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BABETTE
Tatie Danielle & Marcel
I am the thief in the night.  The thief you fear.  The reason you lock your door and double check your window locks.   The reason you travel to England and not to France.   I am the trickster that slept with your girlfriend or your boyfriend.  I am the mysterious face you see in the dark hall mirror when you are visiting a strange person’s home.  I was once your very best friend.  Call me Babette and whisper this to me when everyone has left the party.  Only you and I are left.  Kiss kiss.   Didn’t that feel good on your cheek?

(Pause)

I am very fond of a little known movie from France, Tatie Danielle.  I am in this movie.  The movie is 30 years old.  Yes?  Danielle Billard old widow and lives in a village home with her loyal housekeeper, Odile.  A chandelier kills Odile.  Things are not as they appear. Danielle is malicious and splits her estate between her grand-niece and grand-nephew.  She moves to Paris to be with grand-nephew and his family. She makes them all miserable beyond belief.  And we laugh at this comic mischief.

The family takes a long vacation and leaves Danielle with hired help - Sandrine. Sandrine is a sadistic as Danielle.  I am somewhere between Sandrine and Danielle, do you understand?  But the difference, you see, is when I am surrounded by dependent children I grow a halo.  Do you see the halo?  It glows at night. I was shamed before and no more.

Marcel also loved Tatie Danielle.  We were very close.  Marcel and me.  Like a husband to me.  He was older than me. Yes, much older.  Not wiser.   His hands had his great intelligence.  They were artisan hands.  When he caressed me even the moon beamed a warmer light over the entire world.  His heart was bigger than a rich man's wallet.  Marcel was poor.  But he gave charity to others. And he had a broken nose, the nose of a angry boxer or an insane wrestler, the nose of a peasant, the nose of a squatter who will fight to his death the owner of the worst tenement building in Paris.  I loved Marcel and I loved his imperfect nose.  I once broke his nose.   
-------------------------------
Traffic School
I once stole an Italian sports car at a hotel valet station.   It was redder than my lips.  I hate to drive in California but I do have a license to kill.    I like to speed.   I need to speed. I have no time.   And I know where are the itsy-bitsy speed traps.   The police hide like little frightened rabbits in the garden.    The police pull me over even when I don’t speed because I like to smoke and drive and laugh.  Most of the time, I can talk the cop out of giving me a ticket.  I’m not talking about flirting.  I never flirt with a police officer.   I did back in Marseille but that was a million years ago.    Never wear heavy red lipstick.  Never.  Ever.   My trick, you see, is to drop the car keys and act nervous.   Open the door.  Look under the car seat.  Show some leg.  Find the key.  Laugh like a crazy person.  Blow a French kiss and fix the running mascara as the tears run like rivers of shame.

Well, the last time I did this on Balboa Avenue, nothing worked as it should.  And the cop was overweight and he had body odor and he had nose hairs that betrayed his inner beast.   I even gave him my phone number, but he was happily married.   So he told me that traffic school was the only salvation to my life in hell.  I believed him.  Why did I believe him?  Do I know?  

(Pause)
"On est toujours le con de quelqu'un!"   (we are always someone’s damn fool)
Four weeks later I was at Saturday Traffic School for gay motorists.   It was the most convenient and least costly school on the list that the DMV mailed to me.    The instructor was very handsome, like Tiger Woods with a pencil moustache.   He joked to us that he looked like a famous golfer and there were many bad jokes which made me so nauseous that I used up my one bathroom allowance in our first hour.    We all had to mention what traffic offense brought us to traffic school and everyone but me went for a sexual entendre.   Adding more to my lack of comfort, I was the only European in the room.  The instructor was fixated on my accent and on my hairstyle and on my Hermes scarf which I bought in the duty-free store at LAX.   There were three other women in the class and they said they were part of a gang from Chula Vista.  This had to be another joke, don’t you think?

 The hours went by very slowly.  We were forced to take notes.  We had a thirty minute lunch break.  I don’t know why I was the only smoker in the group.   Most of these creatures were eating pistachio nuts in the outer hall.  We were in Kearny Mesa and someone said to me in the bathroom that everyone survives by eating nuts.    The shells fell everywhere and this had to be considered litter – don’t you think?    And don’t you think that pistachio nuts are terribly for your G. I. Tract?     Pistachio nuts give gas.   We are in a small room, no air conditioning, and you felt the warmth that was choking at the throat.    I have a sensitive throat.   I like to sing.  I like my air.  I knew that I could not get by another hour inside this room lit by three long, blinking florescent bulbs.   Just as the instructor was passing out the end of the day quiz, I stood up, lit my cigarette, and said –


"On est toujours le con de quelqu'un!"
The instructor chased me to my car.  He put his hands around my shoulders.  Then up to my throat.  He said either take the damn quiz or kiss him with all my mortal strength.  

