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flask in his glove box. He keeps a flask in his car for emergencies. When 
his father was away on sales trips, Jack’s mother used to crawl into his 
bed, her soft breasts under the thin night shirt pressed against his shoulder 
blades, her long legs wrapped around his shorter ones. She slept at once, 
but his erection kept him awake, even when he was quite small.
	 Something Joanne already knows: In Amsterdam, after a few hours in 
the coffee shops, she encouraged Jack to try one of the window whores, 
the French-looking one with the rough dark hair, black stilettos, and pink 
and white scarf. There were tiny raised welts on the backs of her thighs. 
Jack thought they were bug bites. 
	 Later, when he told Joanne, she said, “Maybe she cuts herself.” She 
said, “Now that you’ve sinned, I can too.”
	 Now that Kaz has made his move, he rides like a demon, forging a 
canyon between himself and the herd. The two leaders in blue and green 
jerseys keep looking over their shoulders as if hoping to ward him off, 
but their concern only seems to spur him on. Kaz seizes the final stretch 
through town, his red jersey taking the finish line seconds before the blue 
and green. 
	 Jack’s forehead drops into his hands. Tears burn his throat. He feels 
Joanne’s slick hand cup the back of his neck.
	 He used to hold the window whore against Joanne, resent her for 
tricking him by setting a test he’d be sure to fail, but maybe she’d simply 
been offering a gift, having seen that the girl was not just another pretty 
object in a window, but a pink and white memory Jack longed to chase 
time after. Then she’d masked her generosity to make him feel less mean, 
claiming tit for tat, a debt she has never called in, as far as he knows. 
	 “This house is making me unhappy,” Joanne says. “If we sell, we can 
invest the money and go to France for a year, then buy a condo downtown 
when the market’s cooled.”
	 Jack wants to say no, wants to keep denying her the things on his list of 
her longings, because that’s the only power he’s ever been able to wield. 
With his first wife too. And his son. But denial has always flown back at 
him—useless, broken. 
	 He raises his head and nods, transfixed by the image of Kaz sailing 
through the crowd, holding up two triumphant hands.
	
	 	 		 	       

How to Coach Soccer to Five-year-olds
MICHELLE BARKER

Show them which goal is theirs
and which goal
they’re supposed to score in

show them the ball
and how to kick it

tie their cleats
when the laces come undone

let them stop
in the middle of the game
to chase a butterfly
or watch the moon rise

laugh when they roll on the grass
like puppies

cheer if they score
cheer if they don’t

ignore chastising parents
who still haven’t washed
the smell of victory
off their old high school uniforms

remember the kids are here to play
but that most of the time
soccer is beside the point.


