
1

Blue

“We liTerally speak a different language,” he said to her, smiling. 
She smiled back. He knew she didn’t understand what he said.
“I mean I could talk to you until I’m blue in the face,” he said–wishing at 

that moment he could turn his face blue–“and you wouldn’t understand any 
better than you do right now. It’s not that you’re stupid”–he noticed that he was 
almost jeering at her–“just that you were born into another language. I could say 
anything I wanted to you right now. Anything at all, and you would keep smil-
ing. Not that I would, of course” (she had cocked her head to the right a little), 
“I wouldn’t think of it. It’s not your fault, indeed I rather like it, that we speak 
such different languages.”

“Fault?” she said. “California?”
He smiled. He was happy that she was his wife.
His friends had made fun of him when he’d gone to the agency, but once 

they got to know her they’d no doubt change their minds. They’d be jealous. 
Earlier in the day, when he’d made love to her for the first time, her body had 
opened like curtains.

So why was he almost jeering at her?
“Now you talk,” he said. He moved away from the window–the sun was hot 

now–and sat down on the couch. “You talk,” he said, drawing out the words so 
that she might better understand him. She didn’t understand him. 

“Farsi,” he said, smiling. “Speak Farsi.”
Her face lit up. She started talking. She was saying quite a lot. In Farsi. He 

didn’t understand a word of it.
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Although he did like its sound. The sound was nice. He could smell the 
curry in it. And there were figures on temples. Suddenly, she was swaddled in 
Indian blue and red and saffron yellow. She...

But she kept talking. She looked right at him, into his eyes, and kept talking. 
She didn’t seem to realize that he didn’t understand her. She was into it now. Yet 
he had the funny feeling that she was doing this on purpose. And after a while 
it wasn’t music, and didn’t smell good. The figures were strangling each other.

It reminded him of trying to read in Petite Boulangerie at lunchtime and 
being surrounded by women, by women talking. Talking over their entire lives. 
Not leaving out anything. As if he was interested in hearing every word of it. 
Almost as if they were talking to him, including him in their circle. All the 
details. How they felt about each little thing that had happened to them. What 
she had said and what he had said. How he had never grown up. “All he ever 
wants to do is ride his bicycle,” he’d heard one woman say just the other day. Or, 
how he never pitches in. Or, he can’t even pick the kid up from daycare. All he 
came there for was serious coffee, for a little peace and quiet, for a chance at 
the box scores, and instead they beat him over the head with a lot of talk these 
American women.

Why did they talk so much? What had gotten into them? 
But this one he would love. They’d create a new language.
“Come,” he said, stopping her talk. She followed him into the bedroom. 

“Undress,” he said. To his surprise, she understood perfectly.
But he didn’t want to just jump into bed. That would be too much like the 

old language. 
He looked at her. Her skin was a beautiful shade of brown. Like rich wood. 

She stood before the bedroom mirror. Radiant. Shining, in the light from the 
window, like Isis. (She was looking into the mirror so that she could look out 
the window.)

So he too undressed. He removed his silk wedding shirt. Unfortunately, the 
old language, lust, came singing. But, he was trying. He walked up to her, from 
behind. He wanted to stand next to her, like husband and wife. Neither talking 
nor fucking. But she grabbed him. He looked in the mirror. And then he saw it. 
His body was blue.
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Men

“shoW me WhaT you got,” Danny said. The kid, eight or nine years old, stood on a 
bright red crate. Even then he could barely reach the speed bag. He was a white kid, 
probably from our neighborhood. Maybe a schoolmate had beaten him up. Maybe he 
was picked last for basketball games or something like that. Anyway, he did a good job 
on the speed bag. He made it blur. He had something. He might be able to stand in 
there with the black kids, or those Mexican boys from Danny’s neighborhood. “Come 
back tomorrow at 3:30,” Danny said. “After school. You go to school, don’t you?”

That was the first time I’d laid eyes on Danny. I was as new to boxing as this 
kid. Danny was the head trainer at the gym. He was working there until he could 
turn pro. He was a hell of a boxer.

The kid was there early the next day. He was already there when I came for 
my three o’clock workout. He had a new pair of gym shorts; they were bright 
green and too big for him. “Timing, not power,” Danny said to both of us and 
then walked away. Even when he walked his arms hung straight down at his 
sides. Meanwhile, the dummy head of the speed bag kept flashing out at me. It 
wasn’t long before Danny had me in serious training. And it wasn’t but a few 
months later that my marriage fell apart and I would up staying at his house.

