Arrivederci Loser

Second Epilogue


“Yum, yum,” C.W. said, biting the last bit of meat off the wing he had been chewing on for the last half hour.  “We should have owl for Thanksgiving every year!”


“I’m so glad you liked it,” Trudy Wim replied.


C.W. raised a big wine glass full of milk up into the air.  “Here’s to twenty-five years of marriage,” he said.


“I’ll drink to that,” said Trudy.


They both drank down their glasses of milk.


“It’s so nice that the kids are grown up and away at college,” said C.W.  “Hey, do you mind if I go into the family room and take a look at the football score for a couple of minutes?   I promise I’ll come back soon and help you clean up.  I just want to see if Detroit is beating Libreville.”


Trudy looked confused for a minute and then figured out what was going on.  “God, I always forget that Libreville now has an expansion team in the NFL.  Even six years later I keep forgetting about how we annexed Gabon during the Alyssa Milano administration.  Sure, I’ll wait for you to come back to clean up.”


“Thanks, darling,” said C.W.


C.W. walked down the hall, took a left turn, and headed down the stairs to the sunken family room.  He turned on the television and found the football game.  Libreville 24, Detroit 7.  “But Detroit never loses on Thanksgiving,” C.W. thought.


A sudden noise, like a crash, interrupted C.W.’s cerebral wanderings.  He looked around the room.  Had a dog entered, he wondered.  An emu, perhaps?


“I am the ghost of Vera,” said an apparition that was standing at the foot of the stairs, at the entrance to the sunken family room.  


C.W. walked up closer to the ghost and looked carefully.  It was transparent, but it retained the shape of a human being.  Only it was  the shape of a human being that had been charred by some terrible incendiary accident.


“Who are you?” he asked.


“I am the ghost of Vera, Trudy’s best friend twenty-seven years ago.  We met one time, when we interrupted you . . . you . . .umm . . . well, fucking a big green bear.”


“Oh, yes, that was Mishna,” C.W. said forlornly.  “She died a bit back.  Well, she didn’t exactly die.  Her head fell off, and other things, anyway . . .”


“Yes, yes, shut up now, please,” said the ghost.


“Oh, all right.”


“Do you remember me?” asked Vera.


“Well, I’ll never forget that day, that’s for sure,” said C.W.  “But my mind was mostly on Trudy and Mishna.  Frankly, I have only the slimmest recognition of you.  Perhaps you’d like to speak with Trudy.  I could get her?”


“No, no, don’t get her.  I couldn’t stand for her to see me like this.”


“I understand.  You don’t really look that good.”


“I know, I know.  I spontaneously combusted.  What do you want from me?”


“Well, nothing, I mean, I don’t know, maybe you could have tried to make yourself up or something, put on a little makeup, maybe some eyeliner . . .”


“Silence!”


“Right.”


“I’ve come to let you know one secret from the other side, and then I’ll be on my way.”


“O.K.  But why me?  Why did you choose me?”


“How the fuck should I know.  Things happen.  They rarely make sense.  And they’re generally unimportant anyway.”


“I guess that’s right.  So, go ahead, what’s the thing you wanted to tell me?”


“Right, here goes.  Actually, umm, would you mind putting on some pants or something.  I don’t particularly like looking at your naked thighs while I’m telling trying to tell you a secret from the other side.”


“Oh, all right,” C.W. said, pulling a pair of pants from underneath a couch cushion and putting them on.  “There.  Better?”


“Much.”


“Now, what’s the secret?”


Vera looked around to make sure that nobody was listening in on the conversation.  “The secret,” she said, “is that there is life after death, but that it stinks.”


“Oh no!” exclaimed C.W.

