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THE GREATEST SCIENCE by Omar Tyree If love was ever explainable mankind would have found a way of controlling its grip a lonnng time ago! But love is God uncontrollable unpredictable the undeniable link of humanity the nucleus of creation and the soul of the universe!








St. Louis Missouri, placed right smack in the heart of America and left of the Mississippi River that flows from north to south and through the midwestern region like a major artery, was sizzling hot in the month of May 1999. So hot was the city of St. Louis in the springtime that younger women were already wearing suffocating shorts with pockets so tight you could barely stick a dime in them. They wore thigh-high skirts and stomach-length shirts with those look-at-me-right-now colors: bright greens, luscious oranges, cool blues, bleached whites, bumblebee yellows, and whatnot. And these young women were showing far too much skin for the guys in St. Louis to handle, too much, in fact, for young men anywhere! Especially in the springtime when the hormones jumped Double Dutch on the brain. Maybe it was the heat of those outfits that drove the young guys insane. Then again, they were not supposed to notice, I guess. Or maybe not acknowledge that they noticed. At least not with their immature whistling, X-ray-vision stares, verbal expressions of rawness, and plenty of other things they felt so desperate to scream from their slow-moving cars, or from the well-worn corners that they loved to stand on from sunup to sundown.


“Haaay, sweet lady! Whoooweee!” some of the men shouted as the midday sun forced them to routinely check the sweat on the back of their roasting necks.


Ant and Tone fit right in with that overzealous crowd. Both young, shiny brown, and male, they were just as eager to peel off those two layers of clothing and get naked with the young brown women who walked the hot, springtime streets of St. Louis as the much older men admitted to. But at ages twenty-seven and twenty-eight, respectively, a separation of philosophy was apparent. Ant, while letting Tone drive his 1979 cranberry-colored Chevy, was becoming more creative in his approach to the mating game. In his field of work as an auto mechanic, he had enough thinking time on his hands to come up with a few new lines. Lines that would stop a curious woman in her tracks. Or at least he hoped that they would. So he practiced them. Sometimes to his partner Tone, but mainly to himself, to figure out a perfect rhythm of entrapment, like a young lion in training, leaping through the high grasses of Africa, over and over again.


“Man, I love the springtime!” Tone expressed to his partner, watching everything as they cruised the forever busy Kingshighway Boulevard with the windows rolled down. It was lunch hour, and shapely women were everywhere! Tone was in heaven as he drove, decked out in a bright red St. Louis Cardinals baseball jersey.


Ant, still in his work clothes, a short sleeved denim jumpsuit, didn’t allow Tone to drive his car every day. He wanted to make certain he wouldn’t look back on the experience as a big mistake.


“Yeah, well, just make sure you pay attention to the road,” he warned, protective of his car.


Tone said, “Look, man, your car is in good hands. Aw’ight? Damn! You act like this ride is alive or something.”


Ant looked at Tone’s dark brown hands on his wood-and-chrome steering wheel and smiled. “She is alive. And her name is Bernadette.”


Tone chuckled. “Yeah, that sounds like an old-ass name for her, too. She about twenty years old. That might as well be sixty in human years.”


“She in good shape though,” Ant countered. “That’s why everybody be ridin’ me to get in.”


“You spent about a million dollars on her,” Tone said. “She done had a face lift, lippo-suction, and every damn thing.”


“That’s ly-po-suction.”


“Whatever.”


Tone grinned and considered his friend crazy, while catching something interesting on the sidewalk to his right.


“Go ‘head, Ant. Say that line you been workin’ on to this one?”


Tone was smiling for miles. But he just didn’t get it. Ant didn’t want to waste his choice words and creativity on just any two legs walking by. He had big plans for his new material. The way he looked at it, it was like having one bullet left inside a six-shooter with a murderer in hot pursuit of his warm body.


Ant was shaking his head before he even looked at the woman.


“Naw, man, you just don’t say it to anybody.”


Then he looked her over, as she walked down the sidewalk to his right. She was just as shiny brown as he was, and tall. Ant never liked tall women. It was something about the way they walked, almost as if they were falling over; uncoordinated. On the other hand, if they walked tall and straight, they seemed like giants to him, like those Russian and German women in the Olympics of the seventies and eighties that he had watched with his older brothers and uncles. Those extra-long superwomen. Yet, this brown sister walking down Kingshighway was nowhere near that tall! Ant just didn’t want to use any of his lines on her. She wasn’t climactic enough on the Johnson scale. He didn’t feel it for her down low. Or not as strong as he wanted to.


“She too tall anyway,” he complained to his partner.


Ant was only five ten, and Tone was even shorter at five nine. But Tone loved tall women! It was all in the long brown legs, feeding his freaky visions of tree climbing.


“Man, go ‘head and say it, and stop making excuses. She right there. Look at her,” he challenged.


Ant took another peek at her. She was right there; he could probably reach out and touch her arm with his right hand, which rested atop his passenger-side door. She was even close to their age, a young working woman. They could see it in her face and in her outfit: a conservative blue knee-high dress with soft leather shoes and flesh-tone stockings. Even her hairstyle was conservative, straightened and curled at the edges with no artificial coloring. She had class and full maturity. However, she was walking as if she had a schedule to hold but was trying her best to ignore it. In fact, her pace was too calculated, almost as if she was expecting someone to stop her. That was the only thing that made Ant want to talk to her. She seemed ripe for practice.


Before he realized it, he opened his mouth in her direction while his Chevy eased alongside her with his friend Tone, full of expectations, at the wheel.


“Hey, miss?” Ant waited to catch her eyes, like a fish to the worm. Only then would he finish his precious line. “You wanna make a trade with me?”


That’s when his heart rate increased. He had done his part, and now she had to do hers, while Tone prepared to burst in half from all of the tension involved.


First she looked at the car, which had a brand-new paint job and shiny chrome rims. She just knew he wasn’t referring to trading that car for something. It looked as if they had put a lot of work into it. Yet, she was curious. Game bait.


“A trade? Trade for what?” she asked him.


“A piece of me for a piece of you.”


The world just stopped and stood still for a second, like a dancer on freeze. Then she smiled, shook her head, and decided that it was time to cross the street.


Tone looked into Ant’s dejected face and burst into laughter.


“I told you that shit wasn’t gon’ work!”


“Aw, man, first you said it was genius.”


“Genius? I don’t even use that word. So you know I didn’t say that. You told yourself that shit.”


Ant was disappointed. It was the wrong woman for his line. But at least he got her attention long enough to say it. And she smiled. What did that mean? Was she at least impressed, or simply amused? Nevertheless, she had walked away, and his originality was wasted.


“Take me back to work,” he pouted. “I’ll drop you off on Grand.”


