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LAST OF THE ZACHARYS: THEME SONG
Midnight dancers
Necromancers
The beat of a drum
The innocent strum of desire
Faceless Strangers
Ancient conquerors
Ghosts of the past
Innocents cast in the fire
You take your love to Party Point
A stranger comes to blow the joint
The ancient madness reappears
The stranger’s face is never clear…
You rise, you fall
One day you’ll show them all
That you’re the Last of the Zacharys
One son, one chance
One last cosmic dance
When you’re the Last of the Zacharys
You make your last stand
In the heartless heartland
Where wrongheaded fools
Don feathers and jewels for days
But you just love it
And float above it
Effortlessly through the blaze
The girl who loved you on her knees
The ecstasy, the planted seeds
A tumbler of Almighty Jack
The ancient demons pull you back
You rise, you fall
One day you’ll show them all
That you’re the Last of the Zacharys
One son, one chance
One last cosmic dance
When you’re the Last of the Zacharys
The Cracker and his iron bars
The wasted dancers, blues guitars
Each no name worth a thousand stars
Someday
You’ll travel to the mystic heart
The ghostly regions some call art
But for now this is just the start
Of one day, one day…
You rise, you fall
One day you’ll show them all
That you’re the Last of the Zacharys
One son, one chance
One last cosmic dance
When you’re the Last of the Zacharys
Last of the Zacharys
“The pale faces are masters of the earth,
and the time of the redmen has not yet come again…”
–– James Fenimore Cooper, Last of the Mohicans
Grand Island, Illinois, Sometime in the Last Half of the Last Century…
Grand Island isn’t grand and it isn’t an island. It’s a quaint town that festers, like a zit, on the coast of Illinois, along the only stretch of the Mighty Mississippi River that runs east and west, near its confluence with the lowly River Mudd.
If you were rich and white enough to live on the great hill of Grand Island, you lorded over the white trash who lived in the trailer parks along the flood plain of the Mudd, and the black trash who lived at the base of the hill in the ghetto called the “West End,” suffering their acquaintance only insofar as they could be exploited for fun and profit. And so it was that Jay Allen Zachary, only child of Alice and Jules Arthur Zachary, and last remaining heir of the oldest and wealthiest white family in town, came to know Mattie Lizette Armstrong, the nubile Nubian daughter of the Zachary’s long-suffering domestic wage slave, Bertrella Armstrong.
Jaz, as he was known to his fellow juniors at Grand Island High, found Mattie’s velvety chocolate skin and bouncy bubble bottom to be irresistible, and used her frequent visits to Zachary Manor to engage the hapless temptress in a sustained campaign of seduction, deploying, with skill and precision, the full range of weapons in his adolescent arsenal: his ice-gray eyes, full lips, and arresting smile; his disarming sense of humor, enhanced by beer and marijuana; and finally, his “doomsday device,” meaning his burgeoning talents as a singer-songwriter. For Jaz was blessed with a mellifluous singing voice, and a knack for catchy tunes and clever turns of phrase. This, coupled with his parents’ unequivocal disdain for his musical talent, inspired him to pursue his art with vigor, especially in the pursuit of hot teenage ass.
One afternoon, after luring Mattie to the shade of an ancient oak tree at the edge of his family’s sprawling estate, and plying her with a six-pack of cold ones and the promise of a tune, it appeared to Jaz that his relentless pursuit of his “Double Chocolate Lolita” was poised to bear fruit. In fact, Jaz had barely sung Mattie one verse and half a chorus of his latest love song, “Oh, Mattie,” which he had crafted in a modular, non-rhyming fashion so as to allow instant “on-the-fly” interchange of any girl’s name into the title, when she ripped his guitar out of his hands, whipped off her miniscule mall-bought halter top, and devoured his tongue like a ravenous puppy a delicious jerky chew toy…
Oh Mattie
Writes her novel in my bed
Boy meets girl
And boy loses his head…
“Oh Jaz!” she cried, before diving again into the deep passion pool of their saliva.
Man, this music stuff really does the trick, he mused, as he rolled her onto her back, grasped a fresh baked b-cupcake in one hand, and grappled with the zipper of her short shorts with the other. He was mere millimeters away from her silky virgin vulva when another cry came from the porch steps of his family’s immaculate three-story faux-Jeffersonian manse…
“OH, JAZ!!!!”
“Oh, for God’s sake,” said Jaz, extracting his bruised licker from Mattie’s determined suck hold, and adjusting his erection.
“Ignore her,” said Mattie, grabbing hold of said boner.
