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     `Looking back, none of the four could have told how it started exactly. They had all known
each other for years, first at Chapel Hill, then as each couple moved to other parts of the country
they would exchange extended visits. Then, as the "Big four-O" arrived and past, both couples
ended their career travels in Washington. D.C. Quagmire on the Potomac, Jerry called it. Adam
called it The BIG Wheel, meaning the vertical wheel featured at casinos and carnivals where the
odds were long and frustration enormous. 
      They could all agree on the exact day that it started; they were certain about that, and they
talked about that night occasionally, when tension was in the air. It happened on the night of the
day after Christmas, 1976. They definitely remembered the places each one occupied in the
room, the conversation and the comfortable familiarity that took them to the point of willingness.
If really pressed for details they probably could remember whether the fireplace had a roaring fire
or a smoldering one. There was the scent of pine from the Christmas tree in the bay window, and
the soft glow of the lamp across the room. They remembered that they were all slightly disturbed
by the subtext of the conversation at the time, and afterward, but no one thought it as momentous
or disrupting of their friendship as it turned out to be years later. 
      Adam had flopped on the couch after rebuilding the pre-dinner fire, excising his prerogative
as the attentive but weary host. `     The two couples had decided to spend Christmas together
with Jerry and Martha as house guests with Adam and Nancy as host and hostess. The had done
this once before, but that was when they were living in different cities. Now, they lived only
twenty miles apart -- Alexandria and Silver Spring respectfully -- in the Greater D.C. area. 
       When the children were smaller they had encountered no opposition at all by initiating
Christmas journeys. This time the kids objected to being separated from their "dearest" friends.
Robert Lafollette --------- objected most, but Heather felt crushed when the plans were
announced. They were partially placated by Jerry's promised to drive them back to Silver Spring
to see their friends on Christmas day. He h`ad just returned from the run to pick them up when he
settled in front of the fire with the others. 
      The women had cleaned up the kitchen, Adam had supervised the bedding down of the
children, Jerry was doing nothing, and they were all pleasantly sipping drinks as they relaxed
after the strenuous holiday. 
      "It's a different world today, as Martha's father would say," Jerry said. "It felt strange to see
Bobla in his friend's house. The really act grown up. The big deal was a poker game today, and
that was the reason he didn't want to come here for Christmas. It wasn't Christmas at all; he's too
cynical for that. They think about Christmas vacation is more important than any presents. It's
their age and the generation." 
      Nancy said: "You think fifteen is the age? I can remember that Christmas lost its magic at
some point, but I can't remember what age." 
      Jerry laughed. "For us it could have been twenty. That's my well reasoned point about the
generations. Bobla hugged his friend when he left. He said, "'Man, I had a good time taking your
money and drinking your beer."' And then he hugged him. 
      "Maybe they're all light in the loafers," Adam said. 
      "I doubt it. He drools over Playboy and Penthouse. But, when I was his age I would have
been very much aware of being thought homosexual. We avoided touching our male friends, but
these kids don't have these hang-ups." 
      "You don't think Bobla is, you know, do you?" Martha asked. 
      "Gay is the word." 



      "I know, but I resist it. Gay ruins too many wonderful song lyrics." 
      "Like what?" Nancy asked. 
      "Like "'Gay-tway to the stars'", and "'her heart was light and gay,'"," Jerry said. "No, I'm sure
our son isn't gay. But how did this next generation become so touchy-feely. We didn't encourage
it. Where did it come from?" 
      Adam pulled himself up on one elbow. "I don't know, but it's there. You know my entire
staff, except Malcolm is under thirty, and Nancy and I are invited to their parties, Have we ever
told you about these parties?" 
      Silence. 
      "Well, at our parties we talk, sometimes play games like Scrabble, or verbal games. At their
parties they just sit and stare into each other's eyes. They don't talk. We would drink at our
parties. They drink white wine and smoke pot. We danced close style. They stand far apart. We
seldom touched, except on the dance floor. They are touching all the time. And the music is jet
engine loud." 
      "Tell them about the back rubbing," Nancy said. 
      "They rub each other's backs. They sit for hours and stare and rub backs. Sometimes it's necks
or feet, but mostly backs." 
      "That's a party?" Martha said. 
      "You'd love it, Sweetheart. I sometimes think Martha's clitoris is at her shoulder blades." 
      "Really?" Adam said. 
      Nancy noticed Adams quizzical expression as he looked at Martha sitting on the floor leaning
against the sofa. "I kind of object to it. Adam loves it, and he's always finding some sweet young
thing to rub his back. Then he rubs hers. Nobody talks, nobody really relates." 
      "I talk. I'm interested in the girls my staff is dating. So, I talk to them on their terms. They rub
my back and nuzzle me and I listen and learn." 
      "And I've gone home without him several times. And another thing. No one seems to be
possessive of their dates. They switch partners frequently. My mother always said I should go
home with boy who brought me." 
      "What? To his home?" Jerry said. 
      "No, of course not. But Adam drinks too much and gets too dewy-eyed. And not once as we
left when I want to." 
      "Do you get your back rubbed, too?" Martha asked. 
      "Sometimes, but I get no pleasure from being in a room with twelve other people all rubbing
backs. I'm a private person." 
      "Then she can groan and moan like she's dying of ecstasy." 
      Martha said: "I can't believe that's all they do. Just rub backs." 
      "I've seen some serious finger and hand kissing at times. Like they're parting forever. What
do they do later, Adam?" 
      "As you say, they sometimes leave with different partners. Sometimes a guy or girl will come
with someone and leave all alone." 
      Then Martha said: "A girl can get pregnant from back rubbing." 
      "Yeah," Jerry said, "but in our day, when you were girls, didn't try to keep guys from
stimulating you? Your mothers taught you that one thing leads to another, and that other was
called a baby." 
      "Our mothers didn't tell us anything. We figured it out from our stimulated feelings." 



      "And you knew that back rubbing and finger nibbling inexorably led to fucking." 
      "Jerry," Nancy said, "we thought it did, but we were wrong. Still, we didn't take any chances,
an unwed mother was a community scandal where I came from." 
      "Nice Jewish girls like me," Martha said, "didn't even smile at boys because smiling led to
talking, talking led to kissing, kissing to petting, and petting to babies" 
      Jerry got up to pour himself another drink. "Well, in your family I can understand it. Your
father won't pull into a gas station to ask directions. He looks for a parking space on the street,
sometimes blocks away, and then walks to the station. He doesn't want to take up their space
when he isn't buying anything. The station attendants think he's on foot and some kind of nut" 
      "What's that got to do with my poor sex education?" 
      "Let's not get into your sex hang ups." 
      Nancy held out her glass to Jerry. "Get me one,  too." 
      "I'll et us all one." Adam rose from the sofa to play host. 
      While Jerry was on his feet, Nancy slid over and leaned against the cushions of his chair, and
Martha sat up and leaned against the sofa. "To tell the truth, I'd rather have my back rubbed and
scratched than anything." 
      From the kitchen Jerry shouted: "I'll verify that." 
      He and Adam were coming back with bottles and fixings for drinks. Adam said: "With this
next generation Bobla's probably into Judy, and Gavin's had Heather twice in the last hour." 
      The two women responded simultaneously. "Don't say it, for God's sake. 
      When the drinks were poured and handed around, everyone settled back into their respective
positions. The women didn't move away. Nancy leaned forward so Jerry could sit down, then
leaned back again so her shoulders were between his knees. Adam returned to his prone position
on the sofa, but let his hand rest lightly on Martha's back. They all felt instant sensuality. They
felt a little silly but gender aware, and that set up ambivalent feelings. For all the years they had
known each other, they had not more than exchanged fleeting kisses on the cheek after a long
period of separation. In coltish moods they might have patted or slapped one another lightly, but
the emphasis was on the moment of good spirits and not on physical contact. But here they were,
engaged in a conversation about sensuality, and they were actually touching. They felt it silly to
be disturbed by something so trivial, and yet it was strangely arresting. No one wanted to back
away right then. At the same time they were all aware of what was happening. 
      Jerry tried to objectify it in his usual manner. "How shocked we all are when we think about
our children as part of this post- sexual revolution generation. At the same time we secretly envy
them the freedom and just plain sensual pleasure that younger people are enjoying today. Still,
we don't want to think about our children as sexual beings. Why is that?" 
      Martha said: "I don't mind if Heather becomes part of the new ways." 
      Jerry said: "Becomes? Why not is? Adam has told us a lot about girls Heather's age giving
birth. But why don't they talk openly to us, if having sex is no big deal to them." 
      "They think we don't know about sex." 
      Adam cleared his throat. Nancy called this is therapy cough, his social workers sermon
preparation."Because they sense our fear of the sensual. The Pill gave women the freedom from
fear. They could now express their libidos. But the kids know that our moral code was formed
before the pill by our uptight Victorian parents. That training prevented us from expressing our
sexual thoughts. We wasted our most sensual years avoiding physical pleasure. And still
avoiding. 



      In talking about that night years later, everyone agreed that as this moment Adam began
lightly and slowly scratching Martha's back. Jerry had the permanent image of another man
touching his wife in a sensual manner, and the memory of the stab of alarm stayed with him.
Immediately, he felt smugness enter his consciousness because he knew that back of hers and
Adam didn't. He knew where to rub and where to scratch; down farther on the shoulder blades
and then higher near the neck. An empathic man would know that. Adam wasn't doing it right. 
      Then, without conscious decision, or even thought he began rubbing Nancy's neck I slow,
extremely light fingertip movements. Nancy stretched her head forward and settled her shoulders
deeper between his knees like a cat positioning herself for serious petting. At the same time she
began rubbing her fingernails lightly along the calf of Jerry's leg under his trousers; the leg that
couldn't be seen by Martha and her husband. No one said a word for a full four or five minutes.
Then Adam said: "Are the young people wrong?" 
      Everyone moaned a little. Then, Nancy said: "In front of a dozen people with a stranger, they
are. But with a friend and in front of my own husband, it takes on a different glow." 
      "And glow we are, or do. Or something." Martha said. 
      Silence filled a prolonged period of mindless sensualism.Then Martha wanted to know how
the young people at the parties scratched each others backs. Adam slid off the sofa and sat next to
her on the floor. They sat side by side and rubbed, looking like tow monkeys grooming each
other. Nancy then leaned forward so Jerry could scratch farther down. He realized she wasn't
wearing a bar, something he had observed years ago but which suddenly became extremely
provocative. 
       For the first few minutes they each looked directly at their spouses, observing reactions.
Each one was thinking how strange it felt to see their mate enjoying the ministrations of someone
else. The women had the strongest mixed emotions. Here they were receiving a woman's passive
sensual pleasure while watching another woman receiving the same pleasures from their
husband. It was almost like watching one's own lovemaking in a mirror, and it heightened the
sensations. At the same time, the instinctive female cat-jealousies were there. The conflicting
emotions were deeply disturbing, but repressed. 
      Jerry shifted one hand to Nancy's face. Barely touching, he ran his fingers across her
forehead. Cheeks, eyes and neck. She sighed deeply and almost purred. He touched her lips and
felt them dry. He pushed one finger into the center of her mouth and wetted it gently against her
teeth. Then he ran the finger across her lips again. Nancy sucked his finger into her mouth and
held it firmly. He felt a spurt of excitement in his loins and chuckled. Nancy ran her tongue
around the captured finger and said, "Hmmm." 
      Jerry looked to see if Adam and Martha had noticed. Both of them were leaning far forward
over their knees with their hands under their sweaters. Jerry leaned forward to whisper in Nancy's
ear. "I chuckled because I got more reaction from the finger sucking than I get from more overt
sex sometimes." 
      She whispered, "Your a pushover." 
      "I haven't been lately. Those kids know something I didn't." 
      Martha suddenly sat stiffly upright. "What are you two whispering about." 
      Nothing, really. It was just . . . I was telling Nancy my reaction to back scratching." 
      Let's not have any whispering, please. Let's be open with each other. Agreed?" 
      All said "agreed." 
      Jerry had never been attracted to Nancy as a woman. He enjoyed her as a person of



intelligence and perception. She wasn't his type. She was smaller than Martha in every way. She
was short in height with a boyish figure; small breasts, modest buttocks, hips that descended
almost in a straight line from her upper body, and muscular legs. In fact, Nancy was rather
muscular everywhere from the hiking and strenuous mountain climbing she and Adam engaged
in occasionally. She had very thick honey colored hair that she wore at medium length with a
slight natural wave and compassionate brown eyes. She seldom wore any make up hardly any
perfume, and almost never fussed about clothes. 
      Martha had a woman's figure. She had pronounced breasts, not enormous but completely
present. She was a bit thick in her waist and somewhat flat in the rear, but on the whole attractive
physically. It was Martha's face that Jerry loved most. She had naturally curly hair, a moon face
that could light up with uncontrollable joy, or express the sadness of the ages. She had the most
beautiful china blue eyes he had ever seen, except for his grandmother who mostly reared him. 
       It was Nancy's litheness and directness that Jerry liked. As he was enjoying her exciting
rubbing and licking of innocent areas, he realized that he had enjoyed being with Nancy over the
years as much as he enjoyed being with any woman; no, actually more. He always enjoyed
talking with her about abstract concepts and subjects. In fact, now that he was focusing on it,
Nancy was the one among the four of them who could keep serious conversations interesting for
hours without any loss of quality. Yes, she had that ability. And she certainly had a talent for
applying her mouth in a most knowing way. 
      Conversely, Nancy had always been attracted to Jerry. From the first evening when they went
to dinner at their student apartment at Chapel Hill and ate chicken backs, she had loved his
ambiance. They had discussed the civil rights movement, and Jerry had shown compassion and
yet objectivity, perception and also humor. She had felt from the first that he would be an
excellent companion, and probably a tender and confident lover. Adam was intense an Jerry was
calmly rational. Adam was erratic sometimes, often over stimulated like a spoiled kid at a circus,
then deeply depressed. Jerry's mood never seemed to vary from good humor and proper
perspective. Strangely, she thought as Jerry kneaded her back with his free hand, she seemed to
grow stronger when Jerry was in the room; was that a feminine trait, drawing strength from the
male protector? Jerry protecting her from Adam? Maybe more confident was more like it. 
      Jerry had the body to match his personality; long limbed and loose. He always reminded her
of a slightly drunken Lord Byron. Though he was relaxed he was never unalert, like a poet-hero.
His green eyes would flash as he took off on some flight of imagination, and his surprisingly
small hands would gesture as he talked. He was mentally aggressive, but she could conceive of
Jerry ever using his considerable strength to strike anyone, least of all a woman. Jerry never
treated her as a woman, either and that helped her respect him. He didn't make gender prejudicial
remarks about women drivers, or silly fashions and shopping. 
       Martha, however, didn't know how she felt about Adam until that very moment. She felt
sexually aroused by him, some thing seldom experienced when in the presence of any man. Her
usual feeling was one of fear. She often felt confused by men. She understand what they wanted,
why they behaved as they did in the world, or why they were so interested in women. She could
fathom why men wanted to marry women, except for the obvious convenience of a ex partner.
Sex that could have without marrying a woman. They could go anywhere alone without fear, they
had everything they wanted or needed. They had complete freedom. They took risks with their
careers, their bodies, and their marriages. The moved through the world like giants, controlling
everything, giving their women and children part of their world like benevolent Santa Clauses.