What was I supposed to do?   This made no sense to me what so ever.   While I was caught in my indecision, he kissed me as though we were on the Titanic and water was at our ankles.    I’m sure you all had this sensation sometime in your lives.  And then, effortless, you surrender and become a child of wonder.  

Moments later he signed my documents.  I passed Traffic School.  And as I drove home, a cop stopped me for having a broken tail light.  What did I do?   I reached for his shoulders, I reached for his throat, I took one deep breath and then . . . cautiously, delicately,  indisputably . . . I whispered to him –

"On est toujours le con de quelqu'un!"

“We are always somone's damn fool!”

------------------------------------------------------------   

The Russian Mobster
There were times I had to go with my California girl friends to a maddening office party downtown.  You know, a Christmas party or someone was promoted to senior analyst at Humpher, Mumpher and Sons. I would go.  Maybe I was drunk before leaving my door.  Drink more champagne.  Laugh at the gossip.  Show my engagement ring.  Oh yes, this rock is very real.  Four karats in a stunning setting by a fabulous Swiss jeweler in Beverly Hills.  I can tell the story about my fiancé but first I need to talk about these dreadful parties.    Why are these bald headed fat men giving out embossed business cards to women at party?   What is there strategy?  Sex?  Romance?   Marriage?    Why do these bald headed men kissing me on both cheeks just because I have an accent?   Just because I dyed my hair shock red?   Just because my dress has a slit up the side?   Just because my makeup is on the heavy side tonight?   Why do they follow me to the restroom?   Why do they want to drive me home?   They see the ring on my finger.
My ex-fiancé is Russian.  Or should I say - was Russian?   A mobster.  He ran a business that was disreputable.  Sometimes I called him Igor.  Sometimes I called him Mr. Rock Star because he liked to take me to karaoke near the Grant Hotel.  Igor drove a Bentley and loved pop songs from the 1960s.  He loved the Ronettes and Phil Spector's wall of sound.  He cried with joy singing Baby I Love You.
There were times I had to save my girl friends.   You know, the late night phone call.  The boyfriend is drunk.  I have 10 minutes before a horrible thing happens.  I throw on my coat and I save Lydia or Margaret or Angela just in the nick of time.  I told Igor these episodes and he, of course, he bought me a gun.   I keep the gun in my Louis Vuitton.

I do consulting work now and some discreet event planning.  Yes, weddings and life cycle events.  I know a few good caterers and I squeeze some savings.  These caterers say they like my voice but don’t like me style.  They don’t know about Igor and they are better off for this ignorance.  I find business through word of mouth.  “Babette’s the girl” – and that seals the deal.

If felt like a decade ago when the government pressured Igor on his sloppy bookkeeping and his uncouth associates.  Like a eight legged bug up his ass, he would say.  He didn’t handle this very well.  One of his men had a bad encounter with the agents and that ruined things for my Rock Star.   They began deporting procedures and Igor hired top lawyers to buy time.   Igor was confident that he could beat this rap and he convinced me that life would be like a giant snow globe of wonder,  like a sky dropping a million glorious rose petals.   “It’s how you shake things,”  he said.   Igor drove to Los Angeles and bought the diamond.  I was with him.   He paid in cash.  He said this was his first marriage proposal.  Ever.  He had tears in his eyes.  I refused to cry.  He kissed me.  The ring slipped magically on to my finger.  I can’t take it off.

There were times my girl friends had to save me.  Igor was ugly the day before he had to go back to Moscow.  He wanted me to go with him.  I said I couldn’t.  My mother was sick.  I was at her side all the time.  Igor said I lied like a whore.  He slapped me.  He said my mother died when I was a little girl.  He saw the old faded photos of her.   I reached for my Louis Vuitton.

