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Before September
Dan White

¹?M�JM\\MZ�TIa�Wٺ�\PM�PIZL�[\]ٺ�º�[]OOM[\ML�Ua�OWWL�TILa��¹AW]�SVW_�PW_�aW]�OM\�_PMV�aW]¼ZM�
LZQVSQVO�\PI\�º
¹:QOP\��4M\¼[�OW�_Q\P�\PM�_QVM�º
 —Bukowski, Hollywood
—————— 
 The rain had stopped, earlier—well stopped perhaps too generous, it had 
never actually rained to begin with. Rather the streaked-grey skies had hinted 
_Q\P�I�_PQ[XMZ��XZWUQ[QVO�[WUM\PQVO�IJW]\�UWQ[\]ZM��J]\�Q\�_I[�WVTa�I�JT]ٺ��
really, and you could tell by the pause in the wind’s breath that there was no 
substance behind the threat. And now the breeze ambled in through the doorway 
at an even more gradual rate than the pace of  conversation, pretending to refresh 
the octogenarian bar without putting any actual work towards it. It was early 
afternoon, probably, although this was only a guess; the establishment had around 
longer enough to know the danger that clocks presented, and never kept them 
visible. The woman was wearing a white shirt, not an ordinary, simple-to-make-
[MV[M�WN �SQVL�WN �[PQZ\��J]\�WVM�WN �\PW[M�[PQZ\[�\PI\�PIVO[�QV�WVTa�XIZ\QITTa�LMÅV-
able ways somewhere around the shoulders, with minuscule hemlines running 
around the neck and short, abbreviated sleeves. He thought it looked nice on her, 
especially seeing as it was, after all, only a white shirt. In any event, the garment 
did what it could, and that was more than most did, really. 
 They’d been sitting there for some length of  time, that much was certain, but 
PM�_I[V¼\�ZMITTa�[]ZM�WN �IVa\PQVO�UWZM�[XMKQÅK�\PIV�\PI\��<PMZM�_I[�I�XWWT�\IJTM�
QV�\PM�KMV\MZ�WN �\PM�ÆWWZ��J]\�VW\�KMV\ZITTa�TWKI\ML�QV�\PM�_Ia�\PI\�JIZ[�VW_ILIa[�
set things up; the tables were arraigned in no way ‘towards’ or ‘around’ the table, 
rather the table was there, right where it was, and everything else had sort of  
fallen in around it, at some hazy, earlier time when drinks had fewer adjectives 
and the music fewer abbreviations. He was wearing one of  those buttoned-down 
shirts that the men wear when they are trying to place themselves somewhere 
JM\_MMV�WXMVTa�QVLQٺMZMV\�IVL�ZMITTa�UISQVO�IV�MٺWZ\��J]\�Q\�_WZSML�NWZ�PQU��[PM�
\PW]OP\��IVa_Ia��1V�NIK\��[PM�VW\ML�JZQMÆa��QV�\PM�UWV\P�WZ�\_W�WZ�[W�\PI\�\PMa¼L�
JMMV�[Q\\QVO�\WOM\PMZ�IZW]VL�\IJTM[��PM¼L�ITUW[\¸LMÅVQ\MTa'¸WVTa�_WZV�[PQZ\[�WN �
that varietal. She made a note to think about that later.  
  Her hair was doing that thing it’d been doing lately that really bothered her, 
and now one strand hung down around her face like an incessant puppy scratch-
ing its way across the polished linoleum of  an under-used kitchen. She’d been 
meaning to get it trimmed again for some time now. She had to renew the blonde 
soon anyway, not that she’d ever given too much worry to that. Actually, she had 
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been loosely planning to that afternoon, before he’d called with news about an 
early departure for work and request for an idle afternoon beer. She was happier 
with the course of  the afternoon now, but hoped she wouldn’t forget to reschedule 
the appointment soon. 
 He’d lied, earlier, about the afternoon. Well, not exactly lied, but rather let on 
that the news was fresh at the time he imparted it. In fact he’d known he would 
PI^M�\PM�IN\MZVWWV�Wٺ�NWZ�W^MZ�I�_MMS��J]\�\PMa¼L�R][\�[MMV�MIKP�W\PMZ�\PM�LIa�
before yesterday, and for some reason he felt more...secure, perhaps, in calling up 
‘out of  the blue’ with an impromptu invitation, as opposed to asking to plan 
something out in advance. They were nearing the point in which such things 
wouldn’t have to be thought about so much, he knew, but they weren’t quite there 
aM\��0M�PIL�VM^MZ�JMMV�WVM�\W�TIKS�NWZ�KWVÅLMVKM��IVL�PM�_I[�[]ZM�\PI\�VW\PQVO�
had changed, but with her everything was higher pitched, elevated in a way that 
made him think twice about things he hadn’t before. 