Tone continued to laugh and went on to tease him. “Awww, the little girl mad now ‘cause his line didn’t work.”


Ant shook his head, denying it. “Whatever, man. I gotta get back to work. Make a left on Delmar.” Then he added with a smile, “I got way more girls than you anyway,” just for ego purposes.


Tone studied his friend’s smooth brown face and low-cut hair for a second. He always wished that his own face could be so smooth, or that his own hair could look so neat. Even Ant’s trimmed mustache was right on the money. Tone realized there was nothing he could say about his friend’s comment, because it was true. Ant had more numerous and, more importantly, willing companions.


Ever since they first met in Jennings, Missouri, just outside of northern St. Louis, they had competed for the opposite sex, athletic bragging rights, and even for the use of their name. With the same birth name of Anthony, Anthony Wallace, a year older, quickly secured the more desirable title of “Tone,” while for a short period of time, the younger, Anthony Poole, was known as “Little Tone.” The younger Anthony was never able to swallow that humble piece of pie, so he informed everyone to call him “Ant” instead. And ever since the girls began to notice and to pass out home phone numbers on small pieces of paper, they almost unanimously preferred to give them to “Ant” rather than to “Tone.” Then the younger Anthony went on to outgrow his older friend anyway, physically as well as mentally.


Tone contemplated it all, and came up with the only weak response that he could offer. “Yeah, well, you didn’t get that girl.” Then he began to smile, realizing full well that Ant’s ego had always gotten the best of him. He just had to have everything his way.


Ant said, “Man, that girl wasn’t all that. I got plenty of girls who look better than her.”


“You don’t have her though.”


“I don’t need that girl! I only talked to her ‘cause you kept ridin’ me about it.”


“Yeah, ‘cause you thought your line was all that. I told you it wasn’t gon’ work.”


Tone was loving it! Egging Ant on was how he managed to keep their friendship in equilibrium. And if his partner was such a greater man, Tone figured he would have moved on to higher ground a long time ago.


“Look, man, I don’t need no line to get that girl!”


“You wanna ride back there and talk to her again?”


If Ant were ever a violent guy like Tone could be, it was times like these where he would have punched Tone in his some times-gold-tooth-wearing mouth.


He shook his head instead, planning on ignoring it all. “Look, man, just pull over on Grand Boulevard so I can get back to work.”


Tone nodded, knowing his fun had come to an end. Ant was still a good partner to him, and one of the few trusted friends that he still had from the old neighborhood who hadn’t moved on, moved away, gotten married, been locked up for a number of years, or been killed in the street life.


Ant had always managed to keep his nose clean with a lifelong passion for cars that he had acquired from his well-schooled family of uncles and older brothers. They had all loved, repaired, and re-modeled cars. His second brother even did time in jail for proving that he could steal them. Ant thought that was rather ridiculous. Sure, he loved cars like the rest of the men in his family, but he damn sure wasn’t willing to go to jail for one!


Tone, on the other hand, had a long record of petty everything: theft, assault, drug selling, and even a few sex charges that he was fortunate to escape doing any hard time for. He seemed to know just when to stop to avoid a real prison bid. He had never dedicated himself one way or the other, negative or positive. He couldn’t keep a job or a hustle long enough to make progress. In a word, he was a slacker, one who lacked the desire and dedication to become all that he could be.


But the two of them were partners, through thick and thin, long and short, high and low, and rough and smooth.


“So, what’s up for later on, man?” Tone asked, holding on to the wheel as if he owned it. “You wanna head down to the casinos and see who down there?” As usual, Tone didn’t have much of anything on his schedule, so driving around during Ant’s lunch hour only served as a tease.


Ant shook his head. He was getting rather tired of doing the same things day in, day out for what seemed like twenty years. “Naw, man, it ain’t nothin’ new going on down there. I get tired of them places.”


“What do you want to do then, go to East Boogie tonight, and see what’s going on over there?”


Ant frowned. “East St. Louis looks plain depressing, man. Last time I was over there, I almost got in a shoot-out. That city needs a real makeover.”


Tone looked surprised as he pulled over on Grand Boulevard to return the wheel to its owner.


“You was almost in a shoot-out? When?”


“Two weeks ago.”


Tone still looked surprised. “You got a gun now?”


“Naw, man, I was with my cousin. He had his gun.”


“Rico?”


“Yeah.”


Tone started to laugh again as he climbed out of the car. “Yeah, I ain’t think ya’ ass had no gun.”


Ant slid over into the driver’s seat. “I don’t need no gun. The only gun I need is right here,” he bragged, grabbing his crotch under the wheel.


“Yeah, well, you better stay away from all these microwaves while you out here chasing miniskirts. Or that gun’ll be burnin’ ya’ ass up.”


“Naw, boy, that’s your style, not mine. I deal with only clean toasters. And you need to stay your behind out of them rusty parks.”


Tone grinned and said, “Yeah, whatever, dawg. Just get wit’ me later on.”


“Aw’ight, I’ll see what I can do.”


Tone stopped and looked back at the car, knowing better. “You not gon’ front on me tonight, are you?”


Ant didn’t want to promise him anything. “I told you, I’ll see what I can do, man.”


Tone stood frozen and began to doubt. “Look, man, if you wanna go solo tonight and drive around, wandering the streets like a damn cat, then let me know, and I won’t bother you. ‘Cause you be actin’ like a damn girl when you get in them moods.”


“Or, I might just have plans to get with one tonight,” Ant responded, grinning.


“Not with that line you used earlier,” his friend started up again. “‘Hey, girl, you wanna make a trade wit’ me?’”


Ant turned his head, disgusted, and drove off. Tone continued to laugh from the sidewalk, heading straight for the open parks of St. Louis, and to his favorite benches under the shade of tall trees. And once he got there, he planned to shoot the breeze and possibly share some good weed with whoever was out and willing.


While driving south on Grand Boulevard, Ant headed back to Paul’s Fix It Shop on Gravois Avenue, the far south side of St. Louis, where he worked from Monday through Saturday. As he drove, he thought deeply about all of the seemingly wasted moments of his life. What was it all for? What was he heading toward? And where did he really want to be? It damn sure wasn’t hanging out on the streets every night with Tone. There had to be more to life than that!


Then he thought about the tall brown sister on Kingshighway, and exactly what her smile meant. Maybe she was interested. Then again, maybe not. After all, she did shake her head and cross the street. How interested could she be?


“If I offered her a million dollars, she wouldn’t have crossed the street,” he fretted to himself. “Then again, I ain’t got a million dollars to offer her.”


Then he wondered if she would tell all of her girlfriends, cousins, and her mother about his line. Women would always run their mouths about a good line. He had been with enough of them to know. They almost seemed to brag about the lines that different guys used. That’s how he knew, for sure, that creativity, delivery, and timing were all-important necessities in picking up a woman. A well-executed line and a truckload of money seemed to go a long way.


