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Thomas sat on the edge of his bed and pulled his terry-cloth robe around his shoulders.  He could see the rumples in the sheet that Sarah had made when she got up to start the coffee about an hour before, and he could still feel a little warmth she’d left in the comforter.  It was the first Monday in their week-long fall break, and the couple was enjoying the slow, bright mornings at Thomas’ parents’ house in Camden, Maine.  As he stepped into his lambs-wool slippers, Thomas caught a whiff of dark coffee and warm crepes drifting up the sunny stairwell.


When Thomas got downstairs, he saw Sarah sitting in a wicker chair at the breakfast table in the morning nook.  He knees were pulled up to her chest, a thick blanket wrapped around her shoulders, a lazy curl of steam rising from the coffee cup she clutched, the sun hitting her soft and plump cheeks, and her hair just a bit, and very beautifully, disheveled.  She was doing the cross-world puzzle, and looked up smiling at Thomas as he walked in.  They were both juniors in college, and though they’d dated for almost a year, they’d never spent any of their breaks together.  They were very excited to be spending the week together in the beautiful, homely summer house of Thomas’ parents.


“Morning babe. I sautéed some fennel and morels and made some crepe batter for you.” Sarah said as Thomas walked over towards the table.

“Good lord that sounds good, sweets,” Thomas said as he bent over and kissed the top of her head.  


Thomas heated the butter in a special crepe pan that his parents had bought in France, and looked up at the extensive spice rack above the stove.  He loved the look of all the spices in line, all in glass jars instead of the super-market cylindrical cases – it gave the house a very old-fashioned feel.  He cooked the crepe, folded it in sixths, and brought it over to the breakfast table with a cup of coffee and a copy of the New York Times magazine.


“What do you want to do today sweets?” Thomas asked Sarah as he sat in the chair across from her.  The air was crisp and bright as they sat next to the huge windows that looked out over a bit of woods and off towards the rocky coast.


Sarah shrugged her shoulders happily and smiled at Thomas.  “I’d be happy to just wander around town and eat ice cream,” she said cutely.  “We could just wander around all day, maybe bop into some shops, and then come back home early and take a bath…” she added seductively.


Thomas looked up at her and tried to stare directly into her eyes as he smiled with what he hoped was equal seduction.  “Come here,” he said, pulling her into his lap.  “What are you trying to do to me, huh?  Huh?” He said, slipping his hand under her sweatshirt.


“Hey!” She squealed playfully, pretending to pull away.  “Come on, babe – let's go out just for a bit and save our energy, huh?  I wouldn’t want to wear you out too early in the day, right?”  


“All right,” Thomas replied, pretending to look longingly dejected.  “Just one kiss.”


Thomas and Sarah stepped out of the ice cream store and onto the small street.  Camden wasn’t nearly as crowded as it was during the summer, but there were plenty of families and couples wandering around for Columbus Day weekend.  Thomas kept a close eye on the women he passed, very happy to find himself honestly feeling like Sarah was the most desirable.  She was of course very beautiful, but there was something more to her – it was a youngness or an eagerness that gave her a feeling like she operated according to some other logic system than all the other women.  She was wearing a scarf wrapped tightly around her neck, and a brown corduroy jacket, and she was all his.  She was the first girl that Thomas had ever dated with whom he didn’t feel jealous about her past.  She had of course dated other guys, slept with some, and even had two pretty serious relationships, but none of this felt anything like a threat to Thomas.  He was easily able to put himself in her shoes, for he had also had several serious girlfriends, had loved them very much at the time, and was now completely devoted to Sarah in a way he had never felt before.  He could feel Sarah’s devotion to him in a way that silenced all of his fears, didn’t even let them start to grow in the first place.


The town was cheerful and bright.  Camden had a very old-fashioned feel, partly to attract tourists, but also, Thomas couldn’t help thinking, because it was genuinely more beautiful that way.  The police-men rode on horses instead of in cars (there was a pair of policemen showing off their horse to a very excited young boy in his mothers arms just across the street), the stores kept hand-painted signs above their doors, and the town lay just a few feet from the wooden board-walks over to the docks and the rocky Maine coastline.  The smell of fresh fish and salt-water was faint enough that it was not at all offensive but instead gave the air a feeling of value and significance.


“I’m going to run into that sports store really quick and see if I can find a sports bra,” Sarah said as she finished her ice cream.  The sports store looked like it could have been on the campus of a nineteenth century college, as it mostly sold old Blue-Blooded sports items like rowing outfits, lacrosse sticks, croquet sets.  


“Alright, I’ll be right over there on that bench” Thomas replied.  


As Sarah walked across the street, Thomas looked at her rear-end, plump in relief beneath her worn jeans.  He was so glad that she was his.  His confidence was not even conscious anymore, it had deeply registered in his being that he deserved a girl this beautiful and resourceful.  He knew that in just a few hours, he would walk her home, stealing grabs the whole walk home, close the front door behind her and grab her in his arms as she pretended to act surprised as if someone could see them.  He would take her over to the couch as he unwrapped her scarf and fumblingly unbuttoned her coat…


When Thomas looked up, Sarah was walking out of the sports store with an aluminum baseball bat in her hands.  She didn’t look at him, but instead walked over to the police horse.  The family that had been looking at the horse had moved on, and the two police-men were looking away, talking to each other over cups of coffee.  Sarah walked to the horse without pause, confident and direct, reared up and smashed the horse’s face with the baseball bat.  The sound thumped like a pumpkin thrown from a roof onto a lawn.  The horse’s body spasmed and shuddered but before it could rear up, Sarah smashed it in the face with the bat again.  She was screaming, her mouth wide open, as she brought the bat squarely into the horses jowls again.  The policemen looked on in disbelief, apparently stunned into silence.  Thomas couldn’t move.  Sarah didn’t swing with an up-and-down motion, always sideways like she was actually hitting a baseball.  Sarah aimed all of the blows at the horse’s face, none on the body, and beat the horse’s face with unbelievable fury and mania.  People gathered around, mothers screaming, as Sarah’s blows burst chunks of the horse's face muscles open and smashed them into unrecognizability.  

Suddenly, instead of stopping her, one of the policemen sidled up behind Sarah and, like he was teaching her to play pool, put his hands around her waist and up her shirt, fondling her as she beat the horse to death with a baseball bat.  He was laughing over his shoulder at his partner, who was laughingly urging him on with high-fives.  The horse’s eyeball dangled for an instant before Sarah smashed it again, splattering it all over her and the policeman, who were now kissing in a psychopathic orgy of murderous debauchery.  

Thomas got up and walked over to the beach and looked out over the ocean.  He couldn’t believe that Sarah was so psychotically out of control.  He all of a sudden felt all alone, like a douche-bag, as he stared out over the big wet ocean.  

