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New Soul
by Monika Armstrong

I cried the first time we made love.
I did not know if I cried because I was moved or because I was
disappointed. It was not an auspicious occasion. We had argued
earlier in the day; and after we had finished in bed, we went to the
Dairy Queen and bought two Braziers.
I don't exactly know how it happened. We kind of stumbled into it.
We had no real passion. (We never did.) I seem to remember that I
wished I had been drunk. At least then I wouldn't have had to come
up with as many excuses. I guess I felt a little guilty.
We decided to go out with each other on a weekly basis. I went on
the pill. We saw each other almost every day at work. At the time, he
was a shoe salesman and I was a lingerie clerk at Penny's.
We met at a store Christmas party. I remember being impressed
with him, especially with the fact that he worked on a commission
basis. I worked on straight hourly wages. I felt as if he were somehow
more knowledgeable and important than I. He was someone to be
respected.
He didn't ask me out immediately after the party; I thought
because he wanted to be in control of the relationship. I didn't mind. I
think that for a time, I actually enjoyed playing dating games with him.
When he finally called to ask me out, I told him that I had to go to
Cleveland to visit my Aunt Marge. I didn't have a car.
About a month after the Christmas party, we decided to go out. We
went to see "Rocky" at the mall. We had to wait in line for two hours.
He figured that it had to be good if so many people wanted to see it.
He loved the movie. Of course, I knew he was living vicariously
through Sylvester Stallone during the entire film. I was wishing that I
could have been one of Stallone's socks or T-shirts or something
that came in close contact with his body.
The shoe salesman put his arm around me during the scene when
Rockygets romantic with his girlfriend. I wondered if hewas in love. I
knew that I wasn't.
We had been dating for about three months when he decided to go
back to school. He had quit the first time due to financial problems.
(He told me that he would never let that happen to him again.) He
decided to go to Indiana University and study business. I told him
that he would do very well. I supported my theory with the fact that he
had been so successful as a shoe salesman.
He told me that he would keep in touch while he was away at
college. I didn't believe him.
He left a couple of months later. He was going to start off taking
summer classes. He transferred to the Penny's in Bloomington. I
figured that I would never hear from him again. I was surprised and
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somehow content when he showed up at my house a week after he
moved. He told me that he missed me. School was going very well so
far. He really couldn't tell after only one week, but he had a good
feeling about it. I was beginning to feel that I should be falling in love
with him.
He eventually graduated and asked me to marry him. I accepted.
He already had a job lined up. I didn't have to work anymore, he told
me. I was glad to hear it. I was getting sick and tired of Cross Your
Heart Bras and I Can't Believe It's a Girdle Girdles. I was ready for
something new.
We had a beautiful wedding and honeymooned at Hilton Head,
South Carolina. We stayed for two weeks at Piper's Cove Resort. He
told me that he was in heaven. I doubted that God had stock in South
Carolina, but I thought that the place was very nice, anyway.
After the honeymoon, we moved to Memphis, where he had a job at
Union Planter's Bank. We bought a house on Buena Vista.
He was a little nervous for his first day on the job. We went
shopping the day before to try to calm his nerves. He bought a suit
and a pair of shoes from Goldsmith's. That made him feel a lot better.
It made me feel a lot better, too. I wanted him to be comfortable.
During the first six months of our marriage, I redecorated our
house while he became ensconced in the company. I began to wear
penny loafers and sweaters with ducks all over them. I started
jogging and doing volunteer work. We were settling down in
suburbia.
Our lives continued in an easy fashion for quite some time. We
began to socialize more and more with his business associates and
their wives.
I started doing lunches quite often with the wives. They talked a lot
about shrinks, yoga and Valium. I couldn't understand it all, really. I
wondered where they thought they got stress.
After about a year, I was becoming bored, so I decided that I would
get a job. I wasn't dissatisfied; just bored.
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I started working at a quaint little country-type store in Overton
Square. I sold coffee, tea, Jelly Bellies and anything that had bears or
ducks on it. I was content with my life.
He was proud of me, or so he said. He was becoming quite
successful and started to spend a lot of time at the office. (I might
have been a little suspicious; probably because I had seen too many
soap operas. I convinced myself to trust him. Besides, what I didn't
know wouldn't hurt me.) I started to spend a lot of time at the store.
Before too long, I had the opportunity to become part owner of the
store. Of course, I couldn't pass up the chance. The store expanded.
We started selling plants and furniture along with our regular stock. I
thought about introducing lingerie to our line of goods, but I
eventually dismissed the idea. I couldn't find a line in bear or ducky
print.
The shoe salesman began to take a lot of business trips. I never got
lonely. I always kept myself busy. He would call me every night to
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make sure I was doing all right. I sometimes got annoyed with his
calls because I knew that I could take care of myself. I knew, though,
that he worried, so I didn't say anything to him about it.
One day, a man came into the store, looking for a gift for his wife.
He told me that she had been awayon a business trip for two weeks. I
mentioned something about the shoe salesman. We talked about
different things. I found out that he was a writer who had been
published with some relative success. He had the most beautiful
green eyes that I had ever seen. They reminded me of traffic lights.
He came back the next week and told me that his wife adored her
gift. He became a regular customer. Sometimes, he wouldn't buy
anything. He would just talk. I noticed one week that he had quit
wearing his wedding band. I always noticed his hands. They were
manicured and strong. I began to wonder how they felt. I was
beginning to wonder a lot about this man.
I asked him about his ring. He told me that he was having it
repaired. He mumbled something about the irony of it all. I didn't
catch it. I was too busy wondering if he ever wondered about me.
I felt funny that day after the man with green eyes left. I went home
to a note from the shoe salesman saying that he had to go out town
for a couple of days - Louisville, Kentucky. I thought about the
Kentucky Derby. I wondered if he had ever seen horses run. I had
seen horses run when I was very young. I watched a race - I don't
remember who was with me - all I remember is that the lead horse
faltered and fell. Two other horses fell over him. I knew that he had
broken his leg and they would probably kill him. I cried. I cried for the
pitiful horse who spent his life running; running not for himself, but
running for other people ... always running. And to know that one
mistake (made not by him) while running would kill him.
The shoe salesman did not call me that night to make sure that I
was all right.
I had a dream that night about the man with green eyes. I woke up
thinking about him. I went to work wondering if he were going to
come into the store.
He arrived at around one. He asked me out for a drink. I accepted. I
did not feel guilty. I was not doing anything wrong.
We went to a restaurant/barthat
was almost next door to the store.
I ordered a Tanqueray and tonic. He ordered a White Russian. We
talked for hours, and then we went home.
The shoe salesman was still in Louisville. For the first time, I felt
lonely. I didn't miss him. I just felt lonely.
The man with green eyes started coming to see me almost every
day. He brought me one of his books. I read it that evening. I envied
this man for all of the life that he had. I wanted to look through his
green eyes and see just for a minute or two what he saw, and how he
saw it. I wanted to live his life, if only for a moment.
The story I read was utterly beautiful. It concerned a White child's
curiosity about being Black. It made me think about myself, when I
used to wonder what it would be like to be different. I wondered what
it would be like to be Indian, too.
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I cried after I read the book; not because of sadness, but because
of a strange type of recognition. I didn't know what it was exactly that
I had recognized, but it really didn't matter. I knew that I felt different,
and I felt happy.
I went to Walden's and bought myself some Alice Walker. I couldn't
find a story by an Indian about an Indian, so I bought The Encyclopedia of the American

