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Gloria 
 
 It’s about a month ago, another in a long line of too-hot summer days.  Gloria and 
I come back across the river on the bus.  I work in this recycling place over in the city 
sometimes, and Gloria comes over with me when we can get her cousin to baby-sit.  
Anyway, we’re sitting on the bus coming back, and I’m edgy because Gloria’s being 
polite to me, which is a bad sign.  It’s not that Gloria’s rude.  It’s that polite means she’s 
forcing herself to pay attention to me, she’s got other things on her mind, like her old life.  
So here we are on the bus and I’m saying dumb things like how sexy she looks in her 
new earrings which of course she’s lifted.  See, while I’m working, she does what she 
calls shopping.  I’m worrying all day long that she’ll be meeting with the police instead 
of me at quitting time.  So far, though, nothing’s happened.  She’s like a little kid with the 
stuff she gets.  Nothing expensive.  She likes to keep things cheap so if she does get 
caught, it won’t be a felony.  I can’t get mad at her, she takes such pleasure in the stuff, 
but I can’t get used to it.  Too much middle class left in me.  Too much of the town just 
east of where I live now, the town I grew up in.  My folks still lives there in one of those 
fading three bedroom ranches on a street named LuEllen Drive. 
 The air conditioning on the bus is broken.  It’s crowded.  It smells of dirty people, 
like they smell in emergency rooms and homeless shelters.  It smells of bus exhaust and 
city heat and it smells of the filthy air we’re carrying back with us from the factories 
crowding the river banks.  When I’m on edge like on this particular day, I really notice 
the smell.  One day I said something about it.  That day I was in a pissed-offf mood, and I 
said I was sick of working my ass off and having to ride in a bus filled with stinking poor 
people.  Gloria said I was being a racist like all whites.  I got mad her.  Said I hadn’t said 
anything about blacks. 
 “Like shit,” she said. 
 I told her she and her fellow blacks were just as racist as whites.  Told her I 
wasn’t responsible for blacks’ problems.  Did that when I was the only white on the bus.  
She said it was really dumb of me to do that, how lucky I was.  She said if I was black on 
a white bus, I wouldn’t get away with talking like that. 
 That was an altogether different type of day.  On this day, the one I started out 
telling about, I’m not about to say anything that Gloria would take the wrong way.  But 
like always when I’m feeling like this because she’s acting weird, I make things worse 
instead of better.  I touch her neck, just under her ear lobe and tell her how I like the 
earrings. 
 “Please,” she says, which is bad.  She never says please.  “I’m too hot.  Hands 
off.” 
 “Sorry,” I say. 
 “Okay,” she says, looking ahead.  “Just move your arm, okay?” 
 “Sure,” I say.  “But they are nice earrings.” 
 “Just plain old hoops,” she says.  “You seen hoops before.” 
“Oh, yeah,” I say.  I feel big and clumsy trying to give her room on the seat.  She puts her 
arm on the narrow window ledge and leans her had on it so she can catch the wind as we 
move. 
 My deadly, dying Gloria.  My drug of choice.  Riding with her in that bus, I 
believe in my heart of hearts that I can’t live without her.  I tell my brother I stay without 
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booze and with Gloria for the sake of the kid, our gorgeous kid with her honey-colored 
skin.  But it’s Gloria who has me trapped.  Gloria in whose velvet darkness I’ve lost my 
soul. 
 Gloria is a crackhead among other things.  She uses heroin to come down.  Says 
her drug of choice is beer.  Says she most likes to get bombed drinking forty ounce 
bottles with old guys on the street, but I know she craves the hard stuff.  She’s thirty but 
she might as well be a hundred for what she’s done to herself, neglecting herself, 
poisoning herself.  She wears a wig because her hair breaks off almost as soon as it grows 
in.  Drugs did that.  Looks good in the wig, though.  Still has a gorgeous face.  And a 
body you wouldn’t believe:  six feet of perfect.  She laughs when I tell her she’s 
beautiful.  Walks kind of like a guy with that funny lurch black guys sometimes use.  
Wears old T-shirts and jeans, stuff from the Goodwill, places like tht, most of the time.  
Funny thing is, she loves clothes, nice stuff.  When she gets something nice, she wants 
her picture taken.  She’ll stand square in front of you, no poses or anything and give you 
this cockeyed grin.  I’ve got an album full of Polaroids of Gloria and her grin in earrings 
and necklaces.  Several in this new coat.  Dark green job, out of a catalogue for western 
clothes.  I don’t know where the hell she got the catalogue for western clothes.  Down to 
your ankles, this coat, but split up the back so you can ride horses in it.  Sometimes 
Gloria wears it over nothing for me. 
 
