THE MIRROR DANCE

By Emmett M. Glenn, Jr.

CHAPTER ONE 

At Mercy With The Tide
Jim sat quietly in his room, his mind completely mired in reverie.

He watched the rain brush softly against his window, cascading gentle rivers toward the sill.  The rivers of my mind, he thought dreamily.  He admired the manner in which the tiny streams seemed to play tag, each striving for dominance, each wanting to be the stronger current.  Like small lightning bolts, the tiny rivers strove for the path of least resistance.

I’m like a boat on those tiny rivers, Jim thought.  At mercy with the tide.

Jim heard a car pull up outside, instantly withdrawing him from his private world.  He pressed his face against the window in order to get a better look down the long driveway.  It was Mike’s car.  “Yes!"  Jim exclaimed.  He ran out of his room and down the hall to meet Mike at the door.

A moment later, Mike entered the house.  “Jimmy!"  he said.  “How ya doin’, big guy?"  Jim’s impish grin grew even wider when he noticed the large gift-wrapped packages Mike was carrying.  Jim immediately went in for the attack.

“Hey hey, hold on there,” Mike said, laughing.  “I haven’t got the key out of the door yet!”

Jim bounced up and down, stamping his feet.  “Whadja get me?"  he said, his eagerness permeating the room.  “Come on!  I wanna see!”

“Easy there, kid,” Mike said, trying to sound firm.  Mike managed to take the key out of the door without dropping any of the packages.  He set his umbrella in the corner and walked straight down the hall, past Jim’s room on the left, and into the kitchen.  Jim followed him, barely able to contain his excitement.  Mike hung his keys on a hook by the door and put the packages on the table.

“Oh, Jimmy,” Mike practically sang, as he removed his coat.  “Guess what?”

“What?"  Jim said, never taking his eyes off the packages.

“It’s somebody’s birthday.”

“I know,” Jim sang back.

“Do you know whose birthday it is?”

“Yeah."  Jim’s eyes glistened.

“Whose?"  Mike said.  “Whose birthday is it?”

“Mine!"  Jim shouted at the top of his lungs.

“That’s right!"  Mike hollered back.  “Come here and let your daddy give you a hug!”

Jim ran to Mike’s arms and enjoyed a good, snug embrace.  Mike’s cologne seemed as fresh as it was when he put it on in the morning before he left for work.  The familiar scent gave Jim butterflies.

“And you know what else?"  Mike said, taking Jim’s shoulders and pulling them forward so that they were eye to eye.

“What?"  Jim said, all smiles.

“I got you some presents!”

“Yea!"  Jim shouted, now spinning and dancing gingerly across the linoleum floor.  He began to sing.  “Happy birthday to me!  Happy birthday to me!”

Mike watched Jimmy carry on.  Eventually, Jimmy grew dizzy and fell flat on his butt.

THWUMP!!!

“Hah!"  Mike laughed.  “Now look what you did!”

Jimmy was no longer singing.  Instead he started to cry.  Mike went over to him and kneeled.  “Hey hey,” he said.  “None of that now.  It’s your birthday."  Jimmy continued to cry.  “Aw,” Mike cooed.  “Come here.”

Mike reached out his arms and Jimmy nestled against Mike’s clean white shirt.  “Now, we’re not going to cry on your birthday, are we?"  Mike asked, gently brushing the hair from Jim’s eyes.  Jim answered him by popping his thumb in his mouth and uttering a simple “Hur umph!"  He played with Mike’s tie with his other hand.

“Hey hey,” Mike said.  “What’s that?  Come on now, you’re a big boy.  You’re not supposed to cry just because you fell on your bum.  Big boys don’t cry over a silly thing like that.”

Jim furrowed his brow and continued to enjoy his thumb.

“Jimmy,” Mike said, again doing his best to sound firm.  “Are you going to stand up and be a big boy?”

Jim shook his head.

“All right then,” Mike said, getting up.  “I guess some other lucky little boy would like to have these birthday presents.”