Indian,

volume I.

I told the man with green eyes about my purchase. I think he was a
little surprised. He told me that he got an idea for a book from Alice
Walker. He suggested that I start writing. He told me that I seemed
the type that could do it. I didn't know what he meant by that, but I
believed him at any rate.
I found myself thinking about things more than ever before in my
life. I started to wonder if I had made the right choice. I found myself
wanting so desperately for the shoe salesman to come home and
assure me that I was content, but he didn't. He didn't come home in
time.
The man with green eyes and I went out to dinner a few days after I
had read his second book. We went to Silky's and ate seafood. I
ended up drinking five or six drinks. I didn't count his. I guess I got a
little tipsy. I began to talk about things that I would have been
embarrassed to mention around anyone else.
I told him about the time when I was about three that I stripped on
my parents' coffee table in front of company.
I told him I dreamt of being a dancer.
I told him that I was bored with my life.
I told him that the shoe salesman and I had never really had any
kind of excitement or passion. He was gone most of the time
anymore. The man with green eyes told me that he and his wife were
about the same. I said No, you don't understand. I said That is
impossible. I said How could you and your wife be anything like the
shoe salesman and me? You are you and he is he. And you are you
and she is she, he told me. From what I can gather, your husband and
my wife are quite similar, he said.
I agreed and I thought to myself and probably said out loud, I want
to drown in your beautiful green eyes. I want to know what it's like to
die in your eyes.
I told him that I had dreamt about him. (He looked at me and did not
say a word.)
I told him that I was in love with him.
It was then that I learned how his hands felt. I remember it all so
vividly. He reached across the table and grasped my hand. It felt like
how I always imagined God's hand would feel. It was so warm and
smooth and strong.
We left Silky's and got into his car. He drove without speaking a
word. He knew that he didn't need to say anything, really. He played
Moonlight Sonata on his cassette player. I felt alive as I never had
before.
I cried the first time we made love.