After the speed bag, my routine usually called for jumping rope and work 
on the heavy bag. I wasn’t ready for the ring, and I didn’t have much. “Why do 
you want to take up boxing at your age” everybody said to me. I was thirty-five. 
“I guess I enjoy it,” I would usually say back to them, but of course I knew it 
was more than that; I knew I was in training for something. I just didn’t know 
what. And the club was convenient–only a mile from my office, across the wash 
and down Indian Bend Road. I can’t tell you why a rich suburb like ours would 
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choose to build a boxing club (sort of like Roxbury building polo grounds), but in 
today’s world men don’t learn to box and I think they’re probably the worse for it.

Briefly, I’d taken up boxing as a kid. Had one bout in the basement of our 
house with my best friend, George Dietrich. But my braces made it an unfair 
fight. I was bleeding pretty good inside my mouth by the time I said I couldn’t go 
on. No mas. “Look,” I said, coming back from the bathroom, showing George, 
Tim, and Rick the inside of my mouth, which looked like bloody fish scales.

Danny would put on the mitts and we’d work on my combinations or, as was 
often the case, on foot work. Then it was back to the speed bag, which is good 
for reflexes. “A good boxer is someone who can slow time,” Danny like to say.

Just about anything he said I believed. He’d never given me any reason to 
doubt him. I’d watched him in the ring. Like a lot of Mexican guys I’d seen, he 
had something real good. In Danny’s case it was something special. In fact, I was 
there when he won the Arizona amateur lightweight title. I saw how something 
could be accomplished if you had a mind to do it. Danny had the support of his 
whole family. His wife and three kids and his parents and cousins, and a bunch 
of friends from his high school days in Guadalupe came to the bout. Danny won 
the title downtown in the Coliseum, where the Suns play. He wore white trunks–
pantaloons blanco–and white shoes that night, and his long rat tail flipped around 
on the back of his neck as he bobbed and weaved. I sat right up front, next to his 
relatives. “Get’em, Danny. Get’em,” I found myself yelling. I was up on my feet 
most of the fight. Danny’s two boys–eight and six, I think they were–also were 
up and yelling. “Get’em, Daddy. Kill’em,” his oldest, Michelangelo, yelled. Both 
boys were nicely dressed in black pants and white shirts.

Danny opened a cut under the black guy’s left eye in the fourth, and then he 
went to work on that eye. He had a good left hook and a good jab. He’d devoted 
his life to learning the sweet science. Danny kept moving forward, his smooth, 
round shoulders jostling as again and again–his hands doing the shoeshine–he 
pounded his opponent. The cut was soon a gash, red and ugly. In the eighth the 
black fellow went down like a tranquilized animal. It took him a while to come 
to. Danny was dancing around the ring, but then suddenly stopped and kneeled 
down next to his victim. They shook hands in the end.

When Danny slipped through the ropes and came down to his family they kept 
hugging him. Even though he was sweating a lot, his skin shiny as butter in the 
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high Coliseum lights, his family didn’t hesitate to hug him. In fact, his father about 
squeezed the life out of him, Danny winking at me while clasped in his father’s arms.

I unwrapped Danny’s hands in the locker room. “Now we celebrate,” he 
said. “You’re coming with us, Whitey. One of my cousins has her eye on you. I 
told Maria you’re married, but that didn’t seem to bother her.”

I had wanted my wife, Melanie, to come to the fight with me, but she wasn’t 
interested. She didn’t like boxing. In some respects it would have been nice 
for my daughter to have met Danny’s kids, but neither me nor her mother had 
wanted her to see the fight.

So I went out with Danny’s family. Met his cousin Maria. We had quite a few 
beers that night, spent a lot of money. Maria was a fun girl, with large breasts, as 
though a pair of boxing gloves were hid under her shirt. As it turned out, Danny 
paid for everything. But the next day he was back in the gym. So was that kid.

But it had been Melanie’s idea in the first place. She didn’t suggest boxing, she 
just suggested I do something besides work and play golf. Golf left her apoplec-
tic. She thought it pretty silly for a group of grown men to drive around in a cart 
chasing a little white ball. “Furthermore, it makes your skin all splotchy,” she 
said. “You’re going to get skin cancer.” I am blond and light skinned, nearly an 
albino. My given name is “Tom,” but a lot of people call me “Whitey.”