There were times I go to church alone.  I tell the truth and I try to cry.  The priest says to me that faith is all there is.  “Have a little faith in God.”    I smile.  There were times I see Jesus walking with Igor, late at night, and both men are barefoot.  And I think – what is this crazy thing I am seeing?   What is this love that I am feeling?   Jesus and Igor.  Igor and Jesus.  Barefoot down the street.  Neither one has a business card.  Would Jesus buy me a rock?  Would Jesus demand I go with him to Moscow?     Would Jesus share my pillow?

I get no phone calls from Igor.  No letters!  No messages from his old friends!  I have his ring.  I am a single woman and I am saved.  
------------------------------------------------------------   

Marcel's Bakery

The danger of men did not begin with Marcel.  And please know that the danger of men ended with Igor.

(Pause)
With Marcel, the best baker in Paris, the artist of the superior croissant with a hint of almond,  the man who lost most of his tattered shirt buttons to moths and to hating tight clothes, with Marcel I could not please his large family.   His mother talked about me while I was in the her filthy kitchen.  She fixated on my cleavage so I wore more v-neck sweaters.  She couldn't finish her sentences because she had Tourette Syndrome.  Marcel's mother would swear and curse like the Devil incarnate.   She even foamed at the mouth.  Marcel's father liked me most days.  But he had no power in the family.  and  – a million years ago – when we drank too much I got pregnant and I had no clue.  I told him.  He was excited and he was upset.  He wanted to marry me but didn’t want to have a baby this early in his life.  He didn’t say it but he said it.  So I went to have an abortion.  This made his mother very happy.  And on the day  after I had  the procedure, Marcel had an accident in his bakery. It was a fire  - 4:30am – no one was in the bakery but Marcel.  He died and the shop burned down.  I would have married him eventually.
----------------------------------------------

First Sheila, Always Sheila
Sheila and I were good friends because she smoked more than I liked to smoke and that made me feel superior.  She gave me so many packs of Marlboros I felt it was her way of buying me.  She did buy some friends that I could see over time.  She could never buy me. But when Sheila became a mother of two little girls, her personality changed like she was the victim of a fairy tale.  Oh yes, people do fall victim to a tale.  And she tamed her wild lioness overnight.  Her husband – a lawyer for a small company – gave her notes each month on how to improve her image.  They were short notes but they were hideous.


(Pause)

Why am I telling you about Sheila?  Do you think she and I were lovers because we met in a small fishing town in Provence?  She was a college student overseas in her third year and I quit a grande école.  We dated brothers and were betrayed by the same brothers.

(Pause)
Never do such things with brothers.  

(Pause)
Sheila cut back on smoking Marlboros.  She phoned me after her mother died.  Sheila asked that I come to visit her in San Diego.  And there was more to this invitation.  She wanted me to housesit for the summer. Walk the dog.  Feed the fish. Would I want to leave France and see California with new eyes?  After all, I lived in Los Angeles for several years.  “San Diego would be calmer than L.A.”,  she said sweetly.

(Pause)
You see, twenty years had gone by in our lives.  I almost forgot how Sheila looked.  Her black hair went red as a parrot.  She bought some tattoos just above her ass.  She was hang gliding off the high cliffs and her girls were almost 7 and 9.   Sheila loved her daughters and also claimed to have loved her husband Clifford.  The lawyer, remember.  I never met him and I never will.

(Pause)
To quit smoking, you see, you have to lie to someone.  Raise your hands if you understand my meaning.  

(Pause)
Raise your hand if you know you lied to someone you love.

(Pause)
When I arrived in San Diego, Sheila met me at the airport.  I had one piece of luggage.  She had her convertible.  The top was down.  It was a hot summer night.  She kissed me many times.  Hugged me like a bear.  I could tell she poured perfume down the nape of her neck. I felt scared for her and scared for me.  Something was not right.  She said the kids were in sleepaway camp for the week.  And her husband, the attorney, the man she called Clifford, was out of town on business.

(Pause)
She was smoking in the BMW and the ashes were going everywhere.  In my face.  In my hair.  On my clothes.  She was drinking before the airport.  I asked her if it is safe for her to be driving.

(Pause)
Age was not kind to Sheila.  I could see the expensive but implausible plastic surgery and her slanted eyes were fake. Her lips were pouty and fat, like the little pillows on the plane. She would say the same about me. Age was not kind to my beauty.  My face shows the story of a woman who gave too much to friends who gave too little.  You can see it around the lines of my smile and the long look of my open features.  You don’t a smile, do you?  Do you see a mouth?