“Uh uh!"  Jim’s thumb flew out of his mouth.  He quickly stood and barred the path between Mike and the presents on the table.  “I want ‘em!"  Jim insisted.

“There now,” Mike said, “that’s more like it.”

Jim put his arms around Mike once more, as if to reassure him that he would behave from then on.  Mike patted Jim’s diapered bottom.  “Woop,” Mike said.  “Let’s get you changed.”

“Presents first,” Jim tried.

“Come on, come on,” Mike said, pulling Jim toward his bedroom.  “I have something I want to tell you.”

Jim, obviously miffed that he wasn’t going to get to open his presents immediately, sulked as Mike brought him to his room.

“You know,” Mike said, pulling down the window shade in Jim’s bedroom.  “I keep thinking that I’m forgetting something."  Mike motioned Jim to get on his bed.  “Well, it’ll probably hit me later.”

Jim slowly crossed over to the bed.  His childish defiance was not making an impression on Mike.

“I’ve got a little surprise for you,” Mike said, pulling a fresh disposable from Jim’s top bureau drawer.  Jim plopped himself onto his bed and showed no sign of interest.  “Remember how we’ve been discussing going camping this summer?”

Jim anchored his thumb in his mouth and stared at the wallpaper.

“Well,” Mike continued, “I think I managed to get two weeks off in July at the office.  Isn’t that great?”

“Hur umph.”

“Well, I think it’s great."  Mike unfastened the tapes on Jim’s diaper.  “That way we’ll be able to go camping together like we’ve been trying to do for the past four years.”

“So?"  Jim murmured over his thumb.

“So?"  Mike said, sliding the soaked diaper out from under Jim’s behind.  “So?  What kind of question is that?  I thought you’d be thrilled.”

“I am,” Jim said, taking his thumb out.  “Whoo pee."  Jim’s sarcasm did not throw Mike.

“Put a cork in it,” he said, reaching for the baby lotion.

Jim promptly stuck his thumb back in his mouth.

“Apparently,” Mike went on, “the woman who originally got the two weeks in July went on maternity leave last week."  He cleaned Jim quickly with a baby wipe.  “So I pleaded my case with Bob “

“Yuck!"  Jim said, taking his thumb out of his mouth.

“Knock it off,” Mike said, squirting Jim liberally with baby lotion.  “Bob’s a good boss.”

“He hates me.”

“He does not hate you,” Mike said, rubbing in the lotion.  “He thinks you’re terrific.”

“Yeah, right.”

“He told me himself.”

“When?”

“Last year.  At the company picnic.”

“Uh huh.  Last year,” Jim said.  “Anyway, what woman is gonna have a baby?”

“Janice.  Now, will you shut up and listen?"  Mike dried his hands on a nearby cloth, powdered Jim and grabbed the clean diaper.  “Anyway, I pleaded my case to Bob you know, about how I haven’t had a decent vacation since I joined the firm and he agreed to let me have Janice’s two weeks in July.  Can you lift up, please?”

Jim raised his butt so that Mike could get the diaper under him.  “Which two weeks in July?"  Jim asked.  “I got the week of the Fourth and the week after that."  Mike pulled the diaper up and around Jim’s crotch and started fastening the tapes.

“So that’s your big surprise?"  Jim asked flatly, thumb back in his mouth.

“Hey, what’s the matter with you?"  Mike asked.

“Nothing.”

“Here, sit up,” Mike said.  “You’re all set.  Nice and comfy.  Now, are you going to tell me what’s wrong?”

Jim bowed his head.  “You laughed at me.”

Mike stared at Jim for a moment.  “What?  I laughed at you?  When?”

“Just now.  When I fell down.  You laughed at me.”

“Oh, stop it, will you?"  Mike said, smiling.  “I didn’t laugh at you.  I thought you were cute, that’s all.”

Jim turned his face away.

“All right,” Mike said.  “Maybe I shouldn’t have laughed.  But you should have seen your face when you landed on your rump.”

