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THE MAYOR AND HI' S G RLFRI END
By Paul Lanbrecht

Before the nen in white coats welding butterfly nets
cane for the mayor, he had an argunent with his girlfriend.
He was done, he was through, fed up.

He had shared with her a secret, and she had bl abbed
it to everyone. She mght as well have taken out a ful
page ad in the Hurricane Alley Herald Tri bune. Wat was
secret and what was not was blurred in that zone of trust

whi ch she had just thrust open like the doors of a storm
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cellar after a twster. And there in the open air,
surrounded by flittering butterflies, tweeting birds, and
beanmed on by the disinfecting rays of the sun, basked the
Mayor’ s secret.

The Mayor’s girlfriend rigidly denied all wong-doing.
“No comment,” she said, trying to get out ahead of the
gossip rags. “I honestly don’t know what he’ s so upset
about .”

“Look,” she said, grabbing the young nan by his
necktie. He was afraid she’d snap his neck and watch him
run around |ike a dead chicken. “He’'s obviously very
sensitive.”

She let go of his tie, and clamred up again. There,
she’ d gone and said too much agai n.

The reporter smled. He had his story.

The Mayor’ s secret revol ved around an i nconveni ent
state of affairs which m ght befall any M dwestern
politician with firmties to the land, fields, crops, etc.
He set down the phone in its cradle. He and his girlfriend
were going to try and work this out |ater over dinner at
the Sizzler.

He continued scrawling in his | oose spidery script a
letter to one of his constituents. “Madam.” it began. “I

read with great interest your opinion on teaching sex ed in



Lanbrecht / Mayor / 3 of 11

schools. It would be very hard for a grandnother with the
responsi bility of raising her grand-daughter to put the
genie back in the bottle, as you nentioned. | amin
agreenent to, that it would take a pervert fromlowa City

to broach this topic with pre-teens. On a quite separate

note, I amvery excited to try this recipe for chocol ate
coconut macaroons you sent. |’msure they turned out very
well. Unfortunately your sanple nelted in the envel ope

rendering much of your letter and reci pe unreadabl e.
Perhaps | can track down the Reader’s Digest you got it
fromin the library..

This woul d not be possible. Ms. Pubert had ripped
the recipe fromthe library’ s conmunal copy of the Digest
t hat nonth

The phone rang again as the Mayor signed his spidery
name. “Yes,” he said, then softer, in a desperate sigh
“What ?”

The Mayor’s girlfriend was cooing into the phone now.
She was feeling quite contrite.

“Yes, don’t worry, I'’mnot mad. |’ mnot mad. |’ m not
mad,” he said in a crescendo of seem ng nadness.

“All right, bye,” she said all sweetness and |ight.

“I fell for it,” thought the Mayor. “Now |’ mreally

mad. ”
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He brought out the yellow | egal pad which he used for
the follow ng purpose. Drafting letters to inmaginary
constituents. The legality of the pad added credibility to
the diffuse pursuit. The Mayor scratched his scalp with
the lidded end of the pen.

“Dearest Madam.” he began. “l| beg a thousand pardons.
It has been long since | wote to you, but only a blink of
the eye since | yearned for you.”

He paused again, flumbxed and ashanmed by the
forbidden joy he found in erotic apostrophe.

“I' wept nyself when | saw how your tears had blotted
out the letters you wote when you decl ared your unendi ng
| ove for ne.’

He nodded with satisfaction at this last. Now that he
had reopened her fresh wounds, it was tine to rub nedicine
in them

“My love, we wll be together soon. Until then, know
that | ache for you. And please believe that she neans
nothing to ne. | would not care even if she was dead..

He folded the letter neatly twi ce, deposited it into a
letter affixed wwth a pre-nmade | abel for an undeliverable
address, and ran it through the shredder.

He now stood from his desk chair and grabbed his coat,

hat, and unbrella fromthe cl oak-stand. Qutside, as he
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wal ked fromthe Town Hall along the sidewal ks to the

Si zzl er steakhouse, he passed many of his constituents.
They greeted himw th friendly nods and strained smles.
The Mayor scowl ed. They nust know his secret.

The wooden doubl e doors of the entrance to the Sizzler
had portholes in them The décor nust have been part of a
kit. It would have been hard to pick up sone of these
nautical itenms in any antique store which Iowa had to
offer. He sat in their usual table under the glistening
plastic marlin.

Hs girlfriend arrived with her trademark punctuality.

“H, hon,” she said.

Dammed i f he knew what made her tick. Wat nmade any
of themtick. Perhaps they didn’t even tick. Maybe they
were nore like a digital watch, contorting their various
segnents into a dead-accurate senblance of the tine. The
Mayor ticked. He was flippin ticked off.

“Hey,” he said.

She | ooked up fromher nenu quizzically. Wy’ d she
even | ook at the stupid nmenu? They both knew she was
getting a grilled salnon salad and a Di et Coke.

“Are you still mad?” she asked in a throaty whisper,

nore nout hing the words so no one around them woul d hear.



Lanbrecht / Mayor / 6 of 11

Deference to his inarguable celebrity and obvi ous
prom nence in public, no doubt.

He rustled his head back and forth in denial. *“Fine,
fine,” he said, hoping that would be the end of that.

“Fine,” she said, hoping that would be the end of the
end of that.

Hi s secret which she had spilled dangled over them
like a veritable marlin tusk. He |ooked deeply into her
al ways slightly drugged eyes. She cleared a strand of hair
fromher forehead and tried to neet his gaze. She found
his mayoral intensity often to be a tad unnerving. Her
eyes bul ged defensively.

