
DOWN THE DRAIN
MALA

“It’s that fat woman with the weird dog.”

“Huh?”

“I said, it’s the fat woman with that idiot dog!”

“Are we in the middle of  something and is that ‘something’ somehow eluding me?”

Just why am I suddenly involved with the fat woman and the dog? One of her “out of nowhere(s)” How about the
CRISIS? That’s certainly “somewhere(s)???”

“I washed the car is the ‘something’!”

This is like random neutrons or protons running into each other.

“I’m missing the connection somewhere or other.”

“Well, will you let me finish?”

How can you finish when I don’t even know where the start is? Or what the game is. Or what the rules are. Or
whatever it is.

“Ahh… sure, go ahead.”

With some coherence?

“Okay. But try not to interrupt. So I can get this all out.”

First, how can I interrupt when I don't know that I'm interrupting?

Second, … Never mind.

“It all started when I washed the car. I’m out there when the neighbors were out there. And…”

“Which side?”

And don’t say I interrupted.

“B4. Anyway, they told me it was against association rules to wash the car. Can you believe it?”

With this bunch…

“Since when?”

“I think it’s part of the bylaws of the association. Wherever they are. Anyway, I did a search and
the city says you can wash your car…”

“So then, why can’t you wash…”

“Just let me finish!”

You get a point. This time.

“And…?”

“It’s up to the association. Yes or no.”

“And we say ‘no’.”



No, I take that back. THEY said no.

“Right.”

“Then why did you wash the car?”

“I didn’t know it at the time.”

“But you just said it’s in the bylaws.”

“I don’t know for sure. See?”

I still don’t ‘see’ all that much and this is taking on a life of its own. Kind of like the… NO! Don’t even think
it. No. You already thought it.

“So they knew the bylaws when they told you?”

“Don’t know. Not relevant. They must have read the notice put out by the management
company.”

“Notice?”

“It came in the mail yesterday.”

And we don’t read the mail at night because it’s bad luck.

“So have you read it?”

I should start paying more attention to the mail aside from things that threaten to cost me money.

“Yes. And the first part goes into all the places they manage and what to do about the Crisis
and…”

“And washing cars was part of  that?”

“Oh, PLEASE! Let me get to it!

Then why don’t you just get to it and forget their Crisis management?

“It was the SECOND page that dealt with us. It was there that it mentioned the car washing.”

“Now why would they bother to mention car washing in the middle of what everyone’s going
through?”

Is anything ever going to make sense around here?

“Well they didn’t mention ‘car washing’ specifically. Along with the May meeting being now set
for July, …”

“Obviously.”

“The meeting to be held in July. Was that obvious?”

This is really deteriorating beyond simple decomposition.

“Look. I don’t really care about these meetings. Ever since they went after us about keeping our
windows open when it’s cold outside.”

Now I’m doing it. Getting sucked in and there goes my ‘work at home’ work. And hers too, for that matter.

Does this help the stress of  the Crisis by subbingwith another ‘Crisis’?



“Never mind all that. The management company mentioned that water usage has gone up and
we have to conserve. And they specifically mentioned car washing.”

“How come they didn’t mention dish washer usage? We don’t use it. Therefore…”

“How do I know? Anyway, Bunny Lady in B4 must have read the letter and we didn’t so she
knew more than we did.”

More than you did. I wasn’t washing a car.

“So what does this have to do with the fat lady and dog?”

“In a minute. I’m not done with the car washing.

I wish I was done. I should have scheduled the conference call for right now. Right this minute. No. For fifteen
minutes ago.

“Then he…”

“He who?”

“Mr. Fix It.

Bunny Lady and Fix it. Perfect match.

“He says that it’s against the law to put chemicals down the drain.”

“Chemicals?”

Another fork in the road.

“You know… from the car wash stuff  I put in the water?”

Should I remind her that I just use plain water?

No. Why bother beating myself  on the head any morethan necessary.

“So is it against association law too? Isn’t the point moot if you can’t wash the car in the first
place? Don’t break the law, but if  you do, then byall means don’t break this particular law as well?”

“GOVERNMENT LAW!”

Holy Toledo! Easy does it.

“Well, they got you there.”

“I told them it was biodegradable stuff. Approved by the government.”