 We get to the bus stop by our place and Gloria gets off, starts walking up the 
street like she has important business.  I don’t try to catch up.  She walks and everyone 
moves out of the way.  I walk and I have to dodge kids on bikes, kids throwing balls, 
some kid just standing in the middle of the sidewalk with his boombox to his ear.  Our 
street is not one of those quiet streets.  We got tough guys, young guys, girls cluttering 
the front steps gossiping, old people on some of the porches rocking and fanning with 
those paepr fans that look like ping pong paddles.  Any kind of black music, you name it, 
you can hear it outside on our block most times day or night. 
 When I get to the front of our building, Gloria is waiting for me, arms crossed, 
annoyed. 
 “Did I do something,” I say. 
 “Levonne ain’t here.” 
 Levonne is her cousin, the one who baby sits for us.  Levonne has a car, a battered 
old Trans Am that she drives like it was still sharp.  She picks up the kid and drops her 
off since we don’t have a car. 
 “She’ll be here any minute.  Let’s go up.” 
 “I’m going.” 
 “Then I’ll come with you.” 
 “Don’t be a shithead.  You have to wait for your brother.” 
 My brother, Harry.  The one with the money.  I get benefits, disability.  I got 
drunk on the job a couple of years ago and messed up my hand in the machinery.  Don’t 
get Workman’s Comp because no way around it, whole thing was my fault. 
 Like I said, Gloria is a crackhead.  Well, I wouldn’t have hooked up with Gloria if 
I were squeaky clean myself.  I am not my parents’ ideal son.  I have what my folks like 
to call ‘a bit of a drinking problem’ when they’re forced to talk about me to their friends.  
Gloria and I met in a substance abuse treatment program.  In-patient.  My old job sent me 
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after the accident.  The court sent Gloria.  Been trying to get her off the streets and into a 
program for years.  People always wanting to save Gloria.  Jail or treatment this time so 
she went to treatment.  I got her pregnant there.  I’m pretty sure.  I just don’t want to 
know if it’s not my kid.  Gloria lost custody of another kid because she uses.  Says she 
don’t want to lose no more kids.  Cries when she talks about the other one, so she hardly 
ever talks about him.  Gloria, I’m sure you can tell, is not the crying type.  
 If you have benefits that have anything to do with being a user, they, meaning 
small-potatoes government types, put someone else in charge of your check on the theory 
it’ll make it harder for you to get the stuff if someone else handles your money.  Levonne 
is Gloria’s payee.  She gives Gloria her check quick as she gets it, no questions asked.  
Sometimes I go with Gloria to the currency exchange where she cashes it.  Pays ten 
dollars on a hundred.  Picks up her welfare and her medical card, too.  I like to go with 
her, stand on the lines.  People know each other on the lines, chit-chat with each other, 
trade news.  I like to look at the women there, the nice looking ones.  A lot of kids 
running around your legs, dancing to the piped-in music.  Soul, mostly.  Maybe it’s black 
Muzak.  I don’t know.  A lot of times I’m the only white.  Doesn’t seem to bother 
anyone.  Besides, after almost two years, I know some of the people.  I feel pretty 
comfortable.   
 I don’t have such an easy time with my check.  I come from the white side of the 
county.  Don’t misunderstand.  Some blacks in my town, but whites run the show, and 
they run it for whites.  My brother, Harry, is my payee.  And he doesn’t just zip right over 
with the check like Levonne does.   I have to wait for him.  He cashes my check, pays the 
rent on our flat and, about two weeks into each month, hands over fifty bucks’ spending 
money.  Thinks he’s keeping me on a tight leash.  You can understand me picking up a 
job that pays cash under the table. 
 Gloria’s starting down the street in the direction of Levonne’s house.  “What are 
you going to do if you miss her,” I yell after her. 
 “I’ll figure something out.  I got resources, like you always say.” 
 I see her mind is made up.  I’d only make her more irritated if I argued. 

