My Boy FriendsNameIs Jdlo
by Avram Davidson

Fashion, fashion, nothing but fashion. Virus X having inthemedica zodiac its course hdf i-run, the
physician (I refuseto say "doctor” and, indeed, am tempted to use the more correct "apothecary”)--the
physician, | say, tlsmel have VirusY. No doubt in the Navy it would sill be called Catarrhal Fever.
They say that hardly anyone had appendicitis until Edward VII came down with it afew weeks before his
coronation, and thus made it fashionable. He (the medical man) is dosing me with injections of some stuff
that comesinvids. A few centuries ago he would have used herba clysters.... Wheredid | read that old
remedy for the quinsy ("putrescent sorethroat,” says my dictionary)? _Take seven weeds from seven
meads and seven nailsfrom seven steeds._ Oh dear, how my mind runson. | must be feverish. An ague,
no doubt.

W, rather an ague than apox. A pox is something one wishes on editors ... Strange breed, editors. The
femaesdl have nameslike Lulu Ammabele Smith or Minnie Lundquist Bloom, and the maes havelittle
horns growing out of their brows. They must al be Quakers, | suppose, for their lettersinvariably begin,
"Dear Richard Roe" or "Dear John Doe," asif theword _mister_ werea Vanity ... when they write at all,
that is; and meanwhile Goodwife Moos callsweekly for therent. If | ever have ason (than which nothing
ismore unlikely) who shows the dightest inclination of becoming awriter, | shal ingantly prentice himto
afishmonger or aMaster Chimney Sweep. Don't write about Sex, the editors say, and don't write about
Religion, or about History. If, however, you do write about History, be sure to add Religion and Sex. If
one sendsin agtory about a cdibate atheist, however, do you think they'll buy it?

Infront of the house two little girls are playing one of those clap-handie games. Right hand, left hand,
cross hands on bosom, left hand, right hand ... it makes one dizzy to watch. And singing thewhile:

My boy friend's_name _is_Jd lo,

He _comes from_Cincind_lo,
Witha_pimple_onhis_nose

And _three fat toes,

And _that's the_way my _sto ry goes!

Thereisapleasng surredist quality to thiswhich intriguesme. In generd | find little girls enchanting. Wheat
ashamethey grow upto be _big girlsand make our lives as miserable as we dlow them, and oft-times
more. Silly, nasty-minded critics, trying to make poor Dodgson amonster of abnormaity, smply because
he loved Alice and was capable of following her into Wonderland. | suppose they would have preferred
him to have taken a country curacy and become another Pastor Quiverful. A perfectly norma and
perfectly horrible existence, and one which would have left usal ill on _this side of thelooking glass.

Whatever was in those vid's doesn't seem to be helping me. | suppose old Dover's famous Powders
hadn't the dightest fatal effect on the germs, bacteria, or virus (viri?), but at least they gave one agood
old swest (ipecac) and amild, non-habit-forming jag (opium). But they're ol d-fashioned now, and so
there we go again, round and round, one'strain of thought like a Japanese waltzing mouse. | used to
know a Japanese who--now, stop that. Distract yoursdlf. Tak to thelittle girls...

Wéll, that was a pleasant interlude. We discussed (quite gravely, for | never condescend to children) the
inconveniences of being sick, the unpleasantness of the heat; we agreed that agood rain would cool
things off. Then their attention began to fater, and | lay back again. Miss Thurl may bein soon. Mrs.
Moos (perfect name, shelacksonly the antlers) said, whilst bringing in the bowl of dopswhich the
medicine man dlowsmefor victuds, said, My Sister Is Coming Along Later And She's Going To Fix



Y ou Up Some Nice Flowers. Miss Thurl, | do believe, spends most of her time fixing flowers.
Weekends she joins a confraternity of over-grown campfire girls and boys who go on hiking trips, comes
back sunburned and sweeting and carrying specimen samples of plant and lesser anima life. However, |
must say for Miss Thurl that sheisquiet. Her brother-in-law, the bull-Moos, would bein here dl thetime
if | suffered it. He puts stupid quotationsin other people's mouths. He will talk about the westher and |
will not utter aword, then hewill say, Well, It'sLike You Say, It'sNot The Heat But The Humidity.