Adam seemed to her to be more masculine than her own husband. He had touched her first, as if
he knew she wanted him to. Jerry didn't initiate the touching. Adam did. He never was in doubt
about his children either. When Adam spoke the children listened; Nancy listened, too. Jerry
almost never forceful told the children how to behave, even on long car trips when they were
bored. A father should be arbitrary some of the time. Her father was about disciplining her and
her sisters. She disagreed often with Adam about the children, but at least he was definite.
Suddenly she thought it would be terribly exciting if he would dictate to her, to force her to
behave. 
      She giggled inwardly, or misbehave, she thought. 
      Then, for no reason she was reminded of the long time running joke about Adam and Nancy's
photo slide collection. Actually, Adam considered it his slide collection, though Nancy had the
responsibility of keeping it in the proper order, according to Adam's ideas. 
      On those occasions when the four of them would be together after Adam and Nancy had had
some recent trip, Adam would insist on getting out the slide projector. Immediately, Adam would
start complaining because is sequential logic was not her sense of the proper sequence. It was so
predictable that Jerry would sometimes start imitating Adam's impatience as soon as the lights
were turned off. He'd say, "Nancy, love, that blank white screen is part of our Antarctica trip not
Jamaica, and you turned off the lights in the wrong sequence. The lamp should be first, then the
ceiling lights." Adam would not be influenced by the satire and would complain without
diplomacy, and Nancy would apologize continually. 
      When Adam's criticism began including personal insults, Nancy would put forth mild
excuses and Jerry and Martha would fall silent. Often the session would end with Nancy
suggesting that Adam culled handle the collection himself or insert the slides individually into
the dark recesses of his lower torso. Martha would fell a kid of thrilling fear when Adam would
storm out of the room. She also felt Jerry wasn't able to handle the situation as she would like
him to. 
      As she felt the goose bumps rise and fall with Adam's attentions on her back, she had to
admit that Adam was terribly attractive looking. 
       Adam was physically attracted to Martha, and he thought her self deprecating sense of
humor appealing, but he had no overwhelming compulsion to have a closer relationship with her.
He thought she had a kind of refined ladylike quality about her. She seemed poised and aloof
much of the time, and then would suddenly dive into a complete physical and emotional
participation. He thought she was a summer storm followed by a rainbow, followed by another
squall. Now, as he fantasized about her sexually as he rubbed her feminine but firm back, he
liked the qualities he imagined. He would like to fondle her breasts that he thought were ample
for her size. He liked her overall body as he remembered it from beach days at Ocean City.
Maybe longer legs would have improved everything, but she was exciting enough to him. Mostly
though it was that she resembled Claudette Colbert with her moon face and large eyes, and Adam
had a preadolescent stirrings for the movie star. 
      Martha's open emotions attracted Adam more than anything about her. She had a large
wardrobe of laughs for all occasions, one for every one of her many moods. She could giggle
with Nancy as they gossiped and got silly working together in the kitchen. She could actually roll
on the floor with soul shattering laughter when something funny happened, and she had that self
deprecating laugh, throaty and deep, that showed itself when she made a serious joke about her
person. She could also display a wide range of anger, from cutting sarcasm to screaming rage.



Sometimes she could mix everything up. She would  laugh at some mistake she made, cry with
disappointment with herself, turn red with anger toward those who witnessed the mistake, and do
all three at once. 
      Adam longed for more emotion in his life. The always calm Nancy, placid as a pond on a
summer day, deprived him of the give and take of emotion. Nancy's controlled chuckle annoyed
him a lot. Nancy expressed anger by uttering a strong declarative sentence accompanied by a fast
exit. 
      Once, when he and Nancy had had one of their most debilitating fights, Adam hit her. The
slap was like a sudden noise in the night to both of them. They looked at each other in silence for
several seconds. Then Nancy began to cry softly to ease the pain and humiliation. But after a
minute she sniffled herself into composure and said calmly that she was sorry if she had
provoked him into hitting her, but he must never do it again. No screaming, no whining, no
physical or verbal attack was in her. Adam wanted an emotional war desperately, he thought, and
Martha could give it to him. 
      Adam longed for the kind of wild mutual passion someone like Martha was capable of.
Nancy was perhaps the easiest woman in the world. She could climax in seconds, continue to
have orgasms for some time and then discuss the days menu and smoke a cigarette. He imagined
Martha as all fingernails digging into his back, panting and directing his movements, tensing
every muscle as she climaxed, and then twitching all through the night. He knew, through Nancy,
that Martha had never had an orgasm from intercourse in her life. She was virgin when he
married Jerry and went straight from sexual confusion to sexual frustration without a stop at even
mild lustfulness. Martha's legendary frigidity was another joke among  the four, like Adams slide
collection, but it was strictly Martha's property as a joke. If any one else tried to joke about it,
Martha would become angry. 
       Adam's awareness of this history was tempered by a sense of  challenge. He liked Jerry, even
admired and respected him, but he thought probably most of the problem rested with Jerry's laize
faire attitude toward everything. Martha needed a firm hand on her bridle and a strong seat in the
addle. Jerry was undoubtedly a soft rider, and probably went for short rides, he thought. As he
stroked Martha's back on that night after Christmas, these were his thoughts. 
      Four mature people sipped their drinks and casually breached the physical barrier that had
existed between them for more than fifteen years. They were feeling very young and daring as
they did it, and less and less fearful as the pleasant sensations continued to mount. Fifteen more
minutes passed as they found their genitals transported back in time to living room couches, the
back seats of cars, beach blanket parties on hot nights, and winter hayrides. They remembered the
same discomfort from frustration, and the same excitement from exploring someone new. Now,
however they knew they had release upstairs in a comfortable bed with a familiar partner.
Nostalgia, frustration discovery, danger and naughtiness, along with the knowledge of
satisfaction to come, was in their minds. The suspense was delicious. 
      Jerry couldn't bring himself to stop playing with Nancy's 
      mouth even though he thought she must be tired of that game 
      and want a new one. 
       Nancy was almost hypnotized by the tingling that found itself into her vagina; such pleasure
without an orgasm at the end, she thought. She vowed she would keep doing what ever she could
to keep Jerry doing what he was doing. Adam felt a growing compulsion to move to more
rewarding activities, but also felt tantalized by the prolonged frustration. Martha's mind began to



wander to a fantasy involving Adam over her while she lay prone on a bed. My God, she thought,
it's my baby bed. 
      All the emotions changed when Adam said, "I want to be completely open as we agreed, so I
am saying it out loud. I want to open Martha's bra strap so I can scratch her better." With the
words was simultaneous action. 
      Martha wrenched around violently. "No. Enough. Stop it." Four bodies jumped at once.
Hands returned to their owners. No one spoke. None of the four had a thought. 
      After a long pause, Martha laughed. "I told you this was dangerous. Smiling leads to kissing
and petting leads to babies." 
      Nancy recovered. "I think we've had enough excitement for people our age anyway. Let's go
to bed." 
      Jerry was tempted to make a joke and ask "With whom?" He quickly decided that would be
inappropriate. 
      Four people rose feeling somewhat self-conscious. The collective thought was the feeling
they were waking from a dream. As they moved from the living room toward the stairs, Nancy
reached up and pulled Jerry's head toward her to kiss him on the lips. He was taken a bit by
surprise and hadn't intended to offer more than a friendly kiss in return,  but when her lips
touched his he found his mouth opening and his tongue growing active. Then suddenly he
realized he was romantically kissing another woman in front of his wife. When he stopped
kissing Nancy he saw that Martha was being kissed by Adam in tight embrace. 
       Wordlessly, and with choreographic timing the couples took the hands of their spouse and
they ascended the stairs. 
      Years later they agreed that this was the  sequence and the seed of something that changed
everyone's future for better or worse. They could never agree whether what happened that night
was the root cause, or whether the real cause was buried further back in four separate lives.



ADAM 
      The day he learned to snap his fingers was the only time he ever saw his real mother. He
didn't actually remember the event, but was told about it many times. He  sort of remembered his
mother had dressed him up in a brown velvet suit she had made herself. It had long pants and a
collar she called an Eton collar. Five year old boys don't wear long pants often. They itched and
tickled at the same time. He did remember the streetcar ride from Clayton into St. Louis though,
and several other things. 
      It was a large room with white tablecloths and black waiters wearing white gloves. Plants in
pots towered over him and music came from a pleated screen behind the pots. He could barely
see over the tops of the tables as he was led between them to a table in an alcove far from the
door. He had felt utterly lost and alone even though his mother held his hand lightly in her own;
so many big people, so many chances for people to reach out and pet him with their rough hands. 
       With his free hand he practiced trying to snap his fingers. His father did that often to his
mother, and when snapped his fingers she would stop talking, or whatever she was doing. His
father would look up from his big chair in the big room at the front of the house, screw up his
face and snap. His mother would suck in her breath and stop talking before the rhythm of her
sentence was finished. She sometimes looked like she had tasted something bad, and once in a
while she would leave the room. He wanted to see if he snapped his fingers he could make her
stop talking, but it didn't seem to work. 
      Maybe it had something to do with his father's smell; all sweet but still sharp. Usually the
snapping and the smell went together. The glass he drank from gave him that smell, Adam knew
that. What he didn't know was whether the ice cubes and apple juice made him able to snap[ his
fingers. Anyway, Adam kept on trying to snap his fingers. 
      The boy who brought the paper every day snapped his fingers, too. He would come across the
lawn from next door sounding like a whistle and snap his fingers as he walked. He only stopped
long enough to reach into the big bag on his shoulder and toss a paper onto the porch. It was one
of the daily afternoon sights that Adam dearly loved. He would guess the time for the paper boy
and stand at the front window and wait for him. He would wave bye-bye with both hands, but the
boy never waved back. Finger snapping was only one of the many mysteries of life that he had
uncovered. It was, however, one he thought he might master so he persisted. That very morning
while he was peeing he accidentally make a faint snap. He felt triumphant. 
      After the waiter had placed a baby chair on top of the grown-up chair and lifted him to sit in
it, his mother combed his hair with her fingers and seemed very nervous. 
      "Stop that," she said when he tried to change his hair because it didn't feel right as she had
arranged it. 
      Adam was impatient with his mother. He wasn't annoyed because she had the right to say
anything she wanted to; she was his mother. But why was she so nervous? She was never
nervous when she was away from home with him by her side. Yes, at home with father in the
dinner room with the polished table she was often this nervous. In the kitchen with the smaller
green table she never was, and when they wee out of the house. 
      His mother fussed with him again, telling him to sit up straight and stop wiggling. She kept
looking around like a bird watching for a vat in the yard. She talked to the waiter as she often
talked to him; as if he didn't hear very well. Then she played some finger games on the table top,
and he liked that a lot. He got noisy and over excited, so she stopped. 
      Then the food came. He tried to eat neatly as she instructed but it was all creamy stuff with



little bits of ham in it. It didn't taste good to him and kept dripping off his spoon. She kept wiping
his chin with his napkin, but wouldn't let him tuck it under his collar. She kept wiping his chin
after every mouthful as if wiping were a regular part of eating. After a while the stiff linen napkin
irritated his chin  and he winced whenever she moved toward him. 
      Adam noticed his mother kept looking in one direction every five seconds. There was no one
there, except a young woman eating alone. The woman kept looking at mother and at him,
probably because mother stared at her. Her face was both sad and happy at the same time, but
there was no doubt she was fascinated with him because she hardly touched her food. After a
while she stopped eating completely, slumped in her chair and just stared at Adam. 
      A few minutes later, she put some money on the table and came over to their white table. 
       "Thank you for agreeing at least to this much," she said. "I know it must be difficult and
scary for you." 
      Mother said, "Probably more so for you. I'm sorry we can't do more, my husband---" 
      "I know." Then she whispered something Adam couldn't hear, but the lady started to cry a
little. Then she turned and started to leave. Suddenly she stopped, came to Adam and took his
face in her hands and kissed him on the misbehaving hair. Somehow Adam didn't feel afraid of
her as he did of most strangers. He just felt surprised. 
      Then the woman backed away two or three steps and asked how old he was. 
      "Five." 
      "I knew that. But your big for five, aren't you? 
      "No, Ralph is bigger." He held his hand over his head. "He's this big." 
      His mother explained that Ralph was a boy who lived on their block and was very big for his
age. She then explained that Adam was about average, maybe a little slight. 
      The woman said something about his father. Adam was confused. He didn't know she knew
his father and it was true. It was years before he realized what she meant. 
      The woman then hurried off and didn't turn to wave bye-bye. Just before they left the big
room with the white table cloths. His mother knelt down before him, held his arms gently, and
looked solemnly into his eyes. She said,"Adam. . . Adam remember that lady, because she will
always remember you." 
      At thirteen he was sent away to a military school. It was a mutual decision by his parents
motivated by their desire to protect him from their constant fighting. The cause of the arguments
and sometimes physical battles was his fathers drinking. It had become monumental. His father
had risen from borderline poverty in St. Louis to considerable wealth by his charm as a salesman.
When the Great Depression came sweeping across the country from Wall Street he found himself
completely confused by the inscrutability of the economy. He hadn't lost his money, but he
couldn't increase his wealth, and that left him with no incentive and no place to hide from his
insecurity. 
      Adam's mother's life was firmly anchored in the social life of suburban St. Louis and her
place in it. Her goals were clearly before her. First, achieve the proper house in Clayton. Second,
join the right clubs in town and country club. Third, acquire friends from the clubs and
neighborhood. Most of these painstaking accomplishments were diminishing because of her
husband's embarrassing drinking. So, Adam was sent away to spare him the  traumatic
experience of witnessing their slugging it out with each other. 
      Most of the years at military school weren't kept in his active memory. The acrid smell of gun
powder and the gassy smell of shoe polish were his strongest sensual reminders. Thick white