“It wasn’t funny,” Jim said, his eyes welling with tears.  “It hurt.”

“Aw, how could it hurt?"  Mike asked.  “You’re well padded.”

“I think I have a rash,” Jim said.

“Hmm, I noticed that,” Mike said.  “We’ll have to do something about that.  Meanwhile, how ‘bout those presents?”

“Yeah!"  Jim leaped off his bed and ran to the kitchen.

“Hey, wait up, big guy!”

Mike went into the kitchen and witnessed Jim’s big, happy smile turn upside down.  Jim promptly threw himself to the floor and started to cry.

“Oh, geez,” Mike said, going to Jim.  “What’s the matter now?”

“Where’s my birthday cake?"  he said through enormous crocodile tears.

“Shit!"  Mike stood up.  “That’s what I forgot!”

“You forgot my birthday cake?"  Jim sobbed even harder.

“No, I didn’t forget it,” Mike said over Jim’s wailing.  “I just didn’t pick it up.”

“You forgot my birthday cake!”

“No, I ordered it!  I just need to go pick it up!"  Mike grabbed his keys off the hook.  “Are you gonna be okay here?  The bakery closes at seven.  It’s quarter to now.”

“I can’t believe you forgot my birthday cake,” Jim cried.

“Oh, will you stop it!"  Mike shouted.  “Will you be okay while I’m gone?  I’ll only be a few minutes.”

Jim stopped crying and stole a quick glance at the presents on the kitchen table.

The look did not get past Mike.  “Oh, no you don’t,” he said, taking Jim’s hand.  “You’re coming with me."  Mike pulled Jim down the hall.

“But it’s raining!"  Jim said.

“No, it’s not,” Mike said.  “It stopped.”

“But I don’t have a coat!”

“You don’t need one.”

“But I don’t have any shoes on!”

“Oh, man,” Mike sighed heavily.  “Grab your slippers!  Let’s go!”

“My slippers?"  Jim cried.  “But I don’t know where they are!”

“They’re probably under the kitchen table, where you always leave them.”

Jim ran back to the kitchen.  A moment later, he returned to the front door in his slippers, only to find that Mike had already gone out to the car.  As he stepped out of the house, he caught a glimpse of his bare legs and realised he was leaving the house wearing only a diaper.  He thought about turning around and going back to his bedroom to put on a pair of shorts.

Mike blared the horn.  Jim looked over at the car and watched Mike reach over to roll down the passenger side window.  “Will you hurry up?"  he yelled.  “The bakery’s going to close!”

At mercy with the tide, Jim thought.  Besides, Mike knows best.

Jim ran across the lawn toward the driveway.  “I want ice cream, too,” he yelled as he got into the car.

“Yeah yeah,” Mike said.  “Whatever you want.  Buckle up.”

Mike backed out of the driveway.

The neighbour across the street, who watched Little Jimmy get into the car from his parlour window, stared at the twinkling of taillights as Mike’s car disappeared down the street.

The neighbour took a long swallow of his beer, then set it down on the window sill.  He turned to his wife who was sitting in her rocker watching Ted Koppel.

“Dear?"  the neighbour asked his wife.

“Hmm mm?”

“How old is Jimmy across the street?”

“Uh, let me figure,” she said, looking away from the TV.  “Let’s see.  His mother died four years ago.  I think she passed away just before his twentieth birthday.  That’d make him, uh, twenty four, I guess.”

“Hmm,” the neighbour said, picking up his beer.

“Why?"  his wife asked.

“And that guy he’s living with?”

“He says he’s his friend.  Mike, I think.  Why?”

“Hmm, no reason,” he said.

His wife rolled her eyes and returned to Ted Koppel.  The neighbour turned back toward the window.  Something’s stirring, he said to himself.  Wrapped in his own thoughts, he tipped the beer back to drink before realising the can was already empty.

CHAPTER TWO to follow.  Comments definitely welcomed.  
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