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 The speakers chimed and again the captain of the cruise ship came over the intercom: 

“Quiet on deck, ladies and gentlemen.”  The other passengers on the promenade absolutely 

refused to stop laughing and joking.  They kept carrying on about what might happen if the ship 

sank.  Me, I concentrated on tying my life jacket straps. 

 Just minutes ago the captain had sent us to the promenade for the lifeboat drill, a 

mandatory affair before the cruise ship cast off from Boston.  Below, waves slapped the hull and 

the smell of sea salt rose; above, the #5 lifeboat waited to be lowered in the event of an actual 

emergency.  I cupped my ear and stood on tiptoe, struggling to hear the lifeboat commander, a 

beefy man with a white uniform and a bulldog face.  He was instructing us in the proper 

technique for putting on a life jacket — very important, but with all the guffawing, I just couldn't 

be certain I'd understood correctly. 

 “Be quiet,” I begged.  Almost all the other passengers were elderly.  Maybe they couldn't 

hear me. 

 They kept on talking — and not even about Anne of Green Gables! In its brochure, the 

cruise line had special-featured the excursion to the real-life Green Gables property, the beautiful 

farm that had inspired Lucy Maud Montgomery when she wrote her classic novel.  If you haven't 

read Anne yet, you should.  If you have, you should read it again. 

 “Shh,” I said.  “This drill is very important!” 

 Nobody paid any attention.  Maybe it was the sound of my voice . . .  not very 

authoritative.  To tell the truth, sometimes I can sound a little frilly. 

 The lady next to me held her life jacket in one hand and gabbed on and on to another 

passenger.  I later learned her name was Vanessa.  She looked about fifty, and taller than I, even 

though I was almost as tall as most other thirty-year-old men.  Her dyed blonde hair domed up 



 

on her big head and trickled down in rigatoni curls.  She wore layered tank tops and strapless 

heels.  Her artificially enhanced breasts sought the heavens.  She was sexy, in a faux kind of 

way. 

 “— and well I'll be,” Vanessa was saying in her Texas drawl.  “I saw on the TV that they 

just now released that man from prison, the one who —” 

 At my other side a bodybuilder fought to fit his life jacket over his epochal muscles.  He 

had a hard face, a crew cut, a yellow Gold's Gym muscle shirt, little red shorts, and those blue 

eyes that make women swoon.  Something seemed odd about the life jacket, but I couldn't 

pinpoint what since he slung it to the floor (with a grunt). 

 As I stood there watching him glare at his life jacket, I wished I could be a true tough 

guy.  In fact, I was wearing semi-sheer hot pink panties underneath my manly Levi's.  My 

panties had a petite black bow at the top of the front, scalloped edges at the thighs, and a black 

floral motif everywhere else.  They felt so snug, so soft — and they made me feel so fragile! 

When a Filipino crewmember — all the low-ranking crew seemed Filipino, all the passengers 

white — brought my luggage to my suite earlier, I discovered my suitcase had been rummaged 

through.  The TSA screeners left a slip of paper indicating they'd selected my suitcase for 

random inspection.  And my nametag was on that suitcase! 

 A TSA screener must have found my lingerie.  He'd be a macho man — all that wielding 

of heavy suitcases — with a sharp uniform and a harried look on his face.  But that look would 

disappear as his jaw dropped into an Oh-my-God expression.  He'd glance at my nametag, hold 

my panties high, and shout: “Glenn Wiggins is a sissy!  Glenn Wiggins is a sissy!”  If he spread 

gossip about me on the Internet, I thought, my chance to become truly tough someday would 

crumble like a sandcastle in a tidal wave. 



 

 The lifeboat commander called out passenger names to mark off his clipboard checklist, 

and the bark of his voice knocked me out of my imagination. 

 “Glenn Wiggins! Do I have a Glenn Wiggins?” 

 Vanessa gasped. 

 “That's me!” I chirped.  I wasn't sure why Vanessa had gasped. 

 She took quick steps toward me and whispered into my ear: “I know what you are.” 

# 

 Of course I jerked my jeans up.  If my panties had been sticking out . . . 

 Vanessa slipped her hand underneath my life jacket.  Something in the way she squeezed 

my shoulder — maybe the little circles she made with her thumb — told me she really wanted to 

squeeze all of me.  No one had ever touched me like that before. 

 The lifeboat drill concluded, and we took off our life jackets.  She fixed her eyes on me. 

 “So, where's your cabin?” she asked. 

 At this point everything became all too real.  I gazed down at the cameltoe crotch of her 

too-tight jeans and imagined my . . . .  But how could I ever do what needed to be done? Women 

have the easier task, it seemed to me; I'd heard horror stories about what usually happens to male 

virgins their first time, and already an enormous, out-of-proportion flame had kindled in my 

pants. 

 Vanessa tugged on a rigatoni curl, then let it go.  It snapped back into place.  “I said, 

'Where's your cabin?'“ 

 I darted my eyes to the rolling sea, to the varnished brown deck railing, to the lifeboat 

gate, to the emergency light on my life jacket, and finally to the white deck. 

 “Well?” she said.  “Show me.” 



 

 “Okay,” I managed. 

 We walked to the glass double door leading inside the ship.  I saw myself in the 

reflection.  Sure, I was pretty — baby face, trimmed fingernails — but I was as skinny as a blade 

of grass, and just as easily stomped on. 

 Vanessa stepped to the side and looked at me.  And looked at me.  And looked at me.  

Finally I realized I was supposed to open the door for her.  I did, and she flounced through.  We 

went across the red and gold carpet to the staircase, then took the stairs up to my deck. 

 The long hallway to my suite somehow seemed so short, and my door looked like a 

closed maw ready to open up and gobble me.  Vanessa put her hand on my butt.  My butt 

squirmed and clenched.  The hallway became the tunnel of near-death experiences, only with no 

light at the end. 

 When we reached my door, I fumbled my electronic room key out of my pocket.  A 

smacking sound told me Vanessa was chomping bubblegum.  What would her mouth taste like? 

Would she let it stop at just kissing? 

 I plugged the key into the slot.  The light lit up green, and I opened the door. 

 Vanessa said, “Why, you have a suite! And I'll say, it is so nice!”  She pointed at the 

potted ivy.   “How pretty!” 