wall, navy blue blankets, gray uniforms were in his adult dreams on occasion when he felt lonely.
He did remember at those times his fear during the first few days in the regimented atmosphere.
He had felt hopelessness as he read the countless rules that were to govern every aspect of his
life. 
      On his second day there he said to an upper classman, "Please, Sir, may I speak?" 
      "Permission granted. Speak Innocent." 
      "Sir, do I get to keep my rifle with me at all times, Sir?" 
      "That is a question, Innocent." 
      "Yes. . . Sir . . . it is,  Sir." 
      "The Innocent asked permission to speak. He did not ask permission to ask a question." 
      "I'm sorry . . .Sir." 
      "Precision is the mark of a first class military man. You must learn precision. I'm here to help
you. You will walk two tours this evening and I will be there to supervise. Do you understand my
orders, Innocent?" 
      This first trifling infraction stayed with him, not because of the humiliation, not because he
was being disciplined by a boy only slightly older than he, but because he knew in his heart that
he would walk many tours after hours because of his nature. A few years later he learned that the
term Innocent was replaced by Maggot. 
      His other still recalled memory was his first introduction to a sexual wakening under the
guidance of his roommate. He had been assigned to a room with an older cadet as were all the
Innocents. The older roommate had no disciplinary authority over him, but was charged with
responsibility for the Innocent's adjusting. Naturally, Adam wanted to please the roommate, if he
could. Both boys would derive benefit from this arrangement, or so the theory assumed. 
      During the third week of the first year, when Adam was beginning to feel comfortable in this
rigid atmosphere, his roommate broke the post-dinner study by asking, "Tell me, do you jerk
off?" 
      Adam didn't know the term. He hadn't experienced any sexual  awakenings, not a single wet
dream. 
      "You don't know what I'm talking about, do you?" 
      "I guess not." 
      "Beat your meat, skin the banana, make a pudding." He gestured to make his point. 
      "What for? Why do that?" 
      "For the great feeling. You don't know what you're missing when you get a boner and it hurts
so nice. Don't  you want to do it?" 
      "Oh, yeah, sure." He knew the term for an erection and his mind was beginning to understand
the idea. 
      "My little Captain is so hard right now I just got to do it.  Lock the door." 
      "We don't have any locks." He thought his roommate was trying to catch him in a joke. 
      "Put a goddamn chair under the knob and come here" 
      Adam did as he was told, then sat on his roommate's bed. He watched while the boy gingerly
freed his erect penis from the confines of his tight underwear. Adam felt nothing but alert
curiosity and a slight excitement of undefined origin. As his roommate began masturbating he
felt his own penis swell. This didn't please, frighten or excite him, nor did it give him any sense
of his masculinity. He was fascinated witnessing the operation, the skin slipping over the glans,
the manipulating speed and the slight pungent smell beginning to appear in the room. He was



puzzled by the deep panting of his roommate as if he had run a distance. It couldn't be that great
an effort, he thought. 
      "It's getting close," his roommate said. He reached under the bed and pulled several tissues
from the box there. He put the tissues over his penis and leaned back on the bed with his eyes
closed. Adam suddenly reached out and pulled the tissues away. 
      "What are you doing?" 
      "I want to see." 
      "Okay, but don't lean so close." 
      Adam moved farther away.  When his penis began ejaculating, Adam involuntarily jerked
back farther. He felt frightened without cause, followed by relief without understanding. 
      "Does it hurt. Your face looked like it did, and you sounded in pain? "It didn't sound like
fun." 
      His roommate laughed. "It's like a wet dream only not so . . . Actually, it's better, it feels
better. All the guys do it." He began to clean himself up. "I'll show you how and then we can do it
to each other. My roommate and I did it to each other all the time. That's even better." 
      Adam decided it was probably dirty. Everything about that area of the body was thought to be
dirty by adults. His mother always gave him a wash cloth with soap on it and told him to wash
himself "down there." It was as if she couldn't touch him there, or thought the area too weird to
touch. After this thought, other thoughts began revolving in his mind. This last year suddenly his
friends had been saying some strange things about the area, and about girls' areas. 
       Lately, his testicles had itched fiercely frequently. Sometimes when he undressed he would
sit on the edge of the bed and scratch them until they became all red and irritated, but he couldn't
seem to stop scratching. He would have an erection then, He also noticed a few black hairs
starting to grow near his penis. (Hey, guys, a new book, "One Hung Low" by Harry Balls). And
what was the joke Jack told at Cub Scout meeting that he didn't get until now. "The Lone Ranger
rides into the dark canyon and shoots his wad and nine months latter out rides the Little Stranger
Ranger." Everybody laughed and he faked it. Another one: "She had hair between her legs, that's
where the cowboys lay their eggs." 
       While he was trying to assemble all these incomprehensible bits of information they
suddenly formed  the logical pattern he had been searching for without realizing it. This epiphany
was immediately followed by a realization of a terrible wrong. While his roommate chattered on
about the glories of masturbation, Adam remembered an event from when he was about six years
old. 
      He had a friend who was the son of a doctor. One day the two of them while playing with a
neighborhood girl their same age, found an old stethoscope and thought it would be great fun to
play doctor. First, Jeremy had Adam take off his clothes to be examined with the assistance of
Nurse Muriel. Murial didn't seem to have any reaction to seeing Adam's genitals as Jerome
especially shined his flashlight "down there" for Murial's benefit. 
      Then it was Muriel's turn. She had no hesitation about removing her clothes after the two
boys told her it would be all right, and if she isn't, she couldn't play with them anymore. The
terrible wrong that Adam and his friend committed took place when Murial was finally
persuaded to lower her panties. The boys looked at her genitals and immediately concluded that
she had a deformity. 
       They both looked very grave and said; "Murial, you have a very serious problem. 
      A shaken little girl asked; "What?" 



      "Just look. You don't have one," Jerome said 
      Muriel looked at herself "down there", grabbed her clothes and ran from the hot, dusty attic
of the garage where the doctor was seeing patients and rendering misdiagnoses. 
      Adam now knew that he had been privileged to gaze on the anatomical phenomenon that
accounted for his very existence. It all made sense. He realized that his step father and step
mother had never figured it out and that's why that had to adopt him. 
      "You want to do then?" 
      Adam came back in focus. He didn't want to, but he was afraid he would lost the good will of
his roommate and his roommate controlled his future at the school. 
      "You sure all the guys do it" 
      "Would I lie to you, Innocent?" 
      They laughed. Then they laughed until they were giggling hysterically. It was a dirty,
conspiratorial laugh, as shared laugh that overrode the fear of a new experience. 
      "Make your self comfortable and I'll see if the little general can stand at attention." 
      For the next few minutes everything was floating and soaring, except for a slight ache at the
back of his rectum. When he climaxed he thought he lost consciousness for a few seconds so
intense was the mixture of pleasure and something unlike pain but more like the memory of pain. 
      "Wasn't much of a pudding, but alright for the first t ime." 
      By the next morning Adam was convinced that masturbation was the work of the devil. No
one had ever told him about going blind or growing hair on the palm of his hand, or going crazy,
but guilt needs no specific source where sex is involved. When his roommate suggest they do it
again that night he begged off. He said his penis was still a little sore and he wanted to wait for a
first class climax next time. Secretly, he had decided to masturbate three more times and then
quit it forever. He had no rational reason for his decision; just guilt feelings. Some adult had told
him habits are formed by repeating an action three or four times. He knew he didn't want a habit. 
      Two days later they mutually masturbated. Adam was surprised but neither repulsed nor
excited by the strange feeling of another boys penis in his hand. When he reached his target of
four habit forming actions he had forgotten his solemn promise to himself. By spring vacation he
was masturbating twice a day by himself and every night with his roommate. The only guilt he
felt by then concerned his solo performances. He didn't want his roommate to think he was a
pervert. 
      The military school experience left Adam with a sense of useless accomplishment and a deep
belief in the impossibility of precision. College was the next step on his parent's parental agenda,
but the Korean War was still smoldering and his number came up before he could enroll and
apply for a deferment. He was plucked from the rigid discipline of military school and deposited
in regimented environment of the military, namely the U.S. Air Force. 
      His father had died in his last year at the school. He died of a purposeless life, marked only
by the pride of drinking more and outliving his fellow alcoholics. A horrible incident had
shocked him into abstinence. 
      He had gone to visit his old employer, a local electric appliance manufacturer, and parked his
car at the rear of the plant. He entered through a back door at the shipping room entrance and
slowly climbed the stairs to the executive floor. He had to pass through the assembly department
which shared the third floor with the executive suites. As he passed through the assembly area he
noticed a small man waiting impatiently for the freight elevator. 
      Suddenly, the little man went to the elevator door. A window in the door had the glass broken



out of it. The man   stuck his head through the window, supposedly to see if the elevator was
coming. Unfortunately, it was. Adam's father had a moment to realize the stupidity of what the
man had done, but had no time to warn him. The headless jumped up, and then landed on its feet.
Then it turned around and staggered ten or twelve steps toward Adam's father. Blood was
spurting from the neck as a diminishing fountain. With a gurgle the corpse fell at his feet. The
blood slowly drubbing out of the mangled neck, the body twitching as it lay. 
       No one had seen the accident, except Adam's father. Two men came around the corner just
as the spurting headless corpse was stiff leggedly staggering. The two men and Adam's father
vomited immediately, The company had two friends drive Adam's father home. He never drank
again. 
      Yet, he couldn't find cause for the lack of interest in alcohol. Perhaps it was the suddenness
of the man's death. A stupidity, a momentary dumb act had cost the man his life before he could
even regret his unthinking impulse. In a mere second he was dead, erased, removed from life, and
he went on horrifying his fellow men after death. It was painless, senseless, instantaneous, yet
horrible. Fourth of July backyard fireworks, the silver cones that spewed pink showers of sparks
into the black night would always remind him of the fountain of blood. Elevators, catsup, and the
stupidity of cartoon characters who repeatedly did stupid things would also remind him for the
rest of his life. 
      The moment his drinking stopped killing him, his smoking took over the job. He developed a
galloping case of emphysema that choked off his life in eight months. 
      For those eight months he sat in a red leather chair in his dark study and stared at the rich
walnut paneling until his breath gave out. Adam two hundred and fifty miles to come home every
other weekend because his mother begged him. When he got home he would sit and watch his
father  accept the diminishing life's breath. He didn't fight for breath, he only took what his
damaged lungs would give him. Adam watched this man he hardly knew as he breathed less
deeply with each trip home; unshaven, unwashed, his eyes dulled by drugs, his wife whining in
the background. 
      Adam was sworn into the Air Force and waited six months for orders to report for duty. He
spent his time visiting his friends from military school who hadn't been drafted. They were in
various colleges around the midwest. He would drive his father's big Buick to the various
campuses for a weekend of beer, booze, and laying around a trashy dorm or fraternity. He
received sympathy from his friends and their friends; they understood his need to act the fool
because he about to face death on the frozen hills of North Korea. 
      As it turned out he only faced the semi-warm rains of Okinawa and a large warehouse filled
with photographic supplies. This was an eight hour a day war for the Air Force. He went to work
every morning , filled requisitions for cameras, developer, hypo various kinds of photographic
paper, went to lunch, took a nap in the back of the warehouse, filled in reports about the day's
activity, and went home. In this war the bombing schedule was posted along with the commercial
flights on the Naha airport  timetable. North Korean spies copied down the information every
morning and radioed the it before noon. 
      Home for Adam wasn't a dirty barracks with sixty other soldiers, but a Japanese style two
room house near Kadena Air Force Base where he worked. He shared the house with its owner, a
mature Okinawan woman named Mitsiko. He had met her in the Base PX three weeks after he
arrived on the island. She sold cameras and he had saved enough to buy a good one having
become interested from his work. He liked her steady gaze and almost Westernized manner of



speaking directly to the point, so he asked her if she would help him master his new camera on a
picnic. They drove to Yonabaru and walked along the bluffs until they were far from other
couples using the popular recreation area. He had brought only beer and doughnuts for their
picnic. 
       Adam had become a romantic at this time of his life. Mitsiko was older than Adam by
several years. She had been a young teenager when her country suddenly exploded one day with
death and the Americans. After weeks of hiding in one of the burial caves that dot the island, and
sneaking out at night to dig food in the nearby fields, and watching in terror, the noise stopped.
She lived with her family for a long time in a compound built by the Americans for the families
made homeless by the complete destruction of Naha. Then, she was hired by a regimental PX and
found that the job had additional duties. She was raped by the manager, a young tough from the
New Jersey Palisades who was exploiting the military and life. She continued to submit to him
because that is what a conquered people have to do. As the island recovered from the war, she
rose on her job to more responsible positions until she became an expert on cameras and she
could move to the much larger Base PX. 
       A few of her friends had become prostitutes after the war, but she wasn't tempted at that
time. One day her former boss, the PX manager who raped and used her, appeared at her new
job. He said he had three girls who were earning more than one hundred dollars per night as
prostitutes under his successful guidance. He had room for one more girl; was she interested? 
       She was bored with the job and the struggle to survive as sole provider for her mother and
young brother, and since she had been raped and used already, she thought the promise of
capitalizing on her damaged body was attractive. 
      The former PX manager had somehow got hold of an ambulance and fitted it out with two
cots.  He would travel to a different location each night to keep from being caught and let the
word be broadcast about what he had to offer. The girls could only work two at a time, so the
other two girls would be warming up the next customers for the quickie they were about to
experience. 
        From the beginning Mitsiko felt nothing, thought nothing, and was grateful for the money
that the PX manager handed divided evenly among the girls each night. 
      Then one night the pimp tried to introduce the four girls to morphine. He had stated a new
business. He had found the Air-sea Rescue Unit had morphine serettes as part of the supplies
aboard the rubber rafts that were dropped to people in the ocean. With a partner in crime they
were stealing the morphine capsules and peddling them to the Gis. The first one was free, the
next one reasonable, the later ones expensive. Mitsiko saw the scheme for what it was, and
convinced the three other girls to quit with her. She traded curb service sex for boring camera
demonstrations at the Base PX> 
      When she found herself on a picnic with a terribly romantic GI who had obvious intentions of
seduction, she played the game that was expected of her. She faltered in English unnecessarily
and acted naive. When he asked her to pose semi-nude for his new camera she played the shy
maiden. 
      "I think you butterfly," she said. 
      "I'm not a butterfly. What's a butterfly, Mitsiko?" 
      "You fly away from Mitsiko, maybe tonight, maybe tomorrow like butterfly after sucking
flower." 
      "No, I think you're beautiful, understand? I want to capture your beauty with my new



