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Brocker 

 

(as he shuffles the cards and proceeds to deal out four hands.)  

Right. That’s right. I came down here for that distinct purpose. Came 

down herewith a wild-haired, big thighed woman-shes the one who 

supposedly knew all about this hog raising business. I was just backing her 

with my cash and affection, but, by and by, she runs off and leaves me holding 

the damn bag. Seems we had some sort of run-in over a dog Id kicked. She 

leaves me out in that old shack saddled with twenty-seven hogs. Only three of 

which remain a good fifteen of em having exploded, the other nine got loose 

or died mysteriously. 

 They just got bigger and fatter, and, of course, they were eating like 

pigs, and one day their bellies skin would be all stretched out and they’d 

explode and die. 

Well, before it was all over I discovered a good many of ‘em had these 

deformed damn butt holes and that was the major cause of it all. I mean, it 

certainly was the crux of it. Marshael, called me to come pick her up from the 

hospital Tuesday night. We were driving home. It was raining She was upset. 

But. Ah, but she still looked, you know, good. And for some reason, I started 

telling her how the first time I’d seen her was, when she was playing her 

violin at the pancake supper. I said she looked like some sort of wild, 

frightened angel, ripping up that violin with her black eyes. Then, 

Ah, she started crying. She told me to pull the car over. I did well, I didn’t 

know. Nothing had ever happened, that way, between us before, and I felt 

funny with my tongue down her throat holding onto her hair. You Know, with 

her husband there paralyzed in the hospital and with her all in distress. 

Seemed like maybe I was taking advantage of the situation or something. God, 

no wonder she hates me. (up-stairs marshael walks out onto the balcony). I 

leave the one woman I love alone in a great unrelenting deluge. I give her 

nothing. Nothing. Not one thing. God, help us all. Listen Leon; I gotta go (He 

heads for the front door.) 