 My suite featured a flat screen television with a DVD/VHS player, a plush queen bed, 

and on one wall, an enormous mirror.  I hardly could afford the suite, but I'd been saving for 

years to see Green Gables. 

 Vanessa shut the door.  She locked eyes with me.  “Glenn Wiggins,” she breathed.  

“Glenn Wiggins himself.  You must feel so free now that you're out of prison.”  She giggled and 

put her palm on my chest.  “I'm sorry, this is so inappropriate of me.  But . . .  I am such a big fan 



 

of yours.” 

 I blinked like a high-speed camera shutter. 

 “I know you're maybe uncomfortable talking about it,” Vanessa went on, “but I want you 

to know I was on your side the whole time.  I watched all about you on the TV.  You should not 

have had to go to jail for breaking that stupid little law.  Real men like you don't retreat before 

defending themselves and their families.  You were so noble, protecting your wife.  I'm so sorry 

she died of her wounds.”  She slid her palm down my chest.  “I wish I could be had by a man 

like you.” 

 And then it happened.  She squeezed my crotch.  I let out a little squeak of pleasure. 

 She giggled again.  “You don't have to pretend to be humble.  I know how brave you are, 

killing that armed burglar by bashing him in the head with a pot of bougainvillea.” 

 I lifted my hand to my mouth, knocking her hand off my chest in the process, and 

coughed into a fist.  Of course I'm no hero.  And though I never follow the news (too 

depressing!), I realized I shared names with the man she was talking about.  My next realization 

told me being thought a hero — or maybe a brave bad boy — is an advantage with certain 

women.  If I could win her heart, maybe I could tell her the truth about who I was later and she 

would move in with me and we could take things slowly and I could become a tough guy before 

we, well, did It. 

 “Um,” I said.  “Oh, thank you.  Maybe we could, ah, get to know each other out on the 

balcony?” I gestured toward the sliding glass door. 

 She turned her head to glance outside, so slowly she reminded me of Arnold as the 

Terminator scanning his surroundings for danger.  I had broken one of the rules in those dating 

books stacked in my apartment: I'd said 'Maybe we could get to know each other out on the 



 

balcony?' instead of the more confident 'Let's go out on the balcony.' You violate one of those 

rules, and some women will drop you from their list of candidates forever.  I tried to recall the 

remaining rules.  God, I thought, I'd already blown opening the door for her. 

 Vanessa's big head swiveled back to me.  “Fine.  Let's go.” 

 We walked out into the cool briny air.  Two chaise lounges reclined near the privacy wall 

between balconies.  Vanessa flopped onto one.  “So,” she said, “what do you need to know?” 

 I stood there, looking at her, and decided it was my only chance.  I went for it.  I opened 

my heart.   “Have you read Anne of Green Gables?” I said.  “It's my favorite book.” 

 She stared at me as though I were gay.  “No, I haven't,” she said.  She popped upright, 

leaned over the railing, and spit her gum overboard. 

 I ignored her violation of the ship rules and studied her butt.  It consisted of two saggy 

lumps.  However, I can fall in love with any woman if she's wonderful enough.  I decided to tell 

her about Anne.  If she found it interesting, maybe someday there could be a love between us as 

deep as the ocean. 

 “Well,” I said, “the ship is stopping at Prince Edward Island.  That's where Green Gables 

is, the beautiful farm that inspired Lucy Maud Montgomery.  Actually the specific town on 

Prince Edward Island is called Cavendish, but we dock at Charlottetown.  Anyway, Lucy Maud 

Montgomery is the author of Anne of Green Gables.  I know the events of that book better than 

the events of my own life.  It's about this precocious little orphan girl named Anne Shirley who 

—” 

 “Do you think my purse is safe in my cabin?” Vanessa said.  “Maybe I should check —” 

 “Wait, wait!” I cried.  “Just picture it.  Anne Shirley has long braided red hair and 

freckles sprinkled on her face.  She's so imaginative.  At one point she tells this woman, Marilla, 



 

about her imaginary friend, Katie Maurice.  I can quote the passage: 

 “When I lived with Mrs. Thomas she had a bookcase in her sitting-room with glass doors.  

There weren't any books in it; Mrs. Thomas kept her best china and preserves there — when she 

had any preserves to keep.” Vanessa fished a cardboard nail file out of her jeans.  I spoke faster.  

“One of the doors was broken.  Mr. Thomas smashed it one night when he was slightly 

intoxicated.  But the other was whole and I used to pretend that my reflection was another little 

girl who lived in it.  I called her Katie Maurice, and we were very intimate.  I used to talk to her 

by the hour, especially on Sunday, and tell her everything.  Katie was the comfort and 

consolation of my life.  We used to pretend —” 

 Once more Vanessa interrupted, this time with the loud scratching of her fingernails 

against the file.  A massive internal debate ensued.  My prefrontal cortex told me I'd never see 

her again.  My reptilian brain, so to speak, insisted I had to have her.  I switched from Anne to 

the bad boy stuff. 

 “I memorized the book in prison,” I offered.  “It was, uh, the only book I had access to.  

New government regulations about prison libraries and all that.  That's why Anne means so much 

to me.” 

 The nail file stopped in midair.  “Really!” Vanessa said.  The nail file retreated to her 

pocket.  “In prison, were you ever, you know . . .  scared?” 

 “Not at all!” I said.  “My single copy of Anne of Green Gables gave me the strength of a 

million Bibles, and —” 

 But then she was on me, ruby lips smacking, then chewing, on my own lips, and her hand 

scooped its way down the front of my jeans.  So that her hand couldn't get any farther down, I 

listed backward like a sinking ship, but she had already touched the top of my panties. 



 

 “Hmm,” Vanessa said.  “What kind of underwear is that?” 

 “'Hero' brand,” I said, inventing the name.  “Sleek, aren't they? For jogging.  So you don't 

chap your thighs.  The string is for tying around my MP3 player's clasp.” 

 Vanessa cooed in appreciation.  She leaned forward to reach farther, and I cakewalked 

backward.  “Not yet! Not yet!” I cried. 

 “Oh, you tease, you.  Well.  Tell me more about prison.” 

 All I knew about prison was what I'd seen in The Shawshank Redemption.  Even though 

she'd missed the bit about prison library regulations, Vanessa still might have been able to peg 

me as a phony.   So I said nothing. 

 “Such a tease,” she said, advancing. 