camera." He was speaking loudly, slowly and clearly, as people do to foreigners. 
      She thought Americans were strange in their attitudes towards women. Most of them were
like little boys asking permission from their mothers, cajoling, and teasing, instead of taking what
they wanted like Oriental chauvinist men. But she had learned to play their game. She acted
innocent and shy, and then pretended to be overcome with passion when their clumsy pawings
caused their breathing to turn to panting. So, she posed for him  in the nude while he clicked his
camera at her, talking to her all the time, talking nervously about her beauty and her shyness. 
      Finally, when he was focusing on a close portrait of her left breast he kissed her roughly and
passionately. She pretended to be shocked, pushed him away, picked her clothes, and moved
away. Adam apologized for the next fifteen minutes while she held onto an urge to laugh. He
said that her beauty overwhelmed him, and begged for another chance. Mitsiko looked shyly at
the ground at his feet and told him she thought he was "Blue-eyed nice" and would allow him to
be nice to her. 
      For two weeks she haunted him in his fantasy, while she taunted him with her wiles. She
fended off his increasingly frequent bursts of sudden passion followed by abject apologies. Her
resistance grew less vigorous with each attack until one night at her little house in the squatters
village at Kadena she submitted. The next week he moved in with her and stayed for seven
months. 
      Adam was completely in love with the idea of domestic coupling. He spent most of his pay to
make the household as Westernized as possible. He bought food from the commissary, comforts
from the PX, and played the role of the providing husband dictating to the little woman. Sex
went from a twice daily event to a once a day event. Miksiko gave him love and affection and
played the games she thought American brides would play. She knew they were only playing
house and she guarded against the day when it would end. Adam couldn't accept the reality of it,
pretending there would be no end. 
      After several months of this pastoral domesticity,  Mitsiko came home from her job one day
and found Adam in bed looking pale and drawn. "Too much fucking," he said. She knew better
when she heard his symptoms. It was the liver disease which affected American living in the
Exotic Orient. Those Americans who took their life style with them seldom became uninfected,
but those who tried to live as natives, eating the food, would ingest the parasite and become ill.
Adam spent the next several weeks in the hospital while Mitsiko waited faithlessly. 
      She and Adam had become close friends with another couple, a GI living close by with a
Okinawan woman. The sometimes shared dinners and spent weekends on the beaches. Adam was
so obsessed with his romantic notions of domestic life he was not attracted at all by the other
woman, his friend wasn't so immune. Mitsiko and the other couple would sometimes go together
to visit Adam in the hospital. On occasion the GI would stop by on his way home from work to
ask if Mitsiko needed anything. At first, she was touched by his thoughtfulness, but soon she
became aware of his more personal interest in her. Despite her sophisticated skills at luring men
to her, she completely lack knowledge of how to discourage them. 
      One evening she barely arrived home when the friend was standing in the doorway. 
      "How's Adam getting along?" 
      "He's fine. Just rest and special food will do it  now." 
      "You must miss him." 
      "I do." 
      "I mean, a woman needs a man in the house. In bed, I mean. Specially a woman like you." 



      She nodded absently. Her mind was focused on how to make the evening meal different and
exciting. She cleared some dishes from the table, looked into the small refrigerator for
inspiration, sighed, and turned back toward him. "I'm sorry, I'm very rude, not paying attention to
a guest. Can I offer you something to drink?" 
      "No. I'm leaving. You just go ahead with whatever you do." 
      She thought he left and was relieved. She went into the adjoining room that served as a
bedroom and began changing from the blouse and skirt as required of PX employees into the
more comfortable and familiar kimono. There he stood, leaning against the Japanese style sliding
door, grinning and silent. She started to protest and ask him to leave as he moved toward her. She
was wearing only her panties. 
      In a few seconds she saw that struggling was not going to help her. It was silent, determined
rape. He pulled her hair and force her to the floor, ripped off the underpants, readied himself, and
proceeded efficiently. After he was spent he knelt on her stomach to pull himself up, noted her
expression of hate, and threw her kimono over her face. 
      He appeared at irregular intervals during the weeks that Adam was hospitalized, taking her
with a implied violence at each visit. Sometimes he would force her to perform fellatio,
sometimes he wanted a new position, but always with force and always with almost complete
silence.   He didn't seem to realize when he climaxed; no sound, no sudden movements, no overt
reaction. 
      Mitsiko hated him for his violent indifference. When the PX manager had sex with her he
paid some attention to her wants and needs occasionally. The Gis who had her as a prostitute
were friendly, most often appreciative, and sometimes giggly. Adam was romantic. Subservient
to her wants, and always respectful. She hated this GI rapist because of his assumptions; the
thought that he could just take her because she was there. His dehumanizing of her caused her to
dissolve the hate into a constant numbness. She was conditioned to numbness from her earliest
experience with the PX manager, but this was a numbness of her entire being. Whenever she saw
his form appear on her doorstep she would suddenly felt her whole body revert to a state of
deadness. From then on, with this bestial man submission, passivity, and as much dignity as
possible were her only feelings and thoughts during sex. 
      Then, between the fifth and sixth visit from the beast her feelings suddenly and strangely
changed. She began to wait for his visits with a feeling of excitement and longing. Actually, a
mixture of excitement and dread, or degradation were present. He treated her as inhuman and
seemed to be himself inhuman. If he was a beast then she was free to also behave as a beast. She
was free of the restraints that characterized her sexual behavior up to this point. She had feared
the PX manager because he could fire her. Prostitution also had an element of a employee
performance as the essence of the job. With Adam it was an endless job of imagining how
American women behaved. Sex was tender, expressive and affectionate, but didn't allow her
mindless freedom. Adam was never strong in his lovemaking, never varied, and always
worshipful. 
      When Adam was released from the hospital she said nothing, his friend said nothing, and
Adam suspected nothing. Her behavior betrayed nothing. When she learned she was pregnant she
told Adam and let him assume it was his child. 
      The army at this time was extremely liberal about performing abortions on Okinawan women
made pregnant by Gis, so it was arranged. Adam suffered guilt for the agony he supposedly
caused. Then the guilt was compounded by his tour of duty ending and his decision of whether to



marry Mitsiko of not. He couldn't imagine her in St. Louis with his whining mother nor on a
college campus. But then he couldn't imagine living without her everyday. He reconciled himself
to the abortion by telling himself that a child would have forced him to abandon Mitsiko and the
baby out of fear of responsibility. He wrestled with the dilemma for two weeks, then one night he
talked with his rapacious friend. 
      "I don't see how I can ever live without her. At the same time, I can't see her in St. Louis. At
least my life style in St. Louis." 
      "You'll find another woman when you get home and forget all about her. There all about the
same; some louder, some smarter, but they all got----" 
      "But Mitsiko would have had my kid. How can I abandon her when she's been so straight
with me." 
      "Let me tell you something, Buddy, she hasn't been all that  straight." 
      "What do you mean?" 
      "I mean, well, for instance, she ever tell you she was a hooker for a while? I know that for a
fucking fact, because my woman was with her in an ambulance converted to a fuckin' curbside
whore house." 
      Adam was stunned for a full minute. "She never said it right out loud, but she did say she
wasn't exactly an angel. She told me about the PX guy." 
      "He was the pimp for the girls. And she wasn't . . . .I don't know that I should say anything
but. . . she wasn't too lonely while you was in the hospital either, Buddy boy." 
      "That I don't believe, you fucker." 
      "Did she get pregnant all the times you were pumping her. You go sick and bingo she's
caught one." 
      Adam thought about the fact that he always insisted he use a condom and never failed, except
once or twice when it broke. It had to be me, he thought. He didn't like the thought of his being a
cuckold. His young romantic heart had blocked the harsh thoughts of reality from his mind. He
didn't want to know about life before he arrived at the PX that day and saw her for the first time.
He could accept that life was difficult right after the invasion and he could forgive anything that
happened then. But while he was living with her? 
       "It coulda been me. I was the father." 
      His friend looked at him with cruel amusement. He was tempted to tell him that he wasn't the
father, but instead: "I'm sure you were. The odds are yours." 
      "Yeah. Sure. Sure they are." 
      But doubt once hatched concerning matters of fidelity and morals grows of its own fertile
self. He couldn't kill it, he couldn't ignore it, and he felt it infect his mind even as he tried
desperately to think benevolent thoughts about this woman he thought he loved. He began to
visualize Mitsiko as a teenager during the invasion. Always he saw only retreating Japanese
soldiers committing the atrocities. Mitsiko fleeing away from the guns and seeking refuge in a
cave where Jap soldiers are hiding. The methodically rape her sodomize her and leave her for
dead. Fantasies like this keep running through his head. 
      Another scenario involved the ambulance whore house. Then, Miksiko was servicing two Gis
at once while the pimp watched. Afterwards, he beat her for not performing with mock passion. 
      Then he realized that Mitsiko had been playing a clever role with him. He always had a
feeling that this was the case, but she was too good to allow him to see it. She was too hesitant in
initiating some actions or responding occasionally. Through these fantasies and through his



reviewing past incidents Adam came to the conclusion that she had not ever been straight with
him. He accepted that he had probably been cuckolded, but he would not accept that he didn't
father her child. He needed that. 
      A week after the conversation with his friend, he left work early, came home and started
packing his gear. Mitsiko watched in silence, small tears appearing now and then as moved
around the little house locating small items. He finished and made a gesture that included the
whole house. "You can have everything else. I don't want it." 
      She began then to cry in earnest and tried to come to him for comfort for the last time. He
held her away from him. "I'm sorry but I can't bring myself to kiss you good-bye." 
       He turned and walked through the door toward the enlisted men's barracks. 
      Mitsiko stared dully at the open door for a few moments. When she fully understood the
finality of what just happened, she picked up the broom and began sweeping the rice mat
flooring. She swept every corner of the house at least twice before she stopped. After that, she
changed the bed, undressed and climbed in it. As she fell asleep her last thought was "What the
hell." 
      Adam entered college that fall and left college that winter. He lived at home with his lonely,
complaining mother and a housekeeper who talked incessantly and senselessly. He had few
friends. His school friends were dispersed all over the country and his local friends were either
away at college or involved in a life he didn't want. While reading the material the Veterans'
Administration sent him he noticed he was entitled to vocational counseling as part of his GI Bill
package. He was told he showed an aptitude for history as a result of the many tests he was
subjected to. With this in mind he enrolled at the University of North Carolina on the GI Bill. He
picked the school because it was far from his mother and in a mild climate. This time he stayed
in school majoring in American history, getting by, staying loose and drifting. 
      One day when he was a senior an acquaintance told him of a Japanese girl who was attending
Salem College in Winston-Salem. On an impulse he drove there from Chapel Hill believing more
and more with every mile that he would find the girl of his dreams in a kimono sitting on a bench
under a yum yum tree. Instead, he lurked around the campus looking for his fantasy for two days,
and then on day three he asked a tiny blondish girl with big brown eyes if she knew of an
Oriental girl enrolled. 
      "I actually think there are four of them. One each from China, Japan, Korea, and the
Philippines. Non Communist China and South Korea of course. Which would you like?" 
      "I don't know, Where are they hiding?" 
      "We have a token everything at Salem, including one Negro girl. They get free tuition if they
stand on Main Street on weekends wearing Salem tee shirts showing the tourists that were
liberal." 
      "You're kidding." 
      "Aren't you?" 
      "No. I happen to love Oriental women." 
      "You won't like these unscrutibles. Three never take their face out of their food and the other
is thin as a chop stick." 
      "Oh. I was misinformed. Where are you from?" 
      "A little town in Indiana." 
      "How did you happen to come way out here." 
      "I wanted to major in piano but I'm lazy. I heard they had a tone deaf Dean of Music here.



