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DRANO
By Paul Lanbrecht

Paul and Patty were going to be nmarried after a
relatively long courtship. They would be honeynooni ng at
Ni agara Falls, which was quaint, and they both knewit.

They were very nmuch in love. Had been for years.
Paul was a real estate novelist and worked in downt own
Boston. Patty was a stay-at-hone who assenbl ed Chinese

t ake-out containers for all the | ocal noodl e shops.
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They never fought except for about the one topic which
neither of themcould wap their heads around the curious
position of the other. It was usually several nonths at a
time before the topic reared its ugly head.

Paul believed that a real man was a capabl e conmander,
and Patty thought there was no real big difference between
t he sexes.

So Paul woul d goad her.

“So you' d be happy if we just sat around in our socks
eating ice cream and chatting about those hags from Sex in
the Gty?”

“Not only would I be happy, but maybe we’d achieve a
hi gher | evel of intimcy, and you' d be happier, too.”

Paul scoffed.

“I can’t believe that.” He went to the fridge to get
a beer.

To Patty, this was a sign he was about to feel an
enotion. So she braced herself. Depending on how | ong
this went on and how many he poured into his nouth, she
m ght have to hear about it. This was the Paul she hated,
t he ponpous phil osopher on sexual roles and politicking,
but she was not about to back down. And it may have
stirred her in the opposite direction, and forced her to

concede legitimte differences in the realities of the
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genders, if it weren't for the fact that Paul wasn’'t the
man he nmade hinself, and other nen, out to be. In fact, on
this matter he seened extrenely confused. And she had to
wonder why.

Paul returned fromthe kitchen with his sweating half-
enpty beer bottle.

“Why are you attracted to ne, then?”

At the nmonent, she wasn’t but she sighed and told him
anyway.

“Because you're smart and funny, and sonetines you're
qui te handsone.”

Paul was puzzled. “Sonetines?”

“Yes, sonetinmes. Wen you put on a nice shirt and
sonme nice pants.”

Thi s was anot her one of Paul’s buttons.

“So now you don't like the way | dress?”

“I't’s fine. It’'s fine.”

“Maybe you'd |ike a fancier guy,” Paul said, but
qui ckly realized he woul d have to defend agai nst that
possibility entering into the real mof actuality.

Patty thought she m ght.

But his mouth was puckered now with fear and regret.

She realized his confidence was vul nerable. It was up to
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her to preserve his fragile male ego, or else they' d catch
holy hell for the next few days, maybe even | onger.

Paul was proud of his being different, which made
Patty wonder why he’ d chosen her, or why what had happened
had happened the way it did. Patty thought of herself as
an ordinary girl. And of all the things in the world to
fight about, why such self-conscious topics? Wy the
substance of their attraction, the ethereal unquestionable
aspects of their relationship?

But he seened to care heartily about it, and sonehow
it made himfeel better, and sonetines led to a truly
interesting place, or a cal mplace, or a safe and | oving
place. But not in a while. And that worried her wwth the
nuptials fast approaching. It was a different Paul who had
proposed to her, and satisfied her little girl’s w shes.
That Paul was true and strong and confident and | ovi ng.
But this other Paul, |ike Jung’s shadow, was a dark and
menacing drain. |f only she knew what to say to nake the
topi c go away, but there was nothing. Because he'd be
getting her goat with his analysis of her demeanor and
behavior. That had the direct and desired effect of
i nvol ving her, hook, line, and (draining) sinker.

(He was already getting a little fat. Not a good

sign. Hopefully he’d slimdown for the wedding.)
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“What are you | ooking at?” he snapped, thinking she
was staring at his beer.

Patty shook her head and | ooked up at him

“I don't want to fight about this shit anynore.”

“I happen to think it’s an inportant topic. Wat’'s
hol di ng us toget her?”

“I't’s just so pointless. It’'s like that principle in
sci ence where the act of examning a particle changes it.”

Paul waved this nmetaphor off.

Love wasn’t supposed to be scrutinized in this way,
t hought Patty. It was just supposed to be there, aninmating
their lives. He should put his nental focus el sewhere, not
on dissecting their feelings for each other. Perhaps he
was just really insecure.

“Look, | love you,” she said. “Can’t you just feel
t hat ?”

Paul could feel it. He just couldn’t understand it.
He could be a stubborn ass when it canme to accepting
certain feelings. This was supposed to be a good one.

He finished suckling off his beer. He |ooked at Patty
foregrounded with her little nountains of take-out
containers behind her in their tiny living room and had to

wonder if he was going to fuck all of this up sonehow. By
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bei ng curious about his [ oved one’s constancy, unable to
trust, suspicious of happi ness.

Where woul d he be w thout her?

The answer to this was sinple. He had no fucking
i dea. What could he do to atone for these wandering
heresies that so affronted and of fended Patty?

He i magi ned he could put all his stupid questions and
control ling opinions about these matters into one of these
little Chinese take-out boxes, and drive down to the dock
and drop it in the chop.

He smled at Patty, and to her delight it appeared he
was going to stop. She smled back sweetly.

“l love you, too,” he said.

It was a very cl ever exchange.

End.



