Lort Carran

Hard-Wired

AROLE WONDERS HOW LONG this one will last. He's the fourth,
o is he the fifth lover she's taken over the course of her twelve-year
marriage? And there’s nothing remarkable about him. Jack’s in his late chir-
sies marriedlke her, bored with hs love e, though commited o saying
ith his high school
whpshe chocses o it underneath him e he pants and grans accLshefcs
about, until the orgasmic rush takes him away from her too.

So they lounge there, Next to one another on the extra-firm hotel
mattress, but no quite touching. Strange how just moments before, they
burrowed themselves into the other, kneading and rugging at all the feshy
bits of their bodies, until they were so tightly welded together she couldn't
be sure where her sweaty thigh began and his muscled one ended. And
now, both affaid to admit the other’s presence, or at least preferring not to
acknowledge one another for the moment. Carole breathes in the musky
odour of their lovemaking, feels with her fingertips the moist spors bencath
her on the cotton shects. As though she nceds cvidence of what just took
place. Bu she doesn' reach for Jack. Nor docs she speak.

‘The drama s a familiar one. Same scripe, different leading men. It’s
justas she and Frank have done so many times, at home. Bur ies different
00, in a way. Where Frank fills her up with questions, hurts and sometimes
rena e iendipJack and ll ot fck) kol hat v No,

ing s unfi fi fFof whar

b e esabiiibad paire ked b
brains ou, empries her of her own mnurw:(cd slf. And for thi she feels
everlasting gratitude.

15 not like Carole can' find sexual release at home. Frank has abso-
lutely no diffculty in fulflling her eroric needs, as long s it's beween the
first and sccond drafi of his current novel, or after the final draft has been
sentto his editor. He's particularly frisky, in fact, his optimum croric peaks
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scem to oceur, when he knows his manuscript is acrually in the hands of
s ditor, being read. Instcad of rolling away 1o the fa sde of he bed,

exhausted from a ten hour day

e touches her on her shoulder, o lower down, in the small of her back.
And soon they are quierly moving together,al his vageant mixed metaphors
forgorren in exchange for the inarticulate groan, the orgasmic spasm. She
vagucly recalls this making her feel special in the first couple of years of
their marriage. As though Frank’ literary creativty, his fulfllment of his
projes spurrd him on o revard imselfwith plesures be was somehow
unworthy of before i et ‘tenough. And final
drafis are few and far berween. ukc the royalry cheques.

Carole ries to remember the last time they could afford o eat out.
How long had it been since she'd bought herself a new pair of shoes, an
oufit for work, or even a couple of bras? She sneaks a peek at the carpeted
floor of the hotel room, where hers appears defeated, splayed open, frayed
at the shoulder straps, the lace beginning to look lacier by the day:

No that she expects Frank to support her. Carole was raised in the
seventies; parcof th ion of ho vi iali
asamust in any romantic laison. And sh
their h Artist sort. In fact, Carole loves al the quirky
habits, dcfining him so uniquely as Writer: the way he bounces story ideas
off her at five a.m. when her own semi-consciousness is for him, simply,

ble; the way he her shoulder, readi h her,
as she gives his work its first real perusal (she rakes great pride in her role
as his sample reader); even the gentle way in which he taps his keyboard.
Sometimes she stops ourside his study door as she's walking down the hall
just to listen to the occasionally hesitant, sometimes hetic, always tender
click, click, click emanating from within, The sounds bring on a nostalgia
of sorts, a memory of her childhood, when sheld rune in to Mr. Dressup.
for the crisp, clean sound of his scissors slicing through multi-coloured
construction paper,old milk cartons, and hardy bristol board.

But that was long ago. When her idea of financial sccurity meant
chucking fifty cents, exactly one half of her weekly allowance, into her
moulded plastic Scooby-Doo bank. Before she'd enterained any ideas
of a hundred year old row house near Bathurst and Queen. Before shed
contemplated collecting antiques, flea-market finds, family cast-offs and
shaping her home into an eclectic, country-Victorian cottage, with aged
Oricntal arca rugs, stained glass lamp shades, vintage busts with missing
paine chips, fabrics such as damask, silk, cotcon all mixed together with
old tattered quilts, and checkered tablecloths. Kind of an Ed's Warchouse
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‘meets Old MacDonald fecl. Currently, sheand Frank live at Bloor and Duf-
ferin, in a flat on the third floor of 2 house fairly similar to the one Carole
sces them owning one day. With Toronto real estate prices edging steadily
upward, however, Carole wonders whether her fantasy home won't remain
just thar.

