PAGE  
5

Venera Di Bella Barles

12810 Sunrise Dr. NE

Bainbridge Island, WA 98110

(206) 842-5424

venerabarles@blarg.net
Word Count:  1375
The Editors
The Threepenny Review
PO Box 9131
Berkeley, CA 94709
Vivaldi and the Seasonings

Well, Maestro Vivaldi, it was quite an afternoon.
Little did you know that during the presentation of your great work, Le Quattro Stagioni The Four Seasons, I would be in the audience, having a meltdown?
My cluttered and dispirited mind needed this weekend away from home. Most women experience the joy of the holidays as a mixed bag of pleasure and misery. Ach! Mine was a test of the little faith I had left. The artificial Christmas tree and ornaments were down, but everything else was up in the air.
In the midst of having my kitchen and two bathrooms painted and doing the final revisions on my novel, the vacuum cleaner suddenly died in my cleaning gal’s hands. The ice water in the refrigerator parted ways with its pipe and flooded the kitchen. The loaded freezer in the garage unexpectedly ceased working and the melting lamb, beef and lasagna became one as they slid to the bottom. While in the cellar, the extra-large, 1973 hot water heater, sprang a leak. Regrettably, we built a room over the major cellar door, so now it took an engineer to figure out how to remove the 32 inch wide, old tank through the only other basement door that measured 24 inches.

My husband aged before my eyes.

I envisioned a bulldozer cutting a path through my castle. What a nice touch.
Two of my younger women friends had designed a spectacular day in the city and were compassionate enough to ask me to join them--they understood mal-functioning when they saw it. We were all overdue for a day of shopping, eating and high culture.
Our tickets for the Vivaldi performance at Seattle’s Benaroya Hall were for a two o’clock matinee. We made some hot buys in the morning shopping run, things that I could normally find for less in my el cheapo stores. Our pace was steady. Thankfully, I remembered to wear sensible shoes since my swollen gout toe wouldn’t fit into anything else. We even talked one of the gals into buying a fabulous expensive purse, reasoning it could cover three gifts; for Valentine’s, Mother’s Day and her birthday.
Since it takes an immense amount of work to keep weight on, we decided to grab a substantial lunch instead of breakfast. An upscale Thai restaurant in the mall filled our needs.  I selected my favorite, Phad Thai, that wonderful highly seasoned noodle dish loaded with pork, nuts, bean sprouts, green onions and other hidden goodies. I never get too far from pasta if I can help it.
When we finished, we dashed to the symphony hall a few blocks away, and I need not tell you what it is like for a non-walker to walk fast with a belly filled with Phad Thai and an engorged big toe. Excited, I knew the concert would appease the inner domestic tumult threatening my sanity. Vivaldi and I go back a long time. I listen to his music while I write or take a nap on the sofa with the dog.
Once we found our seats, I realized that we were surrounded with a group of other friends, husbands and wives, who, as a group, had bought season tickets for the symphonies. They all looked relaxed and content. A sense of jealousy seized me. How do people manage to fake their lives so well? Maybe a little of their bearing would rub off on me.
Naturally, it is never cool enough for me in theaters or in many buildings. I felt claustrophobic and an overwhelming lack of air circulation. I removed a wool jacket that threatened to boil me for the afternoon. I also endure a broken inner thermostat. Oh, the wonderful process of rotting youth.
The concert started--then stopped. Had I listened to my friends or read the brochure I would have known what was about to occur. Before he played the four concertos, our Bolivian-born guest conductor and violinist, took each of them and read the explanatory sonnets attributed to Vivaldi. Thank goodness he played the violin better than he could read. Following the intermission, the Bolivian and the orchestra played the entire work without interruption.
After fifteen minutes of sitting still, my stomach lost its intestinal fortitude. It began to gurgle and flop, so I pushed the left side of my abdomen and rearranged whatever disagreement was about to happen. As I sat there I was unexpectedly aware of the reeking odor of onions, the smell when someone has just carried in a bag of hamburgers. The aroma was so distracting, that I lost the details of part of Mr. Vivaldi’s ‘Summer’. As a matter of fact, several things were happening. My wool jacket and brochure insisted on sliding off my slippery polyester pants, and as I would bend over to retrieve them from the floor, the stink of onions became powerful.  I was suspicious and appalled that someone would dare to cross the line of propriety and bring their lunch. Maybe the bag was under their seat!
By this time my body’s fidgeting restless legs syndrome became more erratic and I realized I had not taken my meds to control my RLS. That meant if I didn’t down those suckers pretty fast the next few hours were going to see a symphony of movements of a different sort. So now I had a body with twitches and uncontrollable moves, a belly with visiting relatives, and of course the lurking onions. I tried to sit still, but the sensuous, sleep-provoking violins combined with the fermenting noodles kicked in my somnambulism. My head began to nod and I fell back in the arms of Morpheus. When I snored, my friend on the right jabbed my side and brought me awake. I smiled meekly at the lady to my left.
“Sorry.” I said.
She smiled. “I heard you.”
Lovely, I thought. She probably thinks the onions are from me also. And with my flailing limbs, she’s liable to receive an unexpected thump on the leg.
Distractions prevailed. I obsessed about the odorous onion. At that point, I checked my armpits to make sure my five-day deodorant pad hadn’t failed. I reached into my blouse and put a hand under each armpit—I gave it the nose test, and by God it wasn’t me. But as the heat of the auditorium accumulated, one of my menopausal female friends thankfully whipped out her fan, and began fanning the two of us.
The onion whiff was getting stronger. The conductor was into Mr. V’s ‘Autumn’ and the dozing, the onion, the throbbing and budding big toe, the movement of legs and body parts and the exotic belly sounds all added to a disconcerting afternoon.
The Adagio molto played and the conductor read:
The singing and the dancing die away
As cooling breezes fan the pleasant air, inviting all to sleep without a care
Right. I can do that.
Intermission.

Molto bene. Most of the listeners sprang out of their seats and moved to the lobby. Some slugged down strong smelling coffee, while others went for wine to help their nap. I stood by my chair trying to stretch and move my legs. But I kept one eye out for the unaccountable bag with the burgers.
One of my bright, fine, women friends handed out chocolate covered espresso beans. I downed three immediately, hoping the caffeine would kick in by the time Vivaldi came back to awaken our Baroque souls.
The little coffee bombs helped—now I was at least awake, but wired. The break helped. Now if I could just control my legs from their spastic moves.
La primavera “Spring” started. All was good. 
Damn, where the hell is that goddamn onion—it’s getting stronger! Maybe it’s in my nose.
I blew my nose--nothing.

The jacket and the brochure slid off my lap again. I bent to pick it up and my snout was in line with my chest. I sat up and looked down my blouse. The bassoonist was playing the Concerto in A minor Larghetto.
What the hell?
Finally the source of my torment--there it was!

A lovely green scallion and a bean sprout were nestled and cooking in my cleavage.
