Leaded silence

Leeba was tall and so endowed that it really took one’s breath away. All laughter and such a sex appeal that she could melt glaciers and cause a second flood. Particularly her measurements defied, twenty years prior to silicone, one physical law - gravity. And mainly, she was a part of the gang. Ours, of course. We were a rambunctious bunch and kept trying to forget the grayness and paranoia of communism by heavy beer drinking and singing with guitars. Leeba drank all of us tough, dashing guys under the table. She was a buddy, come rain come shine. In the spring of ‘69 we were strolling on Wenceslas Square. Even though we didn’t date, we were holding hands and I brought her one red and two white carnations. I was a bonehead then and didn’t want to “share” her with my buddies, but except smooching, she didn’t do that. She relished our lusty dreams about her, but she wasn’t a groupie. We headed slowly toward the Museum at the top, when we spotted the horseshoe-shaped cordon of cops under the sidewalk on both sides of the Wenceslas statue and under the Museum. Between them and the buildings was a scowling crowd, because last night all the flowers, wreaths and posters in memoriam of Jan Palach - the young student who burned himself alive that January in protest of the ignoble Soviet invasion - were taken away again from the statue. The statue of Wenceslas was stuck within this horseshoe like a nail. I gently pulled from Leeba’s hand the red carnation and walked over and through the middle of the opening in the horseshoe into the “epicenter of no man’s land”, slowly moving up through the charged void toward the monument. The cops were facing the crowd and even the people in it noticed me only gradually. Except for an occasional cheer, the crowd was pored over by a leaded silence filled with tense awaiting. The pounding of my heart in my throat felt like a church bell; it occurred to the cops to turn only after I reached the pedestal of the monument. I was moving outside of time and space. None of the cops yelled at, or ran toward me. I solemnly put down the flower on the empty, polished pedestal and then stepped between two cops back into the clamoring crowd. Leeba’s eyes were glistening like diamonds. She pressed herself snugly against me and gave me a kiss that went through the marrow of my bones. I felt like a king. 