Frank stays home and writes. Carole hops the subway downtown
0 work every day. Their astronomical rent payments for a one-bedroom-
plus-den reflect the shore walk she has to public transit. Next month, that
payment will be raised yet again, depleting their monthly savings by yet
another fify dollars a month.

Financial details bring Carole down. As does the reaity of her situa-
tion, which she sees as unlikely to change much over the next twenty years.
So Carole plays with the idea of what it would be like to live a different
sort of life. Toys with those she might have been a part of, if she had only
chosen differently. OF course, s all just a game, really. Carole secks out
men like Jack: financially successful, artractive, married men who find
themselves wanting, Perhaps his chosen partner ges her quora of sloppy

b the kids, or mayb , and drained from her
own twelve-hour, stress-filled day, or maybe, like Jack, she’s wishing she had
someone new to hook up with, come lights-out.

Carcle deia 5 b

about her sexual prowess. She isn't any kind of insatiable, sex kitcen. She
doesnit own a single piece of exortic lingeric, and not one kinky sex toy. The
truth is, she can' afford the trendy, upscale shops in Yorkille, or even the
shabbier ones on Queen West,selling such sundry luxuries. She guesses her
appeal lies in the fact she's occasionally availabie, urterly uninterested in
common fidelity, and she's not a wife. Or not that particular wife anyway.
Carole supposes, i the end, if's more abour what she isn', than what she
i

For example: Carole doesn't cook for these men, ever. Even a cup
of offe is conspicuously absent from her repertoire. Nor does she in any
way mend or launder their clothing. Their children are theirs. Mothering
is something she leaves to the official mate. Their lovely, suburban homes
are for their devoted families. Carole shudders at the prospect of leaving
her beloved city each evening, travelling for hours to reach a treeless, barren
subdivision of identical fearureless tract houses. Nor does she in any way
attempt o comfort Jack and his sometimes guilty conscience (unless, of
course, he includes whatever solace he finds in the soft tissue between her
thighs). The above is not her chosen role. Hers is to li with him, create a
suspension of belicf erasing all memory of cheir former selves, if only for a
fiful moment here and there, and cxit stage left
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Nor does Carole relly allow the Jacks to court her. Though some
have tried. Elegant dinners, theatre, movies, even an offer to share s VD,
thar's just been released, are all declined. She isit looking for romantic
rendezvous.

Though at one time Carole thought she knew what these men pro-
vided herwih,now e finds heslperpleed. S helis besde ik,

cr e she
said incriminating details so she can rerurn home to find her loving ank.
nervously pulling on his right sideburn the way he does when none of the
sentences will march into line the way he wishes they would.

“I have to go now.” Carole pulls herself up to a sitring position,
drops her feet over the side of the bed, and begins to gacher her clothing
from a heap on the floor. A quick shower to eradicate any sign of his heavy
cologne (why are men’ toiletris so intensely pungent, she wonders?), and
shell be on her way.

“You scem distracted, today. Everything okay?”

She smiles. Eases his concern with all the right answers. Small rlk

s Fhumtsity The truly Sl
7 ‘bl el e et e el o Rl eyl
locked away in separate corridors. Parallel hallways lined with doors, all of
which say ‘No Admittance.”

“Im finc, really: Just  ltele tired. Work was crazy. [ was hucky to gee
away atall.” Carolc has recently risen to the position of Assistant Manager,
Marketing at the Narional Balle School. She ealing pﬂth‘ wo 1a|r. the
“Asistant parcof

of th

i “detils”the Manag
to attend to, at abou half the salary. Carole, t00, would love to worry less
about details and more about concepts when it comes to markering the
country's premiere baller school, but she supposes that will have to wait
uniil the next promorior

In the meantime, “Assistant” allows her just cnough wiggle room to
manage the afiernoons she needs to meet Jack, even ifany extra padding on
the budget is negligible. Carole tels herselfthis is the price she pays for the
privilege of working in the Arcs. Jack? He's the fringe bencfit, she supposes,
making up for her disappointment when pay day arrives.