“Yeah, she gon’ tell people,” he convinced himself. “And once she tells about five people, and they run their mouths to about five more, my damn line’ll be ruined forever.”


The more he thought about it, the more annoyed he became.


“Shit! I knew I shouldn’t have listened to Tone. He don’t know the first thing about women. He just made me waste a damn good line for nothing. That girl wasn’t even all that good lookin’.”


So Ant headed on back to work with plenty on his mind, in search of some kind of fulfillment and the real meaning of life, something that Tone didn’t seem to give two shits about. In the meantime, they were both just counting the days as they slipped on by. However, for Tone, those days seemed filled with any and every thing. But for Ant, they were more like a glass jar of emptiness.







Emptiness described the feeling that Sharron Francis had on her day off from work at the St. Louis International Airport. She had far too much time on her hands. And misguided idle time can be a sure invitation to entertaining preconceived notions of naughtiness. Had she visited the man she planned to see downtown at the Hampton Inn, that naughtiness would have been filled to the rim with sweaty twisting, twirling, and running out of breath to hotel sheet music. Nevertheless, she considered it pointless. Pointless and cheap, like the plain white sheets that they did it on. Besides, she knew better. The man was married. And in her right mind, it was wrong. But girrrl did it feeel so right!


RRRIIINNNNGGG! …


… RRRIIINNNNGGG! …


… RRRIIINNNNGGG! …


It was probably Mr. Married Man himself, calling from a hotel pay phone, and covering his tracks as usual, just in case his wife would question the phone calls made from his room. But Sharron refused to answer.


For what? she quizzed herself. I can find good sex anywhere.


What she really wanted was reliable companionship. Not a long-distance married man. The fact that he treated her so well and offered her money was not a substitute for the closeness that she wanted. In fact, the money made her feel more like a whore. A paid-for mistress. A sex toy. So she had never taken a dime from him.


… RRRIIINNNNGGG! …


… RRRIIINNNNGGG! …


She sat on the sofa and shook her head, disappointed with herself, and disappointed with the fate of her gender, as the phone continued its tempting and desperate rings.


But she fought it off. She fought it off. She fought it … OFF while continuing to shake her head and ponder the relations between men and women.


No matter what we do, it always seems like we’re on the bottom of things whether we’re married or single, she thought to herself. So I guess Celena was right: You use them like they use you.


Thinking of the advice from her best friend and roommate, who also worked at the St. Louis airport, Sharron decided to go ahead and page her as soon as Mr. Married Man would get the message and leave her the hell alone. After all, he didn’t want her to get attached, right? So why should he be?


Find yourself some other mistress to play with, because I have feelings, needs, desires, and everything else that real people have. Real people like your wife and your kids.


When the phone stopped ringing, Sharron paged Celena immediately and took the first call following, praying to be right.


“What’s up now, girl?” Celena’s tempered tone rushed over the line from the pay phone at the airport. “You know when my break is. I’m busy as hell right now. And why you wait so long to answer the damn phone? You decided not to go, didn’t you?”


Sharron smiled, relieved that it was her girl. “Yeah, I decided not to go. I mean, what’s the point?”


“Mmm-hmm, I knew you couldn’t do it,” Celena hummed.


“Do what?”


“Parade around with a married man.”


Sharron smiled even wider, an honest girl caught sneaking her way out through the back door.


“You wasn’t raised that way,” her friend told her. “You was just trying your best to be like me.”


“I wasn’t trying to be like you. It just happened.”


“Yeah, sure it did, after you asked me a million questions about it. ‘Do married men really do it better?’” she teased.


“I did not ask you that,” Sharron responded, appalled by the insinuation.


“Yes you did ask me. Girl, you ask me shit, then you just up and forget about it. Maybe it’s that Memphis air that you grew up in,” Celena suggested. “You think you’re such a damn saint. You screwed this married man, didn’t you?”


“Why you gotta be all loud about it?” Sharron asked her. “Where are you calling me from? People might be listening to you.”


“Girl, they don’t know who the hell I’m talkin’ to, Sharron Francis.”


All Sharron could do was shake her head and grin it off. “You are so foul. You know that, right? And why do you keep comparing everything that I do to Memphis? I am my own person. If you took the time to visit Memphis with me, you would see that.”


Celena snapped, “I got no time for playing horseshoes in Tennessee. Okay?”


They broke out laughing, thinking of the fifteen-minutes-of-fame group Arrested Development and their popular song and references to Sharron’s home state.


Sharron decided to change the subject, right as Celena was announcing her need, and desire, to return to work. There was a young man involved in Sharron’s day who had inadvertently helped her make the final decision not to be naughty with Mr. Married Man.


“Do you know what this guy said to me today?”


“What?” Celena asked. She was all ears and anxious. “Hurry up. I gotta go.”


“Don’t rush me.”


“Well, come on. I gotta go already.”


“If you’re all in a rush, I’ll tell you later then.”


Celena became hesitant and annoyed. “How are you gonna start to tell me something and not finish? God, I hate when people do that! Just tell me what he said already!”


“Please deposit ten cents for the next two minutes!”


“See that? Damn! Hold on, girl.”


Celena slid another quarter into the pay phone.


“You have to get back to work, remember,” Sharron reminded her.


“Sharron, if you don’t tell me what you started, I’m gonna ring your damn neck when I get home! Don’t you know you could mess up my whole day like that?”


Sharron couldn’t believe it. Everything was so urgent to Celena; so right now, right here, right this minute or I’ll die!


“Do you need to know that bad? Dag!” Sharron changed her mind, deciding to keep it to herself. Celena didn’t need to know all of her business. She sure didn’t know all of Celena’s. It was nowhere near being a two-way street. It was more like a free-flowing one-way street on Sharron’s end, but a jam-packed four-lane expressway on Celena’s.


“You should have never started to tell me then,” her friend pouted.


Sharron thought quickly of a believable lie, just to get off the phone with her.


“I was walking down Kingshighway to catch the bus, and this guy rides up next to me and asks, ‘Are you Naomi Campbell’s cousin? You got the same high cheekbones and long legs.’”


Celena waited for more. That can’t be it! Then she complained. “Is that it? Girl, you made me waste my damn quarter! You don’t look nothing like Naomi Campbell. What, you’re both chocolate brown and tall? I think she’s five nine anyway. You’re only five six and a half. Call me when you got something better than that. Okay? God!


“Maybe I do need to visit Memphis,” she continued. “Because the things that impress you are so … so average. I can’t believe you.”


“Well, bye,” Sharron said, faking offense.


“Well, bye to you, too!”


