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Venus 

Francine looked at h im with a th in  vei l of disinterest. She 
cou ld always tel l  when someone was i nterested i n  her, and 
she d id not want h im to know she had noticed him-not yet 
anyway. She looked down and concentrated on sti rr ing 
her Daq u i ri. When she glanced u p, some effervescent 
blonde was crowning him with a very famil iar hello. Figures. It 
was always the same sequence of events; she cou ldn't get 
cast as the lead i ng lady even i n  her  own story. The shower, 
the perfume, the painstakingly perfect eye- l iner, for what, 
to sit alone in  the darkness eat ing stale popcorn, hoping 
that romance was j ust around the next kernel? 

Francine wished she hadn't come, that she was home 
wearing he mu-mu, i nstead of a denim g i rdle stamped 
Calvin Klein. The jeans were too t ight when she bought 
them, but she had plan ned on the d iscomfort bei ng the 
incentive for her to lose a few pounds. Fat chance. She 
decided that she was t i red of feign ing relaxation and 
contentment when she was actual ly fee l ing l ike a pariah, 
and started to put on her jacket when . . .  

"Francine, what are you doing here?" 
I t  was red-headed Ronn ie  Schu lman: he  worked at the 

gas station where she got her car serviced. 
" N oth ing. Uh, actual ly I was just leaving, have a n ice 

even ing." And on that cl iche she escaped blood-curd l i ng 
tales .of cracked engine blocks and overextended credit 
cards. 

Ron nie had a l ready halfway seated h imself at the 
table and now had to make a rather u ngracefu l contortion 
to stop himself. Franci ne pretended not to not ice and 
th rew her purse over her shoulder. She knew he wanted to 
talk  to her, but she j ust wasn't in a charitable mood. 

"See you," she said, as she began d igging in the 
bottom of her purse for her keys. "Damn it !  Where the hel l  ... 
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ah, here they are. " It was always a long wal k  to her car 
n ight, and her heartbeat quickened as the sound of t 
music faded. She always walked with her keys projecti 
from her f ist, to ward off any attackers. The way she f 
tonight, she might offer them a lift. 

The cold vinyl car seat only added to her misery, a 
she revved the engine l ike Mario Andretti: she'd get th 
heater going. Tomorrow was Saturday, and she prom is 
her mother that she'd go shopping with her, and th 
meant fabricat ing a neat l ittle l ie about what she di 
tonight. I f  her mother knew that she spent the n ight  alan 
in a bar, she' d  start i n  with the "Where did I go wrong . .  
rout ine. Someday she was going to answer her mother, b 
not tomorrow, she was too depressed. 

Francine wal ked quickly up the steps to her apart me� 
and unlocked the door. 

"Afie . . .  Afie, there you are, d id  you miss your ug& 
mother? You d id? Were you good? You were? How abo uti 
cookie, do you have to go outside? O.K., O.K. What a gool 
boy!" 

A fie was unaware of th is even ing's defeat, and havinl 
re l ieved h imself outside, the terrier took h is usual positiol 
at the end of the couch. 

Francine  made herself a cup of tea and sett led i n  fron 
of the T.V. It wasn't on, and she knew she wasn't going tJ 
turn it on. She was In one of those I hate everybody an 
everything except my fox terrier moods. She looked arouna 
the apartment at her belong ings, her proof to the worl · 
that she existed, and was not convinced. 

The ring ing of her head, or the telephone, she wasn'1
1 

sure wh ich, cracked the morn i ng s i lence l i ke a fresh egg., 

" Francine, are you awake?" 
"Yeah M om." 
"Did you sti l l  want to go to Dregmans this morning?" 
"Yeah, sure M om. I' l l  be over to pick you up i n  half a� 

hour." 
"O. K. honey, bye bye." 
Somehow her car, l ike a rented horse, found its w8� 

back to the stable, and she pul l ed into the driveway of he 
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parent's home. Her  mother was waiting on the front porch. 
" H i  dear." 
" H i  Mom." 
"They' re h aving a sale there today, we shou ld be able 

to f ind some n ice th ings i n  your size. Oh, d id  you hear the 
big news? Ethel F ine's daughter is  getting married." 

"That's n ice," said Fra ncine. 
" D id I tel l  you that Eddie Berman's son j ust had twins?" 
"Yes, you told me, that's very n ice." 
"Wel l  I ' l l  tel l  you what I th ink  is n ice, if you'd l i ke to 

know." 
Francine d idn't answer  as she knew her mother wou ld 

tel l  her, regard less of  her response. 
"I th ink it wou ld  be n ice if you and Sam Schu lman's boy 

went out. Ronald is a very n ice boy. Rel igious." 
"Oh, wel l  that makes al l  the d i fference in  the world, I 

didn't know he was rel ig ious. I' l l  cal l  h i m  u p  right now, do 
you have h is number, or even better we can stop by there 
on the way to D regmans, and I' l l  just say, Ronald, my 
mother says you're a n ice boy, rel igious, in which case I'd 
l ike to have your baby. Wou ld that be n ice enough for you 
mother?" 

Francine's mother started to cry. 
" I' m  sorry mother, real ly." 
"You th ink  I do th is  just to bother you? You th ink  I don't 

see all of my friends' ch i ldren gett ing married, having 
chi ldren of their  own? I on ly want you shou ld be happy. 
Does that make me so terrible? O. K., I 'm terrible, I 'm a 
terrible mother. Shoot me." 

Don't tempt me mother, she thought. 
"You' re not a terrib le mother, I' m just not ready to get 

married right now. Can we please d rop the subject?" 
" I  won't say another word, you' re an adu lt, you make 

your own decisions, I certain ly can't l ive your  l ife for you . .  . 
you' re going to have to learn from your own mistakes ... " 

"Mother . . .  thank you." 
After her mother was sure she possessed a l l  the 

bargains at  D regmans, she f ina l ly  a l lowed Francine to 
help her pi le the polyester treasu res on the counter. Her  

Debbie Korbel I 37 



mother started to talk to the saleswoman, Edith Kibi nsky, 
This woman had been in  the " Dregs" for as long as 
Franci ne cou ld remember. 

" Francine, say he l lo to Edith." 
" Hel lo Edith", said Francine. She loved it when her 

mother t reated her l ike she was five. 
"She hasn't seen you i n  years. Step back, l et her  look 

at you." 
Francine tugged at her  blouse, t rying to cover her 

midriff. Edith gave her the once over, twice. 
"You've gained a l itt le weight, haven't you Frannie? The 

boys don't l ike them too heavy these days you know." said 
Ed ith. Francine  was so g lad she came. 

The d rive home was p leasant; her mother fel l  asleep. 
Francine closed the door of her apartment beh i nd her, 

but not before lonel iness wal ked in. She thought abou! 
ki l l ing hersel f. She fed Afie, combed her  ha i r, g rabbed her 
keys and headed to her car. She drove arou nd for awhile 
and then decided to pu l l  i n  at a Seven- Eleven. M i n utes 
later she emerged with what she needed to do the job, 
Hostess cupcakes and a pack of M arlboros. 
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