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Eating Apples


Dom ate two apples and one plum in the two hours that passed while he watched and waited.  He was glad he bought the bag of fruit from the West Indian guy on the corner just before he got here, since he didn’t remember to bring a book or a deck of cards to pass the time.  There weren’t any oranges in the bag and the bananas were all green.  Dom didn’t let it bother him, the green bananas.  He could always eat them tomorrow when they were ripe.


“Maybe I’ll even stop at the store and get a box of Rice Krispies and some milk,” he thought, and day dreamed for a moment of sitting in his kitchen at six in the morning slicing up the banana over the cereal.  The fantasy was becoming so real he could feel the back of the knife against his thumb and the curves of the spoon against the roof of his mouth.  But the image blurred and drifted when he realized he was eleven and his grandmother was humming a made up song while she poured a cup of coffee in the place across from him.


Dom had never cut up a banana in his life.  He almost started crying when he thought about that.  He was 31 years old and he had never cut up a banana or any fruit for that matter.  Not for cereal or for any other reason.  Then Dom tried to think of any other reason somebody would cut up fruit besides putting on cereal.  When he couldn’t think of one right away tears started shining in the corner of his eyes.


“Wait,” he thought.  “Mom used to cut up apples and put peanut butter on ‘em.”


Dom sighed; relieved he could come up with something.  He even let a smug grin pass his face.  He had all the answers, no problem.


“Ask me anything, he thought.  Fruit?  Ways and Whys on cutting it up? I’m your guy.”


It occurred all at once to Dom that he had let his mind wander.  His eyes came in to focus and he realized he was staring at a corner of the post office and had no idea how long he’d been staring at it and that staring at the corner of the post office wasn’t why he had been sitting on the bench outside the park for two hours.


Dom looked around but not to see anything but only to make sure he was still sitting where he remembered he was sitting and that nothing dramatic had changed.   Dom knew that most people don’t really look to see anything.  People just keep their radars open for stampeding elephants and threatening minorities.  Otherwise it’s a nice clean sweep to make sure they haven’t been transported to another planet.  After Dom did this quick verification, he went back to staring at the front of the post office, secure that the surroundings he barely glanced at would include mothers with children, the occasional meter maid, and teenagers skipping school.


He tried not to stare, really.  He didn’t want to seem threatening or angry.  He wasn’t angry.  He knew that.  He just wanted a chance to speak his mind and get his say.  No big deal.  His mother always told him the answer was always no unless he asked, so he knew he should at least take the time out to ask.  People respect that.  That was something else him mom taught him.  People respected a person who asked and didn’t just take what was given them.


But he wasn’t angry.  Maybe bored.  He was really starting to regret not bringing something to read, even a magazine.  He thought about walking to the corner where there was a little shop that sold stuff like that: magazines, comic books, trade paperbacks of the latest best sellers.  He even took his eyes off the post office long enough to stare at the shop.  It had a sign that said “Big Time News” and something underneath in Korean.  Dom was only guessing it was Korean.  For all he knew it was Vietnamese or Thai or any other Asian language he couldn’t read.  He also assumed it translated to “Big Time News” but then chuckled, thinking it could say, “We overcharge white people”.  That would be great.  White people need to be over-charged.


But then he went back to the Post Office door.  He really didn’t want to risk the 30 seconds he took reading the sign.  He definitely wasn’t going to do something stupid like leave the bench for 10 minutes to buy a magazine that would even further distract him.  But he didn’t want to jump off the bench right away, eager, having stared at the door like some kind of creep.  No, that would start him off all wrong.  He wanted to be relaxed and cool when the time came.  Which could be any time, Dom started thinking.  Any time between noon and five, and here it is 2:00 and he had nothing to do but wait and eat fruit.


Dom looked back into the plastic bag and saw he had the green bananas, two more apples, another plum and a pear.  He was starting to regret the first plum, realizing that Mother Nature and his bubbling colon might actually make him either get off the bench or make a really bad first impression.  Dom did not want to shit his pants, that’s for sure.  So rather than eat the plum he went for another apple.  Dom didn’t really like apples, and was a bit annoyed that they put so many in the bag.  He paid two dollars for the fruit, and five apples was definitely too many.   But he couldn’t eat the pear.  The pear he had to save.


