
Running Dry  
 

A Story, by Lester Black 
 
April 1965 
 
Bill had never been to Minnesota. But he felt somehow tied to the state through chance, or fate, 
or whatever. Maybe it was the sing songy quality of the name, Minnn-eeee-so Tah! Maybe it 
was because it seemed as different from California as different can be. Born and raised in 
Southern California,  Bill thought he was happy with his life.  Then a year and some ago he met 
Angela, and immediately proclaimed her the love of his life. She was also the woman he was 
about to propose to. Angela was from Minnesota, a little town called Carver that seemed small 
enough to fit into Bill’s backyard. Despite his supposed fondness for Minnesota,  Bill didn’t really 
enjoy his visit (given some unpleasantness with Angela’s family) but he did enjoy seeing a 
baseball game at Metropolitan Stadium.  
 
 
October, 1965 
 
Bill and Angela had just gotten married at the Justice of the Peace in downtown LA. Bill’s mind 
was a few miles north at Chavez Ravine where his hometown Dodgers were fighting for their life 
in a World Series matchup with the Minnesota Twins.  His Dodgers trailed the Twins two games 
to zero with game three starting in less than an hour. His mind was buzzing, he was desperate 
to hear or even go to the game but it was his goddamned wedding day! Who gets married in 
October? How could he fuck this up so bad?  
 
Well, at least the wedding was over. But now he just had to figure out a way to get close to a 
transistor radio. This whirled through his brain when he should have been paying more attention 
to the situation. A secret he had hoped would never be revealed…was about to be.  
 
Angela was holding the marriage certificate. “Bill, the clerk messed up and put in the wrong 
dates. Does that mean it’s not valid and do we have to go back in there and get it straightened 
out?” Bill’s heart raced, but he stayed calm. “What do you mean?” Angela handed him the 
marriage certificate and said “They have your birth date listed as March 13, 1926, but that 
makes you 39. You told me you were thirty which would mean you were born in 1935. Right?” 
Bill laughed, nervous.  “Sorry Angela, it’s been so long since we talked about our ages I hardly 
remember what I told you. I think what I said to you is that I’m in my thirties, not actually thirty.” 
Bill was kicking himself, why hadn’t he planned for this contingency. Everyone gets caught 
sooner or later, right? He knew it was a lame excuse. But he had other things on his mind.  
 
Thirty is the age Bill claimed. They met two years ago when Angela was 19. At that time, Bill 
claimed to be 28. With his baby face and wispy mustache he looked the part and was rarely 



challenged. Now, his baby face was red with the embarrassment of being caught in the lie. His 
eyes shifted, he mumbled something, then stared at the floor looking sheepish.  
 
Angela looked like she would simultaneously explode and start crying. Bill could see the tears 
extinguishing the flames.  “So you were 37 when you met me? And you’re going to be 50 
sooner than I could ever imagine?” Angela’s fists were clenched, knuckles white. Every muscle 
in her face strained, as if she were on the last 20 meters of the 400 meter dash. If there were 
enough space, Bill thought, you could have jumped on her cheek like it was a trampoline.  
 
“Bill, we agreed to trust each other and not lie to each other and to have a relationship that was 
more about two equals than a wife serving her husband.” Angela’s voice was calm and 
measured, seemingly impossible given the contorted shape of her face. “According to this legal 
document, you are thirty nine years old. Is this a true statement?” 
“Angela i can explain everything..” Angela interrupted “True?”  
Bill looked at the floor. “Yes”.  
“How, why, what sort of person are you? Are you anything like the person you presented to me? 
Or was everything a lie? When were you going to tell me? Were you going to tell me?” 
“I was always going to tell you, i just didn’t know when or how. And then with the wedding 
getting closer and closer I used that as an excuse and just said to myself that I’d wait until after 
the wedding. I did try a few times but i would get afraid and think if you knew the truth i would 
lose you and i’ve never loved anyone the way i’ve loved you.” Angela’s eyes widened, Bill could 
almost see the dawning truth. 
 