When they hung up, Sharron thought of the real line that was expressed to her on Kingshighway that afternoon, and wondered how Celena would have responded to that one.


“A piece of me for a piece of you,” she repeated to herself with a grin.


She couldn’t help but chuckle out loud, tickled by it, like a feather stroking the romantic side of her mind. Was it because she was from Memphis? Or was it simply a good line? One thing was for sure, it made her reconsider her date with Mr. Married Man. Was she really getting a piece of him, or just a piece, period? What exactly did “a piece of yourself” mean anyway? Was it all physical? Or could it also be mental, spiritual, and emotional?


It was a perfect line. And he probably had no idea how perfect it was. “A piece of me for a piece of you.” Or maybe he needed to make a major adjustment and change it to “All of me for all of you.” Because she needed more than just a piece. Humans all needed more. Then again, maybe humans had somehow gotten greedy, and pieces of one another were all that we could realistically get, because we were all connected to other important parts: extended family, business associates, and longtime friends. Nevertheless, all of those thoughts running through Sharron’s mind made her wonder about the man. By the way:


“He wasn’t no ugly fish out the water, either. Maybe I would like a piece,” she told herself.


As for Celena, the girl thought she was the living definition of “hip” just because she was born and raised in St. Louis, Missouri, while Sharron was born and raised in Memphis, Tennessee. Celena acted as if St. Louis was Chicago, New York, and L.A. all rolled up into one. But who could blame her with all of the attention that she created for herself. Maybe it was because she was the middle sister of the three Myers girls. And not having the distinctive recognition of being the oldest or the baby, Celena made do as a rough-and-tumble tomboy and a real dynamo when it came to enjoying herself, especially while with men. Any man!


Yet she was still a tomboy to Sharron. Celena even worked as an airline caterer instead of at the gift shop, a food stand, or as a luggage monitor like most of the other women who worked at St. Louis International. And although she made more money as a caterer, you could hardly tell with the way that she spent it. You would think that the word “sale” had been erased, or had never been part of her vocabulary. So she was always broke; broke and borrowing to pay off steadily increasing credit card bills.


Sharron, through the hands of fate, had been forced to live as an only child, losing an older brother to crib death and a younger sister to a stillborn birth. At age nineteen, Sharron lost her mother to breast cancer. Yet, she never seemed glum about it, or at least not on the outside. She just learned to take life as it was given to her, while adding whatever she could along the way to make it better. Like the addition of Celena as her friend, a friend whom Sharron had met just six years ago when she had first moved to St. Louis, a wide-eyed teen, attending college away from home, “to grow up and experience the world,” her mother had told her, less than two years before dying. “And never let my health stop you.”


But her mother’s health and death did stop her. It stopped Sharron from having faith in her own future. It stopped her from focusing on school. And it often stopped her from finishing what she started, school included. Sharron would go cold turkey and just quit, tired of it all. Tired of struggling for or against something as uncontrollable as life, and as uncontrollable as love.


She loved Celena Myers though. Loved her like a sister. A sister who had helped her to reach for a new day and for new adventures to liven each day. And as misguided as she could be in her attempts to make life hold more substance than work, food, sleep, and sex, Celena was the truth. She was real, as real as they were opposites as friends, like so many other sister friends of the world. They were opposite but complementary. For as much as Sharron needed Celena for adventure, hope, and energy, Celena needed Sharron for stability, morality, and warmth. They were soul sisters like Ant and Tone were soul brothers, all just finding their way, however they could, to make it in life.


RRRIIINNNNGGG! …


… RRRIIINNNNGGG! …


… RRRIIINNNNGGG! …


As tempting as he still was, Mr. Married Man that is, the truth was that there was much more out there. There was always something, or some one who would be more fulfilling than naughty candy that eventually rotted you.


Convinced of it, Sharron simply walked away from the phone and returned to her room. She kicked off her shoes, plopped down on her perfect orthopedic bed, and picked up on page 132 of Lolita Files’s Scenes from a Sistah, where she had left off the night before. She realized that there were real meals out there. Pieces of something else to hold on to. And pieces of something else to love.







Hate was the opposite of love. And Anthony Poole hated standing in lines! He hated the entire institution of it. Mainly he hated standing in lines because some people never had to go through the humiliation. However, he and Tone usually did. Yet, Ant refused to think of himself as unimportant. He was simply unconnected. Who said these ugly muscleheads are better than me just because they play for the Rams anyway? he posed to himself.


He and his friend Tone watched as the beefy, well-dressed football players waltzed right into the club ahead of them and the chatty, scantily dressed women, who all waited patiently on Martin Luther King Drive as the line moved ahead slower than a bottle of Heinz ketchup.


“That’s Derek Rand and Steve Tinsley,” Tone noted with a smile. He was pleased—gold-toothed, green leather shoes, and all—to even enter the same club with the Rams players. Tone considered it a pleasure. That’s why he spent nearly two hundred dollars on his shoes, to make sure he could hold up against important people, whether those dark green shoes matched the majority of his multicolored wardrobe or not.


Ant was dressed in all black, like an unmasked ninja, right on down to his Giorgio Brutini shoes. He could care the hell less who was in the club with him, as long as he was able to receive the respect that he felt he deserved.


“Who are all those other guys?” he asked rhetorically. He knew the answer to that before he even asked.


Tone hunched his shoulders and guessed. “Bodyguards, friends, cousins. You know how that shit goes; everybody they know gets in.”


“You think they paying?”


Tone had to think a little harder for that one. “I’ on know. But if they ain’t, that’s a whole lot of people to be gettin’ in for free.” Then he got a little pissed at the idea. “Matter of fact, if they ain’t paying, then I’m keepin’ my ten dollars, too. Shit, I need these ten dollars much more than they need it!”


Ant just smiled, knowing damn well that Tone was blowing a bunch of hot-ass air. He knew like the bulge in his pants that his boy Tone was going to cough up those ten dollars faster than an eight-year-old at the corner store for candy. It was ladies-get-in-free-before-eleven night. That meant there would be plenty of cheap women inside. Cheap women were easier to handle. But at those twenty-dollar, limited-space clubs, with the snotty women in those places, Tone sometimes felt as if he’d tossed his money to a street junkie who was feigning for that next hit. Wasted. But Ant? Ant loved that kind of challenge.


“IDs,” the security asked them as they reached the front door.


I bet they didn’t ask for their IDs, Ant thought to himself, still ranting at the disrespect. It was thoughts like those that ruined his nights out before he even tried to enjoy them.


“What’s wrong with you?” Tone asked his partner. He could feel the hesitation. No words were needed. He frowned and said, “Look, man, if you’re in one of them damn moods of yours again, then as soon as we get in this club, you do your thing, and I’ll do mine.”


