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“He wants a situation-ship not a marriage,” Dvorah said. 

“And there’s no such thing as global warming, right?  Or climate change.  Or 

whatever,” Althea said. “Is there someone else again?” 

          “I don’t think so,” Dvorah said.  “At least not at the moment.” 
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“Someone in your life?” Althea said. 

“Unfortunately, no,” Dvorah said. 

 

It was midday in the summer and hot, despite the breeze.  They were sitting 

outside at a café overlooking the ocean under a red umbrella with the name of a 

beer emblazoned across it.  The umbrella snapped and flapped in the wind.  

Sailboats glided across the water in the channel of ocean near them, their white 

sails billowing, filled with the good stiff wind.  The sky was blue.  A bright blue, 

with only patchy white clouds.  People on yellow and red jet skis skidded across 

the water, leaving a semicircular plume of water behind them.  Two or three 

parasailers floated in the breeze off the coast, not close enough to see clearly but 

close enough to be seen after all, to provide color and movement in the sky.  There 

was a strong surf.  The waves rose and crashed hard onto the beach, a resounding 

but distant rhythm, a powerful backdrop.  A propeller plane towing a banner flew 

low in the sky just offshore, following the beach which was covered with 

beachgoers and beach umbrellas and small beach tents.  The drone of that plane 

was an insistent hum, noticeable but somehow not disturbing, a kind of mantra or 

chant that was almost calming, given all the motion and activity surrounding them. 

 A truck rumbled by out on the street and a motorcycle or two screeched up 

the same street.  Seagulls drifted above them, cawing as they rode the thermals and 

sea breezes. 

“Couldn’t that be good for you? A situation-ship?  Kind of empowering.” 

Althea said. 

“Yes and no,” Dvorah said. 

“What’s driving this, then?” Althea said. 
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“I don’t know.  We’re stale, that’s true.  But we’ve been stale for years.  No 

more of the lovey-dovey stuff, not for a long time.  No excitement when he comes 

into the room.  It’s a chore to travel together.  Even to spend time together.  But it’s 

been that way forever, ever since the kids left,” Dvorah said. 

“Sounds deadly,” Althea said. 

“Not deadly.  That’s not really the word.  Disappointing, maybe,” Dvorah 

said. 

“But you are both used to it and have made your peace with it.  Allowed 

distractions to happen, “Althea said. 

“Allowed distractions to happen,” Dvorah said, and looked out on the bay 

and little port, at the sailboats and the parasails and jet skis, at the way the sunlight 

was reflected and refracted by the water-trails from the jet skis, little rainbows that 

came and went, a spray of jewels over the water that disappeared as soon as it 

became visible. 

“So is this a post-midlife crisis?  He could buy himself a Porsche,” Althea 

said. 

“I don’t know,” Dvorah said.  “Men get lost in themselves.  Cosmic soul 

sickness.  A kind of spiritual dislocation.  Where their souls go looking for what’s 

missing, for their cosmic lost object, something that was never there and never will 

be.” 

“Ted?  Looking for a cosmic lost object?  I don’t think so,” Althea said.  “He 

might go looking for a lost golf ball.  Or for a quickie in the bushes with someone 

in a low-cut dress who’s had three martinis at a garden party, after the sun has set.  

I don’t think there’s more there than that.  But perhaps I am missing something.” 
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“Perhaps.  Perhaps not,” Dvorah said, and she looked out at the sea again. 

“I see this as an opportunity,” Althea said.  “Your moment to shine.  Your 

moment to live as you want to live.  To define yourself. To live your life fully, if 

you know what I mean.  Satisfaction is something every woman deserves.” 

“But there is something to marriage, don’t you think?” Dvorah said.  

“Companionship.  Trust.  Stewardship.  Stability.  Having a family together.  

Putting other people before yourself.  Building and maintaining the community.  

Values.  A star to steer the ship by.  That sort of thing.”  

“Old hat.  Passe.  You’re living in another century,” Althea said. 

“You think?  People have been getting married for hundreds of years,” 

Dvorah said.  “I don’t think we should toss away three million years of human 

cultural development like it was just kitty litter.” 

“Now that’s fake news if ever I heard it,” Althea said.  “Marriage was 

always just transactional, a business arrangement, to bring the resources of two 

families together, the sum of the parts being greater than the whole.  Or so the story 

went.  And human beings have always played around anyway.  We’re like 

monkeys.  Baboons.  Chimpanzees.  Bonobos. Rabbits.  It’s in the blood.  We breed 

with many males so no one knows who the father is, so all males think all babies 

might be theirs and protect them.  We have constant arousal; we don’t just go into 

heat once a year with the seasons.  And so forth.” 