 A tease, I thought . . .  good idea! I rushed at her, gripped her shoulders, pecked her lips, 

and said: “Good things come to those who wait.  Besides, don't we need to get some protection?” 

 “I have some condoms in my purse back in my cabin,” she said.  “I'll be right back.” 

 I hadn't foreseen that possibility.  Before I could think of another way to put her off until 

later, she kissed me, with tongue.  I remembered to shut my eyes.  Her tongue was hot and was 

textured like lasagna cheese.  Her mouth tasted peppery from whatever gum she'd been chewing.  

Still, I wasn't going to complain, and I couldn't bring myself to stop kissing.  She ground her 

body against mine, and I fought off an accidental early end to our encounter. 

 Finally she stopped.  “I'm going back to my cabin to get the condoms,” she said, 

breathing hot peppery breath all over my face.  She hurried out, but not before telling me she 

might not be back for a while, since she wanted to 'put her face on again.' 

 I locked the deadbolt. 

# 



 

 It was time to have a conversation with the brother of Anne Shirley's reflection-friend 

Katie Maurice.  His name was Caleb Maurice.  Lucy Maud Montgomery never wrote about him.    

 I ripped off my sneakers and jeans, swapped my shirt for my soft black camisole.  

Wearing just lingerie gave me safe harbor, if only for the moment. 

 I searched the mirror and called forth Caleb.  He appeared, the only other person who 

knew my secrets. 

 “You're pitiful,” Caleb said. 

 “I know,” I whimpered.  “I know.” 

 “You finally have a woman, and have you made a man out of yourself yet? No, of course 

not.  Take off your stupid lingerie and dump it over the side of the ship.” 

 “But that won't help anyway!” I wailed.  “Vanessa is coming back soon, and I can't . . .  

can't . . .  you know.” 

 “Bah,” Caleb said.  “You can't even say 'premature ejaculation.' If you dump the lingerie 

overboard, you might make yourself into the man you need to be to satisfy her.” 

 I watched Caleb nod.  I squiggled out of my camisole, stripped off my panties, dropped 

them both, and dressed in boxers, jeans, and a plain black T-shirt.  I wished for a T-shirt with a 

beer bottle on it.  Or maybe a pink button-down.  According to my dating books, real men wear 

pink so women will judge them as being unconcerned about being judged. 

 I went to the balcony and leaned over the railing, holding my lingerie bunched in one 

hand.  The ship was cutting a trench through the water.  The waves resembled ski moguls, but 

that's just a comparison; the waves were only the waves, themselves, more honest than anything 

onboard.  Earth primeval.  I wanted to be out there, a dolphin perhaps, off this cruise liner and as 

free as those waves.  They refused to obey any rules other than those of Nature.  I turned away.  I 



 

would not pollute the honest sea. 

 I hid the lingerie and waited. 

# 

 When Vanessa knocked, I opened the door.  She was wearing a black leather jacket over 

a black T-shirt, bitch boots, and short short short black shorts.  I looked for a riding crop, but 

unfortunately, saw none. 

 While waiting I'd realized that as long as I acted tough, I could put off sex at least for a 

while.  I took her arm in mine and said in the most confident voice I could muster: “Let's explore 

the ship.” 

 She looked down at her clothes.  “In this?” 

 “Hey.  You're Glenn Wiggins's girl.  What's anyone going to say?” 

 She patted my shoulder with her other hand and giggled.  Arm in arm, off we went. 

 At the end of the hallway, a double door led to a deck with a swimming pool.  This time I 

remembered to open it for her.  We stepped out into the wind.  A white guardrail circled the 

deck, and chaise lounges circled the pool; below, on other decks, passengers shuffled back and 

forth; and, farther beyond, rolling on forever, the grand sea. 

 Near the pool, the bodybuilder, bare-chested, performed sit-ups. 

 “Hey, good-lookin'!” he called to Vanessa.  He did a sit-up.  “Wait!”  Another sit-up.   

“Don't leave!”  Another.  “Almost done!” 

 We waited.  As his titanic muscles clenched and unclenched, names tumbled through my 

head.  Arnold.  Stallone.  Van Damme.  Glenn Wiggins? Who the hell was Glenn Wiggins? 

 The bodybuilder finished his sit-ups and sprinted over to us.  “Whew.  It's off-season, but 

I still gotta train for the Natural Olympia.  Gotta beat Jumbo.  That guy's hoss.”  He paused for 



 

breath.  “The name's Rock.  'Cuz I'm all rock, not a speck of fat on me.  See? See?”  He lifted his 

shirt to showcase his astounding abs. 

 Vanessa counted his abs with a pointing finger.  “Wow . . .  there's eight! I didn't know 

that was possible!”  She looked at his face.  “Can I feel your chin?” 

 Rock obliged.  As Vanessa cupped his chin, he ogled the two points her breasts made in 

her T-shirt.  From far, far below, I looked up at a jacket illustration for a romance novel, one that 

would never include a character named Glenn Wiggins. 

 Vanessa released Rock's chin.  Rock asked her for her name and cabin number.  She gave 

them; he gave his number.  He turned to me.  “You, too, of course.” 

 “Glenn Wiggins, D-503,” I mumbled. 

 “Don't be shy,” Rock said.  “Speak up.” 

 “Glenn Wiggins, D-503.” 

 Vanessa said, “Glenn is a very brave man.  He killed an armed burglar with a pot of 

bougainvillea.  What do you think of that, Rock?” 

 Rock scratched his head, biceps bulging out.  “Not bad, not bad.  When three armed 

burglars broke into my house, I took them out by hurling barbells at them.  Yup.  That day will 

go down in history.” 

 What could I say to that? 

 Suddenly Vanessa announced she was going back to her cabin.  She aimed a single wink 

at both of us.  “You boys decide who's taking me to dinner tonight.  Give my cabin a call.” 

 She pranced inside. 

 “I'll arm wrestle you for it,” Rock said. 

 I just sulked back to my suite. 



 

# 

 There I lay on my bed, dressed in my lingerie, trying furiously to masturbate.  It was 

useless.  Whenever I shut my eyes, Caleb would shout from the mirror: “Do sit-ups instead!” or 

“Solve your problems intelligently!”  I got up, hid the camisole, pulled my jeans over my 

panties, donned a black T-shirt, and went to wander my worries away by exploring the ship. 

 Eventually I found myself in the casino.  Lights brighter than Christmas flashed and 

glittered from clusters of slot machines and from globe-shaped bulbs strung across the ceiling.  