“I don’t want girls asking me why you got a gold tooth in your damn mouth anyway,” Ant cracked, attempting to lighten his posture.


“You tell ‘em ‘cause it makes ‘em feel like gold when I’m eatin’ ‘em,” Tone countered.


Ant’s smile was more a cringe of distaste. “You tell ‘em that shit your damn self.”


“Aw, man, you know you wit’ it. You just embarrassed to talk about it,” Tone suggested with a wide-open smile of his own. “You can talk about it with me, dawg. I’m your boy.”


Ant couldn’t wait to get the hell away from him. He walked clear across the blue-lit dance floor like a man on a mission, and headed straight for the men’s room to check himself out, and to prepare himself for the competition.


Ain’t nobody in here got shit on me! I don’t care if they play for the Rams, the St. Louis Cardinals, or the Dallas Cowboys for that matter! My game is tight! he told himself, while staring through himself in the mirror. He was looking more inside of himself then at himself. He knew that the real deal was how strong each man felt, regardless of what he had, how he dressed, or how many people knew him. Ant felt that he could rule the world if ever given a chance. A chance would be all the help he needed to shine, like the gold around his neck and around his wrist.


“You got the time, brother?” he asked a lesser competitor in a purple suit. What is it, Punce and the Revolution night up in here? he asked himself, with an inside chuckle. This guy looks like the Black Joker.


The oversized brother flipped his wrist and said, “It’s eleven thirty-five.”


Ant looked down at his own gold-plated watch that read eleven-forty, five minutes ahead, just like he liked it. “Thanks, man. I was just checking.” By the way, lay off them barbecue ribs for a minute. Or do some push-ups or something! Damn!


The purple-suit-wearing brother smiled, but he had no idea what Ant was thinking. Ant was five minutes ahead of his game, and on a whole different page.


“And good luck out there, man,” he advised, like a snake to a rabbit. “Some of these girls got some long-ass nails.”


Even the brother stinking up the restroom from behind the stall laughed.


“And don’t let them feed you that shit no more, man!” Ant advised him, raising his voice above the black stall door. “’Cause whoever cooked you that meal, you need to leave her ass alone! That shit smell like poison!”


Back out from the restroom to join the party, Ant’s testosterone level was at its highest. If he didn’t know any better, he’d up and snatch the arm of the finest woman in the place, and tell her she’d be his company for the rest of the night, and for as long as he wanted her next to him.


Then there was Tone, right in the middle of the dance floor, already getting sweaty with some average-looking girl. Typical. Tone would take anything that was willing to be taken. But Ant? He searched the room like the sharpest young recruit of the Federal Bureau of Investigations. His mission: spot the five finest women in the club, and narrow down his mark.


“Hey, Anthony. Who are you searching the crowds for? Does she look like me?”


Dana Nicole Simpson was five foot three, slim, and caramel brown, with short-cut black hair and two dark daggers for eyes. She was so striking that looking into her eyes could paralyze a man as if he had been turned into stone, like the Greek legend of Medusa. Yet, Ant had seen, stared at, and sweated through every last inch of her, filling her up to full, like he did his ‘79 Chevy. Seeing her and knowing her like he did so well could just about make his already inflated head go POP! In fact, it was altogether dangerous. Too dangerous! So dangerous that Ant received the fatal message to his brain, somehow, and quickly, wisely, decided to take it down a thousand before he went bungee jumping with no damn cord.


“You wanna dance?” he asked her. Dana was wearing a shiny silver dress with no sleeves, accompanied by a silver purse and silver shoes. What a complementary match they made, without even trying. If push came to shove, Ant figured he could take her home again for their usual late-night romping. Tone sure wouldn’t object to it. He absolutely worshiped her! “I would fuckin’ marry that girl in a heartbeat, man! What the hell is wrong with you?!” he questioned his partner whenever Ant decided to play her. “You can’t get no finer girl than her!”


Again, he didn’t quite understand the game. Tone never played high enough. Despite the minor adjustments of Dana’s less than round ass and her less than sizable breasts, her damn ego was as large as Ant’s, and that was a major problem! So they played a game of who can out-think, out-charm, out-dress, out-sex, and out-control the other, deciding in the long run to just fuck and enjoy it. No mortal man like Tone could understand that. Ant and Dana were both on an unsettling level of wanting better, more, and all, and then having to settle for each other, but only sometimes, and never forever, because neither one of their egos would allow it.


Ant thought of it all, fantasizing, and could already taste her slippery, small tongue on his. But then she brought him back to reality.


“What if I’m here with somebody?”


“That never stopped you from dancing with me before.”


Dana laughed, fantasizing as well on their great sex-making. How sweet it always was, as they would try so desperately to out-climax each other.


“But not tonight,” she told him tenderly.


Ant read that as more danger, which only made him want her more.


“You got a jealous one this time?”


She smiled, touching his lower back, just enough, and not enough. A lesser man would have already wet his pants in expectations, brought on by daydreams that moved way too fast.


“Why can’t I just be in love?” Dana asked him innocently enough.


He grinned, like playing the devil on an oversized screen with digital surround sound.


“Shit, you ain’t in love. You ain’t in love no more than I’m in love.”


“You’re in love with your car. So why can’t I be in love with a man?” she hinted, bringing up memories of back-seat car romping. In a word, Dana’s mental foreplay was hot! Piping! And only the strong could survive under such intense heat. Then she had that stare and those dark eyes of hers. She was the ultimate temptation, begging you to fall for her and be swallowed alive.


“You ain’t in no damn love,” Ant repeated, trying to snap himself from her trance. She couldn’t be in love. Because if she was, then that meant their game was over, and she had won. Hell, he felt lonely already. Titanic. He was crashing into a glacier, breaking in half, and falling into the cold, deserted sea with no rescue.


She gave him one last pat on the back and said, “I gotta go now … before I get in trouble.” And why did she have to smile so beautifully when she drifted away?


Dana had struck again, and Ant had been paralyzed, turned into stone, and was feeling cold, so damn cold. Some of those sisters had long-ass nails indeed. Raking.


“Damn!” he huffed out loud. Then he composed himself and said under his breath, “That girl’s trying to ruin my damn night. Fuck her! I don’t need her.”


Oftentimes, when we lie to ourselves, we end up telling the truth with the intensity, or the lack thereof, in our emotions. So Ant went back to his searching, with a dagger in his heart, finding something interesting.


What the hell is she wearing?! He spotted a young woman who indeed could have passed for Dana’s younger cousin: same size, same look, same hair, but with much less fire, flair, and experience. Maybe that was why she was wearing a black net dress that showed straight through to her black bra and panties. It may not have been as shocking on Toni Braxton at an American Music Awards show, but in St. Louis, most of the brothers seemed too stunned by her boldness to even approach her. Or at least not until the drinks got heavy.