She hurrie into the ensuie washroom, abers and rnses hee i
until only the purity of the Ivory do
choose this brand for people like her and Jack?), and within ten minutes
she's already dressed. When she bends down to the bed in order to brush
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something resembling a kiss goodbye just past his left temple, he looks up
at her, unsure.

Carole's confident in her position within this relationship, and if’s
not just because she's married to someone else. Ifs something about her
head space. An ability she has to share  long and languorous kiss, warm
His genicals withlips thatjust inished weting bis mouth, open her enire
physical slfto his
time. Something about her reticence, her emotional lack seems to excite
Jack. And now, after 2 couple of hours of flat out lovemaking, he hardens
yet again, wanting more.

“So, should I call you next weck?” He appears vulnerable, prostrate
o the bed, naked, as Carole stands fully clothed, above him, staring down
on his poorly concealed lust.

“Yes, I think you should.” She smiles thar slow, welcoming smile,
luring him in once again, beckoning him to try a lttle harder.

“Ya know, I might be able to get away again on Friday, this week...
‘what do you say...2” Jack pushes himsclf up on his clbows,into 3 sicing
position,

Carole stands by the bed, watching, appearing to weigh his new proposal.
But shaking her bobbed head before he's done with his inviration.

“I'm sorry. 'm all booked for the rest o this week. Next week should
begood, though. Call me.” Again the smile. This time it’s accompanied by
aflecting look of concern.

“Look. That's fine. We agreed wed make it when we could, and
Tm okay with tha. Next week, then?” Is he pleading? Has he forfeited all
control? Carole hopes not. Even in their sad litde mock relarionship she
ealizes some equity must exist to maintain the sexual tension.

“Thar's great. Sec you then.” And she's gone. The business appoint-
ment made, the hotel door clicks quiedly behind her.

Carole rsists the urge to rush home immediately. Rather, she stops
forgrocerie, picking up Thai noodles, peanu sauce, some sweet red
peppers and peas in the shell for Frank's fivourite dinner. Has she really

B e i ek Hing hose 1o the Kichen 6 peepare s vy
meal i ecompense for her ailure at idelity? She wonders how long she
an coninue 1 play ac wife. To prccnd to be ll thae Frank barganed for
d on the dotted line. Th urging him on to
-anlmk of lterary success. She wonders, too, whether Pad Thai
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will continue to grace their table over the winter, given the hefty price tags
on fresh produce. Hopefully her spontancous decision to make it all up to
Frank hasn'c hoisted their monthly grocery allotment over the preordained
limit.

OF course, there hastit been quite as much active muse work, or
great literary success lately. Frank’s firse three novels await acceprance for
publication. He holds on to each manuscript in the bortom of the linen
closet, buried under some old tea towels and mismatched sheets. He keeps
saying, in a mantra-like repetitive voice: it only takes one successful novel,
and then all the others will sell. International rights, a screenplay maybe.
Apparently this is the way it happened for Tom Clancy: Frank doesn view
himself as a Clancy-clone, though. Frank's too all-Canadian to yearn for
tha kind of commercial success. Hed much raher see himelf compared
t0 2 Robertson Davies minus the beard and the three-picce-suit. Juse give
him the dignity of the man. Frank’s big on dignity. Or even  smoke-free
Mordecai Richler with a haircut and scyle. Not too coifed, not too tousled.
That's her Frank.

In the meantime, Frank’s published two books of short storics and
a novella, and edited a couple of biographical tributes to dead Canadian
authors. These he does under a pseudonym, in casc he's discovered to be
the next John Irving. He wouldn't want his general readership to view him
25 to0 academically inclined cither, clearly the kiss of death o book sales
in the North American marker.

