
LOATHE AT FIRST
SIGHT

by Ellen Loniorci

“YOL ARF DR1PP1\L on my toes.”

“I’m sorry. I was admiring you from afar, and I wanted to admire

you from a-near. From afar you looked terrific.”

“Oh, thanks a lot. Meaning, up close 1 look like a toad.”

“That’s not what I meant at all! You look good up close, too. I lo e

your bathing suit.”

“Then why do you keep staring at my toes?”

“It’s that stuff you’ve got on them. What do you call that?”

“Nail polish.”

“1 know, I know I meant, what colour is it?”

“Rosy Dawn. Look, what is this with my toes?”

“Rosy Dawn. That’s kind of romantic. I would have thought it was

just pink.”

“Will you stop talking about my toes? What are you, weird or some
thing?”

“No! Oh, boy, this whole conversation has gotten off on the wruri,

foot. Wrong foot—ha! Get it? Foot, toes?”

“Ha ha.”

“Just a little humour to lighten up a tense situation. I thought ou’d

appreciate a good joke.”

“1 do appreciate a good joke.”

“1 just thought it was too early in our relationship to make personal

comments about how great you look in a bathing suit.”

“Our relationship? What relationship?”

“The one we’re going to have.”

“Oh really? Have you always been this unsure of vourselt?’

“Have you always been this sarcastic? Look, I just ‘ anted—”


