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He was looking at the dollar bill. “I think it’s counterfeit,” he said,


wrinkling his nose.


   “Now why do you have to say that?” she said. “Just because uncle Harris gave it to you, doesn’t mean it’s bad. You don’t like him, do you?  In fact, you don’t like any of my family, do you?  Sure! As though


your sister is a treat! Or your mother! An’ you don’t even have a father!”


   “ I used to,” he said slowly, putting the bill in his breast pocket.


“Dad was okay. His family came from Wheeling.”


   “That’s fine and dandy, Bobby Boy, but nowadays that don’t mean nothin’ !   My family’s from Atlanta but that don’t mean nothing either.


Nothing means nothing anymore, hear? And neither do we.  All ‘counts


now is that we get enough to eat!  I don’t know why we had to marry so young anyway!  I don’t know why we hadda marry at all!  Why, right now I could be sittin’ around, talkin’ to my friends in the livin’ room at


home, talk’ ‘bout –“


   “Talkin’ ‘bout boys and gettin’ married, that’s what!  I’m sick of your


complaining!  Why, you’re just a hypocrite!  That’s what you are!  Hell!  I could be sittin’ ‘round, just as good as you, but we’re married now, ‘Lissa, and there ain’t nothing we can do.  We got ta make it on


our own, no matter what.  We’re stuck with each other!” He brushed his hair away from in front of cloudy blue eyes.


   “ There’s always di-vorce,” she said, sneering.


   “’Lissa!  My God, we jus’ got married and you’re talkin’ about takin’


me to Court?  My God, Woman!”


   “ Jus’  ‘cause I married you, don’t make me a ‘woman’!  Look you!  Let’s just shut up and get over to the Drug Store.  Mattie’d be real mad if we’re late for our ride home.”


    He took her arm and guided her across the street.  They walked in silence for a few blocks until ‘Lissa hesitated in front of a department store.


   “What’s the matter?” he asked, frowning.


   “I’m lookin’, that’s all,” she answered.


   “What at?”
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“Things…those dresses,” she pointed with her elbow.


“You’ve got dresses,” he protested.


“I’m jus’ lookin’ , Bobby!”  She pulled her arm away and continued walking.   


    Bobby followed a few steps behind but caught up with her as she gained the window of the drug store.  There was no sense in making their differences public entertainment, he thought. They were already 


in that phase where others watched them carefully, to see whether or not the marriage would last.  His friends from school still teased him about it - he was barely eighteen.  


    ‘Lissa was sixteen and had quit school.   She had seemed happy with the whole thing at first, but now something was wrong.  She acted strange; whining and complaining.  And people had thought at first


(and maybe they were a little disappointed) that they had had to get married.  That scared ‘Lissa for a while and she said she didn’t want to have a baby for a while.  That was okay by Bobby.  He couldn’t afford any kids at the moment, let alone getting maried.  He still owed a few bills here and there.  ‘Lissa had made him rent a jacket and pants for their wedding, and a stiff shirt.  What a fuss!  He held the door open for her.


     She looked around inside.  “it don’t look like Mattie’s here yet,” she said.


    “Well, why don’t we have something to eat,” Bobby suggested. “When’d we eat last? ‘Seems like hours.”


    “What? Spend money on somethin’ to eat when we got stuff at home?”


    “Aw, ‘Lissa, I’m hungry!  We don’t know how long Mattie’ll be.


Besides, it wasn’t four months ago that we’d stop by for somethin’ after


school. Hell, let’s have a milkshake or something!”


    “Bobby, we can’t afford –“


    “We’ll split it.”  He coughed and raised his voice so that Mr. Semple,


the druggist, wouldn’t have to strain his ears.  “Can’t afford it?  Sure we can!  Anything you want, ‘Lissa.”  
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He steered he to the counter and onto a stool, the kind that they used to


go ‘round and ‘round on.  Still did, once in a while.


     “Hello there, Mr. Semple.  How are you?”


     “Just fine, Robert.  Just fine. What can I get you?”


     “Well, what do you want, ‘Lissa?,” he asked, holding her hand tightly.


     “I don’t know,” she said, kicking the skirt of the counter softly.


     “How about a milkshake?,”  he suggested.


     “Okay,” she mumbled.


    Mr. Semple leaned over the counter.  “What flavor, Missy ‘Lissy?”


He chuckled as he looked into her face.  


   ‘Lissa winced at the use of her long-ago nickname. “Chocolate, I


guess.”  She rotated on the stool so that she could watch the people passing by the enormous plate glass window.  Her hand returned her husband’s tight grip.


    “All right by you?,” the man asked Bobby.


    Bobby nodded once.


    “Then chocolate it is.  Comin’ right up!” and he reached for the soda-fountain glasses and turned away.


    “You all right?, Bobby asked his wife.  She shouldn’t stare so.


     She nodded, watching a woman walk by.


    “Chocolate,” Mr. Semple muttered, leaning into the freezer.  He was


chubby and his feet left the floor for a second or two as he dove for the


last scoops of their selection.  He rolled back onto his toes and then heels and waddled to the stainless steel mixer.  “Anything else?” he asked them, absent-mindedly.  The appliance hummed under his watchful eye.


    “ No thanks,” Bobby replied.  Then,  feeling a need to explain,


he added, “We’re leaving any minute. Mattie Rills is picking us up.”