 “Were you married before?” 
“Not for very long. I got drafted…” Angela interrupted - “what draft, there isn’t a draft!”  
“I was drafted into the Korean war.” Angela stared, dumbfounded. “Anyway, I got married right 
before I went overseas. In hindsight, I think she was hoping I’d get killed and she would get my 
benefits. She didn’t miss me much, started dating before I even landed on the peninsula. Then 
when my tour was up I took the bus home and she was gone. A few days later I got the divorce 
papers. Anyway, I was going to tell you tonight, or maybe tomorrow morning. I just didn’t want to 
destroy the magic that surrounds us!”  
“But you made our lives a lie, you made yourself something you’re not.”  
“Oh did I? You never once questioned my age, to you I am thirty. I feel thirty. Age is what you 
think it is. If you feel fifty you are fifty even if you’re thirty. And you’re thirty if you feel thirty even 
if the marriage certificate says thirty nine.” 
“What other lies have you told me? I mean already here on my wedding day I find out my 
husband is old enough to be my dad who fought in Korea just like you did,  and this man who is 
legally my husband had a wife even though she sounded like a horrible person but hey maybe 
that too is a lie and you’re the one who cheated on her, or you were  just an asshole like you are 
now!” 
 
“Please understand, I know it’s hard. I will explain it all, I just can’t right now. Please let’s put this 
aside for a few hours and have a little bit of fun. We’re married! And we, you, I, we wanted to be. 



Please just give me some time to explain. I’m begging you to please give me some time to try 
and make it right. Think about why you wanted to get married and all the good times we’ve had 
in these last two years and I can’t even remember us ever fighting except for that one time and I 
must admit that one was your fault. I could go on about the positives we have but i guess what it 
comes down to is that I’m deeply sorry and I can never stop being sorry but I’m also deeply in 
love and I will never stop being in love with you. And I will never lie to you again.” 
 
They got in the car and drove to the restaurant. The lunch was strained but amicable. Bill used 
the Dodgers as an excuse, saying they were both worried about the game. When Bill’s brother 
suggested they go to a bar and listen to the game, Angela delivered a look of devastating 
temper and Bill hastily declined. The luncheon continued to a limply silent conclusion.  
 
Angela insisted that they go straight home instead of to the hotel in Redondo Beach where they 
had planned to honeymoon and Bill quickly agreed. When they got there Angela went straight to 
the bedroom and closed the door. Bill found the transistor and tuned it in to the game. The 
game had ended minutes before, Dodgers 4, Twins 0. The only good news of the day.  
 
March 1966 
 
“I’m sorry for the things I’ve done, 
I’ve shamed myself with lies.”  1

 
Somehow Bill managed to convince Angela to remain with him. At least, so far so good. It was a 
bit touch and go for a while,  Bill thought Angela stayed more out of embarrassment than 
devotion. He thought “get on base any way you can, a walk’s as good as a hit”. He slept on the 
sofa for the first two months of their marriage, and only managed to convince Angela to allow 
him into the marital bed by promising not to touch her. This arrangement has continued. Bill 
makes every effort to spend time with Angela and he gave up his hobbies and friends and 
devoted himself to her. She was still cool, and very distant, but they did manage to go out 
together. And,they both respected their marriage vows, as tattered as they may be.  
 
Bill’s birthday (he was turning 40!) coincided with the release of the Beatles Revolver album. It 
was his birthday present from Angela. Bill wasn’t so sure about the music, but he was more than 
pleasantly surprised that she had gotten him a gift. Bill ran out to get some food, stopped and 
picked up a couple of bottles of wine just in case.  
 
They listened to the Beatles, ate pizza and drank wine, danced and kissed the way they had 
before they were married.  
 
That night, they made love to the happy refrain of Yellow Submarine.  
 

1 Running Dry, Neil Young 1969 



The next day Angela was pretty nice to Bill. The next, nicer still. It seemed as if she was finally 
ready to put the past in the past. The change in their relationship energized Bill with a feeling 
that he last felt in adolescence.  
 
He began to listen to the Beatles everyday. He let his hair grow beyond his collar and added a 
scrawny goatee to his wispy mustache. He also started saying “man” a lot and buying the same 
clothes that Michael Nesmith was wearing on the Monkees TV show (even the knit cap!)  The 
house filled with music, incense, and the sweet smell of grass. Angela took longer to embrace 
the hippie lifestyle. She declined Bill’s repeated requests to go braless and let her freak flag fly! 
She was more concerned that his freak flag was going to hurt his growing career as a realtor but 
in fact he became the realtor for the newly wealthy rock stars and the younger Hollywood set 
and was more successful than he could have ever imagined.  
 