Beeps and whirrs emanated from the machines, and above this arcade for adults, a recorded 

voice gibbered: “Have a wonderful evening! Good luck!” 

 Through the packed crowd I came to the craps table.  Rock stood next to it, wearing a 

fresh set of exercise gear, shaking dice in a mighty fist.  He threw them so hard they bounced off 

the felt, spun through the air, and slammed into a centenarian.  The centenarian didn't notice and 

shuffled on. 

 Rock told the dealer to cash him out and, after the dealer did, gestured for me to 

approach.  I headed over, and we moved next to a wall. 

 “Have you noticed how old all the passengers on this ship are, except us?” Rock asked.  

“Vanessa — I'm taking her to dinner tonight — she's the youngest woman here! She only came 

on this cruise because she won a ticket playing Bingo.” 

 I said, “Not enough young people care about Anne of Green Gables.” 

 “Anne of who?” 

 I explained. 

 “I signed up for the wrong damn cruise!”  After a moment, he continued.  “Look.  I'll let 

you take her to Anne of Whatever.  Other nights —” he shrugged “— we'll let her decide.” 



 

 Failure seemed inevitable, either way. 

 “You know,” Rock said.  “I teach P.E. to Special Ed kids.  I can show you some exercises 

sometime, if you want to get bigger.”  His cheery tone told me he didn't recognize the maladroit 

insult in his words. 

 “No thanks, Rock,” I said.  He held out his hand to shake.  I gripped it.  His hand crushed 

mine. 

 As I walked back to my suite, I thought about Rock.  A dedicated athlete, a Special Ed 

teacher . . .  a dumbbell for sure, but he was a good guy. 

 That made everything hurt all the worse. 

# 

 I passed the next few days secluded in my suite, reading and re-reading Anne, my lingerie 

snuggly on my body.  From time to time the ship vibrated gently, and the motion reminded me of 

the waves, which journeyed across the immense sea without effort. 

 Occasionally Caleb glared out from the mirror to hurl exhortations at me. 

 Vanessa telephoned often; I coughed into my handset, pretending to be sick.  A certain 

part of me wanted to have sex as soon as possible, but the rest of me didn't want to face abject 

humiliation any earlier than I had to. 

 She was sweet.  She asked again and again if I needed anything, but I pretended the crew 

was already taking care of me.  She admired my insistence that she not come to my suite lest she 

get ill; when she agreed to accompany me to Green Gables, she said it was because I had been 

such a gentleman. 

 At last the day came. 

# 



 

 Anne of Green Gables! The excursion was technically optional for passengers — but boy, 

it was not optional for me.  Dressed only in my most manly clothes, I led Vanessa by hand off 

the gangway into a warehouse-like terminal building.  On a dais a girl no older than nine 

scratched out Celtic melodies on a violin.  In the very center of the building, a redheaded teen 

playing the part of Anne — pigtails, freckles, and all — posed for photographs with passengers.  

(Of course Vanessa and I had ours taken.) And to the sides, vendors offered Anne merchandise.  

They even had Anne potato chips! 

 Out the other side of the building waited the private tour guide I'd arranged, a sweet 

elderly lady named Heidi.  As we drove to Cavendish, she tried to tell us about the local weather 

and economy — until she finally figured out I was busy trying to tell Vanessa about the life of 

Lucy Maud Montgomery and the story of Anne. 

 Vanessa never responded to what I said without mistaking my point; her eyes wandered; 

she smiled all too much and said “uh-huh” liberally.  But she was stroking my thigh . . . 

 With our own tour guide, we arrived at Green Gables before it became crowded with 

others from the ship.  Vanessa and I got out of the van.  Heidi waited behind, saying she needed 

to brush up on Anne.  She offered me a refund; of course I refused it. 

 In the parking lot a bus disgorged Japanese tourists armed with cameras.  Anne is, in fact, 

very popular in Japan.  A group of Canadians has even sold Anne-style homes there.  If only 

Americans were so cultured. 

 Next to the parking lot stood the small visitor center.  A shrine, really.  A Japanese kid 

butted in front of me and snapped a photograph.  I patted my fellow Anne fan on the shoulder.  I 

didn't take pictures.  I was so busy experiencing my experience, taking it in, treasuring it, that I 

didn't want to interrupt its flow by trying to document everything with a camera.  I knew I would 



 

remember every detail. 

 Vanessa yawned.  She apologized and, accepting my hand, entered the visitor center with 

me. 

 Inside, I admired yellowed photographs, Lucy Maud Montgomery's old tattered journals . 

. .  and they even showed a short film! Vanessa and I watched it from the back of a small dark 

theater.  Whenever Vanessa reached over to rub my crotch, I took her hand and set it aside. 

 Once we left the visitor center, the span of Green Gables became clear.  Outbuildings and 

white wooden fences decorated dirt paths and meadows.  An old buggy stood watch.  Even the 

wingbeats of mosquitoes, high-pitched whine or not, belonged.  I wakened to a new past, spun, 

gave Vanessa a peck on the cheek. 

 We walked to the farmhouse, and — yes! — its many gables were painted a dark forest 

green.  Outside its doors, Parks Canada officials checked their watches and ignored the visitors.  

We went in.  Ropes marked off permissible walkways.  This weak security offended me.  But I 

quickly chose to forgive it, for around me was the gentle temple that inspired Anne. 

 Soon we climbed the stairs to the second story.  No one else was there.  We walked down 

the hall to the open doorway of the bedroom called “Anne's Room,” a tiny sanctum with white 

flowery wallpaper and 19th-century furniture.  Vanessa took one look at the bed and detached 

the rope from the poles in front of Anne's doorway.  She walked back up the hall and attached 

the rope to the two poles flanking the stairs, blocking anyone from ascending. 

 “What are you doing?” I hissed.  “You can't desecrate —” 

 She giggled, returned, and went into Anne's Room.  “Come on!” 

 She pointed to the bed, an altar of pure white.  Perhaps, I thought in wonder, the magic of 

Anne would help me perform.  I went in and shut the door. 



 

 We mounted the bed.  My memory of these moments is divided into individual frames, 

like photographs, but they are sensate things, things that make me quiver as I recall them.  

