
Part XII 

“Oh My God.  I can’t stand you guys” said Nadja.  She couldn’t control the laughter that was 

coming out of her mouth, taking her breath away with each humorous heave.  Alan was a personable 

guy and very funny.  People often liked him in spite of himself.  That is one of the things that drew her to 

him when they first met.  She often laughed at his jokes even in the midst of being angered and annoyed 

with him.  Before she thought that was an amazing characteristic of their relationship.  The fact that 

even when she was mad at him he still made her laugh, but now,  it was infuriating.  She didn’t want to 

laugh at his jokes.  She wanted to make him squirm, sweat, suffer and understand what an amazing 

thing he had destroyed.  Inside she had been seething from a fiery anger; a burning temperament fueled 

by the wish to get back at her hubby for what he had done to their relationship.  She played the sweet 

wife at home dropping slight hints, here and there that she knew about his infidelities but nothing so 

overt as to give herself up, putting him on alert.  He had to suffer first.  He had to beg for her to forgive 

him first.  He had to go through some shit first.  He had to burn a bit before he knew who lit the fire.    

She saw that the conversation had been awkward for him at first.  He got jealous when he she 

received the drink and saw her with David.  It was all in his eyes.  He was hanging on every word terribly 

afraid of the next for a time but in true Alan Finch fashion his personality took over and he looked totally 

back to normal.  Humor was his element and here his natural defense mechanism was kicking in.  She 

knew that he would crack light when he felt nervous or awkward but it pissed her off that she was 

laughing with him and not at him.  She should be laughing at the fact that he was so uncomfortable that 

he needed to make a joke to change the mood.  She shouldn’t be laughing because what he said was 

actually funny.    

 She smiled and shook her head leaving them at the table together to go get another drink.  

“Another margarita bowl?” asked the bartender.  “Wow. It’s not too early for that?” she replied to the 



bar tender.  They both laughed.  She went ahead and ordered the second margarita bowl.  She pointed 

to Alan and said it’s on his tab.   

 For the short time Nadja was at the bar the two men seemed to be getting along relatively well.  

It was just past 3 PM and the game had started so they were talking about football.  David said he was 

an Auburn fan so they went back and forth about the 2014 Championship game between the two teams.  

With a cunning yet playful grin on his face David went of a jocular rant about Alan’s alma mater implying 

that the team and the school was filled with cheaters.  His soft brown eyes seemed to turn amber and 

then an orange of a sort.  His demeanor was that of a guy just talking shit and engaging in rude yet 

friendly banter but for some reason Alan felt uneasy.  The conversation quickly and naturally went into 

the discussion of Jameis Winston and in that the parallel felt somewhat obvious.  In speaking about 

Winston, David dropped little phrasings that kept Alan from ever feeling totally in the clear about what 

he knew.  “What are the final exams like at Florida State Alan?  You treat a woman like shit and you pass.  

Ha ha ha. Have you graduated yet?”  He laughed in a single uproar seemingly so amused by what he had 

said.  Alan smiled uneasily, taking the bashes at his school and in his mind, possibly at himself.  “The best 

comeback Jameis Winston ever had was winning that non-case.  He didn’t complete his degree but he 

got a 4.0 in criminology.  Shit.  Forget the NFL that man should have been drafted by Harvard Law School.  

1st selection in the draft Jameis Winston to Harvard Law School!!!”  The jokes were in bad taste.  The 

people around them either joined in with David’s demented laughter or stared at them mortified.  David 

clearly reveled in both.  And then for a brief second David’s eyes became serious as if brooding or 

lamenting.  He looked away from Alan and towards the screen speaking  as if only to himself but in a 

voice clearly audible.  “The only thing that bothers me is that someone could do something like that and 

not feel any kind of way.  If I even thought I made a woman feel that bad I would show at least a little 

contrition.  What kind of man can just smile in the face of even that possibility.”  He shook his head and 

looked down.  Then he gave that handsome grim as said “Well, I guess that’s what makes him such an 



amazing performer on the field.  Nothing bothers him.  He doesn’t lament his fuck ups.  No guilt.  No 

remorse.  A fool’s only attribute.”  It was like David’s jokes, his quips, his comments  were pulled straight 

from Alan’s mind.   Alan turned toward the big screen with the game on it and kind of stared sideways at 

David.  He wanted to reply to what he said about Jameis Winston.  He wanted to defend Jameis who he 

cheered for.  He wanted to say there are two sides to every story and that you can’t condemn a young 

man just on hearsay.  He wanted to let David have it.  He didn’t want to just take absolute shit talk like a 

bitch.  However, what leg did he have to stand on if this guy knew any of what Alan thought he might 

know.  He hadn’t raped anyone but what he had done would hurt his wife so much if she ever found out.  

And if he had a disease and gave that disease to his wife then how far could he really say he was away 

from rape.  He would have introduced something malignant into his wife who trusted him as her 

husband.  What would be the rating scale for the levels of violation.  From 0 to rape, where would he be?                           

 


