Orion


They packed the pilled Guatemalan blanket with burrs and leaves caught in its folds from a camping trip. They bought a six pack of German beer, a stout in brown glass bottles. They didn’t like pilsners or pale ales or bocks. They put the six pack in a plastic grocery bag with ice cubes from the refrigerator. They took turns carrying the beer and the blanket down to the river. They felt the ice begin to melt in the bag, rivulets of ice water finding the broken seams and dripping onto their hands. They flapped out the blanket on the clearing by the river and dried their hands on the blanket. They lit cigarettes, Marlboros and Winstons. They sat on the blanket and opened the beer and watched the moon’s reflection fall apart over and over again by the current. They dug in their pockets for the joint they rolled back in the car and lit it. They smoked the joint and had a contest to see who could blow their smoke the farthest. They sat in silence, feeling the marijuana press on their skulls like a giant thumb, the roar in their head the ocean. They laid back and tried to find constellations. They could only find the big dipper and the little dipper. They took off their shoes and dipped their white feet into the green-black water. They watched the glowing jellyfish flank their toes. They laughed and pulled their feet out. They rubbed their feet together until they were dry but clammy. They brought the edges of the blanket together over themselves. They felt the burrs and branches and dirt and sand press against their clothing. They itched. They laughed and scratched. They got quiet and pressed close together. They felt dizzy from the scratching and moving and closed their eyes. They found their lips with their eyes closed. They tasted the beer and cigarettes and marijuana and, faintly, the Chinese they had several hours before. They kissed up and down and sucked each others lips and made a pass with their tongues. They began to undress each other. They had to open up the blanket to find room to undress. They thought their skin looked as white as the glowing jellyfish and wondered whether they were glowing jellyfish washed on the shore. They could not ponder this long, they realized, lest the mood be ruined. They continued undressing each other and themselves. They rubbed hard and soft and wet and hairy things against each other. They entered each other and were entered. They felt their bodies brace against each other and the building rush of it. They stared really hard at the moon from the blanket. They thought if they came while concentrating on the moon that they would be bestowed with ethereal powers. They realized they were really high. They came. They laughed because they were still mortal. They lay naked, but pulled the edges of the blanket back over them. They made small noises of distress as the burrs and branches and dirt and sand pinched their soft skin. They settled and watched the tree a little ways up the shore. They decided it was an old sycamore. They watched as the leaves and branches waved to the moon. They saw something shiny moving in the treelimbs, a moonchild. They joked that they were really high, but they knew that they were starting to come down. They decided to get up and investigate further. They wrapped the Guatemalan blanket around them and moved slowly together, trying to get a better view. They became a little afraid, because it really looked like a silver moonchild in the trees. They thought that maybe the moon had bestowed ethereal powers on it. They got closer but were really afraid. They wished they had gotten dressed in case they needed to run. They got to the edge of the sycamore and looked up. They laughed. They realized it was a bunch of Mylar balloons stuck in the branches. They walked back to where their clothes were, but they didn’t want to stay anymore. They got dressed and walked back to the car. They thought, after they put the blanket in the trunk and the beer in the well of the passenger seat, that the Mylar balloons looked like a constellation. They couldn’t remember which one. They climbed on the roof of the car and they scanned the night sky. They connected the stars with their eyes and saw the bow and arrow. They saw it, then, they saw 
