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Mr. Barrett 

  I don’t know why I done what I done. She didn’t deserve it, and I hear I scared her so bad 

that she’s thinking about quitting home health. I sure am sorry. Well, sort of. Ain’t nothing more 

beautiful than a woman. I know why Adam was willing to take the forbidden fruit from Eve’s 

hand without so much as a question to where it came from. I can just see her now standing there 

with no clothes on with her fingers wrapped around that apple looking all tasty and seductive. 

Adam didn’t stand a chance. That’s what happened to me. Nurse Sophia just looked so pretty to 

me.  But she also looked untouchable. What would a young, smart lady like her want with an old 

coot like me? She was forbidden just like that apple in the Garden of Eden.  That day I did what I 

did I decided that I was going to touch.  Well, maybe not touch but I was sure gone look. And 

look I did. She was a sight to behold, and I’ll remember it til’ the day I die. That’s if dementia 

don’t set in before I do.  

I knowed the first time I saw Nurse Sophia she had a body on her. I may be 75 but that 

means I’m old, not dead and by the grace of God I still got pretty good eye sight. She always 

come check on me in her little nurses uniforms. I think they call them scrubs. They are usually 

the thin cotton pants with the wide tops with pockets in the front. She had them in all different 

colors: pink, blue, yellow, green. The pants were always a solid color but the tops might be solid 

or they might have some type of design on them --teddy bears, balloons, flowers, or frogs. She 

looked cute in them all, but I especially liked the light colored ones cause I could see her 

underwear in those. That’s if she was wearing underwear. Some days she looked like she ain’t 

have none on or maybe she was wearing them thong thangs. Why a woman would want to walk 

around with a piece of material up her bottom all day is beyond me. I know you couldn’t pay me 
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to keep something wedged between my cheeks. With those uniforms she always wore a smile 

like she was happy to see me. I knowed I was always happy to see her.  

Nurse Sophia comes by once a week. I’m in a program for the poor and elderly and on 

account of my limited mobility, high blood pressure, and my sugar I was eligible to have 

somebody come check on me. These days she is about the only somebody that does come see 

me. I have one son but he lives in Toronto with his wife and chillun’.  He and the whole family 

come home to Ohio once a year. They stay for about a week. His wife cleans my house from top 

to bottom and my son takes care of any repairs that need to be done. I get to spend time with my 

three grandchullin’.  We have such a good time. That week always seems to go by so fast. So, I 

looked forward to my visits from Nurse Sophia. The day I did what I did she come over like she 

always does. She had on one of her nursing outfits and this one was light pink. She had got her 

hair done and she had it down around her shoulders. It looked real nice. She usually had it pinned 

up in a bun or in a ponytail. I never realized it was so long. It looked thick too.  I always loved 

me a woman with a head full of hair. Crown of glory! That’s what they used to call it.  

It was pleasant out that day and I had my front door open so I could look outside. I could 

see her through the screen door as she walked from her car to the porch. I rolled my wheel chair 

closer to the door so I could let her in. She smiled at me like she always done and said,” Hello, 

Mr. Barrett. I’m here for your checkup. How are you?” I unlocked the screen and rolled back out 

of the way so I could let her in.  

“Hey there, Nurse Sophia. I’ll do,” I said. She’s a pretty lady with skin the color of brown 

sugar. She looked like she might be in her mid-30’s. She once told me she had one daughter and 

was engaged to her child’s father. I don’t understand why couples like to do things backwards 



Frying to Stay Alive By Jae Henderson 

 

4 
 

these days. Get together, have a baby, move in together, and then get married. That’s probably 

why they marriages don’t last. I think things should be done decent and in order. I’m a fine one 

to talk, ain’t I? The way I behaved you’d think I didn’t know a thing about decency. 

As I was saying, she looked real pretty that day. She was wearing a light blue uniform. 

The top was a solid light blue this time. When she turned around to set her bag of supplies on the 

sleeper sofa I could see straight through her clothes. She had on some lace panties. I knowed 

because I could see the little frills on the edges from the lace.  If I could still get it up I probably 

would have had a ‘rection right there.  I kept looking at her bottom til’ she turned back around 

and said, “My, My Mr. Barrett what a big gun you have.” Then she laughed like she had said the 

funniest joke ever told.  

