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WOMEN ARE EAGER TO TALK TO ME WHEN THEY HEAR MY
LAST NAME. MONEY2 THEY CUCKLE AND ASK THE SAME
QUESTION: WHO NAMED ME THAT OR IF ANYBODY DID. IF |
MADE IT UP TO MAKE MYSELF FEEL IMPORTANT OR WAS | A
GAMBLER OR THIEF OR SOME OTHER KIND OF CROOK THEY
SHOULD WATCH OUT FOR?2 WHEN | TELL THEM MY WHOLE
NAME, FIRST AND LAST, THEY SCREAM WITH LAUGHTER AND
SAY: THERE AIN'T NO SUCH THING. ALL MONEY IS FALSE.
NO END OF PLEASANT TALK AFTER THAT AND IT’S ENOUGH
TO KEEP OUR FRIENDSHIP GOING WAY AFTER IT'S DRIED UP
JUST SO THEY CAN MAKE LAME JOKES: HEY, MONEY, HOW
YOU MAKING IT¢ HEY, MONEY! GOT SOME2 MONEY, COME

ON OVER HERE. YOU OWE ME.

TRUTHFULLY, OTHER THAN A FEW QUICK OPPORTUNITIES,

I'VE KNOWN ONLY FOUR WOMEN. THREE OF THEM WERE

SERIOUS RELATIONSHIPS AND | LIKED THE SMALL BREAKABLE




THING INSIDE EACH ONE. WHATEVER THEIR PERSONALITY,

. SMARTS OR LOOKS, SOMETHING SOFT LAY INSIDE EACH. LIKE
THE BREAST OF A BIRD’S BONE, SHAPED AND CHOSEN TO
WISH ON. A LITTLE V, THINNER THAN BONE AND BARELY

HINGED, THAT | COULD BREAK WITH A FOREFINGER IF |

WANTED TO, BUT NEVER DID. WANT TO, | MEAN. KNOWING

IT WAS THERE, HIDING FROM ME, WAS ENOUGH.

IT WAS THE FOURTH WOMAN WHO CHANGED
EVERYTHING. IN HER COMPANY THE LITTLE WISHBONE V
TOOK UP RESIDENCE IN MY OWN CHEST AND MADE ITSELF AT
HOME. IT WAS HER FOREFINGER THAT SCARED ME AND IF IT
WASN'T FOR THAT LETTER, I’'D STILL BE HANGING FROM HER
APRON STRINGS. SHE HAD NO COMPETITION EXCEPT FOR THE
HORSES, A MAN’S FOOT AND YCIDRA TREMBLING UNDER MY

ARM.




