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SWEAT 
Michael H ett ich 

M y fir r girl ' mo ther exerci ed 
by walking up and down rhe ra ir 
o f their elegan t ho use, fro m attic to basement 
and back. For hour . he wore a jogging u it 
and she listened to soap o peras o n the TVs 
he blared from each floo r. o metimes she cal led our 

to the character , panting. T hen he'd re r 
in the kitchen with a mall glas of juice and talk 
o n the pho ne, sigh ing, still breathing 
with gu to, patting her forehead w ith a damp cloth 
and p roud ly stretch ing her legs. 

H er daughter took bubble bath while I at 
in the hal lway outside her bath room door 
and played fo lk songs o n gui tar, lean ing 
coward the keyhole, o he could hear me 
over those soap opera vo ices. 
Eventual ly she'd emerge, wrapped in a huge rowel, 
and slip past, in to her bed room to dre . 
Of course I was eager to see her new o utfi ts, 
to smell her perfu mes and lotio ns and o ils-

so I cla imed I was w ri ting love song, our there 
in the hal lway, and I played what snippet of tune 
I could imagine, fro m records I hoped he'd never heard , 
wi th such simple chords my clumsy fi nge rs 
eventually sounded graceful, even 
musical eno ugh to charm her in to 
the love I imagined so vividly 
my singing grew strangled , into a kind of howl-
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