She hesitates at the wine counter, wondering whether they can af:
ford a bottle of red to accompany her Pad Thai. Would a couple of drinks
induce Frank to wan to tear himself away from his written page, into her
veaiing arms? Two men i one day. Shouldish e remonc Someding

bling guile? Instead, the idea stimul iously, she flexes
the muscles of her buttocks, a couple of Kegels z\nd now dampness. Since
when has her sexuality motivated her to such lengths?

Carole thinks back to the 20/20 episode where Barbara Walters
interviewed sociopaths, mostly jailed for heinous acts of violence, the ones
Barbara Walters tends ro especially perk up for. What were their determin-
ing characteristics? Lack of remorse, inability to imagine another’s pain, a
certain creative penchant with the ruth, and an unwillingness o accept
any consequences for their behaviour. Though she may rescmble these
men superfcally, Carole knows shes not of hem. For she’s more dhan
cognizant of d others. Usually, too much so. And
consequences? Why, shcs almost always awaiting them. Has been for the
last twelve years or so, anyway. For Frank to call her on her ilicit acts. Her
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fagrant infidelites. She guesses she miscalculared on that one. Expected a
licle more jealous guarding of her time, a little less preaceupation with his
ficrional worlds. She wonders momentarily if it isn't mere lack of interest
masquerading as trust, that has transformed Frank from hero into one of
the betrayed.

Carole points to 3 lrge botle of Merlor, and as the dlerk turns to
etrieve it from the shelFbehind his
again, rubbing herself with the folds of her own ;m.uls B
the pleasure, she wonders why she bothers with Jack and his predecessors.
Can't she just take care of her common appetites herself? For God’s sake,
she read The Hie Report back in the seventics,along with all hr frends.

g with her? Th of wine at Carole,

awakening her to the bustling sounds of the marker, and to her half-formed
plor of seduction. Her packages in hand, she hoists her load, arming herself
for Round Two.

“Dinner was great. Howd you know I've been craving Thai for a
while?” Franks obscencly happy. He's had three and half glasses of wine,
two helpings of her noodle dish. Now he leans back, languid, in his chair,
suctching his legs out before him, staring at his knees as though he's never
secn them before. But she knows he isnt contemplaring his knees. He's in
someone clsc’s plor. Oblivious to all her overturs.

That's okay. She'll carch him by surprise. Maybe cven make her
advances right here, in the dining room. On the table, like thar wild scenc.
from The Pastman Always Rings Tuvice, with Jack Nicholson and who was
the female lead again? Jessica Lange? Whatever happened to Jessica Lange?
Perhaps Carole and Frank might get some flour flying about in puffy clouds
of eroric savagery, just like Jessica and Jack. No. Frank isnit the throw-her-
down-on-the-table sort. Hed be too worried about her head hirring the
hard oak surface, too careful about her neck flying backward. Too gentle
o create clouds on the cool blue surface of tablecloth beneath them. Srill,
spontancity might just provide the aphrodisiac the dinner and wine failed
to manage.

Carole grins at her husband over her wine glass.

“Whats funny?”

“Not funny, realy. T was just thinking about artacking you. You look
adorable over there.”

“You want to go to bed carly?”
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“I was thinking about right here ...”

“How much wine have you had?” He glances over at her glass, as
though reading it for her level of intoxication.

“Just enough.” She rises from her chair, approaches his, straddles his
lap.

“You're determined to do this, aren't you?” He has no choice but to
speak dircctly to her breasts.

“You might say that.”

“Well, 1 was never one to arguc with  healthy sense of determina-

tion.”
. o m

Her ltest exploit sccomplished, Caroe snds Frank bac inco bis
study, wh though
he's such a decent man hed continued to sit underneath her, pinned to his
chair, precending to bask in his afterglow.

“Get out of here. I'm finished with you.” As he struggles back into
bis pans she plyflly whips him on che bebind wich 2 aplin from the
bl Tl deanup.
agin, in the dining room, clearing away plm scill swimming in peanut
sauce (shed made it a touch runny tonight), knives and forks, wine glasses
with the imprint of Frank lips, or is it her own ctched along the rim in &
sated smile?

