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y oldest friends may remember me asking them for

a month or so during my mid-early twenties for
reasons they wanted to have children. Those of them who 1
eventually wanted to have them. Hetero and homosexual
and whatever else, alike, I asked them. I wanted to hear
an answer that sounded unselfish to me, although I was
sure none like that would come. As it is, I don’t recall a
single answer of theirs. No matter, for feeling different as
one who definitely does not want children, I suppose I
was looking to find myself better for not wanting them.

I do not pose this question to my new friends, at all, or
to my old friends, any longer. It is obvious to me, now,
that that particular desire is dictated by something beyond

personal taste or even choice. The selfish, the selfless, the

competent, the incapable (biologically), the hetero, the
Ryan Markel can balance a cigarette on his

tongue but is, himself, horribly imbalanced.
He lives in Santa Barbara with his wife and his
L ast summer, [ recall, I had a lunch party to introduce two dogs, Sarah and Aaron.

some old and new friends. Molly made a light soup
of Chilean bass and vegetables. Maggie and David helped
me put out cheese and fruit. Kelly and Sebastian brought
over a few bottles of Pinot Grigio. We listened to Edith &
Frost albums. It was all very nice. Danny, however, had

brought with him, as a party-prop, a clipping from the
local paper for that day. The article was about successful

homosexual-people want kids. Not me.

donations collected around town for a local girl in severe
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embarrassing to study. I turned to a couple in our crowd,
Monster and Heavy, and warned them, “You better hope
your kid doesn’t come from school some day to tell you
he’s signed up for Amp Guard.”

Quick with a reply, Heavy remarked, “God, I'd rather
my kid have a sick obsession with the Ouija board.”

I believe, when she was little, Heavy haunted and
aggrieved her own poor Catholic mother with just that
sort of fixation.

It is easy to fool children. It is simple to play on their
gullibility. In the role of a parent, I don’t think I would
be able to resist that fact. No chance. Too easy.

“Baby Jesus came from a crane,” I can see myself
telling my six-year-old around Christmas time. “One
special morning, down by the river, a crane gently lowered
baby Jesus to the ground and the people found him and
the people loved him. That’s why we have Christmas.”

Then, I would instruct my child, with crayons and
paper, to draw for me the miraculous delivery of the Christ
child. The kid, of course, would hand the scribbling over
for inspection and I'd look over what I'm sure would be a
globular baby and a crude machine with a long, hoisting
arm.

“No, no, no,” I'd say. “A crane is a tall, addling bird!
Baby Jesus came down to Earth off the wings of a bird!
How could you think I would tell you something so dumb
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my pants up. But it was too late.

“This was a stupid idea.”

“No shit, and it was yours.” I spat.

“Find your own ride home. I'm leaving.”

After you slammed the door, I smoked a cigarette and
waited for my hard-on to slacken entirely. I walked out the
door, calmly, and Boner stopped me in the hall.

Concerned, he asked, “What's going on with
Jenny?”

“Oh, she’s just paranoid about something on her
drugs. I don’t know exactly what.”

Boner nodded, knowing, and I asked him for a ride
home.

'You’re moving to San Diego in a month, you've been
saving all year. You're only twenty, that’s what twenty-
year-olds do. You called me this morning to tell me you're
pregnant. You called me. That's what twenty-year-olds do.

San Diego’s still in your plan—your best friend is out
there waiting for you. Your life is supposed to begin out
there. You sounded as if you still dont know what to do
about the baby. You sounded as though you wanted me
to ascertain from your tone that I have no place in the
decision. I can understand that. (You don't really know
me, Jenny.) So many girls I've known have left the guy in
the lurch—out of anger and out of fear, or out of a staunch
belief that the child will always be much better off leaning

8



14

YOS 109 B PEY SUIARY 2SNOY] 911 JE PIALIIE | PUE NOX
*2010A INOA T I
SO[IW 0M] BIIX2 o) Jo uoneradsexs oy yam ‘paisaddns
nof ;no£ 108 owod 1sn( [ 1uop Aym uoy TPA.,
L asnf 10N
3P B 2aBY NOL O(T,,
“PIP [ "PoOYyIoqudou uIay| oy
ur dn uo 3uro08 f1red oy Moqe mouy| | a1ns Jursjewr
9y3iu Aepi1j & uo ow paj[ed nof ‘ofe Yruow e INoq