Ant never needed any drinks to do his thing. That was only for men who needed to lose control in order to gain control, and would only end up being out of control, even when they did succeed. Then again, with the intoxication that he had just received from Dana, Ant was out of control his damn self, moving toward the sister with all body and no mind.


“What’s your name, miss?” he pushed through her two girlfriends and asked.


Surprisingly, despite her girlfriends’ obvious displeasure, his mark seemed attracted to his reckless authority.


“Shawntè,” she answered him. She was pleased that someone was finally willing to talk to her after she’d gone to such drastic measures to make sure she’d be noticed that night.


Before she could step out of range, Ant clenched her net outfit with his fingers and joked, “Shawntè, I guess I caught you in my net tonight, hunh?”


It was corny, but what the hell? Although someone else may have thought of it, since no one else had said it to her, she laughed at it anyway.


“I’m not even gonna respond to that,” she told him.


“Well, my name is Anthony Poole, I’m twenty-seven, I got my own place, and yes, I’m single.”


Her girlfriends figured, So what? Let’s go. But Shawntè could feel his persistence. She could sense his confidence. It surrounded him and floated up into the air like an exotic cologne. And he was choosing her and not accepting no for an answer.


“You a mind reader?” she asked him. He was in luck. She happened to be independent, and immune to the peer pressure that was sending her several messages to move on.


“I’m reading your mind” he responded to her. “That’s why I told you what you wanted to know. Now can I buy you a drink, and ask you a few questions?”


It was an easy thought. Why not?


“Okay.” As far as her girlfriends were concerned: “Um, I’ll catch up to y’all later.”


Ant smiled, knowing that he had picked the one. The ringleader. But hopefully she wasn’t driving. When the ringleaders drove, more often than not, they ended up becoming baby-sitters after the party, breaking their necks to fulfill everyone’s needs, as well as driving them all back home. However, a ringleader without a car would take a taxi in a heartbeat. That’s just how much Ant knew about women.


So he asked her, “Are you driving tonight?”


“Unt-unh, my girlfriend drove,” she answered as she slid onto a bar stool. Ant preferred to stand, so that he could remain sharp and up on his mental toes. Sitting down may have made him too comfortable to work things the way he wanted. Besides, he was still pumped with energy. Dana Nicole Simpson had made sure of that.


“What time is your curfew then?” he asked Shawntè with a straight face. He wanted to see what her thoughts would be to staying out late. All night if possible.


She was tickled by the question, as well as a bit offended. She realized that she was younger than most of the other women in the club, but she could hang, and she was nowhere near being a baby.


“You can’t be serious,” she said to him. “I haven’t had a curfew for six years.”


She was telling him too much information, letting him know that she was an amateur.


“You about twenty-two, twenty-three?”


She smiled, realizing she had told on herself. “Does it matter? I’m legal. That’s all you need to know.” Then she looked to the bartender. “I’ll have a sloe gin fizz.”


“And you?” the bartender asked Ant.


“I want whatever she got,” he answered. “Unless it’s harmful to me. Is that sloe gin fizz safe or what?”


He was asking Shawntè more than the bartender. The muscle-bound brother just smiled and went on about his business of making the twin drinks.


Shawntè grinned and responded, “It’s safe. It’s always safe. But it’s not always available. Especially when it’s in a new place.”


Ant wasn’t expecting that. Maybe she was a little more experienced than he thought. So he laughed it off.


“Oh, I see. It’s like that?”


She nodded, “Yeah, it’s like that,” and took a sip of her drink as soon as it hit the napkin in front of her.


He read the speedy sip of her drink as nervousness. He watched her every move, listened to her every word, and collected her vibes, like an interrogation expert.


“So what’s the most important quality that you look for in a man?” he asked her, taking a sip of his own drink.


She damn near choked on hers to respond to him. “What happened to just a regular conversation? God, I feel like I’m being interviewed,” she complained.


He didn’t even flinch when he told her, “You are.”


She smiled. “For what position?”


“That depends on how well you interview.”


The nerve of this guy! Who in the hell does he think he is? she thought to herself. Yet, she was intrigued like hell by him. Exactly how far was he planning to go with it all? By then, she was totally into him. No other man in that place would mean a thing to her. Ant had her undivided attention. But she didn’t have his. Not really. He was still thinking about Dana. That’s what made his game so uncharacteristically bold with Shawntè. He didn’t exactly care if he failed or succeeded, because his mind was preoccupied with something else. Who in the hell could Dana be in love with in here?


Then he began to wonder, searching the room again with his drink in hand. He noticed the many eyes that were slashing back and forth at him and Shawntè. Even his partner Tone had spotted them. But were they all peeking because she was fine, and they were envious? Or was it more because she looked like a freak in her black net outfit, and they couldn’t help themselves. Oh, men will stare at a freak, but few of them would respect her. Even fewer would want to be seen out in public with one, especially while in the presence of so many other fine women. It tended to make a guy look desperate.


All of a sudden, Ant grew self-conscious about it, and no longer wanted Shawntè’s company. Shit! What if Dana saw me with this damn girl? What the hell was I thinking? he questioned. He could easily lose all of his cool points with Dana by lowering his standards and entertaining a freak. He didn’t know Shawntè’s reputation. He didn’t know her from a dead-end street.


Before he realized it, Ant was drifting away from the bar area, fully conscious of every peeping eye, hoping and praying that two of them were not Dana’s daggers.


Then he spotted her, all wrapped up and cheesing under the arms of a slim brother who looked at least six foot three. Maybe he was a baller for St. Louis University. But he couldn’t be, because Dana was twenty-six and not at all into the youth movement. Most young guys couldn’t handle her anyway. And judging from the guy’s expensive style of dress, he obviously had some money. Yet, Dana was not into street hustlers either. She hated the insecurity of it all. It was a racket for reckless gamblers. Fast money led to fast failure. That had always been Ant’s strong point with Dana; he was stable. Not rich, but stable. Not that glamorous, but definitely glamorous enough. And once she gave him an hour of opportunity to show what his one hundred seventy-five pounds of solid brown flesh was made of, he gave her all that she could handle and had her always pleased to slip and slide back to him for more. However, while she was wrapped up under supposedly loved arms at the club that night, it was as if Ant had never existed.


DAMN!


A shattered ego was a terrible thing to have.


“Hey, I’ll be right back,” Shawntè told him in his ear. “I have to use the restroom.”


He barely acknowledged her, which only made her more intrigued by him. She was hooked, and he didn’t even care anymore. What a shame. Now he had to figure out what he wanted to do with her. Would he just walk away and start all over? … He didn’t have a clue. Until he took another look at her net outfit as she slipped through the crowd. Without any control, he could feel a hard-on coming. When all else fails, a new woman was always the answer. So even if he had to pay for it, somebody was getting penetrated that night. Why not Shawntè? She had Dana to thank for it. And as far as all the stares were concerned, they can all go home and jerk off!


