Show Me Y ours by Robert Reed

Our latest offering fromthe prolific Mr. Reed is one of his darkest, a vision of the future with a
sharp edge to it. So perhapsit's wise to take a bit of the edge off with Mr. Reed's |atest
biographical note: he says, "I amdoing a great deal of art work lately ... | am being called upon
to draw clown faces and cats and dogs for a four-year-old whose own artistic talents are
beginning to outstrip her father's. Which isn't saying much at all, the truth be known."

* * % %

She wears ablack felt robe long enough to cover her bare knees and pale pink socks pulled over her
ankles; her caves are white and freshly shaved and her shins are even whiter and nicked in two places by
razor blades. A red belt is cinched tight, making her waist appear narrow and her hips broad. Sheisn't a
tall woman. By most measures, she is dender, though the body has aroundness that marks five stubborn
pounds--pounds sure to grow over time. Sheisn't lovely in the traditiona ways, but youth and agood
complexion help. Her fine black hair islong enough to kiss her shoulders; her eyes appear dark and
exceptiondly large. On stocking feet, she andsin the middle of along halway, her head tilted forward
while her mouth opens and closes and again opens. The door to her |eft--the door she came out of--is
dightly gar. She pullsit shut now, applying pressure until the old latch catches with a sudden sharp click.
Then she stares at the opposite door, drifting closer to it, listening. The loudest sound inthe world isher
soft, dow breathing. But then somelittle noise catches her attention, and on tiptoes, she glides down to
the end of the hdlway, into the only room in the apartment where alight till burns.

Metad moves, and the second door pops open. At that moment, the young woman is Sitting on ahard
chair, her back to the kitchen table. She watches ayoung man step out into the hallway. He wearsjeans
and nothing ese, and judging by his manner, he wants something. He examines the door shejust closed,
then driftsafew stepsto hisleft, finding nothing but the darkened living room. That most definitely isnot
what he needs. So hefindly turnsin her direction and notices her dtting donein the kitchen, sitting with
her legs crossed, illuminated from behind by the weak bulb above the sink.

"Thejohn?" hewhispers.
She nods and tilts her head.

The bathroom is beside the kitchen. He starts to fumble for the switch, closing the door al but the last
little bit before clicking the light on.

The girl doesn't move, except to scratch the back of an ear and then drop the same finger down the front
of her neck, tugging at the warmth of the old black felt. That dight pressure pulls open the robe enough to
expose the tops of her breasts. While she waits, a seemingly endless stream of urine echoesinside the
toilet bowl. Then comesthe hard flush and the light goes off, and the man steps back into the halway. He
dready wearsabig smile, asif he spent histime in the bathroom rehearsing this moment. "So you're the
roommate," he says.

Shesays, "Hi."

He stepsinto the kitchen, stops. "Did we wake you?"'
"No."

"Good," he says.

She leans againgt the hard back of the chair, her chest lifting. "No, you didn't wake me." Her voiceis
deep for awoman and pleasantly rough. Then she shows him a half-wink, asking, "What do you think?"



Headmost laughs. "Think about what?"

She doesn't answer.

He takes another little step forward.

"About my roommate,” she says. "Whet do you think?"

The man scratches his bare navel and then his sternum, smiling as he phrases his response. " Sweet.”
"My roommeateis?'

Again, hesays, "Swest."

Which makes her laugh, and she stands up now and runs one hand through her black hair and flips her
head twice and says, "Y ou aren't.”

"I'm not what?"
"You know what | mean," she says.

Heisbarefoot and shirtless and maybe in hismiddle twenties--a fit, strong young man with pale hair and
abdominal muscles and jeansthat could be tighter but not much so. "I'm not what?* he asks again.

"Fooling me,” shesays.

"No?'

"Notat al."

He shakeshishead. "I didn't know | wastrying to."
She saysnothing.

He gestures over hisshoulder. "She'sdeegping.”
"Isshe?’

He doesn't answer.

"Segpisgood,” shedlows.

He watches her face, her body.

Again she uses her index finger, touching hersdf beneath her pale neck before pulling down, dowly
dividing the robe until the inner faces of her breasts show in that gloomy yedlow light. Sheiswell-built and
naked under the robe and her smileis girlish and warm and her degp rough voice says, " Show meyours,
and I'll show you mine."

The young man takes a deep breath and holdsit.

"No?' sheasks.

"Maybe," he says.

"Maybeisthe same asno,” she says. "If you think about it."



"How'sthat?'

"Because every 'no' isjust amaybe. It's attached to something you haven't gotten around to doing yet."
"Okay," he says.