“Bururow sty [res auoyd si
01 ‘sn 1y3noiq 18y ‘“no4 1y3noIq 1eY) IOTABYDQ ) IUIAD
oY1 01 3oeq 03 01 ST Op 01 dUI 10J SUIY) [BUOIET ISOW I
Surp | ‘mou 1y3ry *L1sey oq p[nood | "yse1 aq p[nom ey
nq uonm 1sn( 9a | prom £1945 nNof [TewW-2 01 JUBM | oUW
01 paoeyd asnf no£ [[es suoyd oy 105 LemAue siyy [[e jo
Sunyury w  *[fe 18 ‘uny jo SuryuIy) w | Aym mMouy 1uop

11 JO UNJ 91 JO SWOS 3q P[NOM 1B} K[2INg Jurnyrawos

10 ‘sp1oN] Jo yoed astrdins & pryj oy Anq [ 90U J] *$21391€310

Jo sjoed enxo Ue 103 | ‘SyIUOUW 0M) 10§ IY3IeNs sOWeU oY)

doay[ weo 1 J1 Ixou o ‘ezzif pue Aes Pam duo LI

*0S 10 JooMm £I0A2 SWEU SPTY o) dZUEYD P[NOD [ ‘001 QW

10§ SOWES 0q P[NOM 2127 PUY 2191 1YSII ‘WOPIIOq-NUE
sso[puq jsxyuerd o[qrssod prdnmis oy q[e jo umy of,
“puodsar pnom 9ys 10 Y MOy 995 01 SN[

SYNH ¢[OTY2A [RINSNPUI UE WOI) oured Aqeq & ay1]

on the way. As we walked into the living room, we saw
Barefoot passed out on the couch. It was only 9:30pm.

“Oh, he looks just like an angel.” you observed
sarcastically.

“An angel with Down’s Syndrome.” I agreed.

‘The Shins were blaring on a stereo for the sixtieth time
this year. I spotted La Giggles and Twinkie (Balmorhea!
represent) in the dining room, so we shouted and walked
over. Twinkie, who works as a mortician, began to tick off
the highlights of her workday. I was terribly interested but
your obnoxious disgust and juvenile fear of death led us
away. In a hallway, I stopped you.

“Speaking of angels with Down’s, take a look at
these.”

On the left wall, there were five abstract pastels in
browns, oranges, and olives, and blacks with smatterings
of neon-blue Krylon sort of drip-spayed on top.

“These are Barefoot’s latest,” I informed you. “He
calls this series Venereal Diseases of the Old Testament.
I can’t tell if I really like them or if I just really like the
name.”

“They look more like miscarriages to me.” you said.
“Figuratively.”

You proceeded to the kitchen where you thought
youd find more like quiet. More like chill. On one of the
counters a small television set blared a Spurs game. On
the counter in front of the TV was a pile of cocaine and
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in front of that pile was our German friend. He was glass-
eyed and chanted, “Catherine Zeta-Jones sells cell phones
by the sea shore,” over and over. I wondered if it was some
senseless evocative ploy he was spewing, in favor of the
poor Pistons, but I didn’t get a chance to ask before you
dragged me to the back yard, beyond the screen door.

There, a good number of our friends stood around
with wine bottles in their hands, flip flops on their
feet, and cigarettes poking in and out of their smiles.
For an hour, we chatted around and bantered between
ourselves until we were approached by Ari (who’s been
bluing my balls for a year, now) and Loner. My hands
began to shake more than usual, my knees weakened,
and I became uncharacteristically tight-lipped. It was
so embarrassingly demonstrative of me and, apparently,
even more humiliating for you. After minutes of some
invisible force pushing me suddenly near and then pulling
me immediately back from Ari (my heart colored all over
my face), and you trying to hold down conversation, you
grabbed my wrist.

“Excuse us,” you spoke to them with your anger for
me.

You pulled me, dramatically weaving through the
crowd, back into the house and into a back bathroom,
slamming the door.

“Control yourself!” your voice echoed off the tiles.

I hung my head and muttered, “It’s beyond me.”



