TheFat Girl

Colin Morra, in a rage, reached across the bar, pickedfulp bottle of whiskey,
smashed it against Frank Ricci’'s forehead, and killed Rramk was his best friend for
almost twenty years. He saw Frank’s chin hit the rirthefancient alcohol-stained and
cigarette-burnt wooden bar; his body slid off the bar stbeh continued slumping to the
floor. Colin stared pop-eyed at what just happened and dived to prevent Frank’s
head from hitting the floor. Sitting in a puddle of whiskigod, and broken glass, Colin
cradled Frank’s head in his arms and rocked up and badahg ¢ryers of tears, snot
running out of his nose. Frank stared at nothing throughdgedges, blood running out
of one ear. Yells of “call 911,” “call the police,” antddly shit” rang through the bar.
Some customers ran out thinking it was best for thentoribéke a meeting” with the
police.

The E.M.T. arrived, lifted Frank off Colin’s lap, platkim on a gurney and slid
him into the ambulance. The police arrived immediaddigr. One wordlessly lifted
Colin off the floor dripping with whiskey, glass, teaasd blood, tied his arms behind his
back with a plastic strip, walked him to the waiting squadand gently, with one hand
holding the top of his head, placed him in the back 3émt.other policeman stayed
behind to take statements. The fight was over a woman.

Colin and Frank grew up together in a working class/out-okwtass
Irish/German/Italian section of Brooklyn. It's anutar crime-free neighborhood. Blacks
and Hispanics enter at their peril. Five years ago two caene into the area to sell
drugs, one is still in a coma and the other walks witbteeable limp due to the loss of a
kneecap. Most of the area is made up of small one-faandytwo-family attached
homes, clad in worn-out aluminum siding, built befangane can remember, old and
rundown thirty years ago. They have small front and badksythat were cemented over
after grass refused to grow in such a depressed environnhenfroht areas of many
homes display “Madonna and Child” plaster statues, Amerilags, black M.1.A. flags
and the ubiquitous garbage can. The neighborhood has dme lnfhest rates of men
and women in the armed forces, not due to any all-inspsenge of patriotism, but
because it's the only means of employment for many ypeaople.

There are many four story walk-up apartment buildingeerarea of the same
vintage and condition as the private homes. InsideyabBbules are all decorated with
broken mailboxes and doors with smoked, decorated glassakdast seen in your
granny’s house. Many staircases are painted the same laoguer. The rest of the
hallways were never painted in any resident’s lifetifffezou are a fan of linoleum
you'll find it here as a stair runner. The rents wergedeedly low except in the cases
when the government paid it all. Most of the people énatea who had jobs worked in
construction, non union, “off the books”. The highest ooeld aspire to was a city job
that some obtained by doing odd jobs for the local polittisome of the jobs were
considered very odd by other’s standards, but everyon® leas. In this neighborhood
everyone smiles and looks the other way.

Colin’s mother was a waitress and worked all hoursjingshim on his own. His
father went out for the proverbial “pack of cigarettesien he was six and no one saw
him again. Frank had both a mother and a father at héfhat the father did to put food



on the table, no one knew, including Frank. His mothekea at night as a cleaning
woman in an office building.

Colin and Frank met in third grade and ran in the sttegether along with the
Gallo Brothers (Gary & Larry), Jimmy Conner, Zack Bugkel Donny Sutton. They are
still friends today. Colin has quiet, unassuming looks,koleear, a baby face and is a
natural born follower. Frank is tall, thin, with a &tscarred by his former acne. All of
them were undistinguished in every way. They got into tlegular quota of street fights,
petty theft (not in their own neighborhood), and vandalisnother words, they were
regular neighborhood boys. School played a very margutglin their lives.

In eighth grade Stephanie Zukowsky transferred into thesiscShe was instantly
the butt of all jokes and the object of derision. Alitairected openly. It was to be
expected in this situation. Number one, she was theggméwumber two, she was fat,
number three, nature’s natural cruelty burns brighte$tisaage. The girls joined in,
happy not to be the victim. Stephanie bore this withotiter crust of one who was inured
to it from experience. She kept to herself as she hadaicectshe was a good student.