It was a bit hard to describe their relationship. Angela still felt angry and betrayed and wondered 
if she could ever get past it. Not only the lie, but the spectre of Bill at age seventy, am I going to 
end up wiping some wheelchair bound drooling old man’s droopy ass for ten years? By the time 
he died she would be old. Still, that seemed so far away and hard to even imagine. Who can 
predict the future? As of right now, the present seemed pretty darned good. Bill was making 
good money, he was still walking on eggshells around her, and she was getting to hang out in 
Laurel Canyon and the Hollywood Hills with people you see on TV and hear on the radio.  
 
1967 came and went, 1968, 1969 passed by in a kaleidoscopic blur with Vietnam and Bobby 
Kennedy, Martin Luther King, Fred Hampton, Altamont - why was every good man being killed 
and who was killing them? Nixon was president, unbelievable! A man on the moon. Plenty of 
things going on, plenty of things to do. Bill and Angela did their thing, but mostly not with each 
other.  Thus the sixties came to an end, noisy and messy, hopeful and depressing, uncertain, 
and violent. A pretty perfect description of what their marriage.  
 
The 1970’s 
 
The grass was replaced by cocaine and the detente that existed began to erode. Bill hit her 
once during this time, wild eyed on cocaine and paranoid about everything. He ranted for hours 
with accusations of infidelity.  It was all absurd of course but Angela knew better than to listen to 
the ravings of a lunatic so she just gave Bill a glass of milk and started to go to bed. He grabbed 
her arm, threw the milk in her face and pushed her to the floor. Angela’s face smacked loudly 
against the white marble, the dark red blood pooling dramatically. 
 
Bill swore off coke forever, and sank into a funk of inflation, OPEC, Iran, and the grinning visage 
of the horror that was to become the Reagan years.  
 
One month into sobriety Bill was struggling and was reminded of cocaine constantly. The talcum 
powder he sprinkled on his balls, the sugar he ladled into his coffee, the dandruff he shrugged 
off his shoulders all reminded him of what he was now calling happier lines. 



 
1981 
 
Bill somehow made it through, mostly by staying home and playing with his train sets. Angela 
was tolerant and polite. Gradually, Angela began to spend more time at home as well. Bill was 
back to his early marriage ways of being overly and constantly solicitous of Angela’s needs and 
now that he wasn’t buying thousands of dollars of cocaine he was able to lavish Angela with all 
sorts of lovely gifts. He still went out, mostly to drink at the Cat and The Fiddle up the canyon 
but his enthusiasm for this too started to dim.  
 
Then a funny thing happened. Bill’s hair which had shown signs of thinning, suddenly did more 
than that, it completely disappeared. In less than six months, Bill’s hairline receded to the tops 
of his ears. He still had shoulder length hair, but mercifully Angela soon persuaded him to get it 
all cut off. When he returned from the barbers he went to the bedroom and basically stayed 
there for the next year.  
 
There had been five mirrors in the house. Now two had been broken, two taken down, and one 
covered. Had they always been in this state? Some coke rampage, some physical manifestation 
of inner disgust? Fearful of what the image tells you? Or simply vanity. Did Bill destroy the 
mirrors or is there something about Angela that we should know? Who fucking knows?  
 
Angela sat on the lounger facing the ocean. Oh yes, despite it all they had made it big in LA. 
Maybe the marital discord, apathy, hostility hyphen hyphen situation drove them to succeed in 
other ways. The house on the beach typified the schizoid nature of Angela’s relationship to Bill. 
She respected and enjoyed the benefits of his career success and got along with Bill on a 
number of different levels. The burning itch of the eternal lie never allowed her to be comfortable 
despite everything. She had to admit a fear of being on her own and having to provide for 
herself. Bill wasn’t the best but the truth of it is that she mostly lived her life independent of his 
influence. She’d been married for 15 almost 16 years now and she was used to her life and 
didn’t have a real strong desire to change.  
 
Somehow Bill managed to keep his business going from his bedroom.  
 