The best liars always think fast.

“Are we done with the car washing now?”

“Well, that’s what started it.”

“But are we done with the car washing now?”

PLEASE??

“I suppose. It just makes me so mad.”

Really? Hard to tell.

“But done?”



“Yes. I suppose…”

Jump in before she backs up again.

“But what does all this have to do with the fat woman and dog?”

“It’s not really the fat woman and the crazy dog. It’s her husband.”

Am I hearing this right???

“So why the fat woman and the dog?”

“It’s the connection. He’s on the board.”

Is anyone out there? If  so, call me. Now.

“Board?”

“The association board. Come on!”

Should I pay attention to people who… who… are so… so… inept?

Maybe. A long time ago. Is it too late to catch up?

Is there really a reason to catch up?

I never remember names anyway.

And I’m paying for it now.

“So what about him?”

“He sent me an e-mail this morning.”

And NOW you're telling me?

“And?”

“About washing the car.”

“Goody. Did he also mention that he hopes you’re staying safe?”

“Ha! He went on about water use and car washing is forbidden and… all that.”

“So? Just tell him that you understand and leave it at that.”

And let me and you get on with our lives.

I should have started timing this.

“That’s not the point.”

Is there yet another point? How many points can there be to washing a car?

“So just what is the point?”

“WHO told him. He doesn’t live in our row. So someone in our row must have told him. So
that’s the POINT!”

We’re now in occupied Europe looking for a collaborator?

Who cares?

Just don’t wash the car and be done with it. Or sneak out at 2:00 in the morning. Like they did in occupied
Europe.



“Just let it go. Just a waste of  time and waste of  stress.”

“Not for me. I want to know who’s out there… out there spying on us and… and telling on
us.”

“Ratting us out.”

Rather, ratting you out.

“Another way to put it. First, it couldn’t be Bunny Lady. Or Fix It. They’ve been so nice to…”

“The grandkids.”

Letting them play with her bunny. But then it dropped dead. Maybe she blames us? Them?

“I just can’t see them doing such a thing. Such a nasty thing.”

“Well, is there anyone in our row? Could any of  theneighbors do that?”

I’m hearing this giant sucking sound. Is there no way out?

“The Drunk. Maybe her.”

“But I just picked up some groceries for her.”

“All except her beer.”

“But you told me that she told you to get the beer only if  I took the car. And I didn’t.”

“But she was not happy. And I told her I was going shopping the next day and I’d get the beer.”

“I remember you saying that.”

“But I didn’t go shopping.”

“I remember.”

You not doing that. Good idea, all things considered.

“And she was not happy when I didn’t go. I even offered her a can of  our beer.”

Your beer.

“So what’s her problem? You offered her…”

“She said one was not enough.”

“And now you think that The Drunk is telling on us because of  beer?”

“Well…”

“Is retaliation a part of  her withdrawal?”

“Did she pay us?”

“Not yet. Didn’t see a deposit in the account and I stapled the receipt to our account number.”

“See?”

“But do you really think because of… beer? It’s her?”

“Well… Who else could it be?”

Now she’s going to run through them all.



“How should I know? It’s a benefit of  being… antisocial.”

See what happens when you talk to everybody? You’re stuck knowing all kinds of  people.

“Leader?”

“No way. Just because he thinks he runs the row? He’s always helpful and keeps us up to date
on… on… practical things. Like…”

“I know what you’re saying. Can’t be Leader.

And I get him duty free smokes. At least up to now.

Will I ever travel again?

“The Old Guy?”

“You’re always taking stuff  over to him.

Even if  I’m the one who cooks or bakes it.

“Especially since his wife died. Can’t be him.”

And because his wife died, he wouldn’t go after her about washing a car. But don’t get her thinking.

“I don’t think so either. And he always gives us a bottle of  wine at Christmas.”

Sweet red is NOT wine.

“The only one left is The Witch.

This is turning into a police line-up.

My turn.

“It could be her. Scowling all the time. Smiles? Ha! Like when? Especially since her daughter
moved out. And then so did the dog.”

“The dog died.”

“Same thing.”

“I don’t think it’s her. I never see her. Do you?”

“Once in a while when she’s coming home from work or getting the paper in the morning. But
that’s it.”

Thankfully.