 She was surprised, in a way, about how infrequently found herself  sec-
ond-guessing herself  so far, how much she’d let herself  simply go along with it all, 
without thinking about what it all meant. In the past she had always ended up 
trying to be some particular and focused version of  herself, a her that was catered 
to the possible proclivities of  a potential date. It wasn’t something that she ever 
ZMITQbML�QV�\PM�UWUMV\]U��WVTa�IN\MZ_IZL��IN\MZ�\PQVO[�PIL�ÅbbTML�WZ�LQML�LW_V�
or I’ve just been so busy lately. It was only then that she would look back and 
realize that she had, without ever planning to, spent arduous half  hours before a 
dinner or a meeting at a bar thinking very intently about wardrobes and hair-
styles, topics of  conversation and how exactly she should frame her profession in 
a way that seemed the most adult-yet-still-fun. Carving out small principalities 
_Q\PQV�\PM�^I[\�\MZZQ\WZa�WN �PMZ�XMZ[WVITQ\a�\W�WٺMZ�]X�NWZ�\W]Z��\W�[Ia�»aM[�\PQ[�Q[�
exactly how much of  me I assume you’d like to meet, at this precise time in this 
]VLMÅVML�[\ZQVO�WN �LI\M[�_M¼̂ M�JMMV�WV�\PI\�1�LWV¼\�PI^M�\PM�VMZ^M�\W�KITT�LI\QVO¼��
It was this ongoing routine of  self-self-appropriation that she realized had been 
missing now, this time, with him. It was working rather well. Besides, she knew he 
liked her; besides his having more or less said just that, she knew. But of  course 
that was nothing new, a lot of  people liked her, in varying degrees and towards 
varying ends. What was new was her growing certainty that he liked a full and 
]VÅT\MZML�^MZ[QWV�WN �PMZ��I�PMZ�\PI\�PILV¼\�JMMV�[XMVLQVO�M^MZa�UWUMV\�_Q\P�PQU�
constantly evaluating what she was presenting. That was new, and it was wel-
come. 
� 0M¼L�ÅVQ[PML�PQ[�JW\\TM�WN �JMMZ�I�NM_�UQV]\M[�IOW�J]\�PM¼L�_IQ\ML��VW\�
wanting to break up the pleasant subset of  conversation, and carried on with it 
for a while, in that way people have of  semi-consciously speeding up towards the 
chapter break in their dialogue in order to both A) get there and B) avoid waiting 
too long to do so. He was enjoying this conversation just as much as practically all 
the others they’d had; what he enjoyed most about them, it had occurred to him 
\PM�W\PMZ�LIa��_I[�\PI\�NWZ�\PM�UW[\�XIZ\��Å^M�UQV]\M[�IN\MZ�\PMa�_W]TL�[\WX�
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talking, he wouldn’t be able to say what it was they’d discussed. He liked this. He 
also noticed that they’d skipped over the ceremonial exchange of  biographies on 
\PMQZ�ÅZ[\�LI\M��\W�\PM�MٺMK\�\PI\�PM�VW_�WVTa�PIL�I�^IO]M�VW\QWV�WN �PMZ�RWJ�WZ�\PM�
members of  her immediate family. He did know, however, that she’d traveled to 
only three states but seven countries, she always read the last chapter of  a novel 
before starting from the beginning, and that they apparently shared a deep 
IٻVQ\a�NWZ�J]\\WV�LW_V�[PQZ\[��0M�TQSML�\PI\�\PMa�_MZM�[SQXXQVO�[\MX[��PM�TQSML�
even more than they’d done so without trying, and as he smiled at her, waiting for 
her latest story to end, he liked that he was in no rush for it to happen. When they 
ZMIKPML�\PM�T]TT�PM�XI][ML�I�JMI\�IVL�\WWS�Q\��I[SQVO�_Q\P�IV�M`\MVLML�ZQ[M�Wٺ�PQ[�
barstool whether she’d like another. It was a question asked only from routine, 
and he hadn’t really noticed he’d asked it until he already had. She did, of  course. 
He nodded softly, easily, in a cool manner that disputed the lack of  air condition-
QVO��<PI\�W]\_IZL�[MTN�I[[]ZIVKM�\PI\�P]VO�IZW]VL�PQU��\PI\�[PM¼L�VW\QKML�ÅZ[\��
and the novelty hadn’t faded. 