I had plum forgot I had my shotgun in my lap. There had been a few break-ins in the 

neighborhood.  I started keeping my gun close by in case one of those young hoodlums decided 

they wanted to come in on me. I don’t have much but its mine and I aim to keep it as long as I’m 

on God’s green earth.  

I was about to put my shot gun away so she could check my pressure, temperature, and 

blood sugar like always but something come over me. I guess you could say the devil made me 

do it.  I says, “Nurse Sophia, do you mind closing the door. I think I’ve had enough fresh air for 

now.”  

“I don’t mind at all,” she says and walks her bottom over to the door and closed it tight. I 

wondered what color those panties were and if the lace was real soft. It had been years since I’d 

seen me a naked woman or a half-naked one except the ones they show on the television. But I 

hadn’t seen one in the flesh since my friend Roscoe hired that streetwalker to come visit me on 
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my 70
th

 birthday. My plumbing still worked then, and I had a happy birthday indeed. Roscoe 

knew how to make an old fella happy. I miss Roscoe. He died last year from pneumonia. At my 

age, you don’t have too many friends left around. 

Anyway, after Nurse Sofia locked the door something come over me. Something evil and 

ruthless. I held up my shot gun and pointed it at her. She thought I was playing at first and says, 

“Mr. Barrett, put that thing away before you hurt yourself,” and she took a step toward my 

sleeper sofa to get her gadgets out her bag. 

I says, “The only person that’s gone get hurt is you if you don’t do exactly what I says.” 

She froze in her tracks and looked at me real wide-eyed like. “What are you doing? You’re 

kidding. Right, Mr. Barrett?” 

 “I ain’t laughing, Nurse Sophia. What does it look like? This is a stick up. Raise’em 

high.” 

She put her hands above her head. “You picked the wrong day to rob me. I don’t get paid 

until tomorrow and all I have is a $20 bill.” 

“I don’t want your money. I want you,” I says.  She stood there for moment like she was 

thinking what to do next. I knowed what she was thinking. “My legs might not work anymore 

but there’s nothing wrong with my arms. If you’re smart, you won’t do nuthin’ stupid. I was in 

the military, and I’m pretty good with this.” I patted the gun. “Do as I say and you’ll make it 

home tonight to cook your family supper.”  

“Yes, Mr. Barrett. Whatever you say. What do you want me to do?” Her voice was 

shaking. 
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“Take off all you clothes,” I says.  

“What?” she says real shocked and stands there stiff as a board with her hands still up in 

the air.  

I aimed the gun at her chest. “Take off your clothes. Top and bottoms. Now!”  Then I 

cocked it. 

The only light in the room was sunlight streaming through the small living room window. 

I cut on the end table lamp so I could get a better view and reached into my shirt pocket for my 

spectacles. I enjoyed watching her, but she was scared for sure. She was shaking like a wet kitten 

as she got undressed. She started with her shoes. She had on a white pair of those thick sole 

shoes I usually see on old women. I always thought they was ugly. Women should wear heels. 

Something to show off they legs. I love me a woman with nice legs. Women are one of God’s 

greatest creations and they are meant to be appreciated and admired. But I hear those thick shoes 

are real comfortable. I reckon that’s why she had them on.  Nurse Sophia followed directions real 

well. I watched her slide the pants of that nurse’s uniform off her sweet behind. Her brown skin 

was shining like she had rubbed herself down with baby oil that morning. I now got a better look 

at her panties. They was black with black lace. Looked like they was silk or satin. Something real 

soft and smooth to the touch. My late wife used to wear things like that. Even when she got old, 

she made sure she had some nice undergarments. Nurse Sophia then took off her top and 

underneath that she had on a black bra to match. It looked like it was expensive like the ones 

them boney girls wear in the Victoria Secret commercials. She tried to stop there but oh no. You 

don’t go to the movies and walk out after the first five minutes. I told her to take it all off. Every 

stitch. She opened her mouth to say something.  I patted my gun, again. She closed her mouth 
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and finished undressing. She put her pretty panties and bra on the floor. She was using one hand 

to try to cover her privates and she had her other hand and arm over her bosom. Nurse Sophia 

had some meat on her bones in all the right places. I could almost see everything the good Lord 

gave her and God was good! Those hands had to go. “Raise’em high,” I says. She did it, too.  I 

sat in my wheelchair and studied every inch of her. I started at her feet. She was still wearing her 

socks. I went up her calves to those nice big thighs of hers. She looked like she exercised. She 

had good muscle tone. That skin of hers looked creamy like peanut butter. I suddenly wished I 

was a piece of light bread so she could spread herself all over me. She had one of those tattoos 

thangs on her belly. It looked like some type of flower. I bet it had a sweet, sweet smell to it. Her 

bosoms was full and round. She was still young, and they hadn’t started to flatten and sag. She 

had big brown nipples. I knowed I shouldn’t have done what I did but how often does a man my 

age get to feast his eyes on a woman her age without paying for it? And I ain’t got no money. My 

social security check barely covers my food, electric, and medicine.  I hope the good Lord and 

Nurse Sophia can find it in they hearts to forgive me. 