Shewaits.

He puts a hand to hismouth, for an instant.

"Are you going to show me?' she asks.

"Why not?'

"Okay then."

With both hands, he unbuttons his jeans and unzips them and opens them until heis thoroughly exposed.
She studies nothing but hisface.

"Now you," he mutters.

Very quickly, she pulls open the robe and then closesit again, in ablur, her face not quite smiling while
shedoesit.

The young man blinksfor amoment, asif trying to decide what he saw. Then he yanks up his pants and
Zipsthem.

"Doyou hear her?' she asks.

He doesn't look back. He doesn't even blink now, watching her. With hisface changing--smiling but with
agrim, determined quality about the mouth and eyes--he says, "No, | don't hear anything. Nothing at al.”

Just the same, he puts afinger to his mouth and turns abruptly, dipping back into the roommate's
bedroom.

* * * %

Shewaits now, counting to five. Then on tiptoes, she moves back down the hallway, balancing speed
with stedlth. The houseis old and afloorboard groans, but not too loudly. The door has been closed but
not quite latched. She hears someone moving; alight shows beneath the door. Somebody says afew soft
words--the young man asks a question, judging by the tone. But no answer comes. Standing with her
heed tilted forward, the girl breathes through her nose, big eyes dancing and her mouth pressed tiny as
her right hand turnsthe old glass knob, lifting the workings until she can push at the door without making
much noise.

The young man stands beside a narrow bed--awoman's bed with a headboard made of iron and a
flowery bedspread pulled against the wal and embroidered pillows stacked haphazardly on the floor.
With considerable care, he holds along bare foot in the crook of one arm. With afingertip, he brushes at
the foot's sole, working to dicit areflexive flinch. Nothing happens. The woman on the bed is naked,
lying on her ssomach, her face turned toward the watching girl. Like the door, her eyesarejust alittle
open. But nothing seemsto register in her mind. When the man drops the foot, the bare leg collapses.
When he dides hishand over her rump and between her legs, she doesn't react. And when hefishesa
lighter out of aback pocket and makes atal flame and holdsit close to the dreamy, drugged eyes, she
does nothing to show that she seesanything at al.



Sdtisfied, he straightens and reaches for the lamp.

Thegirl in the black robe backs away from the door as the light goes out. Then she movesto the
opposite end of the brief halway, into the darkened living room, Stting on an old upholstered chair. She
bresthes hard now, even when sheonly sits. Nearly aminute passes. Her dimly lit faceisalittle wet with
perspiration and her mouth is open, gulping at the air. When the man gppears, she says nothing. She
watches him return to the kitchen, watches him look around for amoment before glancing into the open
bathroom. Has she dipped out of the apartment? He must be asking himself that question. Then he
decidesto investigate the other bedroom, giving the wooden door alittle rap before putting his hand on
the knab.

"Here" shecdlsout.

Hejumps, just dightly. Then he stepsinto the living room, hisface obscured by shadow but something in
his postureimplying alarge, consuming smile. Quietly, he says, "Hey."

"What are you thinking?' she asks.

He shakes hishead, laughing softly. "Guess."

"What'sfunny?'

"You."

She says nothing.

"Y our roommate ... she told me you don't like men that much...."
"She said that?"

"Just now," helies.

"Somemen arenice," she says. "On theright occasion, | might.”
"Redly?'

She crosses her pink socks.

"Hey," he says. "Want adrink?"

"Maybe"

"Whét do you have?'

"Whetever you find," shesays.

He acts satisfied, even smug. With aquick walk, he returnsto the kitchen. A new light comes on when he
openstherefrigerator, and thereisthe musical clink of bottles and the woosh of seals being broken. Then
comes apause, and he returns with the two beersheld in one hand. One bottleisfoaming dightly, while
hisfree hand pushesinto the front pocket of hisjeans.

She breathes deeply and says, "Thanks," as she takesthe foamy beer.
"No problem.”

She sats the beer on the old carpet between her pink socks. "If you want,” she says, "turn on alight.”



He fumbleswith afloor lamp until the switch clicks once, the bulb glowing at its weskest setting. Then he
looks a her for along moment before saying, "L et's do that game again.”

"Show meyours?'

"Yesh"

She nods but then says, "1 don't know." She picks up her beer and takesalong drink. "Maybe later."
"Maybeisthe samething asno. Isthat right?"

"Good job," shereplies.

"Got any other lessonsfor me?!

"If you want to hear them."