When I’d spend my Sunday watching golf on tv Melanie would just about 
scream, so I started watching the boxing instead. There was a lot on tv again–
the most I remember since the Gillette Friday Night Fights in my youth. Since 
Floyd Patterson and Ingemar Johansson. ABC had lost professional baseball 
and college basketball to other stations so they’d started broadcasting fights 
(and bowling). And the Spanish station had a lot of boxing on, too, usually 
late at night–between rounds half-clad women climbed into the ring with 
placards. Often my daughter, Hartley, was around on Sundays but I’d tell her 
go upstairs or outside. I was always surprised to find that Hispanic families 
brought all the kids to fights. Danny had even brought his little girl to his title 
bout, although she slept through it. But a lot of times I’ve seen these little girls 
at ringside, watching their brother maybe. And of course a lot of times they’d 
see him get bloodied up. Sometimes, when boxing was on, Melanie would take 
Hartley shopping. We sort of split up the weekend, Melanie watching Hartley 
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on Sundays and me on Saturdays. Saturdays, Hartley and I would go to the 
movies and to the park. She was smart kid and athletic. Once or twice I’d taken 
her to the club. She liked to spin the heavy bag, to watch it twirl–“like a bal-
lerina in black tights,” she said. Saturday was the best day of the week for me. 
It was nice to have time just for the two of us. I also wanted another child, but 
Melanie didn’t.

Melanie did aerobics and tennis herself. She’d tried to get me interested in 
both of these activities, but I told her I wasn’t interested. I let her know I didn’t 
think either was for men, and of course she brought up golf and told me aerobics 
was a lot harder than it looked, and that it was good for your heart. I told her that 
when I was a kid there wasn’t any such thing as aerobics, but I also told her that 
I did like to watch her do aerobics.

That is, I liked to watch her on those few occasions when I’d manage to be 
up by 6:30 in the morning or on those other days when she wouldn’t get up in 
time for 20-Minute Workout and would play it that evening on the VCR when 
she came home from the hospital. In the mornings I asked her to do aerobics 
nude. She agreed to this request a couple of times, maybe three, and I had a 
real good time–watching her stretch and bounce around and how when she 
bent over the early light would shine across the room and sparkle on her moist 
backside. “Quite a bike rack you got there, honey,” I remember saying to her on 
what must have been the third time she did it nude for me–the last time. She 
didn’t appreciate my comment. Yet I wasn’t able to hear what she said back to me 
(between breaths) because a plane happened to be flying over our house.

When we bought we didn’t know we were in a flight path. Sky Harbor is 
downtown near the poor neighborhoods, but our suburban airport is getting 
larger and the planes flying in and out of there are bigger. Melanie thought this 
was something I should have looked into before we signed for the house. “I 
mean, you’re the one that’s from around here. You’re the man,” she said.

After a while I realized that no woman, especially one who works full-time 
and is pretty much exhausted and doesn’t have much left, gets up at six in the 
morning to do aerobics for the benefit of her husband.

• •
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One day I walked into her office and found her talking intimately with her male 
assistant. He was a darkly handsome fellow, and well built. I told Melanie that 
very evening, after Hartley had gone to bed, that if I found out there was some-
thing funny going on between her and that guy I’d kick her out of the house. 
When we made love, later that night, I told her the same thing again. When we 
split up, soon after that, Melanie said something to the effect that she was going 
to get me back for all those times I’d gotten on top of her.

Danny still lived in Guadalupe, right off the freeway. Except for the freeway 
running high above the houses, the town hadn’t changed much in the fifteen 
years or so since I’d last been there. In fact, they still called it the “Town of 
Guadalupe.” Our Lady of Guadalupe Mission Church still stood, painted the 
same sparkling white, in the middle of town. Danny lived a block from the 
church, near the Circle B Drive Thru and radiator shop. Most of the houses had 
wooden fences but Danny’s had a chain link fence. On the front of his house a 
carved wooden sign said “Trujillo.” He said one of his neighbor’s gave him that 
sign after he won the state title. He was a celebrity. “Hey, Danny, got a fight 
comin’ up?” people said to him down there, in the same way they asked him that 
in the gym. The people of Guadalupe loved and respected Danny. Even his wife 
seemed a bit in awe of him.

