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known to affect the mouth of a drunken sailor out at sea. Yes, I’m one of those. 
There was one game at the end of September; I don’t remember who we were 
playing. We were down by five or so runs. It was the bottom of the eighth. We 
were batting with two outs, a man on second from an off-the-wall double. I was 
perched on the edge of the armchair, gripping the sides with white knuckles. 
Ellsbury swung, missed. Took a ball. And another. And another. Swung, hit it 
foul. Full count. Swung; base hit. I shot my fist in the air and lost my balance. 
That’s how I got rug burn that night. Bay was up. Man on first, man on second, 
full count with two outs in the eighth. It was intense. Steve walked in as I was 
sitting cross-legged on the floor, bent over my knees with my chin practically on 
the floor looking up towards the television, arms stretched out in front of me, 
clawing at the carpet. Swing, foul. Swing, foul. Swing. Home run. I whooped and 
gave one smacking clap. We ended up winning that game. Steve laughed hysteri-
cally at the nail marks in the carpet.

· · ·

Steve always said that I was one of the most intense Red Sox fans he knew. 
He was worried for my well-being the night we lost to Tampa in the ALCS. Upset 
as I was, the loss wasn’t such a terrible blow—particularly when the Phillies beat 
Tampa in the World Series. As a Sox Fan, I can be patient and wait for us to pull 
through next season. I love my Red Sox. But every time it comes up, I still feel the 
need to sputter about how I wasn’t a bandwagoner just because I started watching 
the year we broke the curse. I like to think I was good luck.
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The music comes on and, in an instant, his hands are on me and I am being 
whisked across the hardwood floor. The song is familiar, a heavy beat with a 
Latin flare.

My head is tilted over his shoulder, looking away. It doesn’t matter, though; 
I know who he is. An old friend, one I’ve been doing this dance with my whole 
life. He always has me by the hand, sweeping me across the floor like a broom. 
I let him.

There’s Spanish fire all over me.
The tango: it’s both tortured and beautiful. I’m subject to his control here. I 

am nothing but an outlet for his beauty. He sweeps me across lines. Slow, Slow, 
quick, quick. Slow, Slow, quick, quick.

The music is faster than usual, stranger than usual. This is not our normal 
dance. He cortés more than usual, and I try to see what he’s avoiding. It’s a simple 
move, a slight lean into your partner, excellent for stalling when there’s heavy 
traffic along your line of dance. But it’s only us on this dance floor.

What is this intangible, inevitable thing he runs me around?
There’s a tenderness that he never shows in his steps. For the first time, I 

notice how tight his hands are around mine.
I spin suddenly, wildly. I have no control over myself, but he—he  is working 

me like a puppet. He’s at his most forceful, and suddenly I am spinning alone.
I catch the corner of his shoulder around the doorframe as he leaves, and I 

know that I will never see him again.

“That you, Al?” asks Daddy, hearing my bare, sticky feet thundering down the 
blue-carpeted stairs leading to the cool basement.

“Aye,” I answer, stopping just before the end, mischievously leaning back in 
an attempt to keep myself hidden.

He turns to me from Big Blue, the name for his reclining chair he has grown 
to love, especially on days like these when the hot sun and the humid air slowly 
gnaw away at his strength. He’s spotted me. I flash him what should be a toothy 
grin, but I’m missing a couple from the top, a few from the bottom.

“Come over here,” he smirks as his dimples act like a set of parenthesis, cup-
ping his mouth.

I hop over the last two steps, skipping clumsily around the gray and white 
striped couch to meet him. My short curly hair tickles my shoulders as I gallop. 
I fall safely into Daddy’s large, out-stretched arms as he swoops me up, cradling 
me. I close my eyes. He smells of sweat and Old Spice. I run my tiny fingers 
along the creases of his strong back, making miniature spirals, like smoke from 
a chimney.

“Daddy,” I whisper.
“Hey, Rab,” he says, still holding me tight. I snuggle in deeper to his shoul-

der, basking in the sound of my very own nickname, Rabbit. “I wanna show you 
something.”

In the very back of our basement there’s an unfinished room that Daddy calls 
his workshop. Scattered about in there are random scraps of wood, outdated 
photographs of my grandparents and great grandparents, a metal pull-up bar, 
hundreds of National Geographic magazines, and countless wood-working tools. 
The dank cement floor is always speckled with wood shavings, some as curled 
and tangled as the findings in a bird’s nest.

“Look what Daddy did,” he begins, setting me down atop the workbench as 
he reaches to plug something into the outlet.

I stand, wide-eyed, examining the room. Pink, blue, green, yellow, purple, and 
orange twinkling lights dance before me. They’re strung along the wall, above the 
single window—a field of glitter. I watch closely as a purple light appears and 
disappears, appears and disappears.

“What do you think, Rab?”
I smile and look at him. His multicolored face stares back at mine. I break our gaze 

to look around again, bouncing up and down in approval, my heart fluttering.
“Aye,” I say.

Libertango Aye
Maureen Bonsignore Allison Bernhard
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Recently, I found myself having a really passionate conversation with a friend 
about how learning the clutch on a standard car is like finding the G-spot: once 
you find where it gets off, you’re golden. There was a moment of silence after this 
statement, and then he turned and said to me, “Sorry. I forgot you were a girl.”

Welcome to my life. Sometimes I feel like random flashing has to be involved 
to drive this point home. Most girls out there can relate to this fact. We all tend 
to have large numbers of male friends who, after about three or four months of 
chilling with us, have started to treat us as one of the guys. It’s nice and all, and 
I’m thrilled that you’re so comfortable with me, but please, guys, don’t forget it: 
I am a girl.

It’s like this:
Have you ever had a really great conversation with a buddy of yours that left 

you going, “Wow, if only he were a chick?” Well, ok… maybe not. But that’s what 
I’m like: a guy friend, but with a 36C chest and a shoe fetish. The only thing you 
may have to deal with is infrequent PMS and me drooling over your other (cute) 
guy friends.

So feel free to talk to me about football, cars, beer, or English soccer leagues. 
Seriously, it’s like verbal stimulation. I love to sit my ass on a couch all Sunday 
and scream at the game on TV while devouring half my body weight in wings and 
beer. But then again, I also like to get all dolled up and shop on Saturdays until 
my debit card is smoking and melting slightly at the corners from being swiped so 
many times. So you still may have to occasionally indulge me as I try to patiently 
explain to you why Mark Wahlberg was so much hotter when he was still Marky 
Mark. I promise that in exchange I’ll convincingly pretend listen to you as you 
go on and on about that actress in that movie who really wasn’t all that hot. It’s 
wonderfully symbiotic like that.

This may require some re-learning on your behalf, guys. It won’t take much. 
Over time you’ll begin to find yourself navigating this scary new world in which 
you recognize me as being female with all the grace of the guy who told me he was 
just busting my balls and, upon me asking “what balls?” replied, “mine,” without 

even a moment’s hesitation to process the complexities of female anatomy. Crisis 
averted. See? It’s that easy. Make today the day that you start treating your girl 
friends more as girls and less like one of the guys. Believe me, they’ll appreciate 
it—that is, until the commercial break is over and the Pats are down by four 
points yet again. Then, they’ll be just as terrifying as Bill Belichick screaming at 
his players from the sideline, if not more. Ah, the beauty of duality.

The Cautionary Tale of  Being a Girl Friend
Or, “I’m Basically a Guy Without Balls.”

Carissa Stimpfel
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Fine Wine and Ladies The Adventures of  Chocoman
Geoffrey Klane


