
And Then She Said… 

By Lou Valente 

 

 

Joffrey was a pain I the ass from the second I met him.  He wasn’t Jeff or Joeff, he was Joffrey.  OK but 

he had that something that a woman sees in a man that temporarily blinds her.   In my case I was 

permanently blinded.  It was the way he moved.  Everything in his body moved in perfect unison, it was 

so fluid.  I imagine as a teen that he was lanky but that was gone now.  In his late twenties, he moved 

like and had the body of a dancer.  What did he see in me, a somewhat older, somewhat calmer, a lot 

less fluid woman who smoked too much and could never gain weight?  To some the weight thing would 

be a wish come true, to me it was a constant struggle.  I hated being skinny.  I don’t know the difference 

between thin and skinny but there is a difference and I had it.   

On one of our many weekends on South Street, before it became Wildwood, we were roaming around 

and had just finished dinner at Judy’s.  I think the real name was Judy’s Café but everyone called it 

Judy’s.  Joffrey lit up one of those little cigars that he smoked and since the tables were so close, the 

woman, I’m sure she was a lesbian, next to us gave him a look from behind her meatloaf.  Joffrey caught 

it and immediately snubbed out his cigar making what I thought more smell than if he had continued to 

smoke.  She smiled, and then she said, “you’re such a mensch.”  That fucker had just charmed a lesbian, 

I was jealous, I was amused, I was more blind than ever.  As we left and were walking up Fourth Street 

we ducked into one of those little shops that had begun to pop up.  Joffrey was having a pair of 

patchwork jeans made by the English guy who ran it.  They chatted and smoked, chatted and smoked as 

I wandered around the space looking at the odd collection of cards, clothes, junk and leftover dirt from 

whatever was there before.  Joffrey and I spied the hat at the same time, he plopped it on my head and 

declared that it made me voluptuous.  He bought it and I was now thin.  How could a hat change me 

that much?  I didn’t try to figure it out.  I did everything but sleep in that hat.  Joffrey tried to fuck me 

while I was wearing it but for some reason that’s where I drew the line.   

It went on like this for years, Joffrey keeping his small place on Catherine Street as I moved around the 

city as it moved from Bohemian to not.  Then he was gone.  Just gone.  I had some of his stuff, that stuff 

that was in a constant state of movement between his place and mine but now permanently landed in 

my place on Buttonwood.  It was hard to believe that he would leave without a word.  I never sensed a 

change, a dissatisfaction, an anything. 

As I grew older, I stayed on Buttonwood.  My time would probably end before Buttonwood became the 

latest hot spot.  There was never a replacement for Jeff, fuck him, I’d call him Jeff now, what was he 

going to do?  My friends got old, some moved on, a few stayed, a few were added.  We were an 

aberration in a changing city.  We weren’t the old ladies who originally lived there as we charged 

through each new neighborhood but we were old ladies none the less.  Young people only see young, 

old people see young and old.   

There were still galleries, there were still performance spaces, there were still restaurants, true 

restaurants not those corporate things.  I got into a Thursday night routine of dinner at a Café, not 



Judy’s, not fancy but interesting.  My old friend Britt and newer friend Sharon would join me.  Britt was 

my friend since the early days on Fitzwater.  Howard had rented a small apartment to us for 250 a 

month.  Britt was still there; Howard was long gone.  The years had not been kind to her.  It was hard to 

believe that she was ever hot.  Even if she was, it’s be hard to be hot with a cane.  I think if I have to get 

a cane I’ll get one that’s not so antiseptic.  Sharon was just there.   I still had other friends but they were 

caught up with their families or religion.  It’s odd how as you age the craziest of your friends find 

religion.   

It was another Thursday night, we were finishing dinner, Britt was reading something to me from her 

phone, Sharon was try to decipher her part of the bill which she would split three ways. 

And then there he was. 

 


