Anything Sylvia Wants
I swear to God I never thought Charlie would come down here. He told me a thousand times over the years that some day he would show up at my little house in Baja in a motor home and we would party and fish and I could show him around. In 2005 when his wife died I thought I’d hear no more talk of that but about a year ago he started sending me pictures of him and his new squeeze and a 26 foot motor home with all the goodies. 

He’s four years older than me at 67 and his new thing, Sylvia, looked to be in her late 40s early fifties. The pix of him and her were mostly of them in the snow so you couldn’t really get a good look at her physique. She did have a nice smile, long blond hair. Charley is a big old barrel-chested hombre with hands like hams, a drill instructor’s gray crewcut with the ruddy cheeks of a heavy drinker. He had one of best air conditioning sales and service businesses in Scottsdale until he sold it.
I’ve been living here by myself just getting by on Social Security ever since my wife, Paula, went back to see her family in Connecticut four years ago and never came back. I was happy before she left and now I’m still happy. Go figure. Maybe it doesn’t take much to fill my tank. 

Anyway, here they came. Charley was the same old smiling, back slapping good ole boy from Arizona but Sylvia was something altogether different. She seemed to be teetering somewhere between stunning and beautiful, vacillating back and forth as the light changed, as she moved and smiled and looked around at my jungle patio in awe and pleasure. I tried my damndest to give Charley the attention the moment deserved but Sylvia’s eyes rendered me speechless, put me in a very nice but strange place. 
My dogs, Tino and Fea were all over her and she was likewise pleased with their attention.

“We had to leave my little Sissy behind with my sister in Scottsdale. She has allergies and we just didn’t feel it would be safe down here – maybe not enough qualified vets either. I miss her sooo much. Well, hello, hello. Aren’t you somethin’. Tell me their names again.”
I shoulda said “I bet your little Sissy is a gem. You must love dogs very much. She’s a lucky little dog to have you around to spoil her.” But I was still in a daze, unable to speak. 

We all sat down on the patio. Charley and I had a beer, an iced tea for Sylvia. We passed a one beer catchup, they used the facility, I showed them the little house and it was time to put their rig in the yard. Charley found a perfect spot, leveled it and was pleased that it gave them a great view of the ocean. They parked their little Suzuki on the street and arranged everything for a stay. 
I knew the date and hour of their arrival so I laid in plenty of beer, limes, Tequila, shrimp, fish and salad stuff. For our first meal together I planned a nice crisp shrimp salad, some white wine, bolitos with butter and parmesan.  
Charley wanted to know about the fishing, the fishing gear, the local charters, the limits and a lot more. Sylvia asked about the meat, veggies, prices, quality, crime, medical things, television, phones and things I can’t remember because I kept falling into her eyes. It was probably a mistake but I couldn’t help myself choosing the music for the dinner; a TV channel thru my big patio speakers. It’s titled Ensemble and boasts strings, flutes and chamber music and often seems to compliment the right setting, the wine, the meal. 

After dinner, on the seaside patio I switched the music to Yo Yo Ma and poured us all some Gran Marnier. We could not see the ocean in the darkness – just occasional glimpses of fuzzy white lines of breaking waves. 

Charley said (more than once) “Jason, ya got it made here. This is all a man needs. A little house, a boat, enough money for food, booze, boat gas. You can’t even imagine what’s going on up north in crazyland, how hard people have to work just to make ends meet, have a little kickback now and then.”

Before I could answer, the lovely Sylvia would agree and add little dollops of wisdom about the situations Charley described that I doubt he could fathom. I spent my time loving the music and the orange brandy while hating the darkness because I could not see Sylvia’s face, her eyes, her perfect breasts, her perfect nails, sensuous fingers. For now I must be content having her close beside me, giving me the chance to dream what it might be like for us if Charley would graciously bow out (or die). 

Then another test. I suggested Sylvia avail herself of our huge bathtub/shower. She loved the idea and took the flashlight, got her stuff from the motorhome and went into the house. Yo Yo and I tip toed into her private world unbidden and unseen – just a little mind excursion. All the while Charley was in his own private paradise of record dorado, blue skies, flat seas and boat decks awash with fish blood. 
I couldn’t sleep. If I leaned up on one elbow I could see the coach, the shadows on the curtained windows, see both of them when they passed the salon open windows. Thank God I couldn’t hear them talking. I did hear their radio, faintly. Then the lights went out – they were in bed, together. I bet he has those big hands all over her. 
I made coffee early and waited for them while I watched the news. It took them a good hour to get it together, walk the few steps to the house. 

We had coffee and talked about breakfast. Charley said “Jason, now it’s our turn. This little town must have at least one good place for Mexican food so what do you say we jump in your pickup and I’ll buy breakfast.”

I chose La Costa on the beach road. Cheap, friendly, good food, Mexican and gringo. After we ordered Charley had much more to say. 

“Jason, you know how badly I’ve wanted to fish down here. Well, it’ll have to be on our next trip. In fact we may be flying down here, to Cabo, several times a year. Sylvia has two sets of friends who own time shares at Playa Grande. One couple has to leave on the 13th so we’re going to go down today or we’ll miss em. We’ll spend a couple days there, then Sylvia wants to visit the galleries in Todos Santos for a day or two. We have to watch the weather; you’ve seen the big storm down by Puerta Vallarta. If it keeps going west we’re fine but if it turns north we have to hightail it. Sylvia has to pick up Sissy on the 21st, I take her to the vet on the 22nd and I have a doctor’s appointment on the 23rd. Sylvia’s mom will fly in from Biloxi on the 27th so we got to make room for her. 
We want to see La Paz, Loreto and spend a couple of days at San Ignacio so you can see we’re jammed up here on this particular trip.”

All I got was a little hug that got me close enough to smell her jasmine and something else, something I couldn’t put my finger on -- another little haunting odor to compliment it. They pulled away waving their goodbyes.

I usually don’t have my first Bloody Mary until ten. This morning was different. What a hopeless dreamer I’ve become. Why did I put myself through all of that? For what? Well Charley’s life now and forever more will be all about what Sylvia wants. Could I live like that? Did I live like that with Paula? Paula wasn’t that high maintenance but I suppose this was not the life for her. I wish I had deleted that long Email from her before I read it. 

Sylvia liked the dogs, the house, the plants. She could probably be happy here for days. Maybe I’ve just carved out a place, a situation that does not attract women. One of my old teachers said ‘When you go out into the world to find that right person, just be the right person and they’ll find you’. This place, me, the dogs are hard to find. Too late to Email the teacher – she’d be about 114 by now.  

PAGE  
1