“What ?”

"Not hi ng,” he said.

Her shoul ders drooped in exasperation. Hi's body
| anguage seened to be indicating that this arrangenment was
no | onger wor ki ng.

“Don’t you |love ne anynore?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” he said honestly.

“Because | told your fucking secret?”

“Look, it was ny fucking secret. Wo said you could
tell anyone?”

He was angry now. She was | ooki ng around

unconfortably. Wat could she do? He was heaping great
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big piles of nuts on their usual neager diet of trail mx.
She turned on himharshly and tried to shoosh him

“Look, if you never want to see ne again, that's fine.
Just don’t nake a scene. O else you'll never see ne
again.”

He raised his voice, and his throat towards the
ceiling, broadcasting off the marlin |like a m crophone.

“How coul d | never see you again? This town has 700
people. | should know, |I’mthe mayor.”

This caused an isolated blip of applause froma table
across the dining area. The Mayor recognized this |one
appl auder as Timthe Taxiderm st. He was sitting under a
stuffed tuna. The Mayor assunmed Ti m was appl audi ng hi m and
not his own handi work on the fish hovering above him

“Run again, 2010,” shouted Tim

The Mayor flashed hima thunbs-up. His girlfriend was
not inpressed. She was upset. She didn’t know whether to
stormout, stay and get dunped, or just pout and hope for
the best. It was a cutting and of fensive pout though. She
| ooked as if she’d been the one who was conpletely and
devast atingly w onged.

That was it, thought the Mayor.

He bent over the table to her. “Tell nme a secret of

yours, then,” he said.
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At that noment, the waitress showed up with their
habi tual coconut shrinp appetizer. She gathered up their
menus W t hout asking them what they wanted. The Mayor’s
girlfriend thanked her for the D et Coke.

She | eaned her head over to hi m now.

“What secret?” she said.

“l don’t know. Sonething enbarrassing,” he said.

She smled. Check and mate.

“Wel |, you know those letters you used to wite to ne
when we started dating?”

The Mayor nodded.

“Wel |, ny ex-husband opened them up and read them
before | did.”

“ And?”

“And he cane up with a nane for you.”

“Yeah?” asked the Mayor, beadlets of sweat bubbling to
the surface of his brow Dread.

“Penci |l -dick.”

The Mayor breathed a sigh of relief, which caught his
girlfriend off guard.

“Penci | -di ck?” he asked. “What, because | like to
wite letters to ny female constituents? Quilty as
charged.”

Hs girlfriend rolled her eyes.
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“We read through those letters and | aughed at you.”

The Mayor renenbered Donald. He'd noved to |Idaho and
remarried and had a couple kids. He |ooked at his
girlfriend. She seenmed on the verge of tears.

He nmeasured out his next statement carefully. He
pretended that he was dictating a letter to soneone who may
or may not be real. Soneone to the left of and behind his
girlfriend s noi st dewy eyes.

He felt as if he had sonmething far nore delicate than
a pen in his hand, though. It was like a vividly painted
eggshell. The half facing himwas ornately inlaid with his
gol den secret. The half facing his girlfriend was this
ti ssuey nenbrane which she nurtured close to her heart.

The Mayor sighed again. H's secret actually should
have been obvious to a child. Perhaps that’'s why his
girlfriend hadn’'t balked at disclosing it to everyone. But
she shoul d have known better. He took a sip fromthe crisp
bitter beer which the waitress had left for him

“Look,” he said, pantom mng laying a fragile egg
between themon the table. H s girlfriend nodded nunbly,
putty in his crazy hands.

This had to neet the threshold of |egal enotional

abuse, she thought, or attenpted m nd control or sonething.
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The Mayor smled quirkily. He took his pen fromhis
shirt pocket and started scribbling on a napkin fromthe
i npartial napkin boat between them He shoddily sketched a
being wth a wi de forehead, |ooking above himat the
marlin, and then over at Tims tuna for inspiration. The
being with the wi de forehead had | arge banana shaped eyes.

“That’ s what they |ooked like, | tell you,” he told
his girlfriend with deadly earnestness.

She shook her head disconsolately, as if froma vast
di st ance.

“l know, dear.”

“They conme in through the w ndow. They nust have
perfected anti-gravity technol ogy, dear.”

“l know, dear.”

“They’ ve been probing ne, too. M prostate nust | ook
i ke old shoe | eather by now,” he said.

She shook her head sadly again, now

“l know, dear.”

“They’ re obviously groom ng ne for sone inportant
i aison position, once they’'ve nade their presence known to

everyone,” he said under his breath, no longer caring if he
was heard or not, his |aser-focused eyes and gritted teeth

beam ng at her across the table.
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She felt Iike the wood-paneled Sizzler was closing in
around her. This obviously was not an el aborate practical
] oke.

He was in fact, at that nonent, conposing in his mnd
another letter to a constituent with an undeliverable
address. This tinme she lived in another spoke of the MIky
Way gal axy.

He realized with alarmthat he had drawn nmuch too
revealing a portrait of one of his late-night suitors on
the napkin. He jammed it in his pocket, and screwed up his
face in a veneer of sanity. He could not conceal his
anxiety to rejoin his shredder back in the office.

The waitress brought the bill out to the Muyor.

Hs girlfriend grabbed for it, shaking off her sorrow
and di sappointnent |ike a dog comng in out of the rain.
She shot him a sardonic grin.

“This one’s on ne,” she said.

END.