 The scan of  the room she made as he walked over towards the bar in that 
MI[a��X]ZXW[ML�OIQ\�_I[�PMZ�ÅZ[\�[QVKM�\PMa¼L�IZZQ^ML��1\�_I[�LWVM�Y]QKSTa¸\PMZM�
was not much to see—and yet it comforted her, the fact that it all seemed too 
standard and ordinary, almost dull, them sitting at this bar on an increasingly 
stagnant afternoon, as if  it could happen again and again, so long as there were 
mediocre lagers left in the cooler. It was a feeling that this…thing, whatever it was 
\PI\�[PM�LQLV¼\�Y]Q\M�aM\�_IV\�\W�LMÅVM��KW]TL�PI^M�XMZUIVMVKM��KW]TL�JM�ZMIT��
and it was a feeling she welcomed. She’d long held on to a loose idea that she 
wasn’t like everyone else in all the ways she wanted to be—unconcerned, self-as-
sured, tall—and was identical to them in all the ways she didn’t—scatterbrained, 
poor at parallel parking, unsure of  exact career path. But as he got up to get 
IVW\PMZ�ZW]VL�WN �JMMZ[��PM�WٺMZML�I�[UQTM�_PQKP�LZWXXML�\PW[M�_WZZQM[�W]\�WN �
NWK][��8T][��PM�IT_Ia[�WٺMZML�\W�LZQ^M� 
� <PM�JIZ�_I[�[WUM\PQVO�R][\�[Pa�WN �QVLQٺMZMV\�IJW]\�Q\[�XI\ZWV[�QV�I�NIUQTQIZ�
way he’d always enjoyed, but now he’d really just rather get his beers and return 
to his conversation, thank you. He leaned over the railing, meaning impossible to 
misinterpret, and idly watched the highlights on the TV above him. He glanced 
back over his shoulder, just missing her as she turned back from him and he 
thought that if  this had been a movie their eyes would have met. It seemed to 
sum it up for him, and he as he found himself  smiling he realized he was happy 
that they had imperfections. 
  She hadn’t mentioned much about him to her friends, but she knew this was 
OWWL��;PM�PIL�IT_Ia[�OWVM�\WW�Y]QKSTa�_Q\P�\PI\��ÅTTQVO�M^MZaWVM�QV��XTI[\MZQVO�
over whatever cracks lay in the cheap foundation of  her and whatever guy. 
.WZKM�NMMLQVO�[MZQW][VM[[��*]\�Q\�_I[�LQٺMZMV\�VW_#�[PM�LQLV¼\¼�NMMT�\PM�VMML��QV�
fact it hadn’t really occurred to her. Everything had happened so organically that 
Q\�[MMUML�I[�QN �\MTTQVO�PMZ�NZQMVL[�_W]TL�JM�ITUW[\�[]XMZÆ]W][��M`XTIQVQVO�I�
SVW_V�IVL�OQ^MV�NIK\��I�[\I\M�WN �\PQVO[��.WZ�\PM�ÅZ[\�\QUM�PMZ�TIKS�WN �KWVKMZV�
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didn’t concern her, and she laughed and shook her head and brushed the hair out 
of  her eyes. 
 It was getting later now, all of  sudden, as if  the hands of  the nonexistent 
clock had loosed ever-so-slightly the moorings and sped up a bit. Perhaps the 
reason was something ethereal, romantic, an antiquated notion of  gravitas 
forcing its way into a moment and imbuing it with feeling; perhaps it was only a 
passing cloud. He’d thought he’d saw someone he knew, earlier, as he’d been 
pointedly not looking for a few moments. He was happy he was wrong—it was a 
little too early for knowing people, even though he really wouldn’t mind. He 
assumed she would, and immediately after felt guilty for the assumption. It was 
one of  the happenstances of  his mind that he wanted to share with her as soon as 
it passed, but he didn’t, of  course. Far too hard to explain. But he was certain that 
[PM�_W]TL�]VLMZ[\IVL��IVL�PM�_I[�[I\Q[ÅML�_Q\P�\PI\��NWZ�VW_��0M�WٺMZML�I�Y]QKS��
perfunctory assent to add the beers to his tab and turned back toward the—
their—table, stepping around an ancient whiskey drinker at the jukebox as his 
face fell into a smile. 