Nurse Sophia 

I couldn’t believe what old man Barrett was doing. What would possess him to tell his 

nurse to strip naked? I prayed to God, Jesus, and the Holy Spirit to keep this old man from trying 

to rape me.  If  he came anywhere near me with that old wrinkled shriveled up penis I think I 

would have probably vomited, choked on it, and then died right then and there. I heard sex with 

old men will give you worms but I had no intentions of finding out if it was true. 

“When he told me to get undressed I thought he was joking. There was no way I was 

going to get completely naked in a client’s home. When he saw that was I wasn’t moving he 
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cocked that old shot gun to show me he meant business. I figured that I better do what he said. I 

took my clothes off as slow as possible hoping he would come to his senses and tell me to stop. 

No such luck. That fool wasn’t satisfied with me being in my lingerie. He made me slide off my 

panties and bra. All I kept thinking was that I had to stay alive for my baby and my husband to 

be. It was at least 80 degrees that day but I suddenly felt cold. There I was standing in the middle 

of his living room just as naked as the day I was born with my hands in the air, except for my 

socks. Thank God he didn’t touch me but he did visually molest me. The way his bloodshot 

beady eyes traveled up and down my body, and the way he licked his lips I just knew he was 

imagining what he would do to me if I let him. He rested them a long time on my vagina.  I was 

glad I shaved. I don’t know why I cared about having a manicured bush for a dirty old man, but I 

did.  I made up in my mind he would have to kill me if he wanted to do more than look. Gun or 

no gun I wasn’t going down without a fight. He made me feel so violated.  

He kept licking his lips and carrying on like I was a tasty morsel to eat or something. Just 

nasty!  He looked tired. His face was creased with wrinkles. Worry lines lined his forehead and 

his skin looked dry and ruddy. I guess he hadn’t bothered to put on any lotion that morning. I 

wondered if he was sleeping well. He also didn’t bother to shave. White stubble stuck out above 

his top lip and around his mouth and cheeks. He also needed a haircut. His curly white hair was 

about five inches long. It was flat on one side indicating that it hadn’t been brushed that morning 

and there were pieces of lint and dandruff stuck in it. Dandruff from his hair was also on his 

shoulders. His brown t-shirt was speckled with what looked like toothpaste and the small pocket 

on the right side was torn but it was still able to hold his eyeglass case. Ashy arms and elbows 

hung from its short sleeves. I wanted to grab a bottle of Jergens and rub him down. He wore 

beige suspenders that had seen better days. Bits of elastic peeked out between the frayed fabric. 
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His brown cotton trousers were a bit baggy. The excess fabric in the waist buckled at his sides. 

I’d noticed over the six months I’d been visiting him that he was losing weight. Mr. Barrett 

wasn’t a small man so he could stand to lose a few pounds so it wasn’t a health hazard, yet. I 

asked him about it previously and he said he wasn’t very hungry most days. Food didn’t taste as 

good as it used to. That concerned me and that he seemed to be in that house all alone every day. 

The only thing that looked right about him was his shiny new wheelchair. I worked with his 

Medicare insurance representatives to get it for him. His old one was at least 15 years old and the 

wheels were worn thin. You should have seen the way he smiled when they first delivered it to 

him. He was like a kid on Christmas. I was happy to help. I wished he had some family or 

friends to care for him. Our elderly citizens deserve to be looked after properly. I wished he had 

never pulled that gun on me.  

I thought about screaming but truth be told the last thing I wanted was for somebody to 

come running in and see me standing there naked. This would be all over the news for sure. I 

was pretty positive he wasn’t going to kill me but what he was doing felt like a slow death. But if 

he wasn’t going to kill me what was he going to do with me? My Daddy told me to become a 

teacher but noooo. I wanted to be a nurse and attend to the sick. Mr. Barrett was sick all right, 

sick in the mind.  When this was over I may have to consider a change of occupation. Being held 

hostage by a horny old man was not part of my job description. Mr. Barrett held his shot gun up 

high and aimed it at me. Maybe I was wrong. He was going to shoot me. Jesus please help me!  