He settles on the nearest chair, on its edge, staring at her robe and the pale, razor-nicked legs. "Y eah,
ure”

"Well, first of al, thereés no such word as'sure." Grinning at the floor between them, she says, "Nothing
isever sure, or certain, or guaranteed.”

"Never?'

"Not in my experience,”" she reports, taking another long sip of the beer. "Y ou can never know the full
consequences of anything you do. Not before you do it. And most of the time, not even afterwards.”

Theyoung man leans back in hischair, smiling a everything.
"Supposeit'sfifty yearsfrom tonight,” she says.
"Oh, yeah?'

"Imagine you're an old man looking back. What do you see? Fifty yearslater, and if you had to describe
the consequences of your actions ... if you had to explain your life to others ... how would you do it?’

"Know what?' he says. "Y ou'rejust alittle bit weird.”
She doesn't respond.

"Not that weird isabad thing." He drinks part of hisbeer. "1 don't know. | guessi'd say, ‘In my life,
everybody had somefun.”

"'Fun?" Shetakesalast long drink and sets the bottle out of the way. "Isthat what you cdl it?'
Hedhrugs. Laughs.

"Fifty years" sherepesats. "It'sgoing to be adifferent world. Full of changes, rich with possibilities. | think
you'd agreeto that, right?"

"l suppose.”

"And you'll haveled thislong lifewhere you said, 'Y eah, sure, to every whim and desire that cameinto
your head. Which ishow a sociopath exists. But | bet that doesn't bother you, doesit? Hearing yoursalf
referred to as a sociopath. And you've probably never noticed the worst consequences of your actions.



The misary, thewaste. The plain uglinessthat you leavein your wake."

The young man closes his mouth and stares. After amoment, he asks, "Aren't you getting deepy?'
"Should | be?'

He glances at her half-finished beer.

"Half acentury,” she says. "If you think about it, you can appreciate that there's going to be awedth of
new pillsavailable. More powerful than any barbiturate, and infinitely moreimaginivein ther effects.”

Hesquirmsin hischar.

"Believe me, there are some amazing pharmaceutical productsin that world. Pillsthat will make aperson
believe anything. Fed anything. Do anything, practicdly.” She stshback, amiling with keen pleasure. "'If a
person were sufficiently clever, she could feed an old man a series of potent medications, and he would
suddenly believe that he was young again, Sitting indde an gpartment that he hasn't visited for years. A
young gtdlion enjoying an evening with two truting, unfortunate women."

A tight, fearful voice asks, "Who areyou?'

"The roommate," shereplies. "1 had been drinking that night, and when you came out of her room, we
played our little game of 'Show Me." Then you dipped aMickey in my beer, and | fell adegpinthischair,
and | woke up the next day, in my bed, with amiserable headache."

The man kickswith hislegs, flailswith hisarms. But he doesn't possess the smple coordination to lift up
off thechair.

"My friend, thefirgt girl you drugged ... she eventualy killed hersdlf, you know. Three yearslater, with an
entire bottle of pills" In an ingtant, the woman has become a seventy-year-old, alittle heavy and
shamelesdy gray, saring down the halway asif waiting for adoor to open. "Maybe you weren't directly
responsiblefor her deeth. I'll give you that much. Maybe she would have killed hersdf anyway. But I'll
tell youthis: | find it hard to believe that you made the life she had | eft any better.”

Heisn't young anymore. Speckled hands hang in front of his eyes, then he covers a still-handsome face.
"So you dipped me something,” he mutters. " So what're you going to do? Have your fun with me, isthat
it?"

"But | dready have," she says.

Then she stands and with acalm sow voice explains, "Y our body will carry you to one of two places
now. Y ou can return to her bedroom, if you want. Y ou'l find her dead body waiting there. Shelll look
exactly asshedid when | found her. And if you go there, you'll never wake up. You'll live out your days
in adeep coma, and the only thing inside your head will be that room and a cold pale corpse.

"Or you can step into my room, which would be much, much worse."
Hedrops hishands. "How?"

"All of your victims... the ones| could find who are dill dive... they're waiting behind my door.
Silver-haired ladies, and young girls. Faces you'll know very well, and faces you probably won't even
remember.”

Heglaresat her.



"It'syour choice," shetdlshim, walking dowly toward the halway.
"What'll they do to me?" he squeaks.

She pauses. For along moment, she stands on her tiptoes, |etting awide rich smile spread across her
face. Then she pulls her red belt snug, and with genuine ddlight, she says, "What will they do?1 don't
think they know. Redly, thiswill bethefirst time they've ever played the game.”



