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I guess it was some sort of problem with his vocal chords, he just never did speak.
 But I was always able to get what he was saying by his body language, facial expressions, and those eyes? They said a lot. Soft endearing communications he sure was capable of, some grumbling, and sweet Jesus, has there ever been a guy that didn’t snore? Not in my bed, anyway.
We started off in Vermont; because that was the place I had lost everything and had to start my life over. But instead of staying in that uptight New England town and making excuses for not being in church on Sundays, I went ahead and laid it all out there for my friends and neighbors. 

Time to say goodbye to the blonde haired, blue eyed sorority girl; who’d married right out of college, settled into this quiet town, and wore the role of corporate wife like Cabbage Patch clothes on a Barbie Doll.

My husband of 12 years screwed around on me, knocked the bitch up, then filed for divorce from a wife who couldn’t bear him children; then moved his tight white corporate ass back to upstate New York. Where, I hoped, he was gagging merrily over lots of shitty diapers.

I told my lawyer to go for an alimony settlement up-front rather than a monthly stipend from the bastard, because I just wanted to pretend like I had won the fucking lottery. Far as I’m concerned I did. 

I bought an old camper on wheels up North from some hippy with dirty fingernails and a crooked grin. That also happened to be where I met Pete. It was love at first sight, without even one word exchanged. He went home with me that very day and we weren’t ever apart for very long after that. 

We traveled the country together, Mr. Pete and me. Anywhere that Pace Arrow motor home could get us to, we went. It had a 360 Mopar engine that was hell on gas but a demon on the highway, the miles faded behind us like tired ghosts. I finally had time and space to look at my life, and see where I wanted to go and Pete came along for the ride. 
We went west from Vermont; I had some family in Kansas where we wore out our welcome fairly quickly. Then we headed south and spent our first winter together at a little campground in Florida. There were lots of snow-birds there, people would drift in and out with tents and motor homes, but we pretty much kept to ourselves. I couldn’t get over how much we enjoyed each other’s company, and I sure got used to Pete’s quiet ways. I had been married to a man that had dearly loved the sound of his own voice and not much else, I’m afraid. All that quiet was just fine by me.
We were too near Daytona though; March came and with it all the winter-weary, sun-starved bikers so we decided it was time to move on. We headed west again; I really wanted to see California and I knew Pete had never been. I wasn’t real good company some days, I could be brutal with him and I was just generally mean. His adoring looks and forgiving kisses softened me up after a few months.

I guess a motor home is the way to go when you really want to get to know the country and your travel companion. We found good places to camp and nobody ever tried to bother me, because of Pete. He was big and quiet and just sort of made people nervous. 
We finally got into California and decided to run up the coastline and see what we could see. Pete didn’t care what I played for music or how loud and how off key I sang; he would sit with his head in the window looking out at the scenery grinning like a fool. I would sing until my voice was like gravel. Mott the Hoople, T-Rex, Joplin, Dylan; I caterwauled with the best and worst of them. It was therapy on wheels for me, that cross country trek.
Southern California reminded me of cheap hotel oil-paintings; smooth stucco walls with apricot sunsets glowing from behind. I got bored with that and kept on going up the coast. I know Pete felt the same, life was not supposed to look like a postcard all the time. You had to shake things up a bit.
We kept on moving and got hung up in Seattle with a bad transmission, so we decided to stay awhile. I liked Seattle; we could just mope around and be cloudy and that fit my mood. I worked part time at a book store where Pete was welcome to hang out with me. Two years of rain gave me a constant headache and I desperately wanted the sun. Pete didn’t care where we were or where we went, as long as we were together. 

We began a slow route back East again. Idaho and Wyoming were so wide open they made me feel small and lonely. The countryside just blew me away; no shade, no trees, just mountains, hills and cattle. Good Lord there was a lot of cattle! I remember looking at a real estate sign stuck up on the side of a mountain; it said, “For sale, 86,000 acres.” Jesus H. Christ. That was just too much space for me to wrap my head around.
It was in Nebraska that Pete saved my life. Some little hick town outside of Omaha; I paid for a motel room and parked the motor home in the back, having in mind hot showers and  restaurant meals for a week. Some air conditioning during the day, and a little TV to numb the brain sounded nice too.
Our first night there we locked up the Pace, and Pete and I headed across the parking lot towards the motel when some punk kid came at us out of the dark with a knife. I don’t recall much about him, except he looked as scared as I felt. He tried to grab at me, but Pete took him out. Well, Pete would have taken him out, but the kid practically unzipped him right there in the parking lot. 
Pete did manage to hurt him though, the kid ran off screaming in his own spatter of blood. I sat next to Pete in the parking lot and yelled for help as he bled all over my hands. I remember how warm the blacktop felt through my jeans, and I can still see Pete’s eyes and how he just looked at me like I was the last thing he’d ever see in his life.
He was almost six weeks recovering from that belly wound. I fussed and fumed over him so much, I swear he’d a run off if he’d had the strength. He got better though, and I really began to miss the smell of apples and crisp brown leaves.

We got back on the road finally and went non-stop for the east coast. We went right on by Vermont with our noses in the air. We decided on Maine, so I contacted a realtor and a week later we were moved into an old farmhouse with a killer view of the woods.
We went about the business of collecting things. I’d forgotten you have to have things when you live in a house. I brought in all the stuff from the motor home, but it barely made a mess, much less a dent. We set out to get furniture, real dishes, better pots and pans, and all kinds of stuff we’d done without for years. Pretty soon we got comfortable and suddenly; we were home. 