Angela however was getting increasingly creeped out. Bill had read that John Lennon had lived 
for a year in a state of nakedness. Bill thought that was pretty cool.  Bill was now 55 and in 
pretty good shape for his age. He said, “I can carry this off.” 
 
Bill’s John Lennon experiment ended after a couple of weeks, Angela’s continued diatribe of 
disgust becoming unbearable.  
 
That was basically it for Angela. Armageddon time, Ultimatum time, Wake up and smell the 
fucking coffee time for Bill.  
 



Angela entered the bedroom. Bill was lying on the bed, clothed at least and smoking a joint. 
Mott The Hoople  played at an unpleasant volume, made worse by Bill’s singing along, “All the 
way from Memphis!” Fucking Indeed! “We have to talk” she said and lifted the tone arm from the 
record.  
 
They sat at the dining room table, Bill slumping, his Dodgers cap covering his head. Angela 
explained how she loved Bill and loved her life and that they had spent 15 nearly 16 years 
together and she felt it was maybe time to take a step back and assess where they were. She 
understood how someone could be so traumatized over a loss of hair but dammit Bill it’s been a 
year and you’ve got to snap out of it. She told him she wasn’t going to live with some 
mini-Howard Hughes recluse with long toenails.  
“Are you happy?” Bill looked intently at Angela. “I’m OK.” she said.  
 
There is endless meaning in “I’m OK” including none. Bill was pretty sure happy wasn’t one of 
them.  
 
“Am I happy?” Bill posed the question to himself. It’s the fundamental question for some, in Bill’s 
world view achieving happiness was what he thought he wanted.  “Am I happy?” Bill looked at 
Angela, anguished. “I AM SO FAR FROM HAPPY I COULD BE ON FUCKING JUPITER!” 
 
Angela said “OK, this has got to change. I propose an experiment. Let’s try to live like normal 
people for a while. Normal married couples who like each other, talk to each other, and spend 
time with each other. We can try new restaurants, go to a few Dodger’s games, go up to Big 
Bear!” 
 
So they did.  
 
Angela suggested dinner and drinks at the Cat and Fiddle but Bill wasn’t ready to see anyone 
he knew so they ended up at Barney’s Beanery. The evening was going alright, Bill could feel, 
and he checked and rechecked this feeling (because he didn’t believe it) but Bill could feel that 
Angela really  was trying and wanted to make this work. Angela had convinced him to shave his 
entire head and he was pleasantly surprised to see with the gray gone he actually looked 
younger. Get a little tan going and he could pass for mid 40’s easy!  
 
They had drinks at the bar, dinner in the restaurant, pleasant conversation with each other. Bill 
took up golf, Angela tennis and aerobics. They bought bikes and hiked in the canyons. They 
had season tickets. Life was good.  
 
And on top of it all, the Dodgers won the World Series.  
 
1985 
 



They had never really talked about kids. Maybe once or twice, before they were engaged. 
Angela said they had years to think about it and she didn’t really want to be tied down with a kid 
and that’s the way it was back then, momma raised the baby. Thoughts of children now resided 
like lost souls in the cobwebbed corners of ancient memories.  
 
It was their twentieth anniversary. They went to Fiji, Bali, New Zealand and Australia. Bill’s head 
looked almost good with a deep tan. They had a lovely time.  
 
1986 
 
Angela was waiting for Bill to get home. She poured him a glass of wine when she heard his car 
in the driveway.  As she gave it to him he looked at her and said “you’re not having any?” 
Angela smiled as she replied. “I can’t.” 
“You can’t, you’re ill or…” 
“I’m pregnant.” 
“You’re pregnant?!” 
“I’m pregnant.” 
 
Bill looked perplexed. “How, why, when?” 
“Well, I think you can figure out the how. When had to be our vacation. I do remember a lot of 
lovemaking on that trip.” 
“But how? Can you even get pregnant, how old are you?” 
“Gee thanks, I appreciate it. But, to be fair, it’s a good question. I’m almost 42.” 
“I didn’t think you could get pregnant.” 
“Well, neither did I, that’s why I haven’t used the pill for a few years. Not that I needed the 
protection if you know what I mean.” 
“What do you think about this all?” 
“Why I don’t know, a blessing from God, a curse? How do you feel?” 
“I never thought about having kids, and it was easy not to think about it. I mean, Jesus, I’m sixty 
years old! And you’re old for a mom. Can this baby really even be alright?” 
 