    Mr. S. put a straw in the shake and placed it in front of ‘Lissa.


“There we go. That’ll be thirty cents,  I b’lieve.”  He wiped his hands  on a slightly-used dishtowel, as though the cream and the syrup were


some kind of acid.  He was very deliberate.  By the time he was finished
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with this ritual, Bobby had had enough time to sort through his pocket


change and place the exact amount on the counter. The counter itself dully reflected the fluorescent lighting overhead.  Bobby glanced at ‘Lissa; her skin looked green.


    Mr. Semple waited on a customer or two, and chatted a bit before 


Mattie appeared –late, but cheerful.  He leaned over and sipped the small bit of milkshake ‘Lissa couldn’t finish. They said good-bye to the druggist; who encouraged them to “come back soon”.  They all nodded


in their own way and left, ‘Lissa pulling Bobby after Mattie.


    They got in the old blue station wagon and waited while their friend loaded the back with sacks of something.  It took him quite a few minutes to pack them in and Bobby finally opened the door and offered


his help.  


    Back in the car, Mattie attempted to revive the engine from it’s inopportune slumber and, succeeding with many verbs and nouns of a colorful nature,  they were off.  As they were passing “the last house in town”, ‘Lissa sniffed loudly. “What’s in those bags?,” she asked.


    “There’s flour…and feed…and –“


    “And?”  Somethin’ else.  It reminds me of school.”


    “Well, there’s wood chips for the fire…”


    “That’s it!” she said.


    Bobby was annoyed, in a puzzled kind of way.  “ ‘Lissa, how do wood chips remind you of school, I want to know?”


    She thought for a few seconds.  “I guess because of the pencil sharpener.  I spent lots of time after school doing that –sharpening all the pencils for Miss Craig, ‘member?  You had to wait for me all the time.”


    “I guess that makes sense,” he said, putting his arm around her on the seatback, because it was more comfortable.


    “You folks didn’t buy much in Town,” Mattie commented.


    “We had some business at the bank,” Bobby replied.  “’Lissa had a


doctor’s appointment.”
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Mattie’s eyebrows moved slowly toward the part in his hair. “Doctor?”


     “Dentist,” ‘Lissa said quickly. “I had a tooth pulled.”


     “Wisdom?”


      She nodded, holding her cheek with her left hand.  Her gold wedding ring still shone brightly.


      Mattie opened his mouth while keeping his eyes on the road.


“I still got all mine, “ he laughed. “Makes me the wisest fool ‘round these parts!”


     Bobby gave a smile and nudged ‘Lissa.  She smiled, too, after a


minute.  They all moved side to side together as the car jived over the


railroad crossing.


    Mattie was forty-six or so.  Sometimes he looked older, sometimes younger.  Bobby couldn’t help admiring the man; he made his farm pay by hard work.  But then, he only had two children - and now they were away at school or “workin’ somewheres”.  All growed up.  Bobby kept hi s smile and watched the cows and horses drift by like on a conveyor


belt.  


    ‘Lissa pulled a book out of her voluminous handbag.  “I went to the Library beforehand, since I had the time.  Look what I got!”  She held up the novel.


    “Looks like a romance, to me,” Bobby commented.


    “ ‘Cause it is,” she said.  “What’s the matter with that?  ‘Nothing wrong with readin’ somethin’ besides farm journals.”  She flipped through some pages, scanning the words, and replaced the book in her purse.  Over this, she folded her hands and watched the white and yellow lines on the pavement run under the car at fifty miles-per-hour.


    Bobby talked to Mattie over her head about social events, pig litters and baseball teams.  The only other words ‘Lissa spoke during the ride were those for her husband to open the window a little.   He did.


    “Thanks, Mattie,” Bobby waved when they were let off. “We’ll see


you on Sunday.”
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    “Tell Rachel I’ll call her,” ‘Lissa shouted.  Mrs. Rills was going to


lend her a rolling pin to make pie shells this weekend. “And maybe a


few recipes…simple things,” Rachel had said, when they’d met in the post office yesterday.  It was amazing that no one had given her even one as a joke at the wedding shower.  People were always doing things like that, around there.   


    They walked to the house that they were renting until Spring.  ‘Lissa knew that a lot of work needed to be done to make the place really livable, but it would be too much trouble for such a short time.  If they wanted a nice evening,  they visited their parents’ homes.  It was easier.  But then, they didn’t have to do much entertaining;  all their friends were still in school, in the Army or were married away.


    ‘Lissa waited for Bobby to unlock the door.  She noticed that the weeds were growing fast around the steps.  But the snow would be covering them shortly and she wouldn’t worry about them.  She followed him inside and shut the door.


    “Brrrrrrr, we need a fire,” she said, rubbing her hands.


     Bobby walked over to the fireplace, without removing his jacket.


   “There’s not much wood,” he said.


   “That’s okay,” she replied, disappointed.  “I’ll light the oven.”


   “What’s goin’ on for dinner?,” he asked.  He hung up his coat on a pegboard that had come with the house.


    She shrugged. “Hamburgers, I guess.  Unless you want a casserole?


I’ve got one left over from Wednesday…”


    He smiled and held up his hands to say, “No, no. Hamburgers are fine” and ended up hugging her against the refrigerator.


    After dinner, they went to bed early and made love for perhaps the eighteenth time in their lives.  They also made Robert Seth, their first child.  
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