Frank dropped out of school his junior year to helpabtiome, and Colin, seeing
no reason for the need of a high school diplomag\iedld him. They both took the
neighborhood’s usual path, low end, low pay, constructibg, jspending their free time
(which they had plenty of) in Muldoon’s with theirdrds drinking whiskey and beer and
betting on sports games. They were well on their wagplicating their parents’ lives. A
favorite bet was on the basketball tournament, wtierg pooled their money. The
winner gets all and the one with the most losses naathdimiliating deed. The
N.C.A.A. quarter finals were on, the bets were made Faankie decreed that the
humiliating deed of the loser would be one date with StejehZukowsky. “Is she still
around?” Someone said, to much laughter.

“Yeah, yeah | saw her walking down the street lsetknfatter than ever.” More
laughter followed, everyone put up their money and placedhats.

Colin lost and had to take his punishment. He had ng ber to Muldoon’s on a date
so that his friends could watch his embarrassment.

Colin put it off as long as his buddies allowed, but henkihe had to pay up. “I
might as well get it over with,” he thought. He couldiake the constant razzing. He bit
the bullet and called her. “Hello, Mrs. Zukowsky? Is Stapé there? I’'m an old friend
from school. Tell her Colin, Colin Morra.” A few sends later “Stephanie, hi, it's Colin
Morra. Do you remember me from school?”

“Sure | do. What do you want?”

“Well, I thought maybe we can go out some time.”

“You want to take me out, like on a date?” She ansiveuspiciously.

“Yeah, a date.”

“Where would we go?” She asked, very much on her guard.

“How about Muldoon’s?”

“That dump?”

“It's O.K. and the food ain’t bad.” He said

“When?” She asked, still suspicious.

“How about tomorrow night at eight?”

“Well, O.K.” She answered in her wary voice.

“I'll meet you on the corner in front of your hous2.K.?”



“O.K.” She answered, “But don’t stand me up for a joke”

“C’mon, would | do something like that?”

“Maybe,” she answered.

“I'll see you tomorrow at eight for sure. You got mpsd,” he said and hung up
with a big sigh.

In a leather jacket, jeans, and a knit hat pulled ovesdts he waited in the cold.
She came out of her building bundled up in a fake furamag; it made her look like a
short bear. When she smiled, her cheeks puffed out areyéerclosed to slits just like in
high school. “Hi Colin.”

He echoed the “hi” with a tone of resignation. Shad the same tight curls and
short cropped hairdo and when she turned he could seedties of hair on the nape of
her neck before it was stopped at the border of a cleadimg into a short mound of fat.
She was as unappealing as he remembered her. They wédkely sour blocks to
Muldoon’s.

Taking a deep breath, he opened the door for her andrnterge the dimly lit
beer-smelling bar. He saw his pals sitting on the batsssteppping each other on the
back, having great howling laughs at his embarrassmentekleed her to the rearmost
table, the one partially hidden from the room. They tdbkheir coats, and sat facing
each other. She leaned over the table and said witrea $véhat a bunch of assholes.
You still hang out with those moronic pricks?”

“They're ok, don’t pay any attention to them.”

“I don’t know why you asked me out, but whatever the neasm glad you did.
You were the nicest guy in the class. You never joinezhiling me names.”

He just nodded, not knowing what to say to this complim#&vhat do you do
now? You got a job or what?”

“Well,” he stammered, slightly embarrassed, “I do sqak time construction
work, non union, and some odd jobs here and there.”

“You know Colin, | watched you in school, you wereywsmart, you shouldn’t
have dropped out, you could have graduated, and maybe everogmilede.”

“Nah. Me? Not a chance.” They ordered cheeseburgas, &nd beers from a
smiling waiter, who was in on the joke. “What do you do?”

“I work at N.B.C., in the mail room. | sort and delitbe mail to the T.V. people
and the news people, answer the phone sometimes, etirses get coffee for some
celebrities. | went to a two year college, now tmghts a week | go to computer school.”

“No kidding. That’s great.”