Angela didn’t know how she felt about it. Part of her said just get an abortion and part of her 
said “I’m going to be a mother.” And maybe the best mother ever. I’ve got the time, I’ve got the 
money, Maybe I can do something to make my life more meaningful.” 
 
Bill pressed her to have the baby tested for defects but Angela, afraid of both the risk and result, 
refused.  
 
Bill tossed and turned at night. Did he want to be a father? Was he even the father? Did he want 
to be a father? Was he even the father? Did he want to be a father? Was he even the father? 
Was he even the father? 
 
Christmas, 1986 



 
Angela’s pregnancy grew in sync with Bill’s doubts. What kind of father would he be? What if 
there’s something wrong with the baby? Stuck for 20, 30, 40 years? What about the kid? What 
kid wants a 60 year old dad, Jesus, he’ll be dead before the kid is out of high school. 
 
They went to friend’s Christmas party. Bill drank lots of egg nog. His friends teased him about 
being an old dad. It did not go well. Fortunately, the only child present was unborn.  
 
On the ride home, Bill raged “who’s baby, who’s baby!” Spittle flecked the windshield.  
 
The next day he went to get his sperm tested. He had some, but it was old and slow moving. 
The doctor didn’t want to give him odds on how likely. Bill thought, “not very.” 
 
February 1987 
 
Bill fretted, reflected, procrastinated. There had been long periods where no intimacy 
(specifically sex) had occurred between Bill and Angela. Bill searched his memory for the last 
time they had sex prior to the trip. He concluded his measurement would be in units of months, 
a thought that depressed him enough to not really care how many months it had been. What 
had Angela been doing? Was she equally celibate? Or did she (like so many) have a busy 
social life while her husband was away at work? Did he even care? He could barely get it up 
anyway.  
 
If he did do this dad thing, could he be the sixty year old man with a baby?  What if she had a 
boyfriend? What if they fucked in their bed? What if he was the father of the baby? What if 
they’re out having fun and laughing at him while he’s at home changing shitty diapers? 
 
Bill began to study Angela, they would sit across from each other, mostly silent, reading a book 
perhaps or watching a game. When Bill was sure Angela wasn’t looking, he would stare at her 
face as if her life’s story was printed there in an easy to read font. Bill didn’t know shit, probably 
never knew Angela all that well. In a way, he didn’t because Bill’s favorite Angela  existed in an 
idealized world of Bill’s creation, a world where the velvet was never crushed and the bloom 
never left the rose.  
 
How in Jesus’s name was he going to be able to look after a baby? Did he even want to do such 
a thing? Some little crying thing that just ate and shit and cried and slept and wouldn’t be able to 
speak intelligibly for at least two years and then he’d have to endure mama and dada for weeks 
on end. He wouldn’t be able to have an interesting conversation for more than ten years! Then 
he’d have to go to school plays or games or concerts or some shit. Then tell everyone’s kid how 
fucking great they are at whatever useless pursuit they were pursuing.  
 
Bill’s days were getting darker.  
 



Valentine’s Day 1987 
 
Bill was at work when Angela went into labor and in a meeting when the call came into his 
voicemail so by the time he listened to it there was a second voicemail congratulating him on 
being the father of a 7 pound 13 ounce son. With an Apgar score of 9.  
 
Valentine’s Day 10 pm 
 
Bill snuck onto the maternity ward and asked to see his son. He was taken to the nursery and 
saw a row of seemingly identical infants. The nurse pointed out the one that was his and he 
peered closely at the babies face. It didn’t really look like anything. 
 
On his way out he stopped briefly at Angela’s room, where she slept with a sweaty smile on her 
face. Her boobs looked amazing.  
 
June 1987 
 
Later, Bill admitted at how poorly he handled the situation. Ugly and pathetic were easily 
applicable words as well.  When Bill left the hospital, he went home and packed up a car load of 
his personal things. The next day he got one of his real estate buddies to give him an apartment 
and then came back to the house with a truck for some basic furniture.  
 
It was three days before Bill spoke to Angela, home now with the baby. It was only when she 
threatened to show up at his office did he agree to come over.  
 