Eastman is for serious music teachers and Juilliard is for serious performers. I just like to play
piano. I'll start working when I get to grad school next fall." 
      "Studying what?" 
      "Social; work at Chapel Hill." 
      "You seem to have your life all organized and planned like a calendar." 
      "I know what I want most of the time." 
      "You want to go to dinner with me?" 
      "I knew I did three hours ago as I watched you lurking around the square." 
      "Yeah, of curse. Then you probably know where I'm taking you to dinner." 
      "Do you have a car?" 
      "Yes." 
      "Then I know." 
      Six months later, Adam and Nancy were married in her home church in a candlelight service
with the church decorated with various yellow blossoms, mostly daisies. She wore a white lace
dress trimmed with yellow daisies. She had planned the wedding four years ago, including the
month and the year. Her only compromise was the color of the groom's hair; he was supposed to
have wavy brown instead of straight black hair. His deep blue eyes were beyond her
expectations.
     The two couples had very individual reactions to their Christmas intimacy, but they all shared
an instinctive reaction of withdrawal. Martha and Nancy didn't talk on the phone for more than
two weeks, and Adam and Jerry didn't happen to arrange one of their infrequent lunches together.
Nancy and Adam didn't talk about the incident, but Martha and Jerry talked about it incessantly
for a week before repressing it. 
      Martha and Jerry always talked about everything that happened to either of them. Jerry
usually played the role of the doctor or father, and Martha was the patient or child. Sometimes
the roles were reversed, but only rarely. 
      Martha said: "I had a very interesting reaction, one of fear and excitement combined. And
even the fear was very exciting." 
      "That's a perfectly normal reaction for a female." 
      "And why shouldn't I have a normal reaction?" 
      "You should and did. I was just reassuring you in case you thought you had an abnormal
reaction." 
      "I don't need your condescension. I know what's normal." 
      "So? What's normal?" 
      "My temperature and a small city in Illinois. Don't change the subject." 
      "What is the subject?" 
      "I told you how I felt about Adam acting intimate with me. Now, you tell me how you felt
with Nancy." 
      Jerry hesitated, a fatal mistake he realized, but too late. He knew he couldn't tell Martha how
stupidly exciting it felt to play with Nancy's mouth, but he couldn't lie either. I think becoming
intimate with someone new is always stimulating and intriguing. I've never been particularly
attracted to Nancy, not at all in fact. I like her a lot, as you know, but the chemistry is missing" 
      "You are dodging the question. Was it exciting with her then, or wasn't it?" 
      "Yes, of course. But a new person is always-----" 
      "Never mind the anonymous new person, we're talking about Nancy our old friend and wife



of friend Adam. Real people." 
      "You're right. The answer is yes, it was exciting with Nancy." 
      Next question, "Do you think it would be exciting to do it again?" `     "Yes. Do you?" 
      "I don't know because it was so frightening." 
      "Guilt is half the fun when you're a teenager, and fear is half the fun when you're an adult. I
have spoken." 
      "Then tell me, oh all-powerful Wizard of Oz, are you pushing for another chance to feel-up
Nancy." 
      "I realize this isn't Kansas anymore, Dorothy, but we're just having an intellectual discussion
about the fascinating topic of sex." 
      "I'm not being intellectual about this. I was really turned on by Adam. I think it's going to
help OUR sex life. I feel sexier." 
      "God knows we can use it. But do you mean thinking of Adam when you're with me will
make you sexier." 
      "Should I deny it?" 
      "I wish you could, but if you feel that way I want to know it." 
      "You mean you're jealous, but you'd rather be jealous than deceived." 
      "Something like that. .  . . Yes, definitely yes." 
      "Now, will a Nancy fantasy help you in bed." 
      "I don't need help, but if you do---------" 
      "That's not what I meant." 
      And so it went, unendingly. Their conversations were life the Mobius strip, or like coitus
interuptus. They kept at the topic for a week and then realized the hopelessness of simply
admitting they enjoyed the adventure. Martha now found some hope growing in her bosom that
through Adam she might attain the satisfaction that had eluded her since her first intercourse. She
had always wanted to want sex in its fullest fulfillment, but she always stopped wanting
fulfillment as she became really stimulated. It was as if a switch was thrown in her brain that
denied her satisfaction and replaced it with irritation. "I want desperately to want it," she would
cry into her pillow as Jerry comforted her by rubbing her back. Often, she would calmly allow
Jerry to manipulate her clitoris and she would have an orgasm after considerable effort on his
part, but it was not what she desperately needed to feel grown up and feminine. 
      Jerry had perhaps been more than patient with Martha's "problem." When they were first
married Martha allowed Jerry to be in charge of their complete sex life. At her insistence they did
not have intercourse until their wedding night; they had engaged in heavy petting and even some
oral sex, but somehow Martha held out for a virginal marriage bed. 
       On their wedding night Jerry had made love to her five times. She remembered the night as a
blur of some pleasure, a little pain of irritation, and sleeplessness. He remembered the night as
one of endless frustration. His excitement was tempered by Martha's inactive participation. That
was the beginning of their verbal intimacy and physical disappointment. 
      On the drive to their honeymoon destination Martha frankly discussed her disappointment of
the Wedding Night. Jerry listened carefully and considered how he could provide more
satisfaction for his bride. He decided on a slower pace. That night when they stopped at a motel
en route to her parent's Maine cabin for two weeks of honeymoon Jerry provided tender foreplay
and cuddling, but stopped short of the act. Jerry hadn't explained his "go slow" theory to Martha.
She, as a confused young bride, thought that she had so disappointed him on the previous night



that he was rejecting her. 
       In actual fact, Jerry's theory was working in part. The extended foreplay and tenderness was
stimulating Martha, but the absence of culmination evoked a paranoid reaction in her. She
withheld her feelings this time, believing her confession enroute contributed to his
disappointment. 
      After they had settled in their first apartment their sex life didn't improve. Martha simply
could not master the technique of inserting a diaphragm. Their bathroom was close to their
bedroom and Jerry would lie in bed and hear Martha sobbing as she vainly tried to place the
diaphragm properly. After several weeks of sexual frustration, he told her it was hopeless for her
to learn diaphragm insertion skills, and he insisted on using a condom instead. Again, she felt a
sexual failure. 
      Jerry was being very compassionate about the problem, but he felt his disappointment turning
to anger as time pass. He let slip remarks about the fact that condoms were not as satisfying as
sex without them. Each little slip drove Martha deeper into depression. She struck back at him by
pointing to his table manners, his tendency to not explain fully every aspect of his job, even his
clothes were examined and found less than adequate. 
      Six months into the marriage Jerry had reached the end of his patience and the height of
frustration. As time had past intercourse had become more painful for her, though she was afraid
to mention it to Jerry. Finally, he vagina completely rebelled and refuse to open. Jerry's efforts
resulted in failure. No tender foreplay or manual stimulation would persuaded the little mouth to
open wide. 
       One rainy Saturday afternoon they tried and failed to allow  penetration. Jerry jumped out of
bed in frustrated anger and turned to Martha. His face was distorted. When raised both hands to
his head in anguish Martha mistakenly thought he was getting ready to hit her. She sprang to her
knees and face him as though daring him to strike. Instead, she saw him hold his head and start to
cry silently. She wanted to comfort him, but found she couldn't move. 
       "Martha, you can't do it yourself. You need help. Either you go to a psychiatrist, or I have to
leave you. I can't stand to love you and not have you physically" 
      Then they cried together and Martha said, between sobs, that she would get an appointment
as soon as possible. That climactic moment in itself improved their relationship immediately. 
       The improvement may have been based on a false premise. When Martha agreed that she
had indeed a serious psychological problem, Jerry assumed the role of the sympathetic husband.
He remembered thinking that he would not have abandoned a wife who had a serious automobile
accident, or contracted some disease that affected their sex life, so how could he do anything but
stay by her side and pray for her eventual cure. Later developments seemed to indicate that his
attitude might have been wrong. 
      The greatest improvement came after Martha had seen a woman  psychiatrist for more than a
year. It was also the most chilling moment of the marriage for Jerry. Martha's vaginismus had not
improved much over the year. They abstained or they practiced mutual masturbation. Sometimes
Martha performed oral sex for Jerry. Then. One night Martha announced that she believed her
vagina was beginning to open and she wanted to try intercourse. 
      Jerry was of course delighted. Martha laid on her back and Jerry was ready to enter her.
Suddenly, She pushed him violently away from her and at the same time screamed "No! Daddy
don't!" Jerry fell backwards. She had pushed him violently that he tumbled off the end of the bed
and hit his head on the floor. Martha sobbed for an hour. 



      Jerry was too shocked to mention the incident at the time. He thought she would be
discussing it with her psychiatrist, and she always said she couldn't discuss events until she
talked with her therapist about them. Three weeks later Jerry asked her what her therapist thought
about the chilling incident. Martha had no memory of it. 
      Jerry called the psychiatrist and told her of the incident. She showed great interest. After
several weeks the psychiatrist called him to tell him that he must have been mistaken about
Martha's outburst. She could find no evidence of paternal sexual abuse, whether through word
association or hypnosis. Perhaps, she said, Martha did say the words, but it was her fantasy but
certainly it was not her history. Jerry felt better about Martha's father but remained puzzled for
many years. 
      It was then that the vaginismus began to clear up and the relationship improved
immeasurably. Sex was not only possible for Martha but she began to derive some pleasure from
it. She seemed to satisfy herself with merely receiving stimulation up to a point. Though orgasms
eluded her she would feel satisfied providing Jerry didn't continue too long after the switch
clicked in her head. And then there was always masturbation when Jerry wasn't around. 
      Around the middle of January after the Christmas incident, Nancy called Martha and acted as
if nothing had taken place. They chatted and laughed, giggled a little, related the latest about their
husbands and children, and discussed getting together for lunch. Martha suggested a popular
restaurant about halfway between Silver Spring and Alexandria. The agreed to meet the next day
at noon. 
      Martha arrived first and signaled Nancy as she came through the front door. "Our table isn't
available until twelve thirty, but I thought meeting noonish would give us time for one leisurely
drink." 
      "I've got all afternoon. You?" 
      "Til around five thirty." 
      "Me, too. Is that the root cause of women's lib? Educated women like us who are bored with
their easy life?" 
      "I don't know. I only know I could have danced all night but no one asked me 'til four AM." 
       "You know I can't be philosophical without a beer in my hand." 
      Martha had a Bloody Mary already ordered. Nancy order a beer while they talked of light
matters until Nancy ordered her second beer. 
      "I think Adam wants to keep me bored at home. Unconsciously, that will keep me focused on
his life and needs." 
      "Jerry said on time that if he could anything to improve our relationship it would be to make
me less dependent on him. It really hurt me when he said that; I felt he was trying to escape from
me." 
      "I'm sure he didn't mean it that way. All women are  paranoid sometimes, I think." 
      "Really?" 
      "We are so afraid our men are going to leave we read into things." 
      "But I still remember it. I never carried a grudge more than ten years. Then it turns into
smoldering resentment." 
      Nancy laughed. "I can never remember the bad things, of the bad times. Adam always has to
remind me." 
      "I just realized something. You haven't had a job since you got married." 
      " I have. I worked while Adam was in graduate school getting his masters in Social Work. I



already had my masters. Then when he graduated he wanted me to stay home and have babies. I
did but we didn't. You met us right after we about to adopt Gavin, remember?" 
      "Right. I remember when he came for a trial weekend." 
      "Scared? I thought I would die of not knowing what to do with a five year old boy." 
      "Remember, you asked me if they ate grown up food. I wasn't  absolutely sure because Bobla
was only one or two at the time, but Dr. Spock said so." 
      Martha carried her second Bloody Mary to the table and Nancy touted her third beer. They
ordered, ate, smoked and chatted. After they decided to cheat on their diets a little and share an
apple strudel with heavy cream, Nancy brought up the hidden agenda. 
      "We've shared some intimate times over the years, you and I. Men don't seem to at all. God
knows what they talk about." 
      "Sports." 
      "Right. My point is that frank and open as we've been about sex, we've never really gotten
down to the nitty-gritty." 
      "Nice Jewish girls like me don't talk about graphic sex because sex is dirty. Gentiles do it to
each other" 
      "But we have talked openly. I remember the first time I think we did. It was in that scrap yard
we called a garden in Louisville. Jerry was giving a seminar someplace and we talked away the
whole afternoon." 
      "I thin you talked. I listened. I do remember being grateful that other people had sex
problems, too. 
      "We had one then. That was the time I had that other job. Remember I was working part time
for the Welfare Department. Adam was threatened by it, I think. He wouldn't or couldn't make
love for weeks." 
      Martha laughed. Yes, you said you would take a nice warm bath, douse yourself with
perfume, put on your sexiest nightie, and snuggle up to Adam. He'd go on reading some
sociology journal and ignore you. Finally, you'd have to take a cold shower and scrub the
perfume off to calm down." 
      Nancy lowered her voice to a whisper. "You asked me if I masturbated. I was embarrassed
because no one had every said the word out loud to me before." 
      "And I was more embarrassed when I said I did all the time and said you tried several times
and always ended up at first bored and then laughing at yourself. I felt like a pervert after I had
confessed to you." 
      "You're probably the normal one. I'm probably missing a lot of fun." 
      "I don't think so. You have orgasms all the time you say." For a second Martha looked sad,
but then she quickly recovered. "The advantage is that you don't have to wait for anyone to do it,
the disadvantage is that you have nobody to share a cigarette with afterwards." 
      Nancy laughed. 
      Martha changed her voice quality. "Was it as good for you as 
      it was for you?" 
      They both laughed. 
      Then Nancy said: "I want to talk about Christmas Night." 
      "I don't know that I do. I have such mixed feelings about 
      it." 
      "So do I, that's why I want to talk. The question that rings in my head like a bad song lyric is



whether we're missing something in life. There's sexual revolution in progress in these 1970s and
we haven't joined up. Do the young people on Adam's staff have the right idea? You know, it's
there, the feelings I mean. Should we repress them?" 
      "For some people it's there, the feelings. You know the definition of a Jewish nymphomaniac,
don't you? Twice a year." 
      "You've told me about your problem. But I want to know if you were turned on Christmas
night." 
      Martha mentally gulped. How do you tell a woman friend that her husband gave you wild
genital stirrings. If you lie then she will probably also lie, and that will end it. If you tell the
truth? 
       In that second Martha realized that Nancy  was asking because she was turned on by Jerry.
By Jerry!! Of course, if she wasn't excited by Jerry she wouldn't be bringing up the experience. 
      Martha didn't consciously decide anything, but she said, "I found it frightening AND very
exciting." 
      "Me, too." 
      "And Adam? What did he--------." She had said it before she realized she was leaving herself
open for a hurtful rejection, but quickly she caught herself. "I mean, have you told him how
exciting it was." 
      "Typically we haven't mentioned it to each other. But when I said I was thinking of calling
you, he encouraged me. Then, he gave me that crooked smile he reserves for pretty girls and said
the four of us should get together soon. 
      Martha accept this as a sign that Adam at least found her diverting. She wouldn't allow
herself to think anything more flattering than that. 
      "Have you and Jerry talked about it at all?" 
      "Several times. More than that. I think we have thought about almost constantly." 
      "How did he feel?" Nancy knew she was taking a chance, but she felt she needed to know. 
      "In his usual elliptical fashion he managed to say it was exciting for him. He said he was
attracted to you, but spared my feelings by refusing to say you were unbelievably desirable." 
      That was enough for now for both of them. The subject was dropped but it lay there just out
of sight while they finished one more cigarette. In the parking lot Nancy brought it up again. 
      In her most direct and organized manner she said: "I think there's one more thing to say.
We've been such good friends for so long that we've got to take a definite position on this, and I
think it's up to women involved to take that position. Either we stop it right now, or we explore
the whole realm of  possibilities. By that I mean sexual possibilities." 
      The mention of the "realm of possibilities" hit Martha in the stomach. She was almost
paralyzed by the thought of such action. 
      Nancy was talking again. "WE can't ignore it, Martha. If we do, we'll all be frustrated and
stop being friends. You agree?" 
      All Martha could do was nod. 
      "We can stop it right her, if we want. No great harm has been done so far. But we have the
power to decide and the men will have to abide by our decision. It must be firm and
unconditional, though." 
      I suppose you're right. I keep thinking I have to have a position so I know how to greet Adam
when next I see him. And then there's--------" 
      "How do you vote?" 