“I'm going to make a life for myself. I'm not going tive like my mother in this
shit neighborhood all my life,” she said. He was listgrimevery word; no one ever
spoke to him like this before. He listened to her father hour and the time passed
quickly, as if he was speaking to an old friend. Theyugoto leave and, passing the bar
on the way out, he saw that his friends had alreatlyS&g put her hand through his arm
as he walked her home, into her building, up three flighttairs full of cooking odors,
to her door. She unlocked the door, turned to him and gave hindemt &dut tender kiss
on his lips. “I have computer class tomorrow. Let’s gbtbe day after, eight o’clock
again. O.K.? This time I'll pick the place, No more kble bars.”

“O.K.” He answered. She entered her apartment. clasddbaked the door and
left him in the hallway, totally bewildered.



The next day on the construction site he was theolbatt jokes. It seemed that
Frank and his buddies told everyone about his date, andibbeyl him good-naturedly
all day long. By the next day it was old news and tleevdook up another topic. He
thought about their date all day as you would think of laygin just went crazy for, but
he didn't feel that way about her. So, why? He hadlaa.

That night he met her in the same spot, this time stsawearing a nice dress,
makeup, and her hair looked nicer. Too bad she couldn’t dbiagytbout that roll
around her waist, and that huge ass, he thought. Shaitobéand and they took a bus to
another neighborhood. They ate at an Italian restatllahhad white and red checkered
table cloths. “Isn’t this nice?” She said “It's much keetihan Muldoon’s with those
pricks laughing at us at the bar. This is the way real pdiva. Not the way we do. With
a little education and ambition you could do much bettet,yan should start by losing
that gang of losers. You're better than they are hay'lt only keep you from getting
anywhere. Did you see those old shaky rummies atnth@®the bar at Muldoon’s?
That’s your buddies in a couple of years and it could loetgo if you're not careful.”

She was getting into his head like no one ever had bafatde didn’t know if he
liked it or not. The check came, the waiter gave it to ,she took it and paid the bill
without a thought. They took the bus back to her housevadfieed up the three flights of
stairs smelled the same cooking smells and wondered dabk only knew how to make
one dish. She unlocked the door. “Come on in, my motheoiiking tonight.”

The living room looked like they bought the same furniti@anfthe same cheap
store, the same year that his mother had, and thpdadtjob was in the same decade as
his. They had doilies on the arms of the chairs. Himth&een doilies since grandma
died. They took off their coats and she kissed him,ghate soft tender kiss. “Let’s go
into the bedroom,” she said. “My mother won't be bmkhours.”

In her small bedroom she shut off the lights fordake of modesty or
embarrassment. When they lay down the bed creakedtfr@meight. She was big all
over but very sensual in her way. Afterward she heldihiher large arms and stroked
his hair. “I really care for you. You don’t have toysaything. | know what | look like.
I’m not stupid. | know I'm fat. I've been called “fatsahd “hey, elephant girl” since,
like, first grade. | turn off my ears; | don't let anytbiget to me. | will succeed in life.
They can all go to hell. You're different, Colin. Youutd be anything you want to be
and you're great at sex.” She laughed and slapped him affattly on his butt. He
didn’t know what to say. This was the first time hé kBax with a girl who was not a
hooker or a whore and hadn’t just wanted to get up and legev&lt cozy and relaxed in
the arms of someone who really cared for him, probdiayonly one who ever had. He
felt as though he just lost his virginity and he liked feeling.

“Hey, you better get going. | got computer class tomomaht, but | tell you
what: if your not working tomorrow, why don’t you come ra® in the city, we’ll have
lunch and I'll show you where | work. O.K.?”

Colin lived in the city his whole life without ever \tisig Rockefeller Center. He
waited for her at the entrance to the skating ring. Watenwalked toward him he saw
another incarnation of Stephanie, the business wontaravgiuit, hair in place, high
heels, and a serious demeanor. She lit up when she savHj you want to see where |
work?”

“Yeah, O.K.”