“Walk,” he said and nodded his head toward the kitchen. I did as I was told. Old man 

Barrett rolled behind me as I trudged to the kitchen. I was quite leery about what was waiting for 

me in there. I guess I wasn’t moving fast enough so he nudged me with the barrel of the gun in 
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my behind and chuckled. He was enjoying this! I wanted to turn around and smack him out of 

that wheelchair.  

Once I was in the kitchen, I stood in the middle of the cold tile floor awaiting further 

instructions. I folded my arms across my breasts and crossed my legs over one another to try and 

hide my vagina. He looked at me again from head to toe and licked his lips. I wished I could pull 

his tongue out of his mouth.  

“Look in the sink,” he said.  

What was it he wanted me to see?  I walked over to the kitchen sink and looked down. 

“There’s nothing here but a package of buffalo fish,” I said. 

“I know,” he said. “I had it in there thawing. You gone fry it.” 

I laughed nervously. “Mr. Barrett you can’t be serious. This has gone on long enough. 

Play time is over. Let me put my clothes on and leave, and I we can forget this happened. I came 

here to check your vitals and make sure you had plenty of medication and that is all. I’m not here 

to fulfill some fish fry fantasy of yours.” 

“Woman, does it look like I’m playing?” He held the rifle up and aimed it directly at me. 

It was steady, too steady. I had never seen him like this before. His eyes looked menacing and 

his body was tense. The vein in his forehead was bulging. His blood pressure was probably on 

the rise. I wished he would have a heart attack and die right there in the kitchen.  If he did I 

would have no problem not trying to save him. What had gotten into him?  He was normally so 

kind and sweet. His voice grew low and gravely. He growled, “You gone open up that package 
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of fish and fry it like I says. I like mine golden brown. Just like your skin. Now, put your hands 

down and git to work!” 

“At least let me put my clothes back on. Hot grease could pop up and hit me at any time 

and that would hurt,” I said. I hate frying fish. It is always so messy and the smell seems to 

permeate everything in the house and it lasts all day. Whenever my fiancé wants some fish I 

went to Eddie’s Seafood Shack and had them fix it so I wouldn’t have to endure the stench. 

Mr. Barrett didn’t give a damn about my delicate skin. “Then, you better be careful, 

Nurse Sophia. The skillet is on the stove and the grease is in a jar on the counter. I don’t use that 

already made fish fry no mo’ cause it’s got too much salt. Remember, you told me to stop all that 

fast food and already made food cause it has a bunch of stuff in it you don’t need like salt, 

phosphorous, and preservatives.  I bet you thought I wasn’t listening.  I tried some of that no salt 

substitute you told me about, but that didn’t work for me. Not enough flavor. You gone have to 

season it with a little salt and pepper and then roll it in corn meal yourself,” he instructed.  

I swear I thought I was in an episode of the “Twilight Zone” or maybe I was being 

“Punk’d” and that fine as wine actor Ashton Kutcher was going to arrive at any moment. 

Perhaps, I was having a bad dream and I would wake up and find myself lying next to my man. I 

closed my eyes and counted to three. I hoped that when I opened them all would be well but that 

didn’t happen.  When I did open them, I was still in Mr. Barrett’s dingy kitchen. The ugly yellow 

and green flower wall paper that adorned it was torn and discolored.  I noticed the wooden fork 

and spoon almost every black family had in the 70’s were fastened securely on one wall. The 

small table in the corner had to be at least 50 years old and his white refrigerator was covered in 

stains. The stains served as reminders of food long devoured and that there was no woman in the 
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home to properly clean it. The floor could use a good mopping. I had on socks and my feet were 

still sticking to it. I looked down at my breasts. My fear coupled with the coolness in the air 

made my nipples rock hard. I folded my arms tightly across my chest to try and provide some 

warmth.  

I looked up to find Mr. Barrett glaring at me.  

“What are you waiting on that fish ain’t gone fry itself, and I’m hungry,” he barked. “Just 

do what I say, and I’ll let you go unharmed. I promise.”  