Vanessa below me, closed eyelids and ruby lips, unable to wait, wrapping her arms around my 

back, the weight of her locked hands pulling me toward her.  Her scent, a peculiar watermelon 

perfume I had never smelled before and do not wish to smell on anyone else, for she alone owns 

it.  Her kiss, rough, hurried, hungry.  And then the scrambling of thumbs and forefingers on 

buttons and zippers, the awkward words of where, and here, and the hot grip of her inner body 

around that part of me. 

 Now I remember Vanessa arching her back high and using Anne's pillow to muffle her 

cry, her strange coils of hair escaping from underneath it — no, I don't remember this part, that's 

not what happened. 

 What happened? I think you know.  It ended, almost before we began. 

 For a full minute afterward I couldn't speak, couldn't move; thought was overtaken by 

physical sensation — something unpleasant turned over and over in my stomach — and at last 

thought returned to tell me a single thing: I was the wrong answer to life's question.  I kept my 

eyes closed, not knowing what to say. 

 Vanessa touched the soft pad of her index finger to the bridge of my nose and traced a 

line down to the tip, then landed her finger against my lips.  Shh. I opened my eyes.  Her heavy 

eyelids curtained down, stayed shut; then, after a moment, she lifted them: a double wink. 

 “It's an eye-kiss,” she whispered.  “Now you do it.” 

 I did. 

 “You're a different Glenn Wiggins, aren't you?” she asked. 

 I nodded. 



 

 She took my hand and, wordlessly, led me out of the farmhouse.  I stared at the dirt as we 

walked back to Heidi's van.  As we drove to the ship, Heidi chattered about something or other.  

I couldn't listen.  Vanessa, beside me in the back of the van, massaged my shoulder with that 

circular thumb motion that should have meant so much. 

 Aboard, I couldn't say anything as Vanessa waved goodbye. 

# 

 “You know why she ditched you, don't you?” Caleb said from the mirror.  He meant that 

it had been a full day, and Vanessa still hadn't called. 

 “Yes,” I said.  I was naked.  In the St.  Lawrence River, the ship was passing rock 

outcroppings, headed toward Quebec, and ultimately toward Montreal, where the cruise was to 

end. 

 “She was only nice after you ruined everything,” Caleb continued, “because she felt sorry 

for your pathetic ass.  No one will ever understand you, no one will ever accept you.  You will 

never succeed with a woman.  You might as well be one.  You don't know how to be a man — 

and you will always, always fuck like a virgin.  Put on your stupid lingerie.  You know what to 

do.” 

 I put on my camisole, moving it down my body inch by inch.  My panties I held in one 

hand and caressed with a lover's touch.  For a long moment I tweezed the panties' bow with 

index and thumb.  I stepped into the panties and turned a full circle, looking at myself in the 

mirror one final time. 

 I saw a malformed man. 

 There was nothing left.  I slid open the door to the balcony, stepped out.  The sun was 

sinking, its rays struggling to reach the sky.  The roiling waves hissed.  Somewhere deep beneath 



 

them, Nature smiled as species devoured their own kind, and misfit mutants died.  Striking the 

water, I hoped, would break my body apart. 

 I gripped the railing.  Counted silently.  Three.  Two.  One — 

 An immense groan came from the ship.  I was thrown to the deck.  The impossible 

rending sound lasted several seconds.  The ship's horn gave seven short blasts and one long 

moan.  The emergency signal. 

 The ship had struck an outcropping and was about to sink. 

# 

 My thoughts went immediately to my friends: Vanessa and Rock.  I turned from the 

railing and ran through my suite to the door, grabbing my life jacket from the closet along the 

way.  Into the hallway and to the staircase.  I leapt downward three steps at a time.  On each deck 

I passed, some passengers simply stood still, holding colorful alcoholic beverages and chattering.  

They pointed at my lingerie and brayed laughter.  Other passengers, and the crew, ran around 

like ants in a smashed anthill. 

 The floor tilted only slightly, but the rate at which it tilted grew exponentially.  Some 

people screamed; others snapped pictures with digital cameras or cell phones as if nothing were 

wrong.  Sometimes they took pictures of me.  An announcement finally came over the P.A.  

system.  Something about the watertight doors closing on the lower decks, and a politely 

optimistic request that we proceed to the lifeboat stations. 

 By the time I reached the promenade, the listing of the ship was easily noticeable, and 

growing terrible.  The cold air bit at my nearly nude body.  As I threaded my way through 

passengers and crewmembers, I slipped my life jacket over my camisole. 

 Lifeboat station #5.  The beefy lifeboat commander was yelling at deckhands, who were 



 

operating the machinery to bring the lifeboat down.  As the machinery floated the lifeboat over 

our heads, it made a noise like an elevator, only louder.  The lifeboat landed and seemed to hover 

next to the now-opened promenade gate. 

 I spotted Rock standing near the wall, but couldn't find Vanessa.  The women at our 

station boarded the lifeboat first, moving with too much haste to comment about my lingerie; 

then the lifeboat commander called for the men to board.  Rock wouldn't move.  He was yelling 

something indecipherable and trying to squeeze into his life jacket.  His neck muscles prevented 

him from getting it onto his shoulders. 

 The ship tilted farther. 

 Now the rest of the male passengers at our station were seated in the lifeboat.  The 

commander screamed at Rock and me: “Get onboard!”  I shook my head at him and ran toward 

Rock. 

 When he saw me, Rock said, “What the hell are you wearing?” and then added: “Never 

mind.  I can't fit in my fucking life jacket.  I'm going to another station.  I'm not getting on a 

lifeboat without a life jacket.” 

 The ship's horn gave one long, final wail.  The lifeboat commander shouted: “We're 

abandoning ship!” 

 I saw what was wrong.  By some mistake, a crewmember had stowed a child-size life 

jacket in Rock's cabin, and Rock hadn't realized.  I explained this, and gave him mine.  It fit him.  

The child-size life jacket fit over my needle-neck with room to spare.  It wouldn't help me much 

were the lifeboat to sink, I thought, but I didn't tell Rock that. 

 “Where's Vanessa?” I asked. 

 “I don't know,” Rock said.  “I'm not waiting for her.  Sorry.” 



 

 “I'll wait,” I said. 

 Rock took a longer look at me than he had to, then shook my hand, gently this time.  

“You're a braver man than I,” he said.  He boarded the lifeboat. 

 “We're going,” the lifeboat commander shouted at me.  “This is your last chance.” 

