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LINDA: One night after work, about two years ago, I stopped by the lunchroom. I 

was thirsty. I was gonna get a Coke out of the machine. Barry was there, sitting 

at the crummy table under the crummy fluorescent light. I didn’t know him. I 

had been working here in the news department two months, and in that whole time 

he hadn’t said more than three words to me. He was sitting there, alone, staring 

at this ashtray full of butts. Just sitting and staring. I asked him if anything was 

wrong. He looked up at me like he’d never seen me before. Like he had no idea 

where he was. He said, “I’m outta cigarettes.” I said, “There’s a machine down the 

hall. I’ll get you some.” I mean, he coulda gotten the cigarettes himself, I knew 

that, but at that particular moment it seemed like he couldn’t. When I brought him 

the cigs, he gazed up at me with this tremendous look of gratitude. And then he 

said, “Linda? Can I go home with you tonight? Can I sleep with you?” Now I’ve 

had a lot of guys come on to me in a lot of interesting ways. And I was expecting 

this Barry guy to have a smooth approach, but this angle was unexpectedly 

unique. I didn’t say, “Yes,” I didn’t say, “No.” We went to this diner and I watched 

him eat a bacon cheeseburger. He was talking about something, what was it? Oh 

yeah, euthanasia! I remember, because the whole time he’s going on, I’m thinking 

this guy really knows how to sweet-talk a girl. Of course, we ended up at my place. 

As I was making us drinks, I said to myself, Linda, you know you’re going to go to 

bed with this guy, so let’s get the show on the road. He was so nervous. Like he 

was going to jump out of his skin. I gave him a shoulder massage. Finally he 

makes a move and we’re on the floor rolling around. He’s kissing me like he’s a 

drowning man trying to get onto a life raft! I got us into the bedroom. Then I go 

into the bathroom for two seconds to get myself together, and, anyway, when I get 

back to the bed, he’s asleep, curled up in a ball. All that night, while he slept, he’s 

throwin’ himself around, tossing and turning, grinding his teeth, clenching his fists. 

It was disturbing. Next morning, I wake up to the smell of toast and coffee. I hear 

the shower running. He’s been up for two hours, making us breakfast, reading the 

paper, who knows what. He comes out of the shower, says he never slept so well. 

Then he drops his towel, slips into bed and we . . . made love. Since then, we’ve 

spent maybe a dozen nights together. Lemme put it this way— Barry Champlain is 

a nice place to visit, but I wouldn’t want to live there.  

  