I didn’t have much choice in the situation. He did look like he knew what he was doing 

with that gun. I couldn’t cover myself and fry fish but at least he would be looking at my 

backside and not my front. The faster I got this over with the faster I would be able to leave. I 

walked over to the stove, let my breasts go and took the oil and poured it into the skillet and 

turned on one of the eyes of the gas stove to heat it. I went back to the sink, opened up the fish, 

and rinsed it off. I then tool some paper towels and patted it day. Mr. Barrett told me what 

cabinet to look in to find the salt and pepper and the corn meal was in one of the four ceramic 

containers on the counter. While I worked I tried not to look at Mr. Barrett. Although, I could 

feel his eyes fixated on my booty. Why was he doing this to me? I’ve never been anything but 

nice to him and concerned about his well-being. This was just wrong!  My lips began to tremble 

and tears flowed from my eyes and streamed down my face. I am a professional. I’m a college 

educated woman with a nursing degree and here I am with my behind out and a gun pointed at 

me frying fish for a man who was old enough to be my granddaddy.  Mr. Barrett often reminded 

me of my Paw Paw but he would never do this! This situation gave new meaning to the term, 

assed out.  
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He must have seen my tears.” Don’t cry Nurse Sophia. I don’t mean no harm. It gets 

lonely around here. My wife, Margaret, died over 10 years ago and over time it seems that 

everyone else has forgotten about me. She was the sociable one. We always had people in the 

house─friends, family, neighbors. I guess I wasn’t so friendly. When she died, we had a house 

full of folks for the repass and that’s the last I seen of most of them.” I used to be a looker in my 

day. Women were always trying to invite me over for dinner or get me to come by their house 

because something needed fixin’. I could fix almost anything. I had to beat them off with a stick. 

But now the ladies don’t even look at me. It’s almost like I’m invisible. I’m too old, too 

wrinkled, and too broke for these fast tail girls. Yep, back in my day I could have had any one of 

them any day of the week.” 

Why he thought I wanted to hear his sad sob story now I don’t know.  I saw his old 

pictures in the living room. Yeah, he did look handsome in his military uniform but what did that 

mean to me? Maybe I would have been moved if I wasn’t being forced to do this utterly 

ridiculous deed. I seasoned the fish and rolled them in corn meal. There were only four long 

pieces so they shouldn’t take too long to cook.  The skillet was big enough to fry them all at 

once. I dropped a little meal in the grease to see if it was hot. It bubbled up and the meal turned 

golden brown in no time. Perfect. I gently laid each piece down slowly in the hot grease. For a 

minute I forgot where I was and that I was naked and started humming like I did when I cooked 

at home.  

From behind me, I heard Mr. Barrett say, “My Margaret used to sing while she cooked. 

Her favorite song was Amazing Grace. You know it, Nurse Sophia?” 

“Yes, I do Mr. Barrett. My mother taught it to me as a child.” 
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 “Would you sing a few lines of it for me?” 

“I’m not much of a singer, but I’ll try.” I don’t know why I told him that.  I opened my 

mouth to sing the first verse and just as I predicted some hot grease escaped the skillet and 

popped me right below my left breast.  

“Ouch!” I said. I no longer felt sorry for him. I have to remember to put some ointment 

on that later. I hoped that it wouldn’t leave a scar. I rubbed the spot with my hand. I got no 

sympathy from him.  

“That was nothing. You’ll be fine,” he said. “I’m waiting on my song.” 

Mr. Barrett 

Nurse Sophia looked so lovely standing there in the nude frying my fish. Before our son 

was born, my Margaret used to do that on special occasions─ my birthday, our anniversary, 

Veteran’s Day. She’d strip down to nothing, call me in the kitchen and I’d watch her fix one of 

my favorite meals. My Margaret sure was something, and I missed her something awful. She 

knew how to make me feel special. I held my gun steady and kept it pointed at Nurse Sophia in 

case she got any bright ideas. I listened to her sing. Nurse Sophia had a small voice but it was 

clear. The fish fried loudly in the background as she sang.  

“Aaaaaaaaahmazing Grace how sweet the sound.” 