I walk up the stairs tour flat.  Upper right one in a four family building.  Our flat.  
I tell Gloria it’s the first place I really feel like it’s my home, like I’m safe init.  She 
laughs.  She says you’re not safe anywhere.  “Ain’t,” she says.  But she’s not ignorant 
like her speech sounds.  She says she “ain’t” going to get to liking any place too much.  
Nothing lsts, she says, so why bother getting connected. 

But I know she let herself get a little connected.  We have a wooden porch 
hanging off the kitchen.  Gloria tied a whole row of plants in little matching pots to the 
rail.  Gloria growing plants!  Who’d of thought it? Tell me growing plants doesn’t mean 
you’re connected.  I got into this habit, when I come home without Gloria, I 
automatically go look out the kitchen window to make sure the plants are still there.  I 
look this time: they’re there.  I relax.  I go back to the front room to watch for my brother.  
We live next to a vacant lot and some people garden down there.  In the August heat, I 
can look out and see squash vines run wild, their big dark leaves stuck on thick hairy 
stalks climbing over everything like creatures from some fifties sci-fi movie: tomatoes 
pulling down their stems, busting on the ground: corn, greens.  One old lady, she keeps 
her plot perfect.  I see her out there most evenings.  She’s there this evening, bent over 
the rows, moving slowly, weeding and banging with some short-handled hoe.  When she 
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has to get up to move, she plants the hoe with one hand, puts her other hand on her knee 
and pushes to standing.  Then she sighs, moves up a couple of feet, eases herself to the 
ground, weeds and bangs and gets up all over again.  Watching her is depressing me.  I 
wish my brother would come. 

I turn to watch out the front window.  Don’t like having to wait to begin with; 
hate finding myself waiting for both Gloria and my brother.  Wish I knew how long 
Gloria would be.  Want her here when my bother comes. 

My brother drives a Saab.  A Saab, for crying out loud.  Nobody drives a Saab.  
Everyone has a BMW he says.  They’re obvious, he says.  He calls them Beemers.  So he 
gets a Saab.  I think they’re ass-ugly.  Naturally I tell him.  I hate him bringing the Saab 
to my neighborhood.  Not that people around here don’t have fancy cars.  They do, 
especially and of course the dealers.  It’s just the fact of it being my brother and how he 
drives it and how he looks sitting in it.  Usually when I go downstairs to get the money, 
he’s sitting in it, doors locked, windows up.  He sits real stiff, hands on the steering 
wheel, like he’s ready to peel out. 

This time it’s different.  He pulls up, and I can’t believe what I see. He’s actually 
getting out of the car.  Stands and looks up at the window.  Waves me down when he sees 
me standing there.  He’s wearing a fucking suit even though it feels like it’s a hundred 
and twenty in the shade.  I mean, the guy is dressed perfect.  Everything matches, not a 
wrinkle in the clothes, not a thinning hair out of place.  Not a drop of sweat.  Excuse me, 
perspiration.  I figure he manages to say so smooth in this weather by refrigerating the car 
with the air conditioning and basically freezing himself like he’s some food product: a 
frozen gourmet meal, maybe, or a cheesecake.   

“I’m coming,” I yell, and like a jerk, like I actually want to see him, I run 
downstairs. 

He’s waiting, jacket flared carefully open, knuckles on hips, legs apart.  Keeping 
cool. 

“How come you got out of the car,” I say. 
“I’m coming up,” he says.  “I just didn’t know which flat to go to.” 
“Why you suddenly deciding you want to visit,” I ask. 
“I’d like to talk,” he says.  I think he’s trying to be friendly, but I can’t be sure.  

He notices I’m not exactly jumping up and down with joy.   “Do you have some 
objection to me coming up,” he asks. 

“No.  Gloria’s gone to get the baby is all.” 
“Well, I’d like to come up, and soon, if it’s all the same to you.  It’s getting hot 

out here.”  He’s beginning to seat a little.  I want to see his hair melt. 
I say, “We don’t have air conditioning.” 
“Why am I not surprised,” he says.  “Surely you have fans.” 
“Sure we have fans,” I say. 
He takes his jacket off and his tie off, drapes them real careful over one arm, 

opens the trunk of the car, gets a hanger out.  After he’s got the jacket and tie arranged on 
the hanger, he lays them in the trunk like they were fragile.  Then he takes out this red 
metal thing and locks it onto the steering wheel.  “Better safe than sorry,” he says, kind of 
smiling.  He also has a car alarm. 
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He goes up the stairs in front of me, putting his hand on the banister, then lifting it 
off with each step, like he’s sure there’s something disgusting on it and he doesn’t want 
to drag his hand in it. 