I was awakened, that first morning away from my home, by the sound of a 
cock crowing.

“My best bantamweight,” Danny said, handing me a cup of coffee. “Can’t 
you feel it in his voice? Cock-sure of himself,” he said, laughing. I laughed, too.

Danny was just out of the shower, wearing only boxer shorts. He looked 
ready for the ring. He had a fight coming up. He was working on making weight. 
His rib cage was visible, like the spine of a grilled salmon or some other anad-
romous fish.

Danny was doing what he could for me; he didn’t understand “The Man” 
being allowed to throw me out of my own house on just my wife’s say so. Luisa, 
also, was looking after me. She’d made a big breakfast: huevos and tortillas and 
fruit. Danny allowed himself a decent breakfast. He didn’t eat lunch. At night he 
had a small, lean steak, a salad, and hot tea with lemon.
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Danny and Luisa had a real family. They didn’t have just one kid, they had 
three and wanted more. They didn’t have much to live on, but they had some-
thing else, it seemed.

It wasn’t until I watched their kids go off to school that the reality of what 
was happening to me began to sink in. Hartley, too, would probably be going 
off to school that morning, would be going off to school wondering where her 
dad was. When the Order of Protection was served on me I didn’t know where 
to turn. Danny said I could stay with him and his family and I didn’t hesitate. 
He and Luisa owned a small, three-bedroom adobe, passed down to them by her 
father. Luisa had grown up in the house. Now a full grown woman, a striking 
woman at that–features chipped from some soft, dark stone–it was odd to think 
of her running around that house many years earlier as a little girl.

When I’d first told Danny of my split from Melanie he hugged me, he said it 
was only one round of fifteen. He said I needed to be ready to go the distance. 
It was then that I knew I was going to make it through the ordeal. I knew that 
if I were patient, if I didn’t lose my head, again, I’d have my daughter back and 
turn the tables on Melanie. I hated Melanie. I’d seen Danny in the ring and I’d 
been training and I knew if you wanted something bad enough and were man 
enough, if you could take and punch and wait for an opening, you’d be all right. 
He’d shown me that.

I was immediately to quit the premises, the Order of Protection had read. 
About an hour later Melanie called to say she wanted me out of the house right 
away. I asked her where she was and where Hartley was, but she wouldn’t say, she 
wouldn’t tell me. She said not to worry, Hartley was fine. She was safe. I’d be able 
to see Hartley after I moved out of the house. And remember, she said, you’re 
not to damage anything on the way out.

But my first thought was to stay. No law could force me out of my own 
house just like that, right? Surely I at least had a trial coming to me. They’d have 
to break in and drag me out, was what I was thinking. I’ll put the bookcase in 
front of the door. Unfortunately–or fortunately, as I now see it–I didn’t have a 
gun. What really got to me, as I sat in my recliner thinking about it all, was that 
Melanie knew the Order of Protection was on its way and still slept in the same 
bed with me. For three nights she had slept with me–even had sex with me–as 
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though nothing unusual was on the horizon. Melanie told the court that I had 
roughed her up, that I had slammed her against the wall. That I drank too much. 
All of this was more or less true–less than more–but what if it wasn’t at all? The 
cops could still throw me out of my house upon Melanie’s say-so.

I sat alone on Danny’s front step and watched the Town of Guadalupe come 
alive–the children to school (most of them in what looked like Sunday best), the 
local people to their jobs, some of the women to cleaning their porches and yards 
(even raking the dirt)–and I realized suddenly and helplessly that my own life, or 
the life I felt I should be part of, was taking place far across the city, in a local-
ity quite unlike Guadalupe. Here the roosters walked around in front of houses, 
a slight spring breeze rippled the Blackfoot daisies that bordered the fence, the 
sound of machines issued from the radiator shop next door. This was Danny’s 
house, his world, not my own. I belonged in the suburbs, with my family.

Danny had gone off to work, to the gym. To another day of poorly paid work 
for my city. “You’re welcome to stay here as long as you need to, Whitey,” he’d 
said to me before leaving. Luisa too had gone off to her job.