Stephanie showed her I.D. card to security, vouched ftom &od took the
elevator to the twenty-fifth floor. The office wadarge room subdivided into small
cubby hole-like offices by wall board, decorated with familstures, or children’s
crayon drawings saying, “I love you, Mommy”, desks, bawmksomputers, phones and
piles of mail. Colin took this all in with the expressiof a visitor to a planet somewhere
in outer space. Stephanie stopped at her area, comgdatelyf any decoration. “Here’s
where | work,” she said with pride.

“Wow, you really work here?” Colin said, staring widged at the computer.

“Maybe I'll take some pictures of you and put them onwayl.” She laughed.

They ate in a local luncheonette and she paidith as usual. “Colin, I'm going
to computer class tonight, so why don’t you come overy@lace tomorrow night. Ill
make us dinner. My mother works tomorrow night and wonhdme, O.K.?”

“O.K.”

“Gotta run,” she said, gave him a quick peck on the chegedtn

On the train going back he had time to think. In his rsimel was no longer the fat
girl, she was Steffie, and she was leading him inectlon he never thought he’'d go. It
was as if he was on one of those moving sidewalks. Benatadoing any walking but he
was going to a destination. Did he want to go there? &nivsure. It was miles better
than what he had now, or would ever have; he could seddir office

That night Colin had beers at Muldoon’s with Frankid ¢he Gallo brothers.

“Hey where you been? You weren’t at work today.”

“Nah, | had stuff to do.”

“What kind of stuff?”

“Just stuff.”

“You're acting strange lately, Colin,” said Larry Gall'You're not doing coke or
anything, are you?

“Nah,” said his brother. “He’s got some super pussy he tgtiaire with his
friends”

“Hey Colin,” said Frankie. “Don’t | always pass on mig ased stuff to you? If it
wasn't for me you'd never get laid. Fair is fair.”

“Ohm fuck off guys. I just had stuff to do and | don’t dike,” said Colin,
annoyed.

“0.K., O.K., whatever you say,” said Frankie.

“Let's drop it, O.K.?”

“O.K. You know tomorrow night there’s like an engageneantty at Zack’s
house.”

“What?”

“Yeah. He's says he’s marrying that bimbo, what’steeme, Tiffany.”

“You gotta be kidding. If it wasn't for fatso she’d be tingliest girl in the
neighborhood. Hey Colin, how was your one nighter-wighephant girl.” Colin said
nothing as they all laughed.

“I think I'd throw up if I had to put my beautiful pecker that,” said Gary.

Frankie yelled, “Hey Pat, another round. Colin’s buyir@olin had enough for
one night. He stared down the end of the bar and sawltlvmen leaning over, trying to
lift their glasses to their mouths, shaking and spiltmagt. Steff's warning was right in
front of him. He downed his beer. “Adios, you jerk-offeg you tomorrow at work.”



“Hey, where you going? It's early. What, you got moriff§ to do?” Said
Frankie.

“Fuck off,” said Colin, as he walked out of Muldoon’s

Zack’s basement was decorated the same as alihées in the neighborhood.
Grey painted peeling walls, done years ago, a boiler g&s jpeing the most prominent
features. Two worn couches, one without legs, and twengsainted wooden tables that
held cases of beer, potato chips and cold pizza completdthsement decor. Music
blasted from a boom box and the neighborhood crowd flowetbdhe backyard of the
house. Zack’s girl Tiffany was the center of attent@tall, thin blonde of about eighteen
who was in dire need of orthodontia. Someone wasmassit shots of scotch to toast
the couple. The noisy crowd was on its way to getting daumakthe smell of pot was in
the air.

That afternoon at the job site Colin thought albowv to get out of going to
Zack’s party; he settled on going in early, making an aggee, ducking out to
Steffie’s, and hoping everyone would be smashed enougb nass him.

Frankie kept toasting Zack with shots, and Tiffany’snidieShirley, arms around
Colin, kept rubbing up against his crotch. He kept postponing hisFexét minutes
turned into a half hour, and a few hits of pot turned imt&a@ur. He checked the time,
and with a “holy shit” squeezed through the crowd and btiteobasement without any
goodbyes and started running the twelve blocks to Steffie’s hBussaty and out of
breath, he rang the downstairs bell. No answer. Hg again and again. Colin walked
out to the side of the building. When he looked up, hédcsee her lights on. He called
her on his cell phone.