 “Go on,” I yelled back. 

 The lifeboat lowered until I couldn't see it.  I stood there, no one else in sight, thinking 

about Rock — not anything in particular, just that he was a person who meant well. 

 Just then Vanessa came running down the steep promenade.  “Glenn!” 

 She saw my lingerie and, in the total despair of an empty lifeboat station on a sinking 

ship, took the time to ask me why I was wearing it. 

 “Why not?” I said. 

 She put her hand in mine. 

 “Hurry,” I said.  We ran to the open promenade gate.  The lifeboat was a good eight feet 

below.  Enough to break bones if we landed poorly — but we could make it, all the same.  The 

passengers and crewmembers cleared space for us to land. 

 Except Vanessa wouldn't jump.  She said something about finding another lifeboat 

station, but I knew there was no time.  She grabbed me, bound my arms with hers, and said: 

“Don't leave me.”  I couldn't escape her grip, couldn't push her to jump. 

 So I said: “Anne of Green Gables drew a long breath and flung her head up proudly, 

courage and determination tingling over her like an electric shock.” 

 Vanessa laughed, letting go of me for an instant. 

 I pushed her off the ship toward the lifeboat. 

 Rock caught her. 



 

 As soon as Rock set her aside, I jumped. 

 Rock caught me. 

 A few moments later, Rock and Vanessa were sitting in the back of the lifeboat, hand in 

hand.  I never told Vanessa about Rock abandoning her.  They look too good together. 

 As we sailed away from the cruise liner, I made my way toward the bow of the lifeboat.  

The lifeboat commander commanded me to stop.  I ignored him.  I took off the child-size life 

jacket and dropped it to the bottom of the boat.  The commander kept commanding me, and I 

kept ignoring him.  At the bow I placed one foot on the side of the lifeboat, so that my knee bent 

and I could rest a hand there.  Standing tall, I stared out at the primeval waves.  I must have 

looked like George Washington crossing the Delaware.  In lingerie. 

 

THE END 
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other pre-existing works, such as a translation, adaptation, derivative work, 

arrangement of music or other alterations of a literary or artistic work, or 

phonogram or performance and includes cinematographic adaptations or any 

other form in which the Work may be recast, transformed, or adapted including 

in any form recognizably derived from the original, except that a work that 

constitutes a Collection will not be considered an Adaptation for the purpose 

of this License.  For the avoidance of doubt, where the Work is a musical 
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   2.  "Collection" means a collection of literary or artistic works, such as 

encyclopedias and anthologies, or performances, phonograms or broadcasts, or 

other works or subject matter other than works listed in Section 1(g) below, 

which, by reason of the selection and arrangement of their contents, 

constitute intellectual creations, in which the Work is included in its 
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constituting separate and independent works in themselves, which together are 

assembled into a collective whole.  A work that constitutes a Collection will 
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License. 

 

   3.  "Distribute" means to make available to the public the original and 

copies of the Work or Adaptation, as appropriate, through sale or other 

transfer of ownership. 

 

   4.  "License Elements" means the following high-level license attributes 



 

as selected by Licensor and indicated in the title of this License: 

Attribution, Noncommercial, ShareAlike. 

  

   5.  "Licensor" means the individual, individuals, entity or entities that 

offer(s) the Work under the terms of this License. 

 

   6.  "Original Author" means, in the case of a literary or artistic work, 

the individual, individuals, entity or entities who created the Work or if no 

individual or entity can be identified, the publisher; and in addition (i) in 

the case of a performance the actors, singers, musicians, dancers, and other 

persons who act, sing, deliver, declaim, play in, interpret or otherwise 

perform literary or artistic works or expressions of folklore; (ii) in the 

case of a phonogram the producer being the person or legal entity who first 

fixes the sounds of a performance or other sounds; and, (iii) in the case of 

broadcasts, the organization that transmits the broadcast. 

 

   7.  "Work" means the literary and/or artistic work offered under the terms 

of this License including without limitation any production in the literary, 

scientific and artistic domain, whatever may be the mode or form of its 

expression including digital form, such as a book, pamphlet and other 

writing; a lecture, address, sermon or other work of the same nature; a 

dramatic or dramatico-musical work; a choreographic work or entertainment in 

dumb show; a musical composition with or without words; a cinematographic 

work to which are assimilated works expressed by a process analogous to 

cinematography; a work of drawing, painting, architecture, sculpture, 

engraving or lithography; a photographic work to which are assimilated works 

expressed by a process analogous to photography; a work of applied art; an 

illustration, map, plan, sketch or three-dimensional work relative to 

geography, topography, architecture or science; a performance; a broadcast; a 

phonogram; a compilation of data to the extent it is protected as a 

copyrightable work; or a work performed by a variety or circus performer to 

the extent it is not otherwise considered a literary or artistic work. 

 

   8.  "You" means an individual or entity exercising rights under this 

License who has not previously violated the terms of this License with 

respect to the Work, or who has received express permission from the Licensor 

to exercise rights under this License despite a previous violation. 

  

   9.  "Publicly Perform" means to perform public recitations of the Work and 

to communicate to the public those public recitations, by any means or 

process, including by wire or wireless means or public digital performances; 

to make available to the public Works in such a way that members of the 

public may access these Works from a place and at a place individually chosen 

by them; to perform the Work to the public by any means or process and the 

communication to the public of the performances of the Work, including by 

public digital performance; to broadcast and rebroadcast the Work by any 

means including signs, sounds or images. 

 

  10.  "Reproduce" means to make copies of the Work by any means including 

without limitation by sound or visual recordings and the right of fixation 

and reproducing fixations of the Work, including storage of a protected 

performance or phonogram in digital form or other electronic medium. 

 

2.  Fair Dealing Rights.  Nothing in this License is intended to reduce, 

limit, or restrict any uses free from copyright or rights arising from 

limitations or exceptions that are provided for in connection with the 

copyright protection under copyright law or other applicable laws. 