      "How do YOU vote?" 
      Nancy looked as if she was preparing herself for a mission behind enemy lines. "Since we can
always stop, and we should have the rule that one vote is enough to stop immediately, and since
we all like each other a lot, I vote to continue experimenting for now." 
      "Oh my," Martha said and almost literally turned white under the warm January sun. "My
first thought is that it will break up my marriage." 
      "We can stop at the first sign of anything like that." 
      "It may be too late. . . . I don't know, Nancy." 
      "Why don't we all have dinner and talk about it." 
      "Good idea, Oliver." 
      "You're welcome, Stanley." 
      "Our house. Thursday." 
      As Nancy was getting into her car picked up a book from the front seat and waved it at
Martha. "I almost forgot. Have you heard of this book, Proposition 37. It's about middle-class
attitudes toward marriage in the seventies. The couples form a group marriage." She was
shouting to Martha several cars distance from her. 
      At the moment two young women were approaching a car between Nancy and Martha's cars.
One of them turned toward Nancy and said, "I'm all for that. Two men have got to be better than
one. All four women laughed. 
      Nancy said, "It really makes a lot of sense the way its stated in this novel," 
      "I'll see if the Silver Spring branch has a copy," Martha said. 
      Before Martha reached home that afternoon she was in throes of one of her anxiety attacks.
This time it was a shortness of breath. The following days she was visited by constipation and
fitful sleep. Part of the prolonged anxiety was cause by Jerry's delight at the news of further
discussion of experimenting. But despite every symptom and suffering she was unable to pick up
the phone and cancel the dinner. Somewhere deep inside she looked at this possible adventure as
a hope; she didn't consciously know it, but it kept her hand off the phone. 
       The day before the dinner she was suffering so much she decided it was foolish to continue.
After the children left for school and Jerry drove off to work, she was going to call Nancy and
confess her cowardice.. Then the phone rang and she heard Adam's voice. 
      "Martha, I hope your looking forward to our dinner tomorrow as much as I am. I've miss not
seeing you. Nancy said you two had an open and frank talk. Are you looking forward to it?" 
      She made a sound. It wasn't a yes sound or a no sound. It was a sound with a rising or falling
inflection expressing some question or conviction. It was the most inconclusive sound
conceivable. 
      "Good. I hoped you were. Just wanted to say hello. Got to run." 
      The only possible explanation for Martha's sudden subsiding anxiety had to be Adam's
definite declaration of interest in her. Jerry always claimed no women was ever insulted by an
implied proposition. Now, she realized that was at least true for her. She wanted to hear more
declarations and compliments directed to her alone. The dinner took on importance beyond sex;
it was about affection, maybe. Something important was worth getting constipated over. If he
really cares he will pay close attention to my problems. Kissing leads to petting and petting leads
to . . . maybe true intimacy. 
      For the most part the dinner couldn't be distinguished from dozens of others the four had
shared over the years in cities scattered across the landscape. The greetings were slightly



awkward, but also somewhat warmer. The conversation was both more animated and filled with
awkward pauses. 
      The unusual pauses between spontaneous laughter was caused by the activity under the table.
They were all on edge at first. Jerry had provided A six-pack of beer for Nancy and a new fifth of
Jack Daniels for Adam. He had also bought a special Hungarian red wine called Bull's Blood. As
the alcohol began to make its presence known, the laughter increased and the pauses became
shorter. 
      Martha had placed Jerry next to Nancy on one side of the table and she sat across from them
next to Adam. Nancy had removed her shoe and was stroking Jerry's leg with a silken foot. He
raise his trouser leg also to his knee so she could have a more sensuous surface to excite. 
      Adam began by reaching over and brushing Martha's thigh every time he leaned forward take
a bite of her superb dinner. Martha was a painstaking and courageous cook, if not an imaginative
one. Then, the brushing became a momentary patting, and finally a squeeze that slid upward and
inward accompanying each mastication. 
       After dinner they all shared cleaning up and loading the dishwasher. Then Jerry brought out
the after dinner liqueurs. Adam said he preferred Jack Daniels, so Jerry joined him. Martha had
her favorite Benedictine and Brandy, and Nancy continued with beer. Jerry lighted the fire and
they took seats in the living room. Jerry beside Nancy on the sofa, and Adam with Martha on a
love seat at the far end of the room. Immediately, the men began rubbing the backs of the
women. 
      "Did you find that Proposition book at the library?" 
      "Yes. I haven't finished reading it yet. Jerry stole to read first." 
      "I thought it was both titillating and unrealistic, "Jerry said. "The characters were all to
understanding and forgiving of each other. A group marriage like that would necessarily spark
jealousies and mistrust. Also, the children were all too accepting." 
      Adam asked, "What did you think, Martha?" 
      "I kept thinking it would be nice if such an arrangement were possible, but I knew all the
while that it isn't" 
      "But the main argument was certainly sound," Nancy said. "No one can ever get all that's
needed and wanted from one other person." 
      "So, nobody's perfect," Jerry said. 
      "Including you for interrupting me." 
      "Sorry." 
      "I was saying that if one can find a second mate who provides the missing needs and the first
mate also finds   such a second mate in the spouse of the second mate, then it could possibly
work. In fact, it would be about perfect." 
      "I can't keep straight what you said." Jerry dad. "But if you're saying that you can supply all
the needs I have that Martha doesn't, and Martha complements your needs with Adam, then it'll
work." 
      "That's what I'm saying." 
      "But it won't. Once everyone realizes that the second mate is the person you aren't, jealousies
will spring up like pimples on a teenager." 
      "But wait a minute," Martha said. "Supposing the two women involved, and the men
involved, know their own and everybody's strengths and weaknesses. For instance, I know Nancy
is a very placid person, and I'm an excitable person. I couldn't be jealous of you receiving



calmness from her, nor should you be jealous of my giving high emotions to Adam. It's all
hypothetical of course." 
      "A mere literary discussion." 
      "A fictional debate proposal." 
      "Mere psychological conjecture." 
      "Who says I'm placid?" 
      "See the problem right away?" 
      Martha brought the discussion to reality. "What about the children in a situation like that?" 
      "You tell them when they're able to understand. Until then, you tell them stories, or say
nothing, except answer any questions truthfully. That's what we tell adoptive parents at the
agency." 
      "You're the expert on children, Adam," Jerry said. "But they are learning in school that geese,
wolves, and other animals mate for life with one of their kind. How do you reconcile this for
them." 
      "You merely point out that monkeys, elephants and apes have extended families, that
different animals have different cultures. Talk about Arab  polygamy." 
      "Jerry said, "I don't think I'm a team player. I prefer Singles tennis to doubles." 
      Nancy said, "But what if your partner is fantastic and makes you look good." 
      "I've never been in that situation, but I'd like that." 
      "Anybody else want a drink while I'm up," Adam asked. 
      "Bring me a beer." 
      When Adam returned, he switched off the light in the kitchen, leaving only firelight and the
dim light from the entrance hall. 
      "Let's lie on the floor in front of the fire." It was Martha who said it. 
      Four bodies stretched full length with their feet near the fire. The two men were on the inside
facing away from each other. As soon as they were comfortable, the men kissed the women. The
back rubbing and gentle scratching restarted but now it was done from a hugging position. 
      
        Martha asked, "Shouldn't we be talking more?" 
      
      "How about them Redskins Sunday?" Jerry said. 
      "Jerry, I seem to be lying on the floor necking with a man who isn't my husband, I need some
help here." 
      No one rushed to answer Martha. She pulled away from Adam and raised up on one elbow.
"Isn't faithfulness a virtue?" 
      "Yes," said Nancy. 
      "Who says?" Adam said. 
      "Didn't we all pledge our troth at our weddings?" 
      "I did because I didn't know what a troth was, or is, or that I had one to pledge," Jerry said. 
      "So nobody's being unfaithful," Adam again. 
      "Great," Martha said. "That's like pointing out to a man driving 120 miles an hour on a
winding road with no brakes that he hasn't had an accident yet." 
      "We have brakes," Nancy said. 
      "But do we have the strength to apply them, Martha asked. 
      Adam turned Martha's head toward his, put his arms around her and kissed her deeply. "Do



you want to apply the brakes right now?" 
      "Yes. First thing in the morning." 
      It had been a mild attempt at sanity, but an honest one. It was only that Martha felt
completely disclosure at the beginning was essential. She wasn't' protesting so that they should
stop, but only that their collective eyes should be wide open and all of them seeing the same
dangers and opportunities. As for her, she believed she was desperately trying to find an answer
to why that switch clicked in her head at the wrong time whenever she had intercourse.
Sometimes the click came sooner than other times. Sometimes it was louder and caused her
immediate discomfort, and sometimes it was just a fading away like one of those dimmers on
dining room chandeliers. 
      This was a golden opportunity to experiment safely with Jerry's consent, or at least his
consent up to this moment, and she didn't want to lose this chance. She wanted to go on feeling
this excitement from Adam's kisses and touch. Yes, it all sounds like a cheap pornographic
novel, she thought, but these were the simple facts of present life and times. 
      The Pill. she thought, gave women the chance to have affairs like men for the first time in
history. What the Pill couldn't do was give them the courage. They could now fantasize and play
around the edges, but it took some push, or a perfectly safe opportunity, to make fantasy
manifest. 
       At the moment, lying in Adam's arms, she felt somewhere between romanticism and
pornography with a pinch of guilt-ridden morality thrown in. While she dreamed of moonlit
nights and walks on the beach, she also had images of violent sex with silent, faceless strangers. 
      Nancy was simply and strongly attracted to Jerry as a male and as a companion. She never
had had any quirks about sex, though recently she had been thinking more about it. She had no
guilt or panic either from her preoccupation, or from her honest attraction to Jerry. Adam was the
only man she had ever gone to bed with, but she realistically accepted the fact that had she been
born even five years later she would have been an enlistee in the sexual revolution, instead of one
of the last of the old fashioned girls. She also understood and welcomes that males and females
when attracted to each other want to have lustful, engrossing sex. She was attracted to Jerry and
since Adam was encouraging some sort of liaison, well then . . . 
       Jerry at this moment was feeling nothing except a quickening in his genital region. His
relationship with Martha was always so mercurial and complex, and the changing situation with
his good friends was moving so fast, that he retreated emotionally from the front lines. He was
enjoying kissing Nancy, wanted to progress to more expressive sex, but he was not troubled by
going forward or backward at the moment. At the back of his mind was the knowledge that
Adam was, in a sense, possessing his wife. It  was his wife that was in his mind, not Martha as a
person, as a most intimate friend. At the moment she was only his ego and that place was being
damaged. 
      Adam was the true hedonist. He had a headlong, plunging sensation at the moment, almost a
compulsion to stampede into the situation, to be the wrangler of this small herd wandering
aimlessly through this venture. He wanted to put an edge on life, make breathing fun again. AS
he kissed Martha with more and more passion, all he could think of was the moment when he
would plunge into her. He could actually picture himself poised over her spread-legged form
savoring the moment. 
      While these thoughts were in their minds, progress went forward. Jerry was touching Nancy's
face with little finger pats. and slipped his other hand under her body and caressed one breast.



She snuggled closer to him and pressed his erection into her firm buttocks. 
      The next two hours were spent lying on the floor, alternating drinking and kissing, caressing
and whispering, reflecting on their younger years. They found they enjoyed it enormously. 
      It nearly midnight when they decided the next day was a working day. They quickly agreed to
meet again as soon as possible, though it turned out to be not so soon because of their busy lives.
AS they were trying to find a free night in the not so distant future they moved toward the door
and into the light. Jerry noticed Martha's breasts bouncing beneath her sweater as she moved and
he saw the crumbled outline of her bra across her upper chest. It chilled him.

Martha Martha was born to Jewish parents in a hospital in Bronx, New York. The fact
that she was born a girl into a Jewish family with two older girls constituted probably the greatest
influence on her life. It was a family joke, but a personal lifelong nightmare that her father made
a gesture of disgust when the doctor told him he had fathered another girl baby. And she was "the
baby" of the family. Parents, sisters, aunts and uncles all seemed to conspire to keep Martha
dependent and pampered. She was the permanent cute  kid who was brought out at family
gatherings to perform  her little childish exhibitions of talent and receive a pinch on the cheek
before being placed back in obscurity. She was thirteen or fourteen and her father was insisting
she put on her Baby Snooks costume and sing "The Good Ship Lollipop" whenever the family
gathered en mass. 
      Her performances ended when she was fourteen at a family gathering to celebrate her father's
forty fifth birthday, Her father as usual began putting pressure on her to leave the party, go
upstairs and put on the Baby Snooks costume. She feigned the usual amount of reluctance so as
not to arouse suspicion. When she took her place in front of the piano she received the usual
asaahhhs and ooohhhhhs from the family yentas and a couple of pinches on the bottom from a
couple of uncles. In front of the piano that no one played, with the fringed scarf and the pictures
of all three girls in gilt frames, she sang her well worn song to new lyrics she had composed. 
      "Take a good shit, won't you Pop, 
      On your bald head, with the fringe on top, 
      And leave me be, 
      Can't you see I'm not a kid of three." 
      There were more verses, but she never got to sing them. Her father bellowed and all the
relatives audibly gasped in unison. She saw her father coming toward her breathing fire and
dashed for the stairs. His face was purple with rage and indignation. Her mother shouted
instructions to both of them. "Stop, Morris, you hear?" Run Martha, run." Up the stairs and into
her room she flew. Her father, right behind her, tried to prevent her from closing and locking her
door by sticking his hand out. The frightened but defiant adolescent girl had more strength then
he realized and the door crunched the first joint of his middle finger. The family adopted their
usual panic mode over Morris's near fatal emergency and Martha's revolt was all but forgotten. 
      Martha was allowed to pack the Baby Snooks away in the attic, but her father's misshapen
finger and mangled nail were constant reminders of the consequences of open revolt. They also
left Martha with a permanent feeling of guilt. 
      When Martha went away to college she had a certain sense of  independence, not a sense of
freedom, but that at least she was out of earshot of her parents. The still whispered in her head,
their corporeal selves were absent. However, when she returned home for a vacation the old
patterns of dependence and helplessness returned. She was aware of the regression and hated
herself for allowing it, but felt powerless to shake it off. 



