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e COBIRESE SV FEREF e

MOTION

Your Aunt Sharon had a scar on her right cheek, puffy as cotton, wide
as a smile. Your mother just had bruises, but you still worried. When you
were twelve, your Aunt Darlene, supposedly the smart one, took up with
a fellow straight out of Parchman. Before she left, she tried to explain
it to you. “The Chinese had it right,” she said, pointing at a circle with
what looked like two fish curled inside. “There’s somebody out there to
fit you close as skin, closer even. When you find them, it sets your world
to spinning. You can’t get off. You don’t want to.”” You didn’t know what
she meant then, but later you had a pretty good idea. It was in the white
bloom of fingerprints on your arm after a fight at your locker. A boy so
tough he could put out a cigarette on his hand and then cry when you
broke up with him. There were lots of boys, and you loved most of
them, but there were none yet that could keep the world turning, That
was what drove you, what fed you. What brings you here tonight. Some
people think that bars are depressing places. Not you. Especially this one
with its colored lights and deer head draped with Mardi Gras beads. Es-
pecially not at ten o’clock when everyone is still on their first or second
drink, open and friendly, as close to a clean slate as any of you are likely
to get. You're talking to a guy who just finished a stint offshore. Pressed
jeans, denim work shirt starched into respectability. He’s telling you how
good the food is out there, steak and shrimp all the time. And you’re lis-
tening, enjoying the attention, but to tell the truth, you've already moved
on. You're wondering who’s next. That turns out to be a guy who wants
to talk about his ex and show you pictures of his kids, all scattershot with
freckles and stupid with smiling, There are two more after that, both nos,
and you start to panic a little. You think about settling, just for a night.
But no, you're past all that now, you’ll just go home and come back next
week, At five tll twelve you see him for the first time, It’s the way he
walks that makes you follow him to the back room. Tight and coiled. You
want to see him pounce. It takes longer than you expect. Somebody who
couldn’t sink a ball finally runs the table when the stakes get high enough.
He makes a move with the pool stick and lowers his voice when another
man might have raised it. In the middle of all this is when he looks righ:
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at you, quick, with just the barest show of teeth., Not everyone would
know this as an invitation. But you do. And now that it’s started, now

Trat you'te the dog who's caught sight of his own tail, you start running,