“So how long do we have to stay here?” Ant boldly asked Shawntè when she returned to her seat.


She couldn’t believe her ears. He was getting bolder by the minute. Too bold! I barely know you, she wanted to tell him. If she could.


Instead, she asked, “Where are you trying to go?”


He hunched his shoulders. “You wanna go to the casinos?” He was saying anything that came to mind.


“I don’t gamble,” she answered. And she didn’t.


“I don’t either. But right now, I’m just …” He lost ail of his composure and said, “Bored. Bored to death.”


Wrong comment. That changed everything. It gave Shawntè an easy way out.


“Is that what this is? Boredom?”


He tried to cover up his tracks with philosophy. “Look, in this world, you either go out there and try something new and different, or you end up just watching it spin by you. So what do you want to do?”


He was too hasty.


“I’m chillin’,” she told him.


End of game. And he knew it. Or at least for that night. It made him so frustrated that he had to get away from her for fresh air.


He sighed and told her, “I’ll be back,” as he headed for the front door.


However, Shawntè knew the deal. She knew it when he first asked for her name. He wasn’t coming back. He couldn’t take no for an answer. She knew that already. But that didn’t stop her feelings from being hurt.


Damn! No phone number. No good-bye. No nothing…. Guys are a damn trip. For real!


Ant had ruined Shawntè’s night, and Dana had ruined his. The dominoes of love were falling over.


Ant walked outside onto Martin Luther King, and looked up into the dark sky, wondering why he was being punished. Was it payback for all of the girls and women that he had screwed over in the last ten to fifteen years of his dating life? Or did he bring it on himself over time, by never committing to love any of them? Either way, the emptiness was finally creeping up on him. It was finally running him down and taking him prisoner.


“Ant! What’s up, dawg? What’s up?” Tone asked, joining his partner outside.


Ant looked back and said, “I’m ready to get the hell out of here. It’s just the same old shit.”


Tone wasn’t budging. “Yeah, well, that’s your opinion, ‘cause I’m stayin’.” In fact, he didn’t have any more words for the matter. He simply stepped back inside the club to continue enjoying himself. He wasn’t a damn kid! He could take a taxi home. As for Ant, he was stuck somewhere between his desire to leave and his curiosity to stay. That’s why he even bothered to go in the first place. Curiosity. What could happen? But his curiosity died a fast death each time that nothing did. Yet, he could at least use a new phone number. If only to keep his life interesting with fresh conversation from a woman. So he walked back in with that singular purpose in mind. A phone number. He just had no idea how easy it was going to be.


“Call me,” Shawntè said, pushing her number into his palm as soon as she spotted him. She wasn’t taking no for an answer either. She had chosen him. Whether he wanted to be chosen by her or not.


Ant felt sorry for her. It wasn’t her fault that he was displeased with his life. It wasn’t her fault at all. He even thought of apologizing to her. However, she seemed fed up with him for one night, and was only reaching out to him so they could start over again. All he had to do was call and act interested. So he left it at that. And he left the club. He left his parking space, behind the wheel of his car. And he left his friend Tone, to be alone again with his thoughts and wishes of fulfillment. He was still searching for a meaning of life in the American city of St. Louis, and in the world. And he realized that he would never find it amidst the dizzying lights and the human posturing that goes on inside an average nightclub.







Sometimes it’s funny how one person’s world can be so parallel to another’s. Not parallel in another universe, or all the way around the other side of the world, but parallel in the exact same city. Someone else was looking for fulfillment and for a meaning of life as well, in St. Louis, while on a double date at the movies.


And the thing with double dates is, you always feel like an ice-skating couple, trying your best to impress the judges while hoping not to fall flat on your ass and have to cover it up with fake smiles to hide the embarrassment. Simply put, it’s more like walking on eggshells than a fun date. Because if your man has any flaws, they suddenly become amplified: too short, too boring, too ugly, too immature, or too something. Or then, he’s never enough of this, and never enough of that. Yet, you go through with it anyway, knowing damn well that you should have gone solo instead. Unless, of course, you were really with the man of your dreams. But on most of these double dates, you’re absolutely not with Mr. Dreamboat! He ends up being more like Mr. Twoleftfeet, and can’t quite catch the rhythm of your dance like you would like him to.


Sharron made her move, excusing herself in the middle of the featured film to fake a trip to the restroom. “I’ll be right back.”


“Where are you going?” Celena asked her.


“Do you have to know?” Sharron asked. Show some darn manners and tact, girl! she shot with her eyes.


“Oh,” her girlfriend responded, catching on. “Well, hold on, I have to go, too.”


That set off an alarm from Celena’s bolder-than-average date.


“Wait a minute. Both of y’all have to use the bathroom at the same time? What is that?”


Celena moved to silence him with her own boldness. “Don’t act like y’all didn’t do the same thing, hangin’ out on street corners, drinking beers, and pissing on trees.”


“Yeah, but we don’t do that shit now,” he refuted.


His friend, who was with Sharron, let out a forced laugh, the kind that he could have done without. It only showed how incompetent he was as compared to his partner. It also made him seem more like a pom-pom-carrying cheerleader than a jersey-wearing player.


Embarrassed by it, Sharron made her way to the aisle and hustled out of the theater much faster than she originally planned. Both dressed casually in fitted blue jeans, Celena was hot on her tail as soon as she entered the restroom.


“Sharron, you don’t like him, do you?” she correctly assumed.


“I mean, what’s to like about the boy? ‘My cousins did this. I got that. I can’t wait till I do this,’” she ran off, mocking her date for the evening. “He sounds like a teenager. Are you sure he’s twenty-five?”


Celena laughed. “Maybe he’s not. You think he was lying about his age? He does look kind of young. Let’s go to a club after this and see if he gets carded,” she joked.


“I don’t think so,” Sharron snapped. “I’m ready to call it a night right now. This is not even an interesting movie, and he keeps trying to lean closer and closer to me.”


Celena found it all humorous. She would. She was the one who had set everything up. In fact, far too many matchmakers suffer from a God complex, and they don’t have the faintest idea why their matches don’t exactly fit. They just think that they know what they’re talking about, and with your life!


Sharron checked her hair in the mirror and said, “This is the last time for this. And I mean it!”


Her friend smiled, knowing better. “Until two months from now, when you’re all lonely and watching late-night movies on cable again.”


Sharron didn’t even flinch. “We’ll see,” she declared, and walked out of the bathroom. Celena followed her out.


“You really wanna go home already? It’s only nine o’clock, Sharron. What are you going to do with yourself?”