“It’s a pretty clean place,” I tell him. 
“Right,” he says.  It is, too. No kidding.  Messed up hand or not, I’m pretty good 

at housekeeping and when she’s got her shit together, so is Gloria.  Not when she’s in bad 
shape, though.  Once when Gloria got fried, I went looking for her.  Saw where she lived 
before we got together, where she took her paying customers.  I don’t like to think about 
that, about the trailer on cinder blocks, about the filth.  When I saw Gloria stoned in that 
filth with the guy all over her, all I felt was my heart being ripped out of me.  Haven’t 
gone looking for her since.  Until now, she’s always come back after a couple of days.  
After she calms down or wakes up or stops feeling like she’s so sick she wants to die, she 
cleans up and we go on like nothing’s happened.  Only been a few times like that. 

 
So I open the door to our flat and he steps in real careful.  He stands in the 

goddamn doorway that Mr. Delicate way he has, with his heels almost touching, his 
hands clasped in front of his crotch.  I look around, try to see it like he does. 

This place, it’s furnished like you’d expect: Salvation Army-style.  But Gloria, 
she knows how to do things with nothing.  I swear, if she had real money, maybe she’d 
get hooked on clothes, nice stuff instead of drugs.  She acts like she doesn’t know or care, 
but she does.  She knows what looks good on her and what looks good in the house.  
Nothing fancy, but she puts posters of these black singers from the sixties and seventies 
up and sticks bunches of flowers in all kinds of nice places.  Finds bits of things I don’t 
know where: cushions, funny little ceramic things.  Nice colors.  Like sunshine and sex 
all mixed up, her and the house.  Like I said, it’s clean, too.  No bad smells.  Harry ought 
to like that. 

“Well, it certainly could be worse,” he says, giving me an approving smile. 
“Come I so I can close the door,” I tell him. 
We have this big floor fan sucking the air through the house.  “The fan does a 

good job,” I say. 
“It’s certainly better than nothing,” he says, “but it does give one an appreciation 

for air conditioning.  He walks over to the window to check if his car’s still there. 
“Yeah,” I say, “Maybe you’d better keep an eye on it, though I don’t think anyone 

around here would want to be seen in a Saab.” Kind of mean.  Course they’d take the car 
anyway if they could get away with it. 

He sighs.  “I’m not here to fight, Frank.” 
“Why’d you come up, then?  Looking for an excuse to call family services on 

us?” 
“Of course not.  It’s the folks.” 
“You telling me I got folks?”  Last time I tried to speak to them, my mother hung 

up on me.  They’ve never seen the kid.  Never asked to.  As far as I can  As far as I can 
tell, to their way of thinking, being a drunk isn’t half so bad as living with a black person, 
and being a drunk is pretty awful.  They don’t keep alcohol.  They go out for supper in 
restaurants where the food is bland and the hard drinks are cokes. 

Harry’s looking annoyed.  I’m living up to what he expects from me but was 
hoping against hope he wouldn’t find. 
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“What about the folks,” I say. 
“Do you have anything to drink?  Coke, something like that?” 
“Yeah,” I say.  I go to the kitchen.  I’m wondering why he needs all this build-up 

time. 
“Mind if I sit down?”  The couch seat is hitting the back of his knees. 
“If you’re sure it’s clean enough.”  I’m being a little heavy on the sarcasm. 
He ignores the comment.  “I’ve been telling them you’re doing pretty well, all 

things considered.” 
I come out with a couple of cokes in cold bottles. 
“I’m not looking for them to like my life,” I say. 
He tries a new approach.  “Dad’s having trouble with retirement.” 
I give him his soda, sit down on the chair facing the couch.  I try to look 

uninterested.  “What’s that have to do with me?” 
“They want family back in their lives.  All their friends have grandchildren.  But 

they can’t take the idea of Gloria.  She is a bit much, Frank.” 
“I’m not visiting them without her.” 
“How many people do you know who would really be happy to have Gloria for 