(Pause)
Sheila went on and on about the musician whose name was Sebastian and she nicknamed him Sebie.  She said he lives in Montreal and has a beautiful historic brick home in the old quarter.  She would be going there to meet his parents and be back in time for her girls’ last day at summer camp.

(Pause)
Do I look gullible?  I think I do.  I  look gullible because I am gullible.  I believed Sheila. I stayed in the house, her house, and walked the German Shepherd and fed the gold fish and watered the ficus tree.  The attorney husband she called Clifford never came around.  He was in Washington DC – that was Sheila lying to prove that her world still spun around the sun.

(Pause)
The daughters – Madison and Olivia – sent postcards from camp.  They were not allowed to phone home.  Olivia, 7,  got poison ivy on her crotch.  How – I don’t know.  But the day before they were to leave camp, Sheila phoned me very late – past midnight.  She was very excited and upset.  Talking a million words at a time.  “Sheila, shut up.”  I said.  And she did.  “What the hell is going on?”  There was a long silence.  “I can’t come back, Babette.”

(Pause)
“What?”

(Pause)
“Sebastian will break up with me if I leave Montreal.  I have to stay and make this work.”

(Pause)
“What are you telling me, Sheila?  You want me to fly the girls to Montreal?”

(Pause)
Sheila lost her mind.  She really did.  She told me to keep the girls in California and she hopes to come back in six months.  

(Pause)
I needed Sheila like I needed a hole in my head.  I cursed her and cursed her again.  I am not going to be a nanny for two girls while the girls have a mother and a father.

(Pause)
“Clifford is not a father.   He’s gone, and he won’t be coming back.”

(Pause)
“Now listen to me Sheila and you listen to every word I say.  Get your  fanny back here by tomorrow night or I’ll tell the cops that you’re deserting your own children.”  
“Oh, yes, I will do that, Sheila.  Just watch me.”

(Pause)
She didn’t stay long on the phone.  Some months passed.  My heart sank.  Sheila never returned and I couldn’t get myself to contact Child Protection Services.  I think I just froze and it is not good.  I became Aunt Babette.  This is a fate worse than death.  Sheila is in Montreal.

(Pause)
I don’t want your sympathy.  Don’t give it.  I want you to listen and ask would you do.

(Pause)
Is that too much work?   What is work?

(Pause)
Madison and Olivia know I am not their aunt.  They are horrified by life.  But they are getting by.  We have money wired to us.  I think I’m closer to Olivia but the girls trust me as a fair woman who got stuck.  They ask me a thousand questions and I tell the truth.  I’ll go to hell for telling the truth.

(Pause)
So I live in California again and I am horrified too – just like the girls.  We have no winter but we have cold chills.  Not from the wind but from our neighbors.   I don’t see why people are doing crazy things and hate themselves for having money and hate others for not using turning signals when they drive foreign luxury cars and why are grown men and woman hitting seals with plastic sticks on the beaches of La Jolla?   Why is everybody under 50 years old a “dude”?   What is a “dude”?   Can you please tell me?  Does a “dude” have a funny way of walking and flings a thumb and pinky like this?  What does this gesture mean?  You know, it’s very close to the Italian gesture – (horns go up, her index finger and pinky).

(Pause)
A Gated Community

So now I live in a gated community – where the oxygen is served in bottles  -  yes, a quiet community and we drive past a guard in a uniform each day.  You need a little fob which remote controls the gate.  And you wave to the uniform guard.  The guard was the first person who suspected that Sheila had disappeared for a time.   So I began to dress more like Sheila and wear some of her hats while driving past the guard booth.   The school staff never knew, the noisy mail guy never knew,   And  the neighbors didn’t seem to care or to know much about Sheila.  It makes me think this is a stinking neighborhood because in France everyone would know about a mother who flies away.    Here, people open their garage doors and as soon as the car is inserted into the house, the door rolls down – like the Batmobile going into the Bat Cave.  
The split level house next to Sheila’s is too clean and sterile.  The daffodils look fake and the owner of the house is retired.   He was a businessman from Pasadena who sold reverse mortgages. When it is that time of the week when we have to put out the garbage cans, this neighbor watches me like a hawk. He complains to me that I don’t tie down the garbage can lids and the wind blows them off. And the garbage goes on his lawn.  So he bought me bungee cords and rope from Home Depot to us.   And he is up early to check if the ropes are on. Doesn’t he know when someone gives me a rope, only harm can come out of it?  Giving me rope is like giving me a loaded gun.
-------------------------------------------------------

