The 10th Couch
A couch is a sofa couched in a different term. Since living on my own in 1970 I have lived with 10 couches, each one chosen or rather purchased by someone else and each one inadequate to the needs of a six foot two inch male.

All the couches, until the last, were too small and uncomfortable. They were all designed for people in an actual upright sitting position with feet on the floor. In this position one could carry on clever conversation at a cocktail party, but pretty much nothing else. In my view couches are not made to sit on. They are made to lie on. And that’s the rub. The couch world doesn’t get it. Nor does the proper adult world. “Stop slouching. Sit up straight. Watch your posture.” All were present, spoken or unspoken, in the company of adults. Well, I am an adult now and can do whatever I want. I can slouch as much as I want, but only if I have the proper slouching equipment. Couches are for slouches.

My first couch was a small sectional from the garage of Dr. Bob and Shirley Plotkin. Dr. Bob was our pediatrician and he and Shirley were and are good family friends, so much so that they earned the honorary titles of “uncle” and “aunt.” I remember the day we went to their house to get the couch, which was stored in an unused garage off the lower part of their driveway. I remember thinking how odd it was that people had furniture they didn’t need. It seemed to me that once you had furniture, there was no need for more furniture. So why would you have furniture that was not being used? Somehow the couch got loaded into the back of a station wagon and driven up to my new apartment. I was a first year high school math teacher sharing an apartment with two other teachers. It seems I was the one who came up with most of the furniture. I can picture that apartment so clearly. What I remember most is lying on the wall to wall carpeted floor with my head propped against the couch listening to my new Harmon Kardon stereo system for which I had paid the outrageous price of $400. I could listen to Appalachian Spring by Aaron Copland and hear every single note of every instrument. But I was leaned up against the couch not lying on it because it was too small and uncomfortable to lie on it. 

My second couch is blurry in my mind. After teaching I lived in Boston, first in something like a commune and next in a two person apartment with a friend named Steve. I believe it was the same couch in both places, but I can’t remember where it came from. So couch number two made no impression on me. I’m sure it was inadequate or I would have remembered it. I was only there for 8 months anyway. 
Couch number three was in my first apartment in Baltimore which I shared with my friend Merle. It was a furnished apartment. The couch was one of those covered in clear plastic, so slippery that it was impossible to maintain any position without sliding sideways or down. Why sit on such a couch. My favorite place to sit in that apartment was this chair with very wide wooden arms, perfect for holding a dinner plate while watching television. I once put a big plate of spaghetti with tomato sauce on the arm of this chair and sat down catching the edge of the plate, flipping it up into the air so that it rotated perfectly and deposited the entire spaghetti dinner in my lap. If there were an Olympic competition for flipping a plate of spaghetti into your lap, this would have been a gold medal performance.
Couch number four was in Bobbe’s apartment. Her furniture was very formal and this couch was part of that genre. It is a rule of life that no formal furniture is ever comfortable. Formal furniture is intended to inspire appropriate behavior. Slouching is never appropriate behavior. Therefore it can be mathematically proven that formal furniture does not support slouching. Couch four made it to one other apartment, and two houses and was then replaced by

Couch number five. This must be the strangest couch of all. Bobbe and her mother decided that we needed a new couch to go in our new living room. This was a very large living room with a fire place and a big picture window at one end. Bobbe and her mother were accomplished proper ladies, and such people have proper couches. I decided that no matter what I said, it wouldn’t make the slightest difference, so I stayed out of the shopping and selection process. They came home one day and announced that they had picked out a couch and that it was being specially made for us with hand picked upholstery. I think Bobbe’s mother was paying for the couch as a gift which left even less room for my opinion. Now to set the scene, you must understand something about this house. Every room in the house had wall paper. And no two rooms had the same wall paper. And each wall paper pattern was energetic, that is to say it had a pattern that would not go easily with other patterns. What I can see clearly now is that this called for a couch with a solid color covering. What arrived was a couch covered in a fabric that can only be described as clown chic. It was an almost psycodelic diagonally zigzagged pattern of alternating colors that made the living room look like one big optical illusion. It was also another couch for sitting not lying let alone slouching. Any attempt to lie on it would render the lyee floorward. Thankfully this couch disappeared from my life.

Couch number six was in my new bachelor pad in a high rise apartment building in downtown Baltimore. It came from IKEA and was, for all intents and purposes, picked out by my sister Janet. Now Janet has impeccable taste and she was following my request that we pick out furniture that would appeal to the many single women I intended to bring to the apartment (Ha!). This set of specifications lead to the purchase of a black leather couch and matching chair. It looked great, and I’m sure would have appealed to the many hypothetical women who never saw it, but it was, once again, not wide enough or soft enough to lie on. When I moved to Santa Fe, couch and matching chair were both given to a good home.

In Santa Fe, couch number seven was Terry’s futon, one of those futons that doubles as a couch and bed. This was actually the closest I had yet come to a couch in which one could slouch. The problem was that once you laid down in this couch you couldn’t get up without assistance. It was like lying in a narrow ravine looking straight up. 

So we decided to get couch number eight. We weren’t looking to spend a lot of money and we found a very nice looking couch at American Home Furnishings for only $300. It was a light tan color and matched the living room perfectly. I laid down on it in the store and thought it would work. For some reason when it arrived in our actual living room, it turned out to be a couch with the following characteristic: If you laid down on it both you and the cushions would fall on the floor. We put up with this for a while, until we decided that we needed an upgrade.
Terry paid for couch number nine, so she had the most to say about what it would be. It turned out to be a very nice sleeper sofa, but like all its compatriots, it was much too narrow. I eventually figured out how to lie on this couch by pulling the cushions out so they shot out like an overhang over the front edge. While this made the couch wide enough it also made it very unstable. It was easy to fall off especially while trying to get up.
So we come at last to the tenth couch. We finally decided that our eclectic collection of living room furniture, descended from our many previous lifetimes, had to be replaced in its entirety. We found the perfect set of furniture, which included, finally, a couch long enough and wide enough for me to lie down on without falling off! We bought it, along with new tables and lamps, and it was delivered right after Christmas. It took 58 years, but I finally had a couch that I actually wanted. I love this couch. I lie on it, slouch on it, and sleep on it with willful abandon. The beast lies not 20 feet from where I now sit, and it’s calling me. I think, having finished this essay, I will go lie down.
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