“Then, as arcleloads the dishwaih _—
ing Frank with her awful news. Praciices the very sentences shell speak:
“Frank, we need to talk. I have to tell you something...", or perhaps hell
open the conversation leading to the end of cheir twelve years together:

“What's wrong, Carole? I've been gerting a strange feeling from you fora
while now ... are you happy here with me2” And what then? What on earth
il he ll i shen? Evetyehing? Nothing? Ther e o of grey to wok
with here. Although she has read somewhere certain liberal counsellos
believe spouses lacking in the fidelity department have no right unloading
their guilt on their parencr. The old ignorance is bliss approach. To date,
Carole’s bought into this one. Like an overprotective paren, she neglecs
to educate Frank about her harmful deceprions. Finished with the loading
ofthe gooey pltes she slams the doot o the dishwasher shur.

ly
0 bid him goodnight.

“I'm going to bed carly. I think I'll read, or maybe catch a licdle TV
first. See you later.”




Haro-Winep = 269

“Love ya." He turns toward her from his laptop, though the screcn
has a magneric pull, dragging his arcention back despite himself

“Love you t00." The usual words spoken to the usual half-turned
back, the usual end to their evening.

Carole lmbsino bed, grbs he remre conro and begin ol
inghrough he

O w0 e siccond
dunnd:  massive herd of wildebeests on the Serengeti—one of which is
inevitably devoured by a roaming igress (Carole plays a ruthless game with
herself,seeing if she can guess which hoofed animal will inevitably become
the torn-up prey before the elegant, finely-muscled feline strikes—the
claws have only just made contact, however, when Carole leaves the world
of Natural Selection to the hunter and hunted, to work it out amongst
themselves); a game reserve in Kenya where elephants are still slaughtered
by poachers, for their rusks alone (Carole makes a hasty retrcar); a parent-
ing advice show where a screaming toddler is moved progressively further
away from her dining family, until she realizes only her quict will bring her
back into the fold (here Carole pauses, curious about the child's capability
© adapr, needing to stay with the crying ltele girl until, sure cnough, she
is welcomed back into the family, comforted by her anxious parcnts who
are somewhat unsure about this behavioural intervention they take part in
for the purposes of scientific research and well-mannered humanity). And
then a narrative voice-over, sounding much like Desmond Morris, on carly
Homo sapiens behaviour:

The fom of s e i s il gt vt sl s e
prodices, As shis rime, she requives the male o bond with her in same way other

s she el conjugl nc, o sht e ffpring s afordedthe oporeaniy ro
reach maruriy i

wpon ber back. Hoewr cradling the infent in front of he lf hr vulnerile
able e

s da

p necds i #:J,h

g, nd fowinist movemens benemor o Lo el ffed changsin
cultural ole e fomales brai s in some way hard-wired. In the rwenty-fint

century, with the adven of highly educated, profesianally m...u;mm in .:}

ntodeys
»brwwl;bm bis succes in bis feld, M‘}a she s more th capable ofcarning

i ple e Il countepar i igh e for s e, ihough i it and

ﬁu off violent prdator led 1o s surviva, oday, mani, meces s juded by the
s b cars o commeriel ward Thus e rncioly ol mal s he
i todays terms ...
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When Brack feich ; o
ing to create any suspicion. Carole lies on her back, on her side of the bed.
Her head is half buried in her pillow, arms thrown up, almost as though to
shield herself, snoring lightly:. A dim glow in the room issucs from the tcle-
n screen, some old seventies' footage of Dianc Fossey with her beloved
apes. Frank turns the knob on the television, and the light fades gradually,
Ieaving him and Carole i comforing darkness. Frank undresses quickly,
the shadows slowly forming as his eyes adjust to the dimness. Careful not
t0 bump a table or make any other sudden movements that might awaken
his slecping wife, he drops his clothes to the floor beside the bed. swings
his long legs up beside Carole’s already warmed ones. She turns to her side,
faces away from him.

As he rolls toward her, cupping her back with the length of himslf,
her eyes open wide, though she doesn stir. Saring into the depths of the
room, Carole swallows hard, buries all the disturbing words and deeds
somewhere within a place where consciousncss docsn't dare reside.

Onoe hidden chere, the carefily disearded

ugh-
ters, who for generations to come, continue to hear the frantic whispers.
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