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1.

— Gram pa?
— Joseph ? Com e in.
— Can I com e in?
— Com e in. Sit dow n.
— H ow  are you feeling?
— Fine, fine . Fine .
— I'm  in love w ith  you.
— H ow 'd you get in h ere, son? Isn't th ere sch ool today? W h at day is  

th is?
— I'm  in love w ith  you, Gram pa.
— In love w ith  m e?
— Yes .
— W h at do you m ean?
— I m ean I'm  in love w ith  you, Gram pa. I w ant only to be w ith  you. 

W ith  only you.
— W h at th e h eck  do you m ean, you're in love w ith  m e?
— I. . . .
— Is  th is  a k ind of jok e? W h at day is  th is?
— No, Gram pa.
— W h y, th en, I love you too, Joe. You're a good boy. You alw ays m ak e 

your Gram m a and I proud. W e w ant to be w ith  you, too. W h y, soon as 
I get out of h e re . . . .
— Th at's  not w h at I'm  talk ing about, Gram pa. I'm  in love w ith  you. 

You're all I th ink  about. Your im age lives and m oves ins ide m e . I value
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your interests above m y ow n. Your presence affects m y nervous system , 
I live for your touch . I w ant to be  w ith  you. Alw ays .
— I'm  m arrie d. I'm  m arrie d to your ow n Gram m a.
— Ye s .
— W e're  both  th e  sam e  s exual gender.
— Granted.
— W h at day is  th is , Joe? H ow 'd you get up h e re?
— . . . .
— I'm  old, boy. I'm  s ick . I've only got h alf a colon. My face h angs off 

m y sk ull. I can tell from  th e w ay m y m outh  tastes  th at m y breath  sm ells 
lik e  rotten egg salad.
— Side  is sue s . It's  you I love.
— You discus s ed th is  w ith  your Dad?
— I h aven't told anyone, s ir. I've carried it ins ide m e . Alone. I felt I 

s h ould talk  to you first.
— I s e e .
— R igh t.
— . . . .
— . . . .
— W h at grade are you in, over at sch ool, Joseph ? Are you in th e fifth  

grade?
— Sixth  grade , s ir.
— Sixth  grade .
— Ye s .
— And you're  in love w ith  m e .
— Ye s .
— I th ink  I just don't k now  w h at to say. I don't even k now  th e day of 

th e  w e e k . H ow  s h ould I k now  w h at to say?
— Don't say anyth ing, Gram pa. Just s it. Just lik e th at. Th at's  perfect.

2.

— So w ait, Gram m a. Let m e  get th is  straigh t. Tw o girls and a m an 
are w alk ing, and one of th e girls is h olding h ands w ith  th e m an, and th at 
m eans s h e's involved w ith  th e m an, and lik es h im  a lot, and th e oth er one  
isn't, but is  just along?
— Ye s .
— And if th ey ch anged, and th e m an started h olding h ands w ith  th e  

oth er girl, th at w ould m ean th at now  th e  m an and th e  oth er girl are  in-
volved? And th e  first girl is  now  just along?
— Ye s .
— . . . .
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— Let m e  fix your neck tie , Jos eph . Th e  k not is  off to th e  s ide .
— And do th ey h old h ands just to sh ow  w h o's involved w ith  w h o? To 

s h ow  it in public? O r do th ey fe el som eth ing, w h en th ey do it?
— It's unclear. It's unclear w h eth er th ings are felt, or w h eth er it's just 

a dem onstration.
— You don't k now ?
— No.
— You've never be en in a h and-h olding s ituation?
— No.
— W h at about you and Gram pa?
— Your Gram pa's h and w asn't a h and. Your Gram pa's h and w as a dead 

th ing, attach ed to h is w rist by th e sam e force th at flung everyth ing tow ard 
h im , dead and brow n, a flat, sq uare conveyor of ch ill, an extension I never 
recognized and certainly never h eld.
— I s e e .
— Th ere . Learn to k e ep th e  k not in th e  m iddle, Jos eph .
— Do you th ink  m aybe th at's w h y w e didn't cry? I saw  everyone else  

crying.
— . . . .
— . . . .
— Life -Saver? 
— Th ank s .

3.

— Did your Dad ever tell you h ow, w h en h e w as back  in m edical sch ool, 
one of th e fellow s in h is  class  fell in love w ith  a cadaver?
— No, s ir.
— Th is fellow, to h ear your Dad tell it, fell h ead over h eels in love w ith  

a cadaver. H e stole it out of th e m edical sch ool's cadaver departm ent. H e  
took  th e th ing w ith  h im  everyw h ere h e w ent. Even out in public, to th e  
th eater.
— Th is  is  noth ing lik e  th at, Gram pa.
— Your Dad says th is fellow  w ould talk  to h im  about h ow  h e w as h ead 

over h eels in love w ith  th is cadaver. H e told your Dad h e could live w ith  
th e cadaver's being so q uiet and pass ive all th e tim e, because th e cadaver 
w as  gentle, and portable, and it w as  alw ays  th e re  for h im .
— Noth ing lik e  th at h e re , Gram pa. Totally different type  of th ing. 
— I'm  th ink ing your Dad says th ey h ad to put th at fellow  aw ay som e- 

w h ere. Said h e  just couldn't live w ith out h is  cadaver.
— . . . .
— Do an old m an a favor and don't stare  lik e  th at, son.

O TH ER  M ATH — 289