 

 

3.  License Grant.  Subject to the terms and conditions of this License, 

Licensor hereby grants You a worldwide, royalty-free, non-exclusive, 

perpetual (for the duration of the applicable copyright) license to exercise 

the rights in the Work as stated below: 

 

   1.  to Reproduce the Work, to incorporate the Work into one or more 

Collections, and to Reproduce the Work as incorporated in the Collections; 

 

   2.  to create and Reproduce Adaptations provided that any such Adaptation, 

including any translation in any medium, takes reasonable steps to clearly 

label, demarcate or otherwise identify that changes were made to the original 

Work.  For example, a translation could be marked "The original work was 

translated from English to Spanish," or a modification could indicate "The 

original work has been modified."; 

 

   3.  to Distribute and Publicly Perform the Work including as incorporated 

in Collections; and, 

  

   4.  to Distribute and Publicly Perform Adaptations. 

 

The above rights may be exercised in all media and formats whether now known 

or hereafter devised.  The above rights include the right to make such 

modifications as are technically necessary to exercise the rights in other 

media and formats.  Subject to Section 8(f), all rights not expressly granted 

by Licensor are hereby reserved, including but not limited to the rights 

described in Section 4(e). 

 

4.  Restrictions.  The license granted in Section 3 above is expressly made 

subject to and limited by the following restrictions: 

 

   1.  You may Distribute or Publicly Perform the Work only under the terms 

of this License.  You must include a copy of, or the Uniform Resource 

Identifier (URI) for, this License with every copy of the Work You Distribute 

or Publicly Perform.  You may not offer or impose any terms on the Work that 

restrict the terms of this License or the ability of the recipient of the 

Work to exercise the rights granted to that recipient under the terms of the 

License.  You may not sublicense the Work.  You must keep intact all notices 

that refer to this License and to the disclaimer of warranties with every 

copy of the Work You Distribute or Publicly Perform.  When You Distribute or 

Publicly Perform the Work, You may not impose any effective technological 

measures on the Work that restrict the ability of a recipient of the Work 

from You to exercise the rights granted to that recipient under the terms of 

the License.  This Section 4(a) applies to the Work as incorporated in a 

Collection, but this does not require the Collection apart from the Work 

itself to be made subject to the terms of this License.  If You create a 

Collection, upon notice from any Licensor You must, to the extent 

practicable, remove from the Collection any credit as required by Section 

4(d), as requested.  If You create an Adaptation, upon notice from any 

Licensor You must, to the extent practicable, remove from the Adaptation any 

credit as required by Section 4(d), as requested. 

 

   2.  You may Distribute or Publicly Perform an Adaptation only under: (i) 

the terms of this License; (ii) a later version of this License with the same 

License Elements as this License; (iii) a Creative Commons jurisdiction 

license (either this or a later license version) that contains the same 

License Elements as this License (e.g., Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 



 

3.0 US) ("Applicable License").  You must include a copy of, or the URI, for 

Applicable License with every copy of each Adaptation You Distribute or 

Publicly Perform.  You may not offer or impose any terms on the Adaptation 

that restrict the terms of the Applicable License or the ability of the 

recipient of the Adaptation to exercise the rights granted to that recipient 

under the terms of the Applicable License.  You must keep intact all notices 

that refer to the Applicable License and to the disclaimer of warranties with 

every copy of the Work as included in the Adaptation You Distribute or 

Publicly Perform.  When You Distribute or Publicly Perform the Adaptation, 

You may not impose any effective technological measures on the Adaptation 

that restrict the ability of a recipient of the Adaptation from You to 

exercise the rights granted to that recipient under the terms of the 

Applicable License.  This Section 4(b) applies to the Adaptation as 

incorporated in a Collection, but this does not require the Collection apart 

from the Adaptation itself to be made subject to the terms of the Applicable 

License. 

 

   3.  You may not exercise any of the rights granted to You in Section 3 

above in any manner that is primarily intended for or directed toward 

commercial advantage or private monetary compensation.  The exchange of the 

Work for other copyrighted works by means of digital file-sharing or 

otherwise shall not be considered to be intended for or directed toward 

commercial advantage or private monetary compensation, provided there is no 

payment of any monetary compensation in con-nection with the exchange of 

copyrighted works. 

 

   4.  If You Distribute, or Publicly Perform the Work or any Adaptations or 

Collections, You must, unless a request has been made pursuant to Section 

4(a), keep intact all copyright notices for the Work and provide, reasonable 

to the medium or means You are utilizing: (i) the name of the Original Author 

(or pseudonym, if applicable) if supplied, and/or if the Original Author 

and/or Licensor designate another party or parties (e.g., a sponsor 

institute, publishing entity, journal) for attribution ("Attribution 

Parties") in Licensor's copyright notice, terms of service or by other 

reasonable means, the name of such party or parties; (ii) the title of the 

Work if supplied; (iii) to the extent reasonably practicable, the URI, if 

any, that Licensor specifies to be associated with the Work, unless such URI 

does not refer to the copyright notice or licensing information for the Work; 

and, (iv) consistent with Section 3(b), in the case of an Adaptation, a 

credit identifying the use of the Work in the Adaptation (e.g., "French 

translation of the Work by Original Author," or "Screenplay based on original 

Work by Original Author").  The credit required by this Section 4(d) may be 

implemented in any reasonable manner; provided, however, that in the case of 

a Adaptation or Collection, at a minimum such credit will appear, if a credit 

for all contributing authors of the Adaptation or Collection appears, then as 

part of these credits and in a manner at least as prominent as the credits 

for the other contributing authors.  For the avoidance of doubt, You may only 

use the credit required by this Section for the purpose of attribution in the 

manner set out above and, by exercising Your rights under this License, You 

may not implicitly or explicitly assert or imply any connection with, 

sponsorship or endorsement by the Original Author, Licensor and/or 

Attribution Parties, as appropriate, of You or Your use of the Work, without 

the separate, express prior written permission of the Original Author, 

Licensor and/or Attribution Parties. 

 

   5.  For the avoidance of doubt: 

  



 

         1.  Non-waivable Compulsory License Schemes.  In those jurisdictions 

in which the right to collect royalties through any statutory or compulsory 

licensing scheme cannot be waived, the Licensor reserves the exclusive right 

to collect such royalties for any exercise by You of the rights granted under 

this License; 

  

         2.  Waivable Compulsory License Schemes.  In those jurisdictions in 

which the right to collect royalties through any statutory or compulsory 

licensing scheme can be waived, the Licensor reserves the exclusive right to 

collect such royalties for any exercise by You of the rights granted under 

this License if Your exercise of such rights is for a purpose or use which is 

otherwise than noncommercial as permitted under Section 4(c) and otherwise 

waives the right to collect royalties through any statutory or compulsory 

licensing scheme; and, 

 

         3.  Voluntary License Schemes.  The Licensor reserves the right to 

collect royalties, whether individually or, in the event that the Licensor is 

a member of a collecting society that administers voluntary licensing 

schemes, via that society, from any exercise by You of the rights granted 

under this License that is for a purpose or use which is otherwise than 

noncommercial as permitted under Section 4(c). 

