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WATER FROM THE SUN


Danny is on my bed and depressed because Ricky was picked up by a break-dancer at the Odyssey on the night of the Duran Duran look-alike contest and murdered. It seems that Biff, Ricky’s current lover, called Danny after getting my number from someone at the station and told him the news. I walk in and all Danny says is “Ricky’s dead. Throat slit. All of his blood drained from his body. Biff called.” Danny doesn’t move or explain the tone in which Biff relayed this news and he doesn’t take off the Wayfarer sunglasses he’s wearing even though he’s inside and it’s almost eight. He just lies there watching some religious show on cable and I don’t know what to say. I’m just relieved that he’s still here, that he hasn’t left.


Now, in the bathroom, unbuttoning my blouse, unzipping my skirt, I call out, “Did you tape the newscast?”


“No,” Danny says.


“Why not?” I ask, pausing before putting on a robe.


“Wanted to tape ‘The Jetsons,’ ” he says dully.


I don’t say anything coming out of the bathroom. I walk over to the bed. Danny is wearing a pair of khaki shorts and a FOOTLOOSE T-shirt he got the night of the premiere party at the studio his father is executive in charge of production at. I look down at him, see my reflection, distorted, warped, in the lenses of the sunglasses, and then, carrying my blouse and skirt, walk into the closet and toss them into a hamper. I close the closet door, stand over the bed.


“Move over,” I tell him.


He doesn’t move over, just lies there. “Ricky’s dead. All of his blood drained out of him. He looked black. Biff called,” he says again, coldly.


“And I thought I told you to keep the phone off the hook or unplug it or something,” I say, sitting down anyway. “I thought I told you that I’ll take all my calls at the station.”


“Ricky’s dead,” Danny mutters.


“Someone snapped off my windshield wipers today, for some reason,” I say after a while, taking the control box from him and changing the channel. “They left a note. It said ‘Mi hermana.’ ”


“Biff,” he sighs, and then, “What did you do? Rip off a Taco Bell?”


“Biff snapped off my windshield wipers?”


Nothing.


“Why didn’t you tape the newscast tonight?” I ask softly, trying not to press too hard.


“Because Ricky’s dead.”


“But you taped ‘The Jeffersons,’ ” I say accusingly, trying not to lose patience. I turn the channel to MTV, a lame attempt to please him. Unfortunately, a Duran Duran video is on.


“ ‘The Jetsons,’ ” he says. “Not ‘The Jeffersons.’ I taped ‘The Jetsons.’ Turn that off.”


“But you always tape the newscasts,” I’m whining, trying not to. “You know I like to watch them.” Pause. “I thought you’ve seen all ‘The Jetsons.’ ”


Danny doesn’t say anything, just recrosses long, sculpted legs.


“And what was the phone doing on the hook?” I ask, trying to sound amused.


He gets up from the bed so suddenly that it startles me. He walks over to the glass doors that open onto the balcony and looks out over the canyons. It’s light outside and warm and beyond Danny it’s still possible to see heat rising up off the hills and then I’m saying “Just don’t leave” and he says “I don’t even know what I’m doing here” and I ask, almost dutifully, “Why are you here?” and he says “Because my father kicked me out of the house” and I ask “Why?” and Danny says “Because my father asked me ‘Why don’t you get a job?’ and I said ‘Why don’t you suck my dick?’ ” He pauses and, having read about Edward, I wonder if he actually did, but then Danny says, “I’m sick of having this conversation. We’ve had it too many times.”


“We haven’t even had it once,” I say softly.


Danny turns away from the glass doors, leans against them and swallows hard, staring at a new video on MTV.


I look away from him, following his gaze to the TV screen. A young girl in a black bikini is being terrorized by three muscular, near-naked masked men, all playing guitars. The girl runs into a room and starts to claw at Venetian blinds as fog or smoke starts to pour into the room. The video ends, resolved in some way, and I turn back to look at Danny. He’s still staring at the TV. A commercial for the Lost Weekend with Van Halen contest. David Lee Roth, looking stoned and with two sparsely dressed girls sitting on either side of him, leers into the camera and asks, “How about a little joyride in my limo?” I look back over at Danny.


“Just don’t leave,” I sigh, not caring if I sound pathetic.


“I signed up for that,” he says, sunglasses still on.


I reach over, disconnecting the phone, and think about the window wipers being snapped off.


“So you signed up for the Lost Weekend contest?” I ask. “Is that what we were talking about?”


 


I’m having lunch with Sheldon in a restaurant on Melrose. It’s noon and the restaurant is already crowded and quiet. Soft rock plays over a stereo system. Cool air drifts from three large slowly spinning silver fans hooked to the ceiling. Sheldon sips Perrier and I wait for his response. He sets down the large iced glass and looks out the window and actually stares at a palm tree, which I find momentarily distressing.


“Sheldon?” I say.


“Two weeks?” he asks.


“I’ll take one if that’s all you can get me.” I’m looking at my plate: a huge, uneaten Caesar salad.


“What is this week for? Where are you going?” Sheldon seems actually concerned.


“I want to go somewhere.” I shrug. “Just take some time off.”


“Where?”


“Somewhere.”


“Where is somewhere? Jesus, Cheryl.”


“I don’t know where somewhere is, Sheldon.”


“Are you falling apart on me, baby?” Sheldon asks.


“What is this, Sheldon? What the fuck’s going on? Can you get me the week off or not?” I pick up a spoon, stab at the salad, lift lettuce to my mouth. It falls off, back onto the plate. I put the spoon down. Sheldon looks at me, so bewildered that I have to turn away.


“You know, um, I’ll try,” Sheldon says soothingly, still stunned. “You know I’d do anything for you.”


“You’ll try?” I ask, incredulous.


“You lack faith. That’s your problem,” Sheldon says. “You lack faith. And you haven’t joined a gym.”


“My agent is telling me that I lack faith?” I ask. “My life must really be a disaster.”


“You should work out.” Sheldon sighs.


“I don’t lack faith, Sheldon. I just need to go to Las Cruces for a week.” I start to pick at the salad again, making sure Sheldon notices I’ve picked up a fork. “I used to work out,” I mutter. “I used to work out all the time.”


‘I’ll see what I can do. I’ll talk to Jerry. And Jerry will talk to Evan. But you know what they say.” Sheldon sighs, looking out at the palm tree. “Can’t get water from the sun.”


“What the hell are you talking about?” I say, then, “Are you on dope or something, Sheldon?”


The check comes and Sheldon pulls out his wallet and then a credit card.


“You still living with that pretty boy?” he asks with what sounds like definite disdain.


“I like him, Sheldon,” I say and then, with less confidence, “He likes me.”


“I’m sure. I’m sure he does, Cheryl,” Sheldon says. “You didn’t want dessert, did you?”


I shake my head, tempted, finally, to eat the rest of the unfinished salad, but the waiter comes and takes the plate away. Everyone in the restaurant, it feels, recognizes me.


“Turn that frown upside down,” Sheldon says. He’s putting his wallet back in his pocket.


“What would that get me—an upside-down frown, what?”


From the way Sheldon is looking at me, I try to smile and put my napkin on the table, mimicking a normal person.


“Your phone has been, um, busy lately,” Sheldon mentions softly.


“You can get hold of me at the station,” I say. “It doesn’t mean anything.”
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