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      Something happened during the night to make the hot water stop.  It


didn’t matter, he thought;  someone would come to fix it.  There was no need to take a shower today, or the next.  He decided to let himself smell stale, or maybe he would take a bath at a friend’s house  ( a good excuse to go visiting).  Or maybe he’d take a swim in the river – he liked that;  it was cold this time of year, but it made the air feel so much warmer afterward.


      After tossing a coin for breakfast, he set off down the road for Rita’s house.  Rita was a good cook and she always made breakfast, though, not always in the morning.  Once he had slept with Rita, but that had been a long time ago,  and now they were friends again.  He could taste 


bacon as he rang the doorbell.  Then he thought about toast.  And eggs.  Maybe he would have her make oatmeal for a change.  Rita certainly was a pretty woman, for someone who was thirty-four.  She had sort of brown eyes.  They tasted like coffee.


      “Your eyes taste like coffee,”  he practiced on the porch, but no one came to answer the door.  Rita wasn’t home, or, at least, it didn’t look like it.  Perhaps she was too busy making breakfast to let him in.  No, he almost decided to make himself at home in her house, but that would never be his privilege.  He would always ring the bell, and she would have to answer it and act surprised and everything.  He decided to chew on a stick before deciding what to do next.


    Rita found him sitting on the steps at one-thirty when she returned from the hairdresser.  He was whittling on an old, chewed-up looking


stick and it displeased her to think that he might have been sitting there for hours where everybody could see him.


    “Hey,” she said, standing below him on the sidewalk. “How do you like my hair?”


    “What happened to it?” he asked.


     “I had it cut.”  She pulled imaginary tresses which would have extended ‘way below her shoulders.  “Four inches!”


     “Why?” he asked, snapping his knife back into a pocket which was probably torn, or full of lint.
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She decided to give him a straight answer.  “Because I felt like it.


Now, are you eating lunch? I got plenty.”  She opened the door behind


him, stepping around him.


      “I don’t think so,” he said, standing.


      “I’ve got plenty,” she repeated disappearing into the house with a shrug.


      “Plenty of what?” he asked, allowing his eyes to adjust to the dark hallway.


      “Olives,” she called from what he knew was the kitchen. “And tunafish.”


      “Oh,” he said, hoping the olives were pitted.  “I guess I’ll take you up on it.”  He moved to the kitchen door so that his mind could synchronize the audio with the visual.  She was mashing fish with a fork.  He waited there for her to turn her head.  But she didn’t.  “Not too much mayonaise,  he warned her.”


      She nodded. “Would you get some plates down?  The blue ones.  Or


the glass ones…yes.  And would you wash some forks?”  


      Her hair slid down over her eyes as she continued mixing.  He wouldn’t give her his one good line now.  It was a morning thing to say, and here it was almost two o’clock.  He would save it for tomorrow, or some opportune moment.  She liked coffee.


      “What did you do this morning?” she asked him, spooning salad


dressing.


      “I made an effigy,” he said, holding out the stick.


       She frowned, but not in a bad way.  “What of?”


      “Of a stick, of course.”  He sat down at the kitchen table so that he could feel the breeze come through the window and sit in the sun at the same time.  If Rita sat down in the chair that he hoped she would,  they would both be in the sun together,  and he would think that that would be nice.
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      She didn’t.  She sat in the corner in the lightest dimness and even asked him to pull the shade a little.


     “Morris…,” she said, slicing what was left of a homemade loaf.


     “What?”


     “I was 