“You don’t know my mother,” said Jaz, prying her fingers off his crotch and giving her a firm pinch on the ass.
“Ouch!”
“Sorry, baby. I’ll meet you back here same time tomorrow. I promise.”
Mattie shook the grass off her halter top and slipped it over her newly-hickied neck.
“How do you know I’ll show? Maybe my momma won’t need no help tomorrow. Maybe I’ll just take my lovin’ on down the hill where it belongs.”
“Maybe you will,” said Jaz. “But then you’re never gonna hear the rest of your song, and I might just have to shrink up and die, a broken hearted troubadour felled by love’s errant arrow.”
“Oh, Jaz…”
“Besides, how many other girls in Grand Island can say they got their own song?”
This prompted a final breathless bout of lugubrious sucking, until…
“OH, JAAAAAAZZZZZZZZZZZ!!!!”
“Later, baby!”
Jaz hid his guitar into the hollow of the oak, grabbed his book bag, and ran the rest of the way home.
“Where have you been?” demanded Alice Zachary, from atop the porch stairs. “Out stalking poor blacks girl again?”
“Not black girls, Mother. Black squirrels. I bagged Daddy a nice fat one for his collection — clean through the heart with my slingshot.”
Jaz reached into his book bag and produced, like a magician from a top hat, a sorry, lifeless rodent by the tail.
Pride washed over her face like a sunrise.
“She’s a beauty, Son. Your father will be so pleased. Run inside and show him straightaway.”
Jaz entered the cavernous foyer of his ancestral home and strolled into his daddy’s study, which was stuffed with books, family photos and an assortment of lifeless critters in varying states of suspended deanimation. Each had been prepped and mounted by the elder Zachary with such care and flair as to appear more alive than dead — save for the empty reflective glare of their glassy eyeballs.
“There you are,” said Jules, setting down the latest issue of Taxidermal Trends and admiring his son with affection. “Your mother and I were wondering when you might grace us with your presence.”
“Speaking of presents, look what I’ve brought you.”
Jaz laid out his latest kill. Jules nearly gasped with joy.
“Magnificent,” he said, pulling a measuring tape from his top drawer. “Twenty-three and three-quarters inches from stem to stern. And look at that color.” Jules applied a natural bristle brush to the creature’s tail, like a mother primping her child’s silken locks. “I haven’t seen a deeper shade of black cherry ebony for years. Where did you find her?”
“Her?”
“How else do you think she got so fat? This little baby was gonna be a momma.”
“I just figured she ate a lot of acorns.”
“I’m sure she did plenty of that, too,” said Jules, slicing open her belly and squeezing out four gooey pink pellets onto his desktop. “She had quite a brood on the way.”
“Gross!”
“Don’t feel bad, Son. In one fell swoop, you’ve given me a wonderful new subject for my experiments in post-modern taxidermy, and reduced our local rodent infestation. Truth is, I couldn’t be more proud, and, to be honest, relieved.”
“Relieved?”
“That you’re devoting your time and energies to healthy, constructive pursuits, and not wasting your youth playing guitar, writing songs, and the like. You know how much your mother and I disapprove of such frivolous and, dare I say, masturbatory wastes of your precious life essence.”
“Gosh, Daddy, when you smashed my old acoustic into a thousand pieces and reduced it to a smoldering pile of ash in the grand fireplace, I kind of got the message.”
“Perhaps that was a bit of an over-reaction. But we all know it was in your best interests, not to mention the best interests of our clan. A career in the arts is no proper future for a Zachary, especially not for you — the last, best, and final hope for our family.”
Despite the success of his black squirrel subterfuge, Jaz knew it was only a matter of time before his parents grew wise to his continuing obsession with music. So he set out to conquer their objections once and for all by conquering the musical hearts and minds of his classmates at the annual Grand Island High School Talent Jubilee. After all, he figured, what better way to convince Jules and Alice of his musical worth than to win first place in Grandee’s premiere talent competition?
As he waited in the wings to perform, Jaz sized up his chief rivals: an all-girl bluegrass revue called “The Daisy Belles.” To his ears, the Belles weren’t so much a band as a conspiracy, a crime against culture committed by six morbidly obese farm girls from the outer regions of Grand Island County, whose cacophonous emanations had a kill radius of five hundred yards.
At the core of this homely crew of anti-sirens stood their front woman, a blimp-like creature named Sue Anne Bloville, who, by virtue of her sheer mass, warped Jaz’s perception like a black hole bent light. Ahhhhhhhh, Sue Anne, