Excerpts from some of Helen Krieger’s short stories, 2008©

From “Crowd”

. . . I told her Dan and I wanted to buy a house someday, and she immediately drove me by some of the houses in my price range, even though I hadn’t given her a price range. Then she took me for drinks and insisted on paying.

“It’s tax deductible,” she said. After a few drinks the conversation turned to sex. Her boyfriend didn’t want to do it as much, and she often caught him staring at other women. “I guess he doesn’t find me attractive anymore; we haven’t had sex in weeks.”
I laughed the way women do when we consider ourselves old wives, and I told her, “Ha! You think a couple weeks is bad?” I explained how people don’t want what they can have, and how male libido is the great myth of our time. “Or at least the great mystery,” I conceded.

She stared at me with her chocolate brown curls and wispy blue eyes, and she said, “No shit.”

We went out more often. Sometimes we made a pretense of checking out some new house on the market; other times we went straight to the bar. She told me stories of disgusting men who’d hit on her, old, wealthy ones who made assumptions. We got drunk and rated guys in the bar. Once I suggested we rate the women, and her face turned pink, and she said, “Really?” She laughed, and rum spilled out over her lips, and she dabbed at it lightly with a napkin, and I thought how dainty she was. But she did it. We both rated the women much higher than the men.

One day I asked Dan, “Would you be mad if I started having sex with Laura?” He stared at me like I’d gone mad. . .

From “How to Kill a Lion”

. . . I’m sitting in my car and it’s getting late, and I know the longer I stay here the worse it will get, but I can’t leave. There’s a large lioness sitting patiently outside my window, and she’s smiling like she understands my dilemma. The sun is fading, and the groceries are slowly melting in the car, but I just may have to spend the night here, and I wonder how strong my windows are. I wish I had a cell phone so I could call the police or the National Guard.

When I look down the street and squint my eyes, I realize there are other lionesses hiding behind cars all around me, and I remember what I read about them always hunting in packs. Suddenly there’s a loud thud. One of them is batting at my passenger window. She’s as long as my Subaru and when she roars the insides of her mouth span beyond the edges of the window. 

The fear must clear my head somehow, because now I know what I should do. I slowly maneuver out of the space I’d squeezed into, and the lionesses watch me with what seems like contempt for my underdeveloped parking skills. I drive down to Twin Rivers where there’s a large tourist hotel with a parking garage. I don’t ever have to step outside. I call my sister from the hotel, and she makes me promise to get a gun, “Or at least a cell phone.”

I promise. . .

From “Cantaloupe Juice and Karaoke”


. . . Before the garage door was closed, Rocki’s mom was coming through the side entrance, waving.


“Hello, Molly! Oh my gosh! You look so healthy. Boston has been good to you, huh? So healthy. Look at that complexion.” She touched my face and gave me a smothering hug. “You can leave your shoes here.” She pointed to a rug with a note pinned to it. The note said, Leave the shoes here.

Rocki’s mom led us into the kitchen and ordered us to sit down. “Are you hungry? Eat some grapes. These are very good grapes. So flavorful, you know? They do not always have so much flavor.”


It had been awhile since I’d seen her, and through the eyes of my marijuana high she didn’t look quite right. Her cheekbones were high but her face was round and tensed like a chipmunk’s. Her soft brown eyes, normally doting, looked alert, almost manic. She stared at me expectantly.

“Are you hungry?” she pressed.


“I’m always hungry,” I said.


She smiled, then was lost behind an overhanging set of dark cabinets as she bustled around for the proper dishes in which to serve me. As she flitted about, she asked me a series of questions which I answered without thinking, distracted by a large black velvet painting of the Last Supper that hung on the opposite side of the table.


Rocki followed my gaze and shook her head. “It’s all about the velvet around here,” she whispered. . .

