



Jesus Prayer

I would sit early mornings in an A&W, where there was a television and eat two eggs, bacon, toast and hash browns and drink coffee.  There would always be country on the music channel they used.  And I hated at the time to admit it, but the lowlifes and I who were the only ones here, here being one step up from McD’s, were together tapping to Tippin, swinging to the Sons of the Pioneers, rockin’ to Roger Miller…and so on.  Our pride was definitely on the backstretch.  I was married and out of work in any meaningful way, just making pocket money jockeying late Saturday night acid rock to disturbed, or despairing, or painfully lonely individuals.  So here I was, trying to look neither unemployed nor retired.  All the girls looked like square dancers.  All of them, but that one, who sat with a desperate expression, nursing a coffee, white.  I stole glances at her, and found her very attractive, which is the nice way of saying she was seriously hot, dudes, in a hippy kind of way.  So.  She looked up and caught my eye and I motioned to the seat opposite me, and, much to my surprise (really, it was!), she walked over, in a shy kind of way, very hesitant, like she wasn’t entirely used to her body, yet.  Perhaps she wasn’t as old as I thought.  She sat down with her almost empty coffee cut, and I asked her if she wanted another cup, she said sure, I said  okay, be right back, and I went to get her coffee, and when I looked around, she was picking through my stuff on the table and came up with Franny and Zooey, and raised an eyebrow as I came up to her and put her coffee in front of her.  I said good book and she nodded and said she had read it, and used the Jesus Prayer when she felt crappy, which was fairly often, but she was smiling right then and I wondered how she could admit to being a sinner, she was altogether too innocent and I knew I was screwed.  We drank our coffee and talked and she leaned in very close and I could see myself sinking, and I felt I was toast.  There was no way of escaping this; this was one of those doom moments, there in the A&W with smells of bacon and hash browns and some hat act singing Bob Dylan, and all the losers and me.  So my stomach was weak, weak as the morning after.   And then she said I have to go and I said where and she just smiled and shook her head and I knew there was only one way to break this spell, and that’s what I felt it was, a spell and yes, she had to go once it was a spell, perhaps she knew that, and I was very caught, and although we both knew she had no place to go, she had to go, and I knew I would not be free of her until I broke the spell, and it would have to be me, because she was so very young, so very very young and when you are young enchantment is where you live, and die.  So the only thing I could say was, and I hated to end it like this, because the only thing I knew to say was this:  I just looked at her and smiled sadly and said would you like to fuck? And she looked very surprised and didn’t say anything for a few long moments and then said I am not into it right now.  As tho she would be someday and left and she had no idea that she had just done me good and proper, and for a moment I found myself muttering the Jesus Prayer, but even that did not help all that much, and I knew that I would go to bed that night, and my wife would not know why I was so distracted, and I would dream of her, and did, her sitting, and her sipping coffee, and her reading, and her speaking, and at last, most magical of all, her walking away. 