“What do you want?”

“I'm sorry, Steffie, I'm really sorry. Please bumze up.”

“Go to hell,” she answered, “I thought you were difféygou’re just like the rest
of the assholes.”

“Please let me in Stef. | know I fucked up, I'm sorry.”

“You don't care how you treat me Colin. I'm only tte §irl to you. You think
you can treat me like shit and the poor elephant will iakevon’t take it from you or
from anybody.”

“Please Stef,” he pleaded.

“What you do want, one last fuck?”

“C’'mon Stef, don't talk like that. Buzz me in.”

After a few moments of silence she said “OiK.& quiet, no longer angry
voice. “Come on up.”

She opened the door in pajamas and no makeup and said“toftijmped the
food in the garbage an hour ago.”

He took her in his arms “Forgive me Stef. | wouldnitthyou. | really care for
you.”

“You really do?”

“I really do.” She held him tightly and they walkedarthe bedroom.

The next few weeks were a storm of activityStephanie. She made plans, plans that
included Colin. She got an application for him to apply fargh school equivalency
diploma and found an opening for an apprentice electriaianjon job. At the same
time, she walked all around the better areas of Brodélyking for an apartment. She



said nothing about this to Colin. Two weeks later she foumdeaone bedroom
apartment in a good area across from a park, signedeadadgut a down payment on
some furnishings.

Stephanie was ready to make the move she had planngeafgr She put off
telling Colin for fear of rejection. With or without hjrehe was going forward with her
life.

One week before moving day, they were walking arm-intarnowhere in
particular on a nice spring day, when she told him aleofgtans for the move and for
his future. “Come with me, you don’t have to marry mewything. We'’ll live together
and then see how it goes. What do you say? You wahirto @about it? I’'m moving this
week.”

“Steffie,” He said, staring at her like a puppy. “You ¢deadve me behind. | want
to go with you.” She thought her body would burst, whatwlshed for was coming true.
She threw her arms around him, jumped up and down, and vitoletdgo.

The phone rang; it was after midnight. A dozing Cpleked it up. “Hello?”
“Hey, shit for brains, it's me. Come on over to Bliobn’s and I'll buy you a

drink.”

“Who is this?”

“Who do you think? It's me, Frankie.”

“Frankie, you're drunk and it's late.”

“Ah, come on, one drink, and besides, | need someantaké me home. I'm shit-
faced.”

“O.K.,” said an exasperated Colin. “I'll be right over

Frankie swayed on his usual stool when Colin vehike“Aah, my all time
greatest buddy. C’'meer, let me give you a big kiss. HeyaPshot and a beer for my best
friend. On me.”

“What'’s eating you, Frankie? Why the big load on?”

“It's because my best buddy has gone insane,” yelleckkieran

“Calm down, man. You got to lay off the sauce. Whiésproblem?”

“The problem is: you've gone crazy, Colin. | saw yawlihg down the street in
broad daylight with an unidentified elephant.”

“Oh, that’s it.”

“Yeah, that'’s fuckin it. | don't get it, you and thag.”

“She’s a nice girl,” Colin said quietly.

“A nice girl? Are you kidding?”

“l was going to tell you anyway so | might as well & now, Frankie. I'm
moving out of the neighborhood and I'm moving in with her.”

“Moving in with that fat whore?” Frankie’s fury mounted.

“Stop it, Frankie.”

“Colin, she fucked half the guys in tenth grade,” he sossh

Now Colin screamed too. “Stop it.”

“Colin, I fucked her too.”

Colin screamed at the top of his lungs, “Stop it, €t6p



“Yeah, you asshole, | fucked her,” Frankie screame#.lfaalin Morra, in a rage,
reached across the bar, picked up a full bottle of whjskegshed it against Frank
Ricci’'s forehead and killed him.

Richard Asher

So far I've only taken one course, and last week an digvath a walker tripped over
me right in front of the Y. | took it as an omen that on the right track. I'm at the
threshold of a brilliant career. Am | happy | took thggestion and answered that ad.