I stared at her bottom and wished she would turn back around but I got a good look 

earlier. I often wondered what her body looked like under those clothes and now I knowed. She 

had a few stretch marks across her belly from having her baby and a little bit of that cottage 

cheese looking stuff on her bottom. She ought to get some of the cream they sell for that on the 
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TV late at night. I watch those infomercials when I can’t sleep. What I didn’t get was that she 

had no hair on her privates. It looked like my grandbaby’s. Why would a grown woman’s 

privates be bald? I wondered if she shaved it or if she had some kind of disease that made the 

hair fall out. I was glad I couldn’t sleep with her or I would have been real disappointed. I don’t 

mess with no diseased women. I saw on the news the other day that a whole lot of senior citizens 

are getting those sex diseases. With my high blood pressure, sugar, and stiff legs the last thing I 

need is the clap. But I wouldn’t mind having somebody clean to have sex with. If I could still 

have sex. The nights seem so long when there’s nobody laying beside you. I knew what I was 

doing was wrong but how else was I going to get somebody to pay attention to an old washed up 

man like me. I really missed my wife. I missed the joy and laughter she brought to our home. I 

missed her cooking. I missed her kisses. I even missed her fussing. We lived in this here house 

for 30 years. We had some rough patches, but we made it through. Love was the glue that held us 

together. She been gone a long time now, but I don’t think I’ll ever get used to it. I just deal with.  

I’d just like somebody to talk to other than Nurse Sophia and that little Chinese boy that delivers 

my groceries. I worked out a deal with Wu, who owns the corner store, to have my groceries 

delivered. I don’t like that little boy he sends over. I give him a 50 cents tip and he looks at it like 

it’s a penny. Fifty cent went a long way in my day. Nurse Sophia kept on singing. 

“That saved a wretch like meeeeeeee. I once was lost but now I’m found, t’was blind but 

now I see.”  

She was right. She wasn’t much of a singer. I sure was glad that I wasn’t blind though or 

I wouldn’t have been able to see that mighty fine sight in front of me. In her youth, my Margaret 

would have gave her a run for her money. Nurse Sophia paused for a minute to turn the fish over. 

Then, she started on the second verse. Her voice began to shake with nervousness, and I saw 
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another tear run down her cheek. I sat there quiet and watched her. What had I done? I was 

shaming this poor girl. She didn’t deserve this. All she ever did was try to make sure I was 

healthy, eating right, and taking my insulin and my pressure medicine like I was supposed to. 

She stopped singing. She was overcome with emotion and trying her best to keep the tears in.  I 

sat there quiet and listened to the fish fry and her sniffling. It smelled good. I heard my stomach 

growl. I only had a bowl of corn flakes for breakfast and that ain’t enough to fill a grown man 

up. I was hungry. I probably should have said something to her but what could I say. Words of 

comfort don’t do much good from the person causing the pain.  

After a few minutes, she seemed to get herself together. She wiped her face with the back 

of her hand. Then, she used that same hand to pick up a fork to pull the fish out the grease and 

put it on a plate with a few paper towels underneath them so to soak up the extra grease.  

Nurse Sophia 

Why was I crying? I told myself think Sophia, think. I had to come up with a plan to get 

myself out of this situation. I looked around the room to see what I could use as a weapon. I 

wasn’t a large woman so I didn’t want to have to wrestle with Mr. Barrett. I didn’t know how 

strong his upper body strength was. He was smart enough to put a little distance between us so if 

he was as good with that gun as he said he was, he might be about to shoot me before I ever 

reached him.  My eyes settled on that cast iron skillet with hot grease in it. After I finished taking 

the fish out of the skillet, if old man Barrett didn’t let me go he was going to be wearing it. I had 

to be quick, and I had to get my aim right. I would throw the hot grease on him to blind him and 

then run over and hit him upside the head with the heavy skillet. I knew if I hit him hard enough 

I could kill him, but if this was what he was going to do with the time the Lord was giving him, it 
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was probably best that he go ahead and transition from this life to the next. Father give me 

strength, I prayed. I don’t know if I can do this. As a nurse, it’s my job to help save lives, not 

take them.  

 

Mr. Barrett 

After Nurse Sophia took all the fish out she turned around and said, “Done.”  The look on 

her face made me feel real shame of myself. She looked devastated and angry at the same time. 

Like she had no more dignity left, and if she had the chance she would kill me.  She turned back 

around to face the stove like she couldn’t stand the sight of me. Then, I heard her take a deep 

breath and let it out slowly. There was no excuse for what I done to that sweet poor girl. I just 

knew my Margaret was looking down at me from heaven and shaking her head. She always said 

my love of women would be my downfall. I got caught cheating a time or two but she always 

forgave me. That woman shole did love me.  