“And no one ever really lived like this.” Althea continued.  “Paired off just 

two together, two people against the world.  When we lived in little huts, anything 

and everything went on in the woods and in the haystacks.  The Victorians invented 

prudery so that working people would work in their factories, slaves would work in 

their fields and not get too distracted by each other, so they’d keep working, keep 
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producing.  Or not.  So they wouldn’t put down their machines and their hoes to 

get jiggly.  Husbands lived with their wives, maybe.  But they spent their time in 

the factories and the fields, men hanging out with men, women hanging out with 

women, but whenever and wherever men and women got together, sparks would 

fly.  So to speak.  Delightful sparks.”  Althea said and batted her eyes as she smiled 

sweetly.  It was a fake, knowing smile. 

 

“I suppose you’re right,” Dvorah said.  “I just always wanted to think that 

there is more to us than that.” 

“That’s all there is, I’m afraid, “Althea said.” So make the best of it, 

sweetheart.  Lemons into lemonade.  Make hay while the sun shines.  Eat dessert 

first.  Life is uncertain.” 

 

Just then there was a commotion on the beach.  Voices calling out.  A knot of 

people, a little crowd, gathering where the waves were breaking. 

“Never a dull moment,” Dvorah said as she stood up suddenly.  “Sorry.  

Duty calls.”  She ran off, tossing her white cloth napkin onto the table as she went. 

Althea shook her head.  Some people never learn.  Can never let well 

enough alone. 
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The man was still in the water when Dvorah got there.  Dvorah was still 

holding the beautiful red soled shoes she’d kicked off as soon as she got to the 

beach, 

  Two people, one on each side of the man in the water, had their hands 

under his arm pits and were holding his head and thorax out of the water.   

“Is he breathing?” Dvorah said, in her mom voice, her outside voice. She 

dropped her shoes on the beach and plunged into the water.  She knelt next to the 

man the two people were holding up. 

“Yeah,” one of the men said.  “But not moving.” 

“Call 911,” Dvorah said.  “Can you speak?” she said to the man in the water. 

“Don’t move him,” she said to the people holding him up.  Waves washed over 

them and pushed them toward the beach.  Then the undertow tugged everyone in 

the water toward the sea 

“Don’t move him,” Dvorah said again. 

“We can’t stay here forever,” one of the people holding the man in the water 

said, a man in his forties with wet slicked-back dirty blond hair.  “Tide’s coming 

in.” 

“Can you speak?” Dvorah said. 

“I. Can,” the man in the water said.  “Just.  Short.  Sentences.” 

“Can you move your arms and legs?” Dvorah said. 

“Do. You.  Think.  I’d be.  Lying here.  Like this.  If.  I. Could move?” the 

man lying in the water said.  He was a trim fellow in his sixties, old but in good 
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shape, with the big shoulders of a swimmer.  His hair was thin and his skin both 

tanned and sallow. 

There were sirens and flashing lights, first on the hill above the beach, and 

then in the parking lot next to the beach. 

“It won’t be long now,”: Dvorah said. “How did you get hurt?” 

“Body.  Surfing,” the man said. 

“Did you hit your head?” Dvorah said. 

“No. I. Stubbed.  My toe,” the man in the water said. “Yes.  I hit. My.  Head.  

Wave.  Picked.  Me. Up.  Threw me.  Into the sand.  Headfirst.” 

“Don’t move him,” Dvorah said a third time. “Mechanism of injury.  He 

could have a neck, er, injury.” 

The crowd parted.  Two EMTs carrying red jump boxes and a policeman 

came to the waterside. 

“Wait,” the man in the water said.  “I’m getting the feeling back.  In my 

feet.”  He moved his legs a little in the water, flexing his knees. 

“Let’s get you up, brother,” the man with the slicked-back dirty blond hair 

said, and he started to lift the injured man out of the water. 

“Don’t.  Don’t move him,” Dvorah said.  The man with the slicked-back 

dirty blond hair paused and eyed Dvorah suspiciously.  “Get a back board and a 

cervical collar,” Dvorah said to the EMTs and the policeman on the shore.  “Now.” 

