White Butts
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Carole’s fingers stiffened in the cold breeze as she tried several keys in the lock, before finding the one that fit.  She was shivering when she opened the door and carefully stepped into Daphne’s condominium.  She stood still while her eyes adjusted to the dim light.  

“Oh, hello,”  she said to Sambo, the grey tiger cat sitting at her feet, head upturned.  “Where’s your mom?”


Sambo sashayed up to her ankle and slowly moved his body along the hem of Carole’s black jeans, leaving a trail of grey and white hair.  


“At least you are here,” Carole said as she leaned down and scratched Sambo’s ears.  “I’m sure Daph said to meet her at 3:00.”


She turned on the light in the still dim hall noticing the new cranberry paint.  “Nice,” she said, “I thought it sounded too dark for a hall color, but it is very pretty.”  


She felt like an intruder in her daughter’s home, so she kept her coat on and walked to the large south-facing window in the small dining room.  It offered a close view of foothills that shielded the three-story building from the rest of the city.  Daphne’s condo was on the top floor.  Sambo followed Carole, so she scooped up the cat and held him like a baby.  Sambo went limp and purred loudly.  

Carole looked out at the winter day.  She watched magpies landing on the nearby bushes and saw white patches of snow that were moving.  She looked closer and realized that the white patches were deer rumps.  A herd of deer munched on the few leaves that were still clinging to the branches of the scrub oak.  Carole watched them, fascinated as she stroked the cat.  She kept looking as the deer wandered slowly over the top of the hill.  She glanced at her watch – it was 3:15.  


She sat down on the edge of the sofa, expecting to hear Daphne come through the door at any minute, but she only heard the ticking of the clock.  She slipped out of her coat and picked up the TV remote.  A football game was on; the usual fare for a winter Saturday afternoon.  She enjoyed watching the men running around in their uniforms.  There was something exciting about the players and the referees in their tight, white pants.  They always made her think about Mason, her late husband.  He was a school referee for football and soccer games until his unfortunate accident.  She still had a pair of his white pants and a black striped shirt.  She just couldn’t give them up.  He was a basketball player when she met him.  That was back in the days when the uniforms showed off the player’s legs, not like now when they wear the knee-length baggy shorts that show nothing. 

Daphne should be here by now.  Where can she be?  Feeling nervous, she looked around for an ashtray.  “Daphne doesn’t smoke.  I shouldn’t either,” she said to Sambo.  “It’s one of the few pleasures I have left.”  
She pulled her coat back on and took her purse out onto the balcony.  After carefully closing the door behind her so that Sambo wouldn’t follow, she pulled out a thin, white cigarette and lit it with her lighter.  Ah, there was still satisfaction in that first draw.  She looked at the Christmas wreath on the railing.  How many years ago did I make that?  Daphne was still in diapers then, and Derek was a baby too.  With two babies to care for, she twisted pinecones and holly together fashioning wreaths and doorknob hangings.  Actually, I did very well with those, she thought remembering that Mason sold many of them to his co-workers at IBM.   
She crushed her cigarette on the railing and lit another.  I’ll just have one more.  If Daph isn’t here by then, I’ll leave.  Halfway through the next one, she heard a noise at the door.  Glancing that direction, she saw the door from the balcony.  She crushed her second cigarette thinking, that’s all I can have today, and started to enter to greet Daphne, but noticed the top of a hat through the high window in the door.  She froze and stepped sideways, out of sight.  Daphne’s not that tall.

A man entered, wearing a black stocking hat and a puffy winter coat.  Frankie, she whispered in disgust.  She’d know him anywhere.  He walked down the hall into the bedroom, which had a window opening to the balcony.  Carole made sure she couldn’t be seen and peeked through the space next to the blinds, which didn’t quite meet the edge of the window.  She saw Frankie, standing half-naked, thigh and buttocks muscles bulging as he pulled on sweatpants.  He certainly is good looking, Carole thought.  But Daph said she was through with him.  I certainly can’t let him know I’m here.  Carole moved from the window, heart pounding.  The wind changed direction and she shivered staying very still and listening.  Finally, she heard the front door close.  

Frankie is gone.  This is my chance to leave, she thought moving as quickly as possible through the apartment and out the front door.    


That evening, Carole’s phone rang.  


“Hi  Mom.”  Daphne’s voice said. “You remember we are meeting tomorrow, right.”


Tomorrow, not today, Carole thought, but said.  “Yes dear, of course.” She didn’t want to admit a memory lapse.  

“Good.  Why were you here today, then?”


How did she know? Carole thought, trying to think of what to say.  Then she remembered, smiling.  Those white butts again.  
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