Thinking of which, | noticeadrop in the hest, and | seeitisraining. That should cool things off. How
pleasant. A pity that it iswashing away the marks of thelittle girls last game. They played this one on the
sidewalk, with chalked-out patterns and bits of stone and broken glass. They chanted and hopped back
and forth across the chalkmarks and shoved the bits of stone and glass--or were they
potshards--"potsie” from potshard, perhaps? | shdl write amonograph, should | ever desireaPh.D. |
will compare the chakmarks with Toltec emblems and masons marks and the signs which Hindoo holy
men smear on themsalves with wood ashes and perfumed cow dung. All this passes for erudition.

| fed terrible, despite the cool rain. Perhaps without it, | should feel worse.

Miss Thurl wasjust here. A huge bowl of blossoms, arranged on the table across the room. Intricately
arranged, | should say; but she put some extratouchesto it, bumming to herself. Something ever so
faintly reminiscent about that tune, and vaguely disturbing. Then she made one of her rare remarks. She
said that | needed awife to take care of me. My blood ran cold. Anicy swest (to quote Catullus, that
wretched Prigpist), bedewed my limbs. | moaned. Miss Thurl a once departed, murmuring something
about acup of tea. If | weren't so weak I'd knot my bedsheets together and escape. But | am terribly
feeble.

It'sunmanly to weep....

Back she came, literaly poured the tea down my throat. A curioustasteit had. Sassafrass? Bergamor?
Mandrake root? It isimpossible to say how old Miss Thurl is. She wears her hair parted in the center
and looped back. Ageless... ageless...

| thank whatever gods may bethat Mr. Ahyellow camein just then. The other boarder (upstairs), a
greengrocer, decent fellow, abit short-tempered. He wished me soon well. He complained he had his
own troubles, foot troubles... | scarcely listened, just chattered, hoping the Thurl would get her hence....
Toes... something about histoes. Swollen, three of them, quite painful. A bell tinkled in my brain. | asked
him how he spelt his name. A-j-e-I-I-0. Curious, | never thought of that. Now, | wonder what he could
have doneto offend the little girls? Chased them from in front of his store, perhaps. Thereisadistinct
reddish spot on hisnose. By tomorrow he will have an American Beauty of apimple.

Fortunately he and Miss Thurl went out together. | must think thisthrough. | must remain cool. Aroint
thee, thou mist of fever. Thismuch isobvious: There are sorcerers about. Sorceresses, | mean. Thelittle
ones made rain. And they laid aminor curse on poor Ajello. The elder one has Struck meinthe very
vitas, however. If | had acow it would doubtless be dry by thistime. Should | struggle? Should |
submit? Who knows what lies behind those moss-colored eyes, what thoughts inside the skull covered
by those heavy tresses? Lifewith Mr. and Mrs. Moosis--even by itsaf--too frightful to contemplate.
Why doesn't shelay bet traps for Ajello? Why should | be selected as the milk-white victim for the
Hymened sacrifice? Usdessto question. Few men have escaped once the femae cast the runes upon
them. And the allopath has nothing in hislittle black bag, either, which can cure,

Blessed association of words! Allopath--Homeopath--_homoios |, thelike, the same, _pathos |, fedling,
suffering--_smiliasmilibus curantur_--



Thelittle girlsare playing benesth my window once more, clapping hands and singing. Something about a
boy friend named Tony, who eats macaroni, has agreat big knife and apretty little wife, and will always
lead ahappy life... that must he the butcher opposite; he's dways kind to the children.... Strength,
srength! Thework of amoment to get two coins front my wallet and throw them down. Whét little girl
could resst picking up adimewhich fdl in front of her?”_Crossmy pam with slver, pretty
gentleman!_"-- eh? And now to tll them my tale...

| fedl better dready. | don't think I'll see Miss Thurl again for awhile. She opened the door, the front
door, and when the children had sung the new verse she dammed the door shut quite vicioudly.

It'stoo bad about Ajello, but every man for himsdlf.

Listen to them singing away, blesstheir little hearts! | lovelittle girls. Such sweet, innocent voices.
My boy_friendwill _soon_be_hedthy .

He shdl be verywed thy.

No_wo manshdl har ry

Or _seek _to_ma rry;

_Two_and _two_is_four_,and_one to_carry!

It will be pleasant to be wedthy, | hope. | must ask Ajello where Cincihellois.
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