
A Peanut Brain

"What can I get for you, beautiful?" he asked me, that very first 
day. "A soda, please." And I blushed all the way down to my socks!

A hint of nostalgia lingered in his gaze, which touched me to the 
core.

I fell for him instantly. "Take it easy—mind the pace," I told 
myself.

And yet, I realized that deep down, I was completely shattered. 
Devastated—and utterly in love with him.

I was 13 and he was 17; I was on a school language trip to Barce-
lona, and his younger sister was my exchange partner. 

Paloma sussed me out instantly.

She would whisper lines to me from old American comedies—things 
like "Easy, babe, watch the tempo"—each one more ridiculous than 
the last. 

I couldn't help it; I was caught in the grip of a fascination that 
never left me. As soon as I came of age, Jose married me.

Seven years have already passed, five of them in disillusionment!

Now that a second little one is nursing at the spot marked with an 
"X"—the exit point on my hollowed-out chest—I find myself com-
pletely stuck!

Kevin Ashdown