“We don’t got a backboard with us,” one of the EMTs said.  “We’re in the 

jump vehicle.  The backboard is in Rescue One and that’s on a hospital run.” 

“See?” The man with the slicked-back dirty blond hair said. 
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‘Feeling’s coming back in arms,” the man in the water said. 

“Don’t move.  Don’t move anything.  I don’t care who tells you you can 

move,” Dvorah said. 

“Bring him into shore,” one of the EMTs said.  “We’ll stabilize him on 

shore.” 

“No!” Dvorah said.   

But it was too late.  The two people holding the man started to tow him 

toward shore.  The water held his body up.  The second person, a portly woman 

with long black hair, a number of silver ear rings, and a nose clip shrugged and 

followed the lead of the man with the slicked-back dirty blond hair. 

“I’ll see if I can get mutual aid from Middletown, Portsmouth or 

Jamestown,” one of the EMT’s said, and he started speaking into his radio. 

But the man in the water was moving his arms and legs now.  The two 

people holding him brought him to shore, where he lay for a moment.  Then he 

pushed himself up with his arms, as if he was doing a pushup, and then the man 

with the slicked-back dirty blond hair helped him to stand.  Someone brought over 

a beach chair and he sat in it. 

“They got the Gator coming,” one of the EMTS said. 

“I can’t believe what you just did,” Dvorah said.  “Don’t you understand 

mechanism of injury?” 

“Who the hell are you?” the man with the slicked-back dirty blond hair said. 
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“He needs to be on a backboard and immobilized in a cervical collar before 

anyone moves him again.  Like now.” Dvorah said.  She knelt next to the man who 

had been injured and who was sitting in a beach chair. 

“Please don’t move.” Dvorah said. “Please wait until they bring all their 

equipment onto the beach.” 

“I’m okay,” the man said. “The feeling is back.  I think I can walk now.” 

“Please just sit still,” Dvorah said. 

The man sat still, thank God.  The crowd dissipated.  Another prop plane 

towing another advertising banner flew over, the drone of the plane audible when 

the waves receded but disappearing whenever a wave hit the breakers.  A squat 

green vehicle with a flashing overhead light came onto the beach and parked a few 

feet from the man in the beach chair.  Two new EMTS came over and helped the 

injured man to his feet. 

“Won’t you please please put him on a back board?” Dvorah said.  “And in a 

cervical collar?” 

“Good idea,” one of the EMTs said.  They stopped what they were doing. 

Another EMT rummaged through a box on the back of the squat green vehicle, 

brought over a cervical collar and wrapped it around the man’s neck and then 

secured it with Velcro straps while the injured man was standing on the beach.  

Then they walked him to the squat green vehicle, had him lay down on a varnished 

wooden board on the bed of the vehicle, and then secured him to the board with 

more Velcro. 
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“Please take him to Rhode Island Hospital,” Dvorah said. “Do not pass Go.  

Do not collect two hundred dollars.  Just go.  And keep his spine immobilized until 

you get there.” 

“Who the hell are you?” one of the EMTS said. 

“I’m one of the trauma surgeons at the hospital,” Dvorah said. 

“Oh,” the EMT said.  “Got it.” 

 

 

Dvorah looked around. 

“Damn.  Damn damn damn damn,” she said. 

 

Her red-soled shoes laying in a puddle of water a few feet away.  The 

incoming tide had washed over them and moved them from where she had left 

them but hadn’t carried them out to sea.  At least one of the spectators hadn’t 

walked off with them.  She picked them up and tried to dust the sand off them, and 

then walked back toward the restaurant. 

 

 

“Well aren’t you a sight,” Althea said, when Dvorah came back to their 

table, walking gingerly in bare feet. 

“Children and fools,” Devorah said.  “I can’t believe that guy didn’t get 

pithed.  Didn’t get his spinal cord transected and didn’t end up a quadriplegic, 
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completely paralyzed and on a ventilator. At least not yet. They have no idea what 

they’re dealing with.” 

“Sounds messy,” Althea said.  Her phone rang.  She looked at it and then 

silenced the ringer. 

 

“We lucked out.” Dvorah said. “So far.  But he’s not out of the woods yet.”  

She stood and brushed herself off. 

 “What a fucking mess,” she said as she marched herself off to the ladies’ 

room. 

 

 

Althea’s phone rang again.  She looked over her glasses, around the room.  

The she clicked to answer and put the phone to her ear, 

“Ted,” she purred.  “I thought you’d never call back.” 
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