But eating apples wasn’t much more exciting than doing nothing but trying not to stare.  Dom tried to make eating an apple interesting, tried eating it tough; thinking that maybe the meter made would think he was a mobster, eating an apple.  But that lost its charm after two bites.  Really he had nothing to do but wait.  So he did.


He started playing with the pear, tossing it around, juggling it.  He came within a kiss of biting into it and caught himself.  He wasn’t hungry, not after four apples.  He just forgot.  Force of happy says if your holding a pear, you should eat it.   But he caught himself.  He was doing all right.


Dom really started feeling his ass and feeling it hurt and so he checked his watch and saw it was 4:20.  He gave some serious considerations to getting up and stretching his legs.


“Man, it would be so embarrassing,” he thought. “If I jumped up and my legs gave out.  I’d probably fall right over.  That would be a bad first impression!”


Dom stood up slowly, but didn’t take his eyes from the post office.  He stretched his arms up and leaned back.  He realized he probably looked like a banana and had to stop stretching to keep from laughing.  The image was so silly he felt vulnerable stretched out, like someone might run up and tickle his sides.


He started marching in place, stomping out the laziness of the past 4 hours from his legs and butt, his feet tingling like tonic water.  He was just starting to worry what he might look like when he saw his man coming out of the post office.


Dom waved his arms and ran off the curb, almost running into traffic before he remembered that he forgot the pear.  He ran back and grabbed it and was grateful for missing it the first time.  He took a deep breath as he got the pear and reminded himself that he had to remain calm.


Dom stepped back into the street and watched for cars.  He walked quickly but did not run up to the heavy-set balding man in the blue uniform.


“Mr. Friesh?” Dom said aloud, the first time he’d said anything since he woke up that day.


Mr. Friesh turned around, eyebrows raised in curiosity.  They lowered and his bottom lip poked out when he saw who’d called him.  He breathed through his teeth and turned around slowly.  He stood at least a head taller than Dom and was easily twice his girth.  He looked down at the small, skinny man holding a pear and gave him a once over for an Uzi.  He felt pretty confident that there wasn’t one hiding in the khaki trousers or the button down white oxford, but he still leaned over his former employee’s greasy hair to check for a firearm tucked in his back.


“Yes, Domenic?  What is it?”


“Oh, um…well, Mr. Friesh…” This was not the start Dom had scripted in his head before he left the house today.


“Really, Domenic, I don’t have the time for—“


“Mr. Friesh, I’ve come to ask you to reconsider your decision—“


“No.  If that’s all, Domenic—“


Domenic felt his ears burning and his bladder get weak.  He was not going to cry or pee his pants, though.


“Sir.  Mr. Friesh.  I wish you would just hear what I have to say.  I’ve given what you said a lot of—“


“Are you going to come back tomorrow?”


Dom was speechless, not expecting questions until after his speech.


“Do you want me to come back tomorrow, sir?”


“If you come back tomorrow, I’m going to call the police.  I don’t want to see you near my post office for two months.”


“Two months?”


“Yes.  After two months, I won’t call the police if you show up hear to buy a stamp or mail a package.  If you try to do anything besides that, I’ll call the police.  If you show up here anytime before that, even with an armful of boxes, I’m going to assume you’re carrying a semi-automatic and I’ll call the cops to have you dragged away, no return address.  Get it?


“Semi-Automatic?  Sir, no.  Mr. Friesh, please listen.  I’m not…I don’t want to shoot you.”


“Well thank Jesus for that.  You’ve been fired, I’m not changing my mind, and you don’t want to shoot me.  I’d say everything is right with the world.”


Mr. Friesh turned and walked away.  Dom stood and felt his lip tremble.  He snorted back tears even though he knew they’d make their way out.  He squeezed the pear and started to take a bite.  He stopped, realizing he forgot the pear all over again.  He rushed down the street and jumped in front of his old boss, thrusting the pear at him.