“And does she go out to work now? Maybe she works at home.”

“You’re the one that talks to her. What does she do for work anyway?”

“Don’t know.”

Heats caldrons?

“Who cares? She’s not around and didn’t see you washing the car anyway. The only one who
saw you was…”

“Bunny Lady and Fix It. But it can’t be them. Never. But it was someone. Had to be someone.”

I feel like I’m slowly swirling down a…



“Who? Maybe someone from another row saw you from their car as they/he/she were/was
driving down the street. Or someone tossing garbage or recycling. That’s all within view of our
place.”

NOOOOOO!!! What have I said?

“Good point! Never know! Someone saw me but I didn’t see them! So let’s go through the
other rows. It’s GOT to be someone! The Old-Old Guy?”

“Hmm… He does complain about high maintenance and that it’s not his fault. Maybe he knows
about our windows and the association heating bills. But would that mean…?”

“Well, why not?”

“No. His wife, she’s so nice, perfect, wouldn’t let him do it.”

“Yes she is. Right. No way she’d let him do such a thing. So let’s move on. Maybe…

“Let’s?” As in “let US??” Is there a way to distract myself ? Get permission to leave the room?

“Witch Number Two?”

“That would be closer. She’s the one who complained about our open windows. And
remember? I saw her in our backyard, like, ah… looking?”

“So there you are! It’s her!”

“But she’s gone. Her car’s not been in the lot for maybe a week. Maybe she’s on the run from
the…”

“I didn’t know she was gone. She would have been so perfect!

Type casting wouldn’t make her guilty anyway.

“Volvo Man? It could be him. Or his girl friend. Or Girl Friend’s daughter!”

Huh? The kid’s like… five.

Was the Gestapo or KGB this efficient? Persistent? Ruthless?

“Don’t think so. Way down at the end. Never come over our way. They’re not really what you
could call neighbors.”

“Unless he’s driving the Volvo!”

“Works during the day. And Girl Friend and kid leave about the same time.”

“Okay. But I’d like to know just what kind of  a dealdid she get on her Volvo?”

Here we go down a yet another new path. NO! I’ll get this over with. With…

“Well, we have to at least consider Old Neighbors.”

“What? They were great neighbors. They have good kids. He was always out there shoveling not
only his snow, but ours. And all they did was move over to the next row. So nothing has really
changed… changed between us.

Except for the snow shoveling.

“How can you even…”



“Just a thought. Never know. Maybe we, or one of us, did or said something that he or her or
both of  them didn’t like and have been harboring a…grudge? OR! Something to do with the kids!”

Why am I saying this? I’m suddenly caught in the action?

“But wouldn’t they say something at the time?”

This is a sudden role reversal.

“Maybe. Or… or they get upset but don’t say anything. But… but talk about it as it really upsets
them, and it festers and they’re just waiting for… for a chance!”

As in “sleeper” type collaborator who is activated just at the right time.

“Of  course! Come to think of  it, I have been gettinglooks. Especially from her.”

Where AM I? Now I’M collaborating and finger pointing over washing a car. And I switched her to this point
of  accusing our friends. Just about our only friendsaround here.

“Hold on. Let’s back up. We cannot go charging Old Neighbors with this after all the good and
positive experiences we’ve had with them over the past years. It doesn’t make sense. Not really.”

“Not really. I guess. So let’s get back to it.

This is becoming delusional. And what’s she going to do if  she ever figures it out?

“Maybe The Fat Dog and the Crazy Woman!”

“Is that supposed to be a joke?”

Yes. A little levity would help during Crisis Time.

Hard enough right now.

But here goes the rest of  my day along with her carwashing.

Right down the…

“Wait! Let’s try this! You wash YOUR car! It’s on the street! Not on association property!”

“But we get the water to wash the car from…”

“And we’ll watch who’s around and then see if there’s a complaint and see if we can put them
square in the…”

…drain.

Coda: They both survived. As a favor, in those times, he washed his car parked on the street.
No complaints. She then washed her car in the yard. Nothing.

“We have to do it again.”

“What’s that?”

“Wash our cars.”

“Just leave it alone.”

“And this time we have to make a special effort to keep an eye out.”



“But if  there’s no complaint? No e-mail?”

“There better be. That’s all I can say!”