Christmas dinner, Frank.  A prostitute, for God’s sake. 
I keep my mouth shut, which is hard. 
“They’ve come a long way, Frank.  They’re coming around to the idea of a 

grandchild in their lives.  I’ve told them that she’s beautiful.  Smart.  Well cared for.  
There’s a couple in their church who’ve adopted a black child.  They’ve been talking 
with them.  Trying to learn.  Really. 
 “I’m not impressed.” I’m starting to get very antsy about Gloria not being here 
yet. 
 “You’re as rigid as Dad.”  Harry has had enough of me cutting down his efforts to 
tolerate me.  I’m getting fed up with him.  I almost start in on why he doesn’t get 
married; have a kid if he thinks the folks need grandkids, et cetera.  Gloria swears he’s 
gay.  I think he is, but I’m not a hundred per cent sure.  Harry and me, we’ve spent too 
long at odds big time for him to ever tell me anything like that.  One of these days I’m 
going to ask one day when I’m really pissed at him.  Right now, I’m close, but he’s got 
too much of my money under his control.  I get up to watch out the window.  The woman 
is still working her rows of plants.  She still depresses me. 
 “You’re cars still there,” I tell him.  “Hubcaps, at least on this side.  It’s still clean.  
Maybe you oughta get out of here before someone gets fingerprints on it.”  Like he 
should talk about being rigid. 
 “Look,” he says, “This house is clean, nice, given what you can afford.  You do 
everything right with the baby.  How many kids in this neighborhood besides the baby do 
you think have their vaccinations up to date?  You work a hard job.  As far as I can tell 
you haven’t had anything to drink in almost two years.  You never complain about your, 
uh, handicap.  You adapt.”  I enjoy him squirming about my uh, handicap.   Poor guy has 
to put up with so much imperfection. 
 Before I can come up with a smart answer, I see Levonne’s Trans Am.  I am 
incredibly relieved, watching her pull up.  She gets out, gets the baby out of the back with 
the baby’s bag. 
 Gloria is not in the car.  Where the hell is Gloria? 
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 “Where’s Gloria,” I shout, already out on our landing as she comes in the 
downstairs door. 
 “I got to talk to you, Frank,” she says.   
 I take the baby when she gets to the top of the stairs.  “Hi, Sweetheart,” I say.  I 
love this child.  Her hair is damp, she’s got the sweet smell she has after a nap.  She’s a 
little sweaty from the heat.  She rubs her eyes, pulls my nose.  My mouth is dry.  I know 
what Levonne is going to say. 
 “She’s gone, Frank.”  Levonne is kind of brassy looking, but she has this calm 
about her.  She gives me her steady look.  It keeps me from losing it.   
 “She can’t be,” I say even though I know she can be.  I feel like I’m not breathing.  
“She only goes after we’ve had a fight.” 
 “This is different.” 
 “She didn’t take anything.” 
 Gloria snorts.  “Oh, yes she did.” 
 “No.  She just walked down the street to look for you.” 
 This isn’t real.  “She got it during the day.” 
 “She came home.  While you were working.” 
It seems like I’m watching myself head for the bedroom.  The TV’s gone, the VCR, the 
brand new DVD player.  The goddamn phone.  Her dark green coat.  The Polaroid.  The 
atomic clock she gave me for Christmas.  I can’t stand looking, but I know it’s everything 
she can sell or trade.  I wonder for a second what I didn’t notice missing in the kitchen 
and living room.  Not the plants.  I guess where she goes, you can’t sell plants. 
 How come I’m so calm?  Levonne and my brother are standing close to each 
other.  They look lost. 
 “Have a seat,” I say.  They sit on the couch. 
 “Tell me what happened.”  I notice I’m running the show, but then the baby starts 
to wiggle in my arms.  I put her down.  She wobbles off to her room.  I feel suddenly 
empty. 
 “She came by around lunch,” Levonne says. 
 “Not alone.” 
 “No.” 
 “She was with the shithead who keeps her messed up.” 
 “Gloria’s been messed up a long time,” Levonne says.  “Way before him.” 
 “But she’s with him now.” 
 “He has a new car.  A Mercedes.” 
 I roll my eyes, almost laugh.  “A Mercedes.  Gloria always did have a thing for 
fancy news cars,” I say.  “Wait.  If he’s got so much he can buy a Mercedes, why did she 
take our stuff?” 
 Levonne shrugs.  “He doesn’t give her any money.  Just dope. You know that.” 
 I’m starting to get real sad.  Like a heaviness seeping all through me.  I sit in the 
chair. 
 “She gave me a note for you.”  Levonne hands over a folded up piece of the 
loose-leaf paper I use to keep track of expenses.  It’s real short. 
 “Frank,” she wrote, “You can make it with the baby.  I really want the baby to 
make it.  I don’t want to make it.  I just don’t.  Love, Gloria.”  Gloria has beautiful 
handwriting. 
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 We all sit.  I can’t talk.  No one talks.  I hear the banging around with her blocks 
in the room, making her cute little squealing noises.   
 Harry can’t stand that no one is saying anything.  “Exactly what happened,” he 
asks. 
 “She came bopping in around lunch.  Me and my mama and my aunt and the kids 
were eating and watching TV.  She dumped her bag on the table and announced she was 
leaving Frank.  My mother didn’t even look at her.  She said, “I told you you’d get bored 
with him.”  My auntie said, not it wasn’t Frank, it was drugs.  She said, ‘Right, Gloria?’  
Gloria shrugged.  ‘Whatever’ is all she said.    She told us she came home to get her stuff 
while you were at work so you couldn’t stop her. 
 I’m confused.  For a minute I think maybe Levonne’s wrong.  “But she didn’t 
leave.  She came and met me after work, like she always does.  Took the bus home with 
me.” 
 “She didn’t want you making a mess out of it.  Said if  she didn’t come after 
work, you’d call the cops, do something like that.  White guy worried stuff if she didn’t 
come back with you.  She told me to bring the baby back a little late, give her some travel 
time.” 
 “I’d just gotten around to thinking maybe she really cared about me.” 
 “She did, Frank, for her,” Levonne says.  “And she really did try to go straight.  
She really does try to go straight.  Someone like her, though, it’s too late.  You’re kidding 
yourself, you think you can change someone like Gloria.” 
 Harry clears his throat.  “I’m really sorry about all this.  I may not approve of 
Gloria, but I didn’t want it to end this way.” 
 I don’t say anything.  My hand is stuck in my hands, my arms on my knees. 
 “This isn’t a good time to talk,” he says.  “I know you want to be alone.”  I know 
he just doesn’t want to be the one keeping me company.  “Give me a call when you know 
what’s up,” he says.  “Let me know when you want to see the folks.  They could help.” 
 He assumes “when.”  I can’t even manage to say, “You mean if.” 
 