Mr. Friesh leapt back and threw himself against the wall with a yelp.  Dom only stood in place, trembling the pear.


Mr. Friesh relaxed again and stood in front of Dom, looking down at the pear.


“You stupid…you scared the shit out of me!”


Dom sniffed back more tears.  “I…sorry…got this…saved this…for you.”


Mr. Friesh rolled his eyes and looked down at the pear.


“You got me a pear?”


Dom swallowed and nodded.


Mr. Friesh stopped and looked at Dom and lowered his head, looking at his shoes for a moment.  He looked back up without lifting his head.


“You got me a pear?”


“It was in my bag of fruit and I saved it.”


“Because you remembered I like pears, right?”


“Yes, sir!  I like them, too, but there was only one in the bag.”


Mr. Friesh looked left and right.  He looked back at Dom and took the pear.


“It’s a felony to bribe a government official, Domenic.  Did you know that?”


Dom’s face turned ghost white to match the O his mouth made when his jaw dropped.   Mr. Friesh laughed, a little laugh to let Dom in on his joke.  Dom’s shoulders collapsed and his face lit up with a smile that turned to a laugh.


“Holy—You had me there, sir.”


“Domenic, thank you for the pear.”


“Yes, Mr. Friesh.  Nothing at all, really.”


“I really have to get going.  I’m sorry if I was rude, Domenic.”


Dom started to respond.


“But I’m not going to change my mind.  I can’t and shouldn’t.”


Dom’s face fell.  The light went out and he looked down at his ex-bosses knees.  His only relief was that he didn’t feel like sobbing just yet, Mr. Friesh putting it that way.


“Domenic, did you really think if you ran up to me on the street and asked, I’d give you your job back?”


“Well, my mother always said the answer is always no until you ask.”


Mr. Friesh wasn’t sure whether he was going to laugh or fall over in amazement.  He decided on shaking his head.


“Your mother was right.   My grandfather told me something similar when I was a kid.  ‘You’ll never lose a race you don’t run, but you won’t ever win either.’”


“Exactly right.  Listen, Mr. Friesh, I know this is weird—“


“Very,”


“And I didn’t come here to grovel or beg or even bribe you with food, sir.  I just knew—“


“I get the idea, Domenic.  You had to ask or always wonder if you gave up too soon.  I respect that, I guess,”


“My mother said that, too!  People respect a man who asks.”


“Domenic, you’re 31 years old.  I have no doubt that you’re a man and that you’re an intelligent man.  I went over your Civil Service Exam scores before I made my decision.  Let me ask you something.”


“Anything, sir.”


“Did your mother ever tell you to pull your head out of the clouds?  To quit daydreaming?”


Dom felt his whole face turn hot.


“Sir, I won’t let that…”


“Did she?”


“Yes, sir.  She did.”


Mr. Friesh nodded.


“Did she tell you to always be on time?”


Dom nodded, his eyes on his own feet.


“Domenic, I’m not your mother.  I’m not your father.  I’m not even your boss anymore.  I’ve got better things to do than point this stuff out.  I’d be doing them if you weren’t in front of me.   But even if your mother didn’t mention not staring at a woman’s ass when she walks away while you’re at work or not to come back from your lunch break 20 minutes late, I’m sure you’ve figured that out on your own.”


Dom looked up, his face wet.


“I hope she mentioned not crying in public, too.  But we’ll let that one slide.”


Mr. Friesh pulled out his handkerchief from his pocket and handed it to Dom.


Dom wiped his face and nodded.


“I just thought,” Dom said, voice broken so he coughed it clearer, “I mean, I had some good reasons for you to change your mind.  I think you should hear them out.”


“Domenic.  I knew the good reasons when I fired you.  I had to.”


Dom nodded a bit.


“Alright, now.  I’m sorry you wasted your pear on me.  Good luck with everything, okay?”


Dom looked up and sniffed back his sad face until he felt it had dignity.


“Yes, sir.  Enjoy the pear.”


Dom handed him back his handkerchief and crossed the street.   Mr. Friesh watched him walk over to a park bench and pick up a plastic bag of bananas and walk away.
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