“I can’t do this. I’m sorry but I can’t do this. I looked at the baby and felt nothing but revulsion. I 
felt no connection, it didn’t seem like me. I can’t see giving what might be the last eighteen 
years of my life to some being that probably will end up hating me. I feel bad for you but when it 
comes down to it I just got to pick me over you and what makes me happy is important.” 
“And you’re happy living in some shitty apartment in Reseda while I slave away here with this 
baby? I’m not so young myself anymore, you should have seen the way they looked at me at 
the hospital.” Angela looked worn out. The glow he’d seen in the hospital was gone.  
“Can you call your sister?” Bill thought this was a helpful suggestion. Angela glared at him.  
 
October 1987 
 
The Twins! The fucking Twins! 125-1 odds and here they were, World Series champs! What 
kind of fucked up world is this?  
 
April 1988 
 
It was opening day of baseball season, 1988 and Bill was not going to see his beloved Dodgers 
play, he was at work, instead stuck with the office TV and the Minnesota Twins defending their 



unlikely 1987 championship.  Bill was stuck with the Twins because he was stuck at work and 
he was stuck at work because his business was stuck in a very bad place. Real estate in 
Southern California was always a high stakes roller coaster ride but the rewards were 
considerable and with people continuing to flock to Los Angeles, the odds of being successful 
were in your favor, as long as you didn’t act like a fucking moron.  
 
The Dodger’s success in 1987 charted the same path that Bill’s graph did. In other words, they 
sucked. They finished a distant 17 games behind those fucking Giants, who at least didn’t make 
it to the World Series (small consolation that!) That did however leave him watching the Twins 
and Cardinals, what a fucking bore that was, although when the fat guy hit the grand slam he 
did grin, happy in seeing the ordinary looking guy succeed.  
 
Bill was still in Reseda and he had started dating an associate at his office. She wasn’t a fan of 
the apartment either.  
 
Angela had adjusted to raising her son by herself and with the baby 14 months old it was all 
getting a little easier. She had no life outside of the baby and none of her friends seemed the 
least bit interested in her tales of diapers and vomit. They had either had their kids years earlier 
or had never had them. Either way they didn’t care.  
 
Bill came by once in a while and he seemed to Angela to be adjusting just a little bit too well to 
the bachelor life. He sported some new clothes and some sort of weird facial hair. He had little 
to no interest in the baby, proclaiming despite her protestations that it wasn’t his.  
 
October 1988 
 
Bill knew it was all over as soon as Gibson hit the home run off of Eckersley. And sure enough, 
it took the Dodgers only five games to best the heavily favored A’s. He was in an ecstatic and 
expansive mood when he visited Angela the next day. Still, she was surprised when he agreed 
to her request. A paternity test? What did he have to lose? He was convinced it wasn’t his baby, 
maybe this would allow him to get out of paying child support.  
 
The results came back positive. Bill was (at least biologically) a father.  
 
The news struck Bill hard. Sort of like getting clocked on the back of the head with a baseball 
bat. Now what? Could he be a dad? Did he have to be a dad? 
 
He mulled. He mulled. He mulled.  
 
People with kids acted happy, well not all of the time, he’d seen plenty of screaming from 
playground to port-a-potty. He’d heard countless stories of no sleep and endless crying and shit 
that does stink and puke in your hair. All good but it becomes too much when you’re supposed 
to say I love it. Plus, dad jeans, please shoot me. 



 
He had the resources, he could support a kid in style. Would he have to go to school events? 
Would he look like a total dumbass if he pretended he was the grandfather? How would that 
fuck up the kid? “And what do I get out of it?” he thought. He was sure that his own dad loved 
him, but he was really too busy to show that he did. And I’m not too fucked up? Am I? What kind 
of man am I? A dad man?  
 
He opened a bottle of wine. He drank. He paced. He spilled. Shitty apartment anyway.  
 
Did he want to live with Angela? Did he want to live alone? Did he feel any moral responsibility?  
 
Bill made up his mind.  
 
The setting sun was at his back as he left town and headed east. By the time he got to Needles 
it was cool enough to put the top down. He drove through the night, through the desert, stars 
twinkling by the millions overhead. He could almost feel the wind ruffling his hair.  
 
Angela never heard from Bill again. She was OK with that.  