“Turn off the stove and git,” I said and nodded my head toward the door.  

I only had to tell her once. Nurse Sophia retched around to turn the knob that put the fire 

out and ran out that kitchen fast as her socked feet could carry her. I heard her put her clothes on 

in a flash and run out the house. She didn’t even bother to shut the front door. I figured after this 

she probably wouldn’t be my nurse no more. I rolled myself over to the counter and took a bite 

of the fish she fried. It was still hot and burned the roof of my mouth. It was good though. I 

picked up the plate, placed it in my lap and rolled myself over to the kitchen table. After placing 

it on the table, I picked up my glass I used at breakfast, rolled to the ice box and poured myself a 

glass of cold lemonade. That would wash it down real good.  I should have told her to make me a 
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little white rice to go with it. Fish without any sides doesn’t make a meal. While I was in the 

refrigerator, I opened up a loaf of light bread and pulled me out a slice. I don’t particularly like 

cold bread, but it keeps longer if I keep it in there instead of the bread box. I almost forgot my 

hot sauce. I gots to have some Louisiana hot sauce when I eats my fish. 

Once I got back to the table, I bowed my head, said my grace, and asked the good Lord to 

bless the food and forgive me for what I done. When I raised my head up, there was a police 

officer standing in my kitchen with a gun pointed at me. Good gracious a’life! He liked to scared 

me to death. I almost wet my pants. Ain’t this an interesting turn of events? 

“Put your hands up. You are under arrest,” he yelled. 

He didn’t have to be so loud. I wasn’t deef. I did what I was told. He took the gun out of 

my lap and laid it up against the ice box. I wonder how he got here so fast. He must have been 

patrolling the neighborhood. He read me my rights, handcuffed my hands in front of me, and 

wheeled me out. After placing me in the back of the squad car, he folded up my wheelchair and 

put it in the back with me. Out the window, I could see Nurse Sophia talking to a lady officer. 

She was no doubt telling her everything I made her do.  After about 30 minutes, both officers got 

in the car. The man officer cranked up the engine so the air conditioning could cool it down. It 

was mighty hot in here.  I was sweating through my t-shirt. We sat there for a minute and the 

lady officer asked me to tell my side of the story. I told her everything. They say confession is 

good for the soul. I don’t know if I felt better, but I knowed I deserved whatever was coming to 

me.  

When I finished the man officer said, “Next time I suggest you try porn, Mr. Barrett.”  
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“You probably right but the naked ladies with big bosoms and flat bottoms on the 

television screen wouldn’t have fried me no fish,” I said.  

He laughed, shook his head and said, “You have a point. You must really like fish.” 

Then, he put the car in gear to take me to the police station.  The lady officer just looked at me in 

disgust.  

“I do,” I said.  

I wished I had gotten to eat more of it before the police come and took me away. It won’t 

be no good by the time I get back home. The roaches will probably eat it. But that fish don’t hold 

a candle to the sight of Nurse Sophia in her birthday suit. Ain’t nothing more beautiful than a 

woman.  

Nurse Sophia 

I was glad that I didn’t have to hurt Mr. Barrett. I didn’t want too, but he sure did hurt 

me. I’ll never forget that day. I’m almost ashamed to tell anybody because they will probably 

laugh. Hell, I’d laugh if it had happened to anybody but me.  I know I’ll be okay but the question 

is how long would it take for okay to kick it? Would I need therapy? Right now, I need a hug. I 

watched as the police car pulled away with that sick bastard inside. Lucky for me, as I ran 

outside there was a police car driving toward the house. I flagged it down and told the two 

officers inside what happened. They didn’t hesitate to react. One officer ran inside the house to 

get Mr. Barrett and the other one, a sista, stayed outside to attend to me. I must have looked 

pretty shaken up.  
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 I hate that man for what he did to me but a part of me, a small part, felt sorry for him. 

What kind of loneliness would drive a man to strip his nurse naked and have her fry him fish? 

Maybe it was madness.  It must be something real pathetic and desperate. I pray to God I never 

find out. I got in my car to hurry home to my family. I need to be with people who love me. I 

need to hold my little girl in my arms and have her call me mommy.  That would make me feel 

better. Wait until I tell Terrance about this! I wonder what he wants for dinner. It better not be 

fish. Actually, it will be a helluva long time before anyone in my house can have fish again. My 

little girl can’t even have fish sticks!  

THE END 
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