Match.com, Speed Dating & the age of Hook Ups
Hello.  What is Match.com?    What is eHarmony?   Why are people contacting me in email and texting that I was selected to have dinner with Luther Bomberg III at Burger Haven?   Someone had filled out my profile as a joke.  A prank.  A vendetta.  I will catch this rat and punish without a tear in my eye.  Is it one of you pranksters?
(Pause)
What the hell is speed dating.  What is it really?  Why do you do it?  Why do you do this in a church and in the convention room at the Marriott Hotel and just a mile away from the weekly swap meet on Sports Arena Blvd?  Why do you give seven minutes to a hello, my dear, what the hell are you to me?   Oh, I went.  Someone made me go.  I was drunk.  It was my hair stylist who put a gun to my head.  “Babette,” he said, “you will love meeting fifteen men in less than two hours.”  And I said to Alexander, “Is this legal?”  And he laughed and he said it was the dumbest question I ever asked him.   He said I would hook up, get lucky, light up the lights.     Alexander said that there was a bell.  The bell goes off. You say your name.  He says his name.  You’re not allowed to lie.  Particularly if this is inside a church.  You talk about the weather and your illnesses and your job and your last failed relationship and you sex up things by laughing at your lunatic efforts to make a good impression on some asshole.   He met many women through speed dating.  He claims that speed dating is a cheap way to have fast sex and I told him that was not my mission in life.  “You want slow sex?” he asked.  And I nodded many times.  “Are you nodding because you want slow sex?” he asked again.  Is slow love making better than fast love making?  It is a philosophic question.  The art of touching is not the art of “fornication”.   I told this to Alexander.  Again, he said the women of his world were impatient and wanted “full impact.”  Those were his words.  “Full Impact.”   Like getting smashed by an asteroid a mile wide.   Full impact is what Alexander craves in his life.  He’s under 100 pounds and he’s tall.  I think he has an eating disorder.  He says that women love to feel his skeleton. “Bones are bones”, he says all the time.  So six months ago I went to a hotel in downtown San Diego for my first speed dating.   It was expensive.  And I had to dress.   Alexander did up my hair.  He put in a hair extension.  I wore a silk scarf.  My nails were done in black.  I brought my tiny evening purse.  I was ready for a long red carpet and three suitable handsome men.

(Pause)
How do you define handsome?  Do you look for symmetry in a face?  Shouldn’t the left eye match where the right eye is placed?  Do you get upset if the smile is crooked?  What if the nose dips to the left?  Or to the right?  I’m not talking politics.  What if there are many chins?  Something sagging under the eyes?  Ears that have flaps for competitive sailing?  

(Pause)
Sheila would define handsome as a tall man with dark features and a strong chin.  I’m looking at some men right now with strong chins.  Men with no facial hair.  I see you.

(Pause)
The men I met at speed dating that night at the Marriott were not handsome.  No, no, no.  They were not.  They were faces you see in police lineups.  The faces of sinners with character defects written into their profile.  You know what I mean.  A slight turn of the head and suddenly you see too much.  It’s like when the bathroom door swings up by itself.  You impulsively put your hands to your eyes and look away.  You pretend nothing has happened but it’s all over.  And then you have to make conversation until the bell rings.  And time stands still.  The world has frozen.  And he’s still looking at the inventory.  He’s looking at my breasts. I don’t meet his eyes anymore.  He’s staring and he’s tapping his fingers on the table.  He asks a question which shocks me, “Do you date married men?”  And I ask him, “Why, are you married?”

“No, but I just want to know how you judge yourself.”

“Darling, I never judge myself.”

“Well, have you dated married men?”

“I don’t have rules.”

“Then you have dated married men.”

“It’s time we switched tables.”

“No, the bell has to ring first before we switch tables.”

“Thank you Daniel, for telling me.”

“You’re welcome, Nanette.”
So I got up and hit the bell.  And the church people kicked me out of the social hall.  