I had traveled a long way just to find myself in the 4 years we’d been on the road. I’d found pieces of me I hadn’t even known existed, and it was Pete that had put them all together for me. All the quiet companionship and emotional support I’d gotten from him had helped me to grow in other ways too. I was no longer afraid to try new things, meet new people, or explore unfamiliar territory. 

I had talked out all my hurt and anger and fears without him interrupting, or passing judgment on me at all. He’d comforted me through tears of rage and disappointment, and he’d learned to love the sound of my laughter, once my heart had started to heal. All I ever had to do when I had any doubts was to look into his eyes. He was the very center of my heart, and I was his.
****

Time passed differently in our big old farm house than it had on the road, and we grew a little more disinterested in each other. We were more apt to nap than romp, and I got to wishing I could hear laughter sometimes, besides my own. Oh, but I loved him, more completely than I had ever loved any person, place, or thing in my whole life.

We still took long walks through the woods and we’d lay in the meadow and watch the clouds.  I’d run my fingers through his hair, along the edge of his ear and tell him I loved him. It was always in his eyes how much he loved me. His deep sighs of contentment, and his delighted grunts were the only declaration of love from his lips to my ears, yet that had always been enough for Mr. Pete and me.
But then it happened again, not as I was getting ready to make some pilgrimage into my inner self as I had been when I met Pete, this time I was only grocery shopping. In fact, I had finished shopping, and was out in the parking lot by my old VW van trying to juggle 3 bags of groceries and a bottle of water while wrestling the side door open. 
I fumbled with the door handle, got it cocked down, then heard the latch finally disengage. I felt the door slide along its rusty track. I always hung onto the handle at this point, just to keep it from hitting too hard against the end of its designated course, but this time the door kept on going, popped out of the track and came right off in my hand.
I stood there in disbelief for a moment as the front edge leaned drunkenly towards me. The water bottle slipped from under my arm and rolled underneath the traitor van. With one hand I held the sun-warmed chrome handle, my groceries clutched against my chest like threatened children. I looked around hopefully and squeaked; “Help?”

I smelled him before I saw him; and I never in my life smelled anything so sweet and overwhelming. I used to hate the after shave my ex-husband wore, he always reminded me of a dead whore hiding in a dark closet. But this was…God, this was Woodstock, tie-dye, wind, and rain and ozone all mixed up together. It was Oz. It was Nirvana.
Then he was there, pressed against my side, laughing, and the sound was a symphony in my head.  His hand rescued the door from mine; he popped it back into place with a jean-clad knee, rolled it part way shut, and then began relieving me of my disheveled groceries.

Just like when I’d first met Pete, we were instantly in love, and neither one of us had spoken a word. His eyes were an incredible green, his teeth were straight and white, and his laughter was like chocolate frosting; rich, dark, and earthy. “I’m Sam.” he said.

“Trudy.” I said, trying to smell him some more before he got away from me forever.

“I can fix that.” he said, pointing at my old VW door, which was winking slyly in the late October sun. I got lost a moment in the timbre and tone of his voice.
So it began. First Sam worked on my van, then we met for coffee, lunch, and eventually dinner; then we started doing the things that Pete and I had spent so many years doing. We took long walks, watched the clouds, spent time just touching and being touched by each other. We didn’t want to be apart anymore. One day while we had been talking, he asked me, “Is Pete an ex-boyfriend?” I’d said his name one too many times, perhaps.
So, I decided it was time, and felt that I owed it to both of them; I’d been the ‘pickle-in-the-middle’ of my own game for too long. I knew Pete was on to us anyway, he could smell Sam. How could he not? When I left Sam at night my hair, clothes, and hands smelled like him. My soul smelled like him. Besides, I could see it in Pete’s eyes, the long reproachful stares, and the deep melodramatic sighs from his side of the bed.

“I’d like you to meet him.” I said, my heart breaking a little. Sam agreed.

****

With some trepidation I waited for Sam’s arrival. I was nervous and paced back and forth; Pete followed me with his eyes around the old kitchen. He was edgy, but mute as always. I threw more wood in the stove, just busy work that kept me near the window. 
My relationship with Pete was going to change forever, and suddenly I didn’t know if I wanted that. I stood in the kitchen in my gray wool socks, and I couldn’t bring myself look at him. I just watched the end of the driveway in the last slant of the November sun, forehead pressed against the cold glass. 

Leaves skittered and scraped across the outside porch; one caught and hung on the screen beyond the glass pane, flip-flopped, then flew off. Time stuck like a lump in my throat as I thought about all the miles and all the moments Pete and I had traveled through together; all the warm solid things we’d learned from each other. I could feel him behind me, on the other side of the room, warm and trusting, full of love.
I turned around to face him then, courageous in my memories of us, brave; like he taught me to be. I heard Sam’s truck pull in the driveway.
“I love you, Pete.” I said. A thousand clichés crossed my mind, but I wouldn’t let myself say anymore. I just held my breath and waited.
He wagged his tail as he padded over to me. I touched his silky hair; ran a finger along a floppy ear. He licked my hand lovingly. Nothing has to change, I thought to myself, I’ve got room for both of these guys.
End

