Her roundness so full it eclipse who she once was. Her chin sags above a heavy heaving chest. I sit watching Bess, in the kitchen, roll fingers around a ball of yarn, round like her, knitting. “Bess,” I say, “will you yell for me?” Bess’s eyes stay drooped over the fat ball in her arms. Thread by thread, she strings together a scarf large enough to be a blanket for me, but small for her wrinkled neck – wrinkled in folds of fat. 
	“Bess,” I start again this time I’m up against her trying to roll this boulder, “will you shout? Shout anything.” I push and shove managing to rouse my gigantic wife.
	“Jack,” she says.
	“Yes, that’s it, louder now. Go louder,” my voice rising, my spirit going hard. Again I shove her, out of the kitchen, “Shout, Bess,” we go down the hall and –
	“Stop it Jack,” she slaps me. I can feel my spirit, it grows hungry. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Come on I sign with my hands, wishing she’d strike again. Come on now. “Bess I want you to scream,” the words bursting out. With her roundness comes many bosoms to play with. Come now I wave, and take off my trousers. She shoves me down and I hit the mucky floor hard, ready for the fight. My spirit in full rage – but Bess drags herself away, away back to that damn kitchen and sits her rugged ass not on me but on a chair weathered by her fat sweats. “Bess!” I cry, yet she ignores. “Bess.”
	Nothing but her heaving chest and laboured breaths respond.
	“Bess will you not do it for me?”
	“I’m busy.”
	“Always with something, yes.”
	After watching the mountain in front of me settle in to her land, I say, “I’m going out, don’t wait up.”