(Pause)
Daniel followed me outside.  I told him my name was not Nanette.   He joked and said, “No, No, Nanette!”   He wanted to get my phone number.  With my left hand, I gave him a handwritten note that expressed that I'm an unlucky alley cat on my ninth and final life.
----------------------------------------------------

I am left handed
I am left handed.  I am not a soccer mom even if I drive them to soccer games.  When I was a child the nuns tried to make me write with my right hand. You know I hated the nuns.  I cried all the time in front of them and when I was punished by them.   I was told when I was a child that Joan of Arc was left handed and she was either evil or insane.  God can talk to the male prophets and they are heralded.
I was told by one nun that all girls who are left handed die early.  The same nun said that the Devil associates with the left handed for five thousand years.  The left hand, I was instructed by my teachers, was the dirty hand.  The left foot first out of bed means the day will go very bad.   I am left handed and I will always be left handed.  I can write with my right hand but the words turn into lies.

(Pause)
Olivia is left handed.  I noticed immediately.  And she noticed me too.  
--------------------------------------
The Birthday Party

The birthday party of Olivia was not easy to plan.  Eight little candles on an ice cream cake from Baskins and Robbins. We tried places which all looked too public.  She was too sophisticated for Chuck E. Cheese and the girls didn’t want ice skating, something at the zoo, Corvette Diner was too popular, the choices were not in our favor.  So I booked a magician/stripper to perform in our garage.  It was cheaper than I thought.  Her name is Mystic Mary and she looked like someone from Las Vegas in pink van which had her supersized face on every door.  She liked the support pole in our three car garage and she played disco music during her tricks.   Over the phone I asked her to tone it down for the kids.  Mystic Mary had to have been in an X-rated Cirque du Soleil the way she used the pole.  Very aerobic and a little  provocative.  But still she was good with the white rabbit which popped out of someone’s sleeve and a thousand flowers growing out of her costume.  There were some peculiar costume changes too with a Velcro slit skirt.   Her big number was levitated Olivia on a single board balanced on the back of a folding chair.  She removed the board and Olivia was still floating atop a little blanket.  Mystic Mary stayed to have a piece of birthday cake and joked that she entertains older boys and girls too.    I paid Mary in cash to get the 10% discount and she whispered to me in her sarcasm that I was the not a Native Californian and gave me her sympathy seeing I was a making a fabulous effort.  How Mystic Mary knew this, it was a good guess.  We took photos and videos of the party and when we watched Mystic Mary – she had a large diamond piercing on her belly button in her final costume change .  But none of us saw the diamond during the live show.  Isn’t that terribly strange?  
---------------------------------------------------------

Night Terrors

It’s time to tell you about night terrors and what children go through.  It’s time to be serious. Madison, the oldest girl at 9 years and closing in on 10, the one who looks just like Sheila was left in the car for a few minutes when Sheila went into the supermarket.  Madison was around five years old and she didn’t want to go into the store.  Sheila left her with the windows half down and Madison was watching a DVD.  This is America.  Families don’t have grandparents living next but they have a pile of DVDs.  Sheila was gone less than ten minutes and it was the dumbest thing she had done in her life.  At the time in Sheila’s life.

(Pause)
There was a homeless man in the parking lot and he approached the car.  Madison didn’t see him until his hand went into the Mercedes through the open window.   The supermarket was crowded, the store attendant collecting carts didn’t see the incident until the man opened the car door from inside.  Madison was screaming.  Sheila was still shopping.  

(Pause)
Hard to believe.  The angels were flying by.  The man was chased away by the store worker. Madison was crying.  Sheila eventually came to the car and the attendant told her what happened.  I’m surprised that Sheila told me this story.  She usually keeps everything to herself but she said never to leave the girls in the car and she had to say why.

(Pause)
Madison can’t get to bed by herself.  You have to go under the covers with her and slip away when she falls asleep.  It’s not easy.  She wakes up as you tip toe out the door.  There’s her scream which is loud enough to wake up Olivia.  I try to guess.  When to leave the bed. Not in a minute.  But I can’t stay an hour.  So crazy.  Sheila.  She’s your daughter.

(Pause)
Combing Madison’s hair before she goes to sleep is one of the tricks that works.
With a brush.  Never a comb.  Olivia would never let me brush her hair.  Getting them to shower.  Oh, what hell.  Madison can’t get the man out of her mind.  I tell her that America has 10 million homeless men.  They suffer.  The man at the supermarket was a man in pain. He meant only to find some food.  He came from a family.  The family left him.
------------------------------------------------
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