. If only I could tell her about Bobby and what was going on between us—or more accurately, not going on. But I remembered how Bobby reacted when I confessed to him that I had told Mr. Aniso about him and me. There was no way I was going to take a chance on that happening again by telling Carole.

Carole was looking at me intently. “You’re blushing, RV.”

“No.”

“Oh, yes, you are. Beet red. C’mon, what are you hiding from me?” When I didn’t answer she wheedled, “RV.”

“Nothing.”

“Okay, have it your way,” she said. She settled back in the booth and shook her head. “You know, RV, one of these days you’ll have to learn to be less secretive about the gay stuff. The sooner you do, the better it will be for you.” I couldn’t help feeling like a little kid being scolded by a parent or teacher.

We kept on eating our pizza, but Carole wouldn’t let the subject drop.

“Have you said anything to your parents?” she asked.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Carole, stop interrogating me.”

“I’m sorry. I don’t mean to do that. I just want what’s best for you. You know, in France people are much more blasé about sex.”

I saw a chance to get Carole’s attention off me and back to herself. “Oh? How do you know?”

A flirtatious, secretive look crossed her face. “I just know. From being with people.”

“François?”

“François. And other people.”

“Now who’s blushing,” I said, pointing my finger at her. “How many boyfriends did you have?”

“I told you. No boyfriends. There were just…some guys I made out with.”

“Is that all you did?”

“Yeah.” She paused and blushed more deeply. “Mostly. With a few other things.”

“What other things?”

“Never mind.”

“Woo-boy! No wonder I didn’t hear from you for long stretches. You were busy with all those boyfriends all summer.”

“RV, stop it.” But she was smiling. “Yeah. It was a great summer.” Then the smile turned into something sad. And now it’s over,” she added. “How are we going to get through the fall?”

“We’ll have to manage,” I said. “There are a lot of other things to worry about.”

“Yeah. You’re right.” But I could tell Carole’s mind was not on the fall but on the summer, back in Paris.

*

I’m sitting here thinking about my conversation with Carole. She does have a way of zeroing in on things that matter, even if I don’t want to admit it. Why can’t I be more open about myself, especially the gay stuff? Why am I trying to keep stuff from Mom and Dad? Why am I spending so much time feeling sorry for myself when it comes to Bobby?

Yeah, admit it, RV, you’re feeling sorry for yourself. So, do something about it. Like what? I have no idea.

Jeez, look at me. Carole said her feelings were all over the place. What about me? I’m just as bad when it comes to Bobby. Maybe I’m in sophomore slump too.

Maybe I should talk to Mr. Aniso. Man, am I always going to keep running to him every time I have a problem? When am I going to stop? I’m fifteen years old and not a kid anymore. I should learn to solve my own relationship issues. I don’t want to bother the guy so that he’ll run in the other direction the minute he sees me. I bet there’s only so much advice-giving even Mr. Aniso can manage before he gets sick of it.

Let me just turn off all these thoughts. I’ve got to relax and start on my homework. LOL. Most normal people hate doing homework, don’t they? But I’m not normal. Not that I love homework, but most of the time, I know what I’m doing—except in Chemistry, of course. So, knowing what I’m doing in at least one aspect of my life gives me something good to think about. Let’s see…

 

yo había amado

tu habías amado

el/ella había amado

nosotros habíamos amado

vosotros habíais amado

ellos/ellas habían amado

 

Yes! How’s that, Señorita Sánchez? I’m not in sophomore slump, am I?


Chapter Three

Our End of the Bargain

Bobby stopped me in the corridor at school today. Finally! I thought. Bobby will apologize for being so busy and will ask if we want to get together.

But no such luck. After saying hi, he smiled that easygoing smile of his.

I smiled back. “Hi, Bobby.”

“Are you still interested in seeing one of our football games?” Bobby asked. He didn’t look at all upset or apologetic that we hadn’t talked or spent any time together in over two weeks.

“Uh, yeah, sure.”

“Great. We’re playing Concord-Carlisle this weekend. That snooty school north of Boston. A big game for us. They beat our pants off too many times, but we should be ready this year. It should be a really exciting game.”

“You’re playing?”

“Yup. I’m first string.”

“Oh, great,” I said, trying to sound enthusiastic.

“Excellent. Knowing you’re cheering for me will give me even more motivation.” Then Bobby patted me on the shoulder. “Thanks, RV. OK. I gotta run.” And he was off to his next class.

He did turn around and shout, “It will be a fantastic game! Go Wolfpack!” Then he turned around again and was off.

I tried not to let any disappointment show on my face. Yes, Bobby said my being there would motivate him, but he seemed much more excited about the game itself. As if I needed another reminder. He’s one of the Wolfpack, the Latin team. That’s the most important thing in the world to him. I’m second. If that.

I tried to reason myself out of my disappointment for the rest of the day. I told myself I wasn’t being fair. I knew how important football was to Bobby. I was acting like a kid with a crush who can’t think of anything else.

I forced myself out of my funk and called Carole to ask her to go to the game with me. But she was busy. “I’m seeing Tim and Loretta this Saturday,” she told me.

Funny she should say that. I’d avoided asking her about Tim and the computer business, not wanting to get involved anymore. And I figured I would ask her for an update when the right time came.

This was the right time. “So, what’s happening with the computer business?” I asked her.

“Oh, I’m letting Tim and Loretta do most of the work,” she said. “I don’t think I’ll have much time for it this year.” She turned to me and smiled a little. “I’m not totally out of it, don’t worry. I’m still a consultant. And I still get a small share of the profits.”

Good ol’ Carole the businesswoman. I was happy for her, but not me.

“When were you going to tell me about it?” I couldn’t help asking. “Do I get anything?”

She shook her head.

“No, sorry. I thought you were out of it already. From what Tim was telling me.”

“Yeah. I guess whatever Tim says, goes. He’s the take-charge type. Isn’t he?” I bit my lip so I wouldn’t say anything else.

But Carole caught the edge in my voice. She didn’t say anything. And I didn’t say anything either.

Great. An awkward silence between Carole and me. Not how I wanted this conversation to turn out.

“Okay, Carole. Good luck turning over the computer business,” I finally said lamely.

“Thanks,” she said. “Enjoy the game.” And she ended the call. I got the feeling she couldn’t wait to get off the line as quickly as she could.

*

“How much do you know about football?” Mark asked me.

“Pretty much nothing. You?”

“A little. I’ve gone to a few games with my parents and brother. One of our family outings.”

I let out a laugh. “We never did that. Does that mean my family is un-American?”

Mark laughed too. “Maybe. If liking football is how you define being American.”
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