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I am not comfortable at conferences. | knew nobody but

Jay at this one near the Rhine, and my hands were clammy
with angst. At the mixer, fretting nigh on to the point of tears,
| found myself near a woman with deep brown tresses for
hair, a pair of ladder legs for perambulation, a pair of large
brown eyes for reminding one that, despite all the utter mis-
ery rampant in this vale of tears, there is a benevolent God
somehow in charge, and a pineapple martini for refreshment,
an alarmingly pretty woman, to tell the truth, a woman who
seemed to contain both the mystery of the universe and the
solution to that mystery in some aromatic corner or tother of
herself, a woman wearing a nametag that said “Suzanne Bo-
cuse,” a woman away from whose most intimate company |
did not think | would be able to go on living, and yet a woman
with whom | knew | was unequipped by dint of looks, charm,
or largesse to get even a third of the way to first base.

| was in despair. You would have been as well.
It thundered in the distance. Geoffrey Chaucer turned in his
grave. Somewhere someone ate a banana. Somewhere

someone wore a bandanna. It was that kind of evening.

And | found myself turning to Suzanne Bocuse and saying,
“In wingéd speed no motion shall | know.”

Suzanne Bocuse gave me her phone number.
And, later, a drunken vitamin cleaner salesmen approached
me and said, “Doo Rag, that Suzanne Bocuse wants to get

bad lizard on yo butt.” He was speaking Czech, so the trans-
lation here is a little wobbly.
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