She smiled. “Well, with some things, I can just turn them on and off, and I don’t have to worry about going through all of the other bullshit involved.”


Celena frowned at her. “Girl, a real-ass man is always better than a vibrator.”


“Are you sure about that?” Sharron responded. Realistically, she didn’t own a vibrator. Nor did she ever use one, or even fondle herself. Sharron was more of a fantasizer, picturing herself with the perfect man, and imagining the perfect love, if such a thing existed. Her fantasies had often gotten her into trouble with reality, like with Mr. Married Man.


“Well, then again … I guess not in all cases, no,” Celena answered with a chuckle. “But, I mean, don’t you want someone to hold on to while you’re feeling it?” she asked.


Sharron thought about it as they continued to linger out in the hallway. Of course she wanted to hold on to someone. She wanted to kiss someone’s neck and massage someone’s shoulders and lower back, and play an intimate game of Twister with someone’s strong, warm, masculine body. But not just with anyone. Who wanted anyone?!


Overhearing their conversation, a teenage usher smiled sheepishly. Older women speaking so openly about sex could give a young guy a fast hard-on. Not all males were afraid of assertive women. Younger guys—because of having to deal with the immature giddiness of virgins and the insecure doubts of once-around-the-track girls—were easily attracted to older, more assertive women. Young girls were not as experienced in sex to talk about it in detail like older women could anyway. So the young usher began to have fantasies of his own, right there on the spot.


Celena was definitely his type, too: shapely and medium brown, with plenty of sexiness and gusto to match. She even appeared young, with her smallish head and facial features, accompanied by her youthful energy. Sharron, though, seemed too reserved for his taste, or at least from what he had heard from her. Reserved girls like her were a pain in the balls. At age nineteen, he knew enough about high-school virgins and hopelessly romantic college students to know that fact full well. So his fantasies were all about Celena, just like the average man’s would be. As for Sharron, with her extra cock-blocking cognitive, she would surely get a fast boot. Because whenever a woman thinks too much, she jumps into asking questions that most guys don’t want to answer, no matter what age they are!


Why do you do this? Why did you do that? What does this mean? What does that mean?


Truth be told, most males would rather their relationships with women just … flow, like a well-written novel instead of like a textbook, where they may be forced to answer twenty questions at the back of each chapter. Then they’d be quizzed on all of their answers, with a cognitive woman’s high expectations of a grade A.


To hell with all of that! the young usher thought to himself. Just give me a woman who can understand me and accept me for who and what I am, a hard-shelled guy with sweet, hidden chocolate in the middle. Like an Easter Sunday treat.


Sharron and Celena, catching the usher’s smile and snicker, decided to ease their way back inside to the featured film.


“That was a long-ass piss,” Celena’s date commented.


“That’s because I had to take a shit,” she responded, strictly for shock.


Sharron shook her head, thinking, How long do I have to live through this kind of stuff?! Then her young date eased his right hand across her left knee and found himself rejected.


“Would you like to keep your hand, or do you want me to donate it to science?” Sharron snapped, handing his slippery brown invasion back to him.


“Oh, shit,” his friend responded with a laugh. His boy was shattered, for caving in to peer pressure. He knew good and well that Sharron was not at all cordial to his advances, and trying to force himself on her would only bring to the surface the issue of their incompatibility.


For Sharron’s part, the dramatic approach was against her nature. Instead of public confrontations, she would much rather slip away and disappear, like a ghost. But insecure men rarely allowed women to be ghosts. Especially when they hoped for more than just a movie and a car ride back home after dark.


At that moment, Celena knew that their night on the town was officially over.


“We might as well go,” she stood up and announced.


“Why, just because they don’t get along? They can both catch a bus back home.”


And why were so many men hooked on the idea of boldness? Was it because so many women expected it from them? It was as if boldness were a requirement for maleness, and for serious dating. Women were used to it. Many of their fathers were bold, and their mothers’ boyfriends, and their uncles, and their male cousins. Not to mention hundreds of heroes that they saw in films, or on network television, or performing in male-dominated sports.


Passivity was not acceptable. So the passive men, or sissies, became expendable. Of course, until it was time for appreciative cards, candies, and flowers. Women then seemed to want a sudden change—from well-worn T-shirts and Wrangler blue jeans—to a man who wears a nice tie and a soft cotton sweater across his shoulders. They want rough and tough with the crow of the rooster in their mornings, yet sweet and gentle as the sun goes down in their nights. Nevertheless, many men had obvious problems making such a dramatic character transition. Especially the men of the nineties era.


“You know what? I’m about tired of all the shit that’s been coming out of your mouth tonight,” Celena spat to her date.


“And what about your damn mouth?”


“What about it?”


“You were the one talking about you had to take a shit, so everybody in the fucking show could hear it! What about that?”


Women, believe it or not, were hardly immune to the ego, they simply had less of an awareness of their use of it. As if an out-of-control woman was a good thing. But it was mainly used to counteract a male society’s expectations of meekness. Men who could not handle that fact created a defensive term to describe these women, calling them bitches. Which Celena had been referred to on more than a few occasions.


Fortunately, there weren’t that many people in the theater. But for those who were there, public arguments between men and women nailed the point home that relationships were definitely something to be worked out, and could not just be flowed into, as most guys seemed to want. Nor was everything supposed to go perfectly on a first date, like many women expected.


Sharron stood and said, “Let’s just go.”


“Go ’head then,” her shot-down date responded.


Sharron looked at him with a face of anger, but spoke with a voice of pity. “You need to really grow up. Both of you.” If she had no tact of her own, she would have included her friend Celena in that advice. She had said it all before. A hundred times. Or was that a million?


“Are you just gonna ignore me all night long? God, it’s just one date,” Celena complained as she and Sharron climbed out of their taxi.


“He was just one guy, and it was just one boring show. I mean, what’s the big deal?” she continued as they approached their second-floor apartment.


There wasn’t much else for Sharron to say. One date, plus one guy, plus one boring movie eventually added up to a lot of unnecessary letdowns, all with the same results. Nothing! So why even mention names and descriptions, unless they really meant something? They all just became the one. Like in: the one who got drunk and acted like a damn fool; the one whose breath smelled like a trash can; the one who got arrested for doing “nothing” and called from jail to bail him out; or the one who lied about his age, his job, and his fiancée. After ten or twenty of the ones, what difference did it all make? Sharron had run out of words to continue explaining it. She was tired of it. Tired of caring, fussing, rationalizing, and tired of putting herself out in the meat market only to rot away in the window with no plastic wrapping for protection.


“What are you gonna do, go back to reading that damn book?” Celena asked as Sharron headed straight for her room. “That book don’t have no answers. I read it already. It’s all the same stuff. Guys are just guys, so get used to it.”
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