Listen, your life can change as quickly as you change your shirt.
As I drove toward Desert Samaritan everything I saw, everything around 

me suddenly appeared strangely alive and meaningful. Life seemed vivid and 
coherent. All the colors before me–the violet of South Mountain, the sparkling 
desert lawns–moved like a sea. I thought of Hartley, how blond she was, almost 
as light as I am. Thrust from my world, the universe itself seemed to listen in on 
and respond to my thoughts. The world looked complete and whole and real. I 
felt like a man. For perhaps the first time in my life I felt like a man. And surely 
it was that feeling, the adrenaline rush of the universe entering my veins, that 
made it so easy to go to Melanie’s office and settle things with this male assis-
tant of hers. Surely something had caused him to be in her office at that precise 
moment, when time slowed for me, when I caught him flush with the left hook 
Danny had taught me. There was some mysterious justice at work.

He fell across her desk like a supplicant.

My only regret is that when I awoke in the morning, when dragged from my 
cell at daybreak to face the judge, my hands cuffed behind me–“Put your palms 
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together facing each other,” the officer said, “makes it easier for you”–my regret 
is that Danny was there, too, hauled in on a separate and unrelated charge. Drug 
running. We six men stood together. One guy, who had neglected to appear at 
the hearing for failure to own an urban fishing license, was naked from the waist 
up–maybe he didn’t have a shirt to change into! We six stood together awaiting 
the recitation of the charges against us. We six, all men. Myself; Danny; the half-
clad guy, who was undoubtedly the one who’d been up all night talking about 
how wacked out he was on LSD, another guy, well dressed, and like me from 
the neighborhood; and finally two Mexican nationals, who either couldn’t or 
wouldn’t respond to questions put to them in English.

These latter two had been brought in on charges of underage drinking and 
disorderly conduct. Neither had a green card. One claimed to not even know 
the name of the person he worked for. He worked on a lawn crew. I felt like I’d 
seen him around our area; I couldn’t be sure. “Is there a name on the side of the 
truck?” the judge asked. It was a pretty smart question. A $150 bail was set for 
each of these nationals. $25 for the fisherman. The local was released O.R. As 
was I, despite the assault. “Everything about you points to the feeling that you’re 
not the kind of person who would normally do such a thing,” the judge said. 
“This sounds to me more like a domestic matter than a criminal one. Since you 
have ties to the community, you are released, for now, without bail.”

Danny is still in County, pending trial. We talk through the screen. 
Sometimes Maria comes with me. “How’s that kid doing?” Danny never fails 
to ask. I tell him he’s doing fine. “He can still make it blur. He asks about you,” 
I say, as Danny, self-conscious, looks down at his hands. I visit him every other 
weekend, the weekends I don’t have Hartley.
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Before she shoT off her right foot, Molly moved about slowly but with paced deter-
mination, stalking her life like a trapper. Since the “accident,” she hobbled a little. Her 
short, stout body moved crisply, now, still, but there appeared a slight falter every third 
step, as though her body could stand the body weight blow only one time out of two.

When the sun came up, no matter the pain in her foot, Molly had to feed the 
chickens. She lived in a yellow school bus, her temporary home while she finished 
building her new house. She got up, splashed water on her face and neck, shook 
dandruff from her red, bushy hair, then fed the damn chickens. There was no 
forgetting them, no sleeping in, because, simply, the cock did crow each morning 
as soon as he spotted the thin, bright line of the coming day. The rhythm of the 
morning, for Molly, was not flowing, but precise, scheduled. She liked it that way, 
as long as the schedule was nature’s or her own. She didn’t care to follow someone 
else’s idea of the way time worked. Once, a year before, she’d followed her hus-
band’s ideas, and for a while she was happy. But, after many threats, her husband 
finally left her. Molly moved back to the countryside, bought land, and set to build-
ing her house. Occasionally friends came by to hold a board or help lift heavier 
materials, but mainly Molly built up the house herself. As fall and the Northwest 
rains closed in, she prepared to slap on a roof. Her house wasn’t much bigger than 
the bus, but the house, by virtue of its wheel-lessness, already felt more like a home.

Molly accepted a lack of negatives as positive, until the time came to 
embrace a positive again. Of course, this meant a man. It did, she didn’t kid 
herself. She liked men and believed, no matter the shit she’d gone through with 
Larry, that she would find a man who would want to live with her and love 
her. She hoped he would be more worldly than she was. She was a mountain 