      But then, independence was not in large supply in her family. This codependency wasn't
apparent to Martha during her early years, but when Jerry entered the family he was able to
convince her. Even then, it was hard for her to believe her family was dysfunctional in any way.
Until one night soon after they were married. 
      She and Jerry were visiting New York, and her parents wanted to celebrate in some way to
show they now truly accepted Jerry. After dinner, a discussion began concerning the plans for the
evening. Martha's two sisters and their husbands were there, and as usual the men stood by
silently while the women all deferred to each other over and over. "I don't care, what do you want
to do." "We only want to please you, so say what you would really like to do." "I really don't care,
you say." 
       Interspersed with these benign comments were frank accusations of missing mental capacity.
"Are you getting feeble minded? That movie got terrible reviews. "That's a dumb idea, playing
put-putt golf in this weather." "Sure, let's eight of us get in Dad's car and drive two hours. Forget
that." 
       Jerry had said often that an idle discussion in Martha's household would have been a life
alienating slug fest in his family. 
      Finally, there seemed to be a consensus that bowling was favorable by a majority of the
female members. They all did ride in Mr. Plattstein's Buick Roadmaster and started toward the
local bowling alley. When they arrived the parking lot was crowded. AS Mr. Plattstein entered all
the women, except Martha, began offering advice, one contradicting the other. "On the right."
"Straight ahead." "Get closer to the door." As quickly as each woman spoke, he reacted. He
turned right, then went straight ahead, then left, stopped. Finally his nervous system short
circuited and he killed the engine. 
      Mr. Plattstein's shoulders were hunched and his head was shaking from side to side in little
quick movements as if trying to shake off the conflict commands. All the women suddenly were
silent. After a long pause, Mrs. Plattstein said, "It's all right, Morris. Just look for a space and
let's go bowling." With the tension still visible in his shoulders and hands, Morris started the car
and very slowly drove into an empty space while the women sat silently. 
      Later, when Jerry described the evening to Martha in bed and compared the behavior with his
own de-animated family, she said she didn't notice anything but her father's indecision about
parking his car. All the bickering and highly accusatory dialogue escaped her notice. Jerry
dropped the subject and asked what she would like to do in the city the next day. 
      "I don't care, whatever you want to do. Anything is all  right that pleases you." 
      "I'd like to go to the top of the Empire State Building>" 
      "What are you, a tourist? Only tourists go there/ That's crazy." 
      Jerry laughed, kissed Martha's neck, and turned over to sleep. 
      When the welfare or happiness of their children was at issue, Morris and Bess Plattstein
could be very decisive. They were not always correct in their assumption about the issue, but they
were firm. For instance, when Martha decided she wanted to change her major subject from
Comparative Literature to Dance Education, Morris simply forbid it. When Martha said she
would defy his wishes he said he would refuse to pay her tuition. She didn't change her major.
When she wanted to work in the City one summer, her parents instead got her a job as a
counselor at the local day camp she had attended as a camper since she was six. 
       These particular conflicts, and others during her young years, left her with a sense of
frustration, but also often with a sense of relief. She wanted to compose her own life, but she also



was afraid of striking the first chord of freedom. The old and familiar song of dependency was
too comfortable. 
       But after she began dating Jerry the song decidedly went flat. She didn't tell her parents at
first about her dating, but finally decided to  say it out loud: "Mom, I'm dating a wonderful boy
and I think I'm in love with him." 
       "He has a name?" 
      "Jerry. . .William's." 
      "The family changed it from what?" 
      "They didn't change it. He's not Jewish." 
      "Oiy, Got." 
      Bess told Morris who was more probing. "He's a gentile, a veteran, and he wants to be in
show business. A disc jockey on the radio." Then he turned as purple as when he chased Martha
upstairs and crushed his finger. "I will not have it." 
      For the first time Martha didn't feel frustrated but a little relieved. This time she felt anger
and determination. She slammed out of the house and called Jerry collect in Chapel Hill. He
calmly assured her that they would come around eventually. In the meantime she and he should
just keep quiet and go on with their lives. 
      Her commitment to Jerry was the turning point of her life. Until that moment, she had never
been able to fight for her desires and her identity. Starting that day, and ever after, she couldn't
stop fighting. 
      She carried a painful memory from when she was a child of ten. She and her older sister
Jeanette were engaged in a routine argument that and escalated into a full fight. Each was in the
process of reciting all the past sins and personal shortcomings of the other as they moved through
the house. By the time they reached the kitchen  and were trapped there, they're eyes were
bulging with rage , every muscle was tensed and strained. Janet then said the words that burst all
civilized restraint. "Mom didn't even want you. You were an accident. I heard her say it." 
      Martha lunged at her sister with both arms flailing like a windmill. Fear and panic replaced
rage on Jeanette's face as she saw her little, placid sister attack. Two churning blows hit Jeanette,
one on her arm as she was raising it to protect her face, the other flush on her nose and lip. When
another arm started toward the target she ducked. 
       Martha's fist came down with full force on a burner of the stove behind Jeanette. Pain shot
up Martha's arm from knuckle to shoulder. Her rage became more intense, except that it became
trapped inside her. The pain was the result of her rage; she was being punished for losing her
temper. She had no right to impose herself on anyone, She was a girl and she was unwanted. 
      Jeanette read the sudden change that had taken place on Martha's face and immediately went
on the offensive. She had retreated across the room to the sink, but she began a slow walk toward
Martha with fire in her eyes. Martha literally shrank down under the threat. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry.
I won't do it again. I promise." Jeanette started hitting Martha and Martha didn't try to defend
herself. She got what she thought she deserved. More than anything else, Jeanette was hitting out
because Martha was the prettiest, the most witty of the three daughters, and she was the only one
who inherited mother's naturally curly hair. 
      When Jeanette tired of slapping her, Martha raised her head and tried to take a breath. No air
came into her mouth. She gasped. She tried to suck air, to force her lungs expand. Nothing
seemed to be working. She could feel her face redden. Her voice made sounds like a puppy
whimpering in pain. 



      Jeanette said, "Come on Dumb-dumb, I won't fall for that. You can breathe if you want to." 
      Martha continued to make the whining sounds and her face became blue. Jeanette realized it
wasn't a ruse. "Oh, God, I'm sorry kid." She grabbed Martha around her chest and began
rhythmically squeezing. The fact that Jeanette cared about her did more to overcome the panic
attack than the crude artificial respiration. 
      Martha started breathing in shallow gasps. Jeanette got a grocery bag from under the sink and
put it over Martha's head. "That's suppose to help." 
      It did help. Normal breathing gradually returned and Martha kept a grocery bag close by for
many years as the panic attacks grew more frequent during her adolescence. She  suffered
recurring attacks for several years after this first one at age ten, though they became infrequent
after she was married and a mother. 
      One of her many psychiatrists tried to pin point the cause of the onset of the attacks. Martha
tried to uncover the roots. The best she could offer was her credo. "You see, I believe I am shit.
Consequently, I have no respect for anyone who claims to love me, because obviously they, too,
must be shit. Who else could love shit? But people who abuse me, like Jeanette, only serve to
agree with my opinion of myself, and that confirmation brings on a panic attack. Also, pressure
can bring them on. I had one on my wedding day. There I was in wedding dress and veil with a
paper bag over my head." 
      During the time she was suffering from vaginismus she recalled an attack she had repressed
for several years. Her psychiatrist at the time was interested in both the incident and the
repression of it. 
      It happened when Martha was about thirteen or fourteen. Both her sisters were away at
college. When her mother went to the hospital for a hysterectomy her father decided she was
lonely and needed diversion. He made reservation at a winter resort in the New Jersey hills.
Martha never knew why he decided this, or why he wasn't more concerned about his wife's
operation at the time. 
      Martha remembered that her father was upset when they arrived because there was a mix up
about the reservation and only one room was booked. In the end, they had to sleep in one bed.
Her father was absolutely adamant about everything about the hotel because he was convinced it
was an anti-Semitic establishment. He ordered a sleigh for the following morning just to test their
ability to serve Jewish requests. "Now," he said, "if the sled isn't there in the morning, we'll know
and we'll leave and report them." She had never seen the militant side of her father's personality
and it frightened her a little. 
      That night she rigidly kept to her side of the bed. She had only been menstruating for a few
months and was in a panic that she would start in the night and upset her father. 
      The next morning the horse and sleigh was waiting for them after breakfast. Morris Plattstein
was placated about the hotel which served to make him determined to enjoy all the facilities and
have a good time, if it killed them both. Martha felt miserable; she hadn't slept and she wasn't
fond of cold weather, though she loved horses. 
      They were bundled in by the surly local farmer who rented his rig to the hotel during the
winter and off they went. Martha felt excited as she sat behind the high rump of the horse with
the icy air piercing her lungs. They bounced along the rural roads for several minutes and then
headed off cross country.  Then they were really bouncing. Suddenly she couldn't breathe.
Quickly, they returned to the hotel and checked out. Her father insisted she had developed an
allergy to horses, though she was an excellent horsewoman and loved riding. 



      Whether it was an allergy that suddenly developed, or the thought of spending another night
with her father was a matter of speculation. She, and her family, believed it was the allergy, but
the medical opinion, except for the family physician, was that was the sleeping arrangement
coupled with the real, or imagined, anti-Jewish attitude. Psychiatrists believe the high incidence
of asthma is due to the pervading attitude toward their genetic makeup. Jerry, however, believed
Jews had asthma because of verbal exhaustion. They spent so much energy discussing issues and
nagging to improve each other that heir lungs rebelled. 
      So, besides being the baby of the nurturing family, Martha was considered sickly because of
her panic attacks, thought to be allergies. In reality she was as physically healthy as anyone and
more intelligent than those who convinced her she was the stupid daughter. As a result of the
family's intentional and unintentional attitudes Martha was a wallflower until she was seventeen.
The lucky boy was Duke Aschburg. The reason they became involved at all was because the two
sets of parents had planned the wedding before Duke and Martha had ever touched each other. 
      Morris and Duke's father owned non-competing business of equal success on the same street
in Far Rockaway. Duke was two years older than Martha, a musician and an only child. His
father was the patron of Duke's band which lost money on Bar Mitzvah and wedding, but it was
the pride of the family. Duke's father had managed to increase the band from a sextet that played
in street clothes and used their instrument cases for music stands, to an ensemble of fourteen
pieces with tuxedos and fancy lighted music stands. They even had a banner that his dad insisted
on displaying at every gig; "Duke Aschburg and his Hot Ashes." Duke like standing in front of
this group in his baby blue dinner jacket holding his silver trumpet, but he also longed for the old
days when they used to steal their arrangements off of records and played tight charts. 
      From the beginning Duke saw the relationship as a family arrangement. He had known
Martha all his life and nothing had ever sparked between them. When his folks began pushing
him to dance with Martha at weddings, and when the Plattsteins and his folks began exchanging
dinners and backyard picnics, he allowed himself to drift into it. The girl had a good body and if
he could cop a feel, or more, it would be worth it. 
      Martha was confused by the strange, warm feelings that attacked her whenever Duke looked
at her in "the new way" as he put it. She would find she was blushing inexplicably, followed by a
kind of ache in her chest. When he talked to her she wanted to be alone with him someplace[lace
else, but she couldn't rise to the level of simple communication, much less achieve something
intelligent conversation. 
       Several months passed and polite conversation and an occasional laugh were all that
transpired. Martha finished her last year of high school and Duke enjoyed a year off from school
and trying to advance the band beyond occasional Bar Mitzvah gigs. The parents pushed softly,
making the most of little displays of attentiveness and minimizing the lack of intimate progress.
Then came the summer. 
      The change in the status quo was the result of a conspiracy by the parents. They rented
adjoining cabanas at the Atlantic Beach Swim Club for the summer. Martha was through with
high school and filled with the anxiety that comes with facing college away from home. It was
preordained that she would go first to the Women's College of the University of North Carolina
for two years and then to Chapel Hill for the last two years. She would do this because her two
sisters had followed that pattern and her father had a obsession about treating all his daughters
exactly alike. 
      The plans made Martha restless and moody, impatient with her ever-present parents, and



bored with her friends who only talked about clothes and boys. Nearly every morning she would
drive her parents to their store, and then drive to the beach. She would read the lighter classic
novels and work on her tan. Often, for a change of pace, she would swim until she was
exhausted, then doze under a beach umbrella in front of the cabana. When the loneliness finally
overwhelmed her she would call a girlfriend and join in the latest gossip, of she would dress up
and take the long ride into Manhattan and shop, but not buy anything. One day of girlfriends or
shopping would drive her back to Mark Twain or Dickens. 
      Occasionally, Duke would put in an appearance, but would always be with friends. They all
knew Martha and would stop to chat and tease her, but soon they would drift off to play their
male games along the edge of the ocean. Rarely would Duke come to the cabana, and when he
did he seemed content to sit alone and simply stare at the ocean. 
      On a gray overcast day when the humidity was high and the two of them were sitting twenty
feet apart and alone, Martha suddenly went and stood beside him. 
      "I'm bored," she said. "I don't know why, but I am. You look kinda bored, too." 
      "I'm not really. Just sitting here wondering about next year at Cornell." 
      "You're not going back to NYU?" 
      "No. I guess I wasn't ready for college a year ago. Now, I think I might be." 
      "I hope I am." 
      "You're going to UNC like your sisters?" 
      "Yeah. I would rather go to Wisconsin of Butler. They have better dance courses, But Papa
says follow your sisters. I'm booked in the same dorm and everything" 
      "You'll do fine. I know you will." Martha had run out of words to say. She stood staring at his
tanned shoulders and pitying herself for not being able to channel assertiveness. As the silence
grew she felt like running away from the beach and never coming within sight of him again. 
      Then he said, "Sit down." 
      She sat down faster than a batter ducking a bean ball. 
      "We might as well be bored together" he said. "Just don't expect too much conversation from
me in my present mood." 
      "I won't. I don't feel like talking much either." Was that a good grammatical sentence, she
wondered. 
      The longer they sat the more they became aware of each other as male and female. First they
re-played the conversation they had just had to check if they acted with the proper amount of
dignity and élan. Then they drifted into left over thoughts that might have been appropriate, and
cursed their slow minds. Then, disturbing thoughts began to protrude into the thin veneer of self
consciousness. Martha was having a hard time keeping her eyes off Duke's shoulders and the
careless curls that appeared behind his ears. She was annoyed with herself for being fascinated
with such meaningless things, but she kept on stealing glances. When her eyes began to stray to
the muscles in his thighs and the bulge of his swim trunks between them she forced herself to
think about her vague ideas about college. 
      Duke wasn't feeling any guilt from the nature of his thoughts., but he was certainly troubled
by the probable complications of his actions. If he made a move to touch her he knew that would
set off a kind of forward propelling carnal scheme. He would want to do more. He knew he
would say anything, promise anything, lie, and cajole to win further privileges with her body. Her
skin seemed to glow as the pale sun touched it. Martha's breasts seemed eager to escape the
confining swimsuit. He wondered how white they would be in contrast to the deep tan of the



surrounding flesh. Were they really shaped like that? Her hips, her legs, her ankles were
becoming more appealing with each passing minute; a sort of dimple that appeared and
disappeared at the back of her shoulder where her arm joined her body was driving him mad. 
      