 She returned it and thanked him while doing so, having felt him over her 
shoulder before seeing him. He resumed his seat and tried again to tame the 
bucking table, to no avail. The street outside was picking up steam now, like a 
locomotive of  yesteryear, building up enough originality and rushed meaning to 
keep up with the approaching evening. There was a bus stop just beyond the 
_QVLW_��IT\PW]OP�KTW]LML�Ja�QVLQٺMZMVKM�IVL�\PM�U]\]IT�PI\ZML�JM\_MMV�\PM�
glass and any bottle of  Pledge. She could see the people sitting on the neglected 
JMVKP��IVL�IV�WTL�_WUIV�TILMV�_Q\P�[PWXXQVO�JIO[��;PM�JZQMÆa�_WVLMZML�_PMZM�
the woman could possibly be going, before she snapped herself  out of  it and 
returned to the present, silently admonishing her preoccupation, as in days gone 
by. But he hadn’t seemed to notice at all, rather when she turned she saw he’d 
been watching her, grinning again, but a look that was meant to let her in on it 
too, and she relaxed a bit and took a drink. It was still early, after all.  
 The Budweiser had joined them at the table now; it had always surprised him 
R][\�PW_�MٺMK\Q^M�Q\�KW]TL�JM¸PM�\MVLML�\W�NWZOM\�\PI\�\PMZM�_I[�I�N]TT�ÅN\P�
percent lurking behind that cheap red label. He was happy now without thinking 
about it, buzzing along with the dawdling afternoon and the beer and the expres-
sive, semi-blonde her across from him, animated and welcoming and very pres-
ent. He was almost too content in this sliver of  now, what did they call it, Out 
Over Your Skis, and he halfheartedly tried to remind himself  of  that. But it’s 
hard to convince yourself  of  something that you’ve little belief  and less interest 
in, and so he didn’t put up much spirit in the resistance. He got the feeling he 
wasn’t alone, in that.  
 Beginning with the more planned venture the other day, they’d begun to 
notice—independently and, for now, separately—that their conversations were 
beginning to merge in that way that happens after some amount of  time, like the 
KWVÆ]MVKM�WN �\_W�PMIL[\ZWVO�ZQ^MZ[��IVL�\PM�\ITS[�KW]TL�[PQN\�VW_�NZWU�VIZZI\Q^M�
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to reminisces. It was as noticeable as it was subtle, and seemed to change the air 
IZW]VL�\PMU��I[�QN �Q\¼L�JMMV�ÅT\MZML�\PZW]OP�I�[KZMMV�Å\\ML�NWZ�QV[MK]ZQ\QM[��0M�
adjusted the third button on his shirt, at once focused and absentminded, but 
without taking his eyes from across the table. She thought again that he looked at 
her in a more real way than anyone she’d met, and then she thought that if  she 
was thinking something like that, she must feeling the beer.    
 They sat there, letting the conversation and the bar and the afternoon go on 
around them, trying not to think too much, sipping their beers in order to both 
I[[Q[\�IVL�PWTL�JIKS�\PI\�MٺWZ\��1\�_I[�\PM�TI\M�IN\MZVWWV��VW_��IVL�Q\�[MMUML�^MZa�
important that the evening not arrive for a while yet. She laughed at some cheap 
joke of  his, one that was only a touch less humorous than she’d made it out to be, 
although they both knew it. Not that that was a bad thing, he thought. 
 Later, perhaps, they’d sit together in the mornings, waiting for the dallying 
[]V�IVL�I\\MVLIV\�KWٺMM�UISMZ�\W�KWUM�\W�TQNM��I\�I�\QUM�_PMV�\PM�LIa[�_MZMV¼\�
quite as vibrant as they were now. That, she thought, might come—would 
probably come, she supposed—but if  it did it would be later; for now it wasn’t 
really visible, some elusive potential future that hinted at far more than it prom-
ised. For now, it was still the summer, late though it was, and there were still far 
too many happy and upsetting and complex things to do before the days lost all 
their length and nonchalance. The street picked up in noise again, now with 
more permanence, as she neared the end of  her latest beer. She waited for the 
cacophony to quiet down a bit and then refocused her attention on her compan-
QWV�IKZW[[�\PM�\IJTM��0M�_I[�_MIZQVO�WVM�WN �\PM�UIVa�UMLQ]U�ZIZM��]VIٺMK\ML�
expressions he seemed to carry around with him at all times, and she returned a 
smile and the noise from the street gave up and faded away. The sun was slipping 
TW_MZ�VW_��IVL�\PM�JIZ�ÅTTQVO�]X�_Q\P�VM_�XMWXTM��PIZLMZ�IVL�UWZM�LM\MZUQVML�
than they were, and so they decided to go, to head out into the rising twilight, to 
meet all the evenings of  their days.   