  

   6.  Except as otherwise agreed in writing by the Licensor or as may be 

otherwise permitted by applicable law, if You Reproduce, Distribute or 

Publicly Perform the Work either by itself or as part of any Adaptations or 

Collections, You must not distort, mutilate, modify or take other derogatory 

action in relation to the Work which would be prejudicial to the Original 

Author's honor or reputation.  Licensor agrees that in those jurisdictions 

(e.g.  Japan), in which any exercise of the right granted in Section 3(b) of 

this License (the right to make Adaptations) would be deemed to be a 

distortion, mutilation, modification or other derogatory action prejudicial 

to the Original Author's honor and reputation, the Licensor will waive or not 

assert, as appropriate, this Section, to the fullest extent permitted by the 

applicable national law, to enable You to reasonably exercise Your right 

under Section 3(b) of this License (right to make Adaptations) but not 

otherwise. 

 

5.  Representations, Warranties and Disclaimer 

 

UNLESS OTHERWISE MUTUALLY AGREED TO BY THE PARTIES IN WRITING AND TO THE 

FULLEST EXTENT PERMITTED BY APPLICABLE LAW, LICENSOR OFFERS THE WORK AS-IS 

AND MAKES NO REPRESENTATIONS OR WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND CONCERNING THE WORK, 

EXPRESS, IMPLIED, STATUTORY OR OTHERWISE, INCLUDING, WITHOUT LIMITATION, 

WARRANTIES OF TITLE, MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE, 

NONINFRINGEMENT, OR THE ABSENCE OF LATENT OR OTHER DEFECTS, ACCURACY, OR THE 

PRESENCE OF ABSENCE OF ERRORS, WHETHER OR NOT DISCOVERABLE.  SOME 

JURISDICTIONS DO NOT ALLOW THE EXCLUSION OF IMPLIED WARRANTIES, SO THIS 

EXCLUSION MAY NOT APPLY TO YOU. 

 

6.  Limitation on Liability.  EXCEPT TO THE EXTENT REQUIRED BY APPLICABLE 

LAW, IN NO EVENT WILL LICENSOR BE LIABLE TO YOU ON ANY LEGAL THEORY FOR ANY 

SPECIAL, INCIDENTAL, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR EXEMPLARY DAMAGES ARISING OUT 

OF THIS LICENSE OR THE USE OF THE WORK, EVEN IF LICENSOR HAS BEEN ADVISED OF 

THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH DAMAGES. 

 

7.  Termination 

 



 

   1.  This License and the rights granted hereunder will terminate 

automatically upon any breach by You of the terms of this License.  

Individuals or entities who have received Adaptations or Collections from You 

under this License, however, will not have their licenses terminated provided 

such individuals or entities remain in full compliance with those licenses.  

Sections 1, 2, 5, 6, 7, and 8 will survive any termination of this License. 

 

   2.  Subject to the above terms and conditions, the license granted here is 

perpetual (for the duration of the applicable copyright in the Work).  

Notwithstanding the above, Licensor reserves the right to release the Work 

under different license terms or to stop distributing the Work at any time; 

provided, however that any such election will not serve to withdraw this 

License (or any other license that has been, or is required to be, granted 

under the terms of this License), and this License will continue in full 

force and effect unless terminated as stated above. 

 

8.  Miscellaneous 

 

   1.  Each time You Distribute or Publicly Perform the Work or a Collection, 

the Licensor offers to the recipient a license to the Work on the same terms 

and conditions as the license granted to You under this License. 

  

   2.  Each time You Distribute or Publicly Perform an Adaptation, Licensor 

offers to the recipient a license to the original Work on the same terms and 

conditions as the license granted to You under this License. 

 

   3.  If any provision of this License is invalid or unenforceable under 

applicable law, it shall not affect the validity or enforceability of the 

remainder of the terms of this License, and without further action by the 

parties to this agreement, such provision shall be reformed to the minimum 

extent necessary to make such provision valid and enforceable. 

 

   4.  No term or provision of this License shall be deemed waived and no 

breach consented to unless such waiver or consent shall be in writing and 

signed by the party to be charged with such waiver or consent. 

   

   5.  This License constitutes the entire agreement between the parties with 

respect to the Work licensed here.  There are no understandings, agreements 

or representations with respect to the Work not specified here.  Licensor 

shall not be bound by any additional provisions that may appear in any 

communication from You.  This License may not be modified without the mutual 

written agreement of the Licensor and You. 

 

   6.  The rights granted under, and the subject matter referenced, in this 

License were drafted utilizing the terminology of the Berne Convention for 

the Protection of Literary and Artistic Works (as amended on September 28, 

1979), the Rome Convention of 1961, the WIPO Copyright Treaty of 1996, the 

WIPO Performances and Phonograms Treaty of 1996 and the Universal Copyright 

Convention (as revised on July 24, 1971).  These rights and subject matter 

take effect in the relevant jurisdiction in which the License terms are 

sought to be enforced according to the corresponding provisions of the 

implementation of those treaty provisions in the applicable national law.  If 

the standard suite of rights granted under applicable copyright law includes 

additional rights not granted under this License, such additional rights are 

deemed to be included in the License; this License is not intended to 

restrict the license of any rights under applicable law. 

 



 

    Creative Commons Notice 

 

    Creative Commons is not a party to this License, and makes no warranty 

whatsoever in connection with the Work.  Creative Commons will not be liable 

to You or any party on any legal theory for any damages whatsoever, including 

without limitation any general, special, incidental or consequential damages 

arising in connection to this license.  Notwithstanding the foregoing two (2) 
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is licensed under the CCPL, Creative Commons does not authorize the use by 

either party of the trademark "Creative Commons" or any related trademark or 

logo of Creative Commons without the prior written consent of Creative 

Commons.  Any permitted use will be in compliance with Creative Commons' 

then-current trademark usage guidelines, as may be published on its website 

or otherwise made available upon request from time to time.  For the 

avoidance of doubt, this trademark restriction does not form part of this 

License. 
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