      If I make a move, he thought, I'll be involved in a minute, I know that from experience. I have
no will power. I don't want a girl now. U want to wait and find a permanent girl at Cornell. I
don't want a girl at Greensboro where I can't touch her, fondle her when I want. Do I have to
become involved every time? Why can't I be cool about it? A girl doesn't have to know a gut isn't
serious. "When the putz stands up, the brain goes in the ground." That's what Dad says. And
speaking of putzes, I better made my move or quit looking at her and thinking like I am. I can
feel my brain going into the ground. 
      Duke put his hands lightly on Martha's shoulders and told her that he thought her special
because she could keep silent for a long time; a trait almost never found among women. 
      She said she was primarily a listener. 
      He said he was something of a talker. 
      She said she had noticed that. 
      He said she looked really good with a tan. 
      She said thank you, but it wasn't the tan she had hoped for this summer. 
      Then they said nothing, could think of nothing to say. They felt the embarrassment rising as
their belief in the inadequacy of themselves filled their heads. 
      Then Martha said his an was really great, too. What she meant to say was that his tan was
great, while hers was only all right for the summer. She didn't mean to imply she thought her tan
was great, even though it might have sounded like that. Or rather what she meant to say really
was that his skin seemed to tan while hers didn't, but that was just the skin they were both born
with, she guessed. But now she wasn't a listener at all, was she? She was a talker, but she didn't
seem to be able to stop talking. She was sorry. 
      After that outburst of nervous babbling, Duke decided she must be really interested in him, so
he casually moved a little closer until their legs touched. She didn't move away. She didn't want
to offend him or have him think he was repulsive, because he wasn't. 
      He said it was shame their parents tried to push them together all the time, when if they were
left along they probably would like each other a lot. 
      She said they probably resisted because they had been pushed. 
      The went on talking and Martha was sincere in all she said, but Duke was only saying words
that he felt would strengthen his appeal to her. She had never experienced "a line". In fact,
Martha had never progressed in boy- girl relationships beyond the spin-the-bottle stage. She had
no defense against kind words and flattery. She had never heard a boy say he liked anything
about her. 
      Duke had only defenses against allowing real emotions to propel him into a commitment. 
      But by afternoon Duke found exhilaration replacing caution. Martha found her fear and
awkwardness dissolving to a restless longing. It was a brand new feeling for her. It was a familiar
but unwelcome feeling for Duke, one which he found more powerful than his resolve, and it
made him lose respect for himself as man in charge of his destiny. 
      When they were about to leave the beach he slipped into the Plattstein's cabana and kissed
Martha passionately as he had planned for the last hour. Martha felt genuine excitement, but also
disappointment. It wasn't much more exciting than spin-the- bottle. 



      They met the next day, and after an hour of talk, then swimming and playful games in the
sand, they went into his cabana as his insistence to kiss. That's what he said; just to kiss a little.
Before they came out at Martha's insistence, he had fondled her breasts and removed the top of
her two piece swimsuit. When he sucked her nipples and she felt for the first time the
maternal-erotic sensation of deep arousal, she abruptly ended their intimate moment. Later, she
realized she was not so concerned about the frightening feeling of her body melting into a warm
formlessness, as she was about being undressed by a man. He had looked lustfully at her bare
breasts. But then, she had liked the worshipful look at the came time she was terribly
embarrassed by the event. 
      Between then and September Duke and Martha shared a mutual erotic interest that was partly
generated by another mutual fear; the fear of the future. The two together caused them to block
out everything, except an obsession with their daily meetings. She wanted to surrender
completely to his desires. to be taken by him, but at the same time she felt a deep resentment
about having those feelings. She vacillated between wanting to overcome the resentment and
feeling safe within her virginal reluctance. 
      Duke also felt conflicting emotions. Martha was the daughter of a close family friend, one
could be severely hurt if her father found he had knocked her up. Then, too, she was becoming
more and more desirable, and he had to watch his moves. He was compelled to use her and to
respect who she was, and be careful not to be carried away. 
      They were meeting every day. Small talk upon meeting outside the cabanas was minimal
now. They would rush off into either his or her cabana after five minutes of acting bored with
each other as a ruse to test the water. Once inside, the moment the door closed Duke would touch
Martha's face. She would immediately tilt her head and her arms around his neck. Duke would
kiss her passionately and hold her tight. She didn't feel much arousal from the kiss, but would
pretend to melt. Actually, she much preferred kisses that didn't involve the tongue of either
person. 
      After another kiss she would step back and undo the top of her swimsuit and let it fall. (She
had bought a new two-piece once the fondling started). She would stand motionless while Duke
began the endless stroking and sucking that did begin to melt her lower region. 
      After a short period of sucking and fondling of her nipples. Duke would move one hand
down to her belly kissing his way there as well. One hand would remain on duty at one breast. 
      Martha would carefully move his hand up to her other breast and then gently tug at his head
to return it to the rightful place at her breasts. Though he begged, cajoled, pleaded and promised,
Martha remained firm. She would kiss him and direct his hands to their place on her breasts
while soberly saying he should be grateful for favors granted to him. Her refusal wasn't based on
a feeling of morality, or revulsion; she had lost her discomfort from naked exposure long ago.
She simply instinctively felt that vaginal excitement would somehow tell her something she
didn't want to know, perhaps that she would be dependent on Duke. At home, she began
masturbating frequently, almost obsessively, in an attempt to calm her conflicting feelings that
appeared whenever Duke touched her. 
      Duke was experiencing different conflicting emotions. His adolescent male credo dictated
that he was to progress from kissing to breast fondling and sucking, to vaginal caressing, to
mutual masturbating, to fucking. His friends had all bragged about "getting home" with some girl
or other. His stalling at the breast barrier diminished his ego, caused frustration, produced
hostility toward Martha. That was one emotion. The other was a perverted sense of gratitude for



the breast barrier. Though he would love to progress to the next phase, he was afraid of the
progress beyond that. Eroticism driven by hormones won out one afternoon. 
      They had frustrated each other for more than an hour lying on a beach lounge in her cabana.
He had presented his usual arguments and pleas and met with the same calm refusal. In
desperation he said, "This is why it's killing me." As he spoke he took her hand and placed it on
his erect penis. He acted almost without thought and expected a violent response. He had never
done such a thing before. One or twice while close dancing he had pressed his erection against
the girl's abdomen. She always immediately pulled away. 
       He expected Martha to snatch her hand away and be angry. He felt breath-stopping fear. She
took her hand away, but not violently. Encouraged, He put it back and whispered: "It's okay, it
can't hurt you."  Martha was so surprised she didn't know what to do. She let her hand stay where
he had put it the second time. 
      It was running up his stomach; that is, his penis. It wasn't where her friends told her it would
be. And it was hard as wood. It must hurt him. And so warm. 
       She had read about this moment, her friends had talked about it at slumber parties in high
school. Some had held a penis, but nothing  she had read or been told had prepared her for the
rigidity and warmth that now entered her hand as it lightly rested on Duke's abdomen. It's like a
wooden club, she thought 
         She had never seen male genitals in any form or state of excitement. Her parents had never
let her baby sit because they said she didn't need the money. She had always been sent from the
room when a little boy cousin has his diapers changed. Her father was extremely careful with his
maleness because of his insecure nature and sharing a house with four females; he always put the
toilet seat down he was so trained by the women in his life. 
      Duke's one hand was fondling a  nipple and the other was covering hers on his penis. She
tried to slip her hand from under his, but he tightened his grip and this made her squeeze the rigid
organ. The penis throbbed, moved, and seemed to jump slightly. 
      "Does it hurt?" she asked. 
      "Yeah. Sometimes. It wants to come out." 
       "I felt it throb and sort of jump when you squeezed my hand. Did that hurt?" 
      "It mostly had a mind of its own. I can't control it hardly ever." 
      Martha felt his penis throb and pulse. She wondered if  it has a separate life from the boy who
owns it. Why doesn't anyone write about these things. They're important for a girl to know. It can
jump out at you. What a strange organ, she thought. Then, suddenly she thought about hard
throbbing instrument penetrating her "down there" and she became frightened of it. 
       She was frightened, she was curious, she was somewhere between fascination and timidity.
A new thought occurred to her; she was responsible for making him uncomfortable. She had
made his penis behave independently. Duke said it was uncontrollable, so who made it rigid?
Could he rape her? Yes, he could, she guessed. But Duke wasn't a rapist and she might be in
control of the strange organ with a mind of its own. A phrase popped into her mind; "Down,
boy." 
      She looked at Duke's face and saw that he was frightened, sexually heightened, hopeful, and
had the same pleading expression as when he was begging to explore her vagina. He looked like
one of those animals who is hypnotized by light, or pictures of dogs who motionlessly  point to
quail. She knew she was safe from rape and in control. 
     She decided to exercise her power. Looking into his eyes she  squeezed his penis twice



slowly. He moaned and looked like a puppy begging for a bone. She smiled as shyly as she could
manage, though she didn't feel shy at all. Actually, she felt frightened out of her mind and yet
something like clinical, very much in control, almost courageous.  She squeezed again and
watched Duke almost fade a way with ecstasy. She began moving her hand and squeezing as she
explored the length and width of her newfound power. When she reached the base she found a
soft, resistencless area underneath. She knew that she should leave that alone for the present.
Touching his testicles shocked her into realizing she had enough for one day. 
      As she removed her hand from his body Duke took it, put it back and began moving her hand
in the motion of masturbation. Martha complied and watch the exciting pleasure spread on his
face. She felt pleasing him was the only thing she ever wanted to do. If this pleased him then she
was most pleased, too. He had pleased her with his sucking and fondling, now she wanted to give
him enormous pleasure. He moaned and groaned as she manipulated him. Within almost seconds
he had an orgasm. She felt his penis twitch and watched Duke writhe with what appeared to be
pain. Then she watched with fascination as a dark spot appeared on his swim trunks. 
      She had a fleeting thought of lifting the waistband of his suit and seeing what had happened,
but thought he would be embarrassed by that, or think she was being to forward. Instead, she
smiled again, a gentle benevolent smile. 
      "Did that hurt?" 
      "No. It was wonderful. You were wonderful." 
      Neither was able to say another word about the new level of eroticism. It was simply assumed
that Duke would continue to fondle and suck on Martha's breasts and she would be providing
him with a masturbatory orgasm on a daily basis. In the fall they both were sad to end their days
of experimentation but they knew they were going down different roads. 
       Duke talked of different roads and expressed sadness. Martha had hoped he would pledge
eternal love and promise to write and call and send presents while they were separated by fate.
She even fantasized that he would come to UNC instead of Cornell just to be with her. She cried
for several days and then left for North Carolina. 
       Years later she told Nancy of her limited premarital knowledge of maleness, and Nancy
confess her experiences. Both stressed the technical fact that they had been virgins when they
walked down the aisle. "We're good girls, we are," they said in unison. 
     The day following the first night of lying prone before the fire was a difficult one for all of
them. Each felt the risk in thier own characteristic way. Adam felt frustration. He felt as though
some delicious chocolate dessert had been knocked from his mouth just as he was first
experiencing the sweet satisfying taste. He wasn't obsessed with desire for Martha at this time,
but he felt the challenge and the barriers, and also the risk go his comfortable life with Nancy. 
      Nancy felt the constraints as well, but she was ready and willing to overcome them in an
instant. Mostly she felt the danger, the thrill, and the opportunity for a life changing adventure.
Risk, yes, that was part of it, but she welcomed the risk and danger as stimulents to the potential
rewards. 
      Jerry, who hadn't been monogamous in his marriage, felt the least threatened. He remembered
a time when he hitchhiked home from college with a salesman in a Cadillac. The man drove a
hundred miles an hour. He told Martha of the comparative feelings. 
      "I was asleep and woke up to see him flying down the road with icy patches on it. I was
disoriented and felt panic for a moment. Then, I realized all I could do was stare at the
speedometer and wacth the telephone poles flash by because it wa out of my hands. That's



something like the feeling I have right now. I feel like I'm being propelled at tremendous speed
toward some unknown destination and I have no control over the situation. Yet, the danger is
exciting and compelling. I remember watching that speedometer and feeling hypnotized, like my
life could end any second and I enjoyed the possibility." 
      Martha said nothing. She refused to talk about it, though she and Jerry talked endlessly about
all their problems.