 So like I sat at the beginning, it’s been about a month.  Without Gloria, it’s been 
like drying out all over again, getting off the booze.  She took a lot stuff, but not enough.  
Everywhere I look, there’s Gloria.  She’s in the old Diana Ross poster hanging at a cocky 
angle over the couch, one where Diana’s head is thrown back with all that hair billowing 
out.  Gloria used to imitate that pose, throwing her head back, laughing raucously.   
 Mornings, the sheets seem to hold Gloria’s shape, like she’s just gotten out of 
bed.  There’s the pile of old jeans and T-shirts on the floor of the closet.  Haven’t moved 
it.  There are all the Polaroid snapshots.  And those plants which I keep watered.  I know 
she won’t be back, but I keep the plants going.  Don’t check to see if they’re thee when I 
come in anymore, though. 
 Most of all Gloria’s in the baby.  In the baby’s eyes and the shape of her mouth.  
Gloria and I are together in the baby, in the color of her skin, in the soft curls of her black 
hair with the glints of read.  Gloria and me, we’re mixed forever in the baby.  Corny stuff, 
huh? 
 But the baby isn’t Gloria.  For now, in some ways, she’s better company than 
Gloria ever was.  She cries for me to come, clings, sometimes.  Plays hide and seek, but 
she always comes out really fast when I don’t find her right away.  I guess someday the 
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baby’ll go, too.  If she does what babies should do and grows up right.  I want that for the 
baby more than anything in the world. 
 I haven’t called the folks.  Somehow, it’s part of getting sober, not calling them, 
not going back there.  I manage, with Levonne baby-sitting and the job in the city.  I have 
more mom in me than I would have thought.  I read to the baby, play with her, take her to 
the doctor.  Sometimes I think about moving to a better neighborhood, getting on the 
payroll at work, giving up the disability payments.  But I don’t know.  I like this 
neighborhood.  I think about staying.  I think I’ll try the idea of staying her out on Harry 
when he comes with my next fifty bucks.  It’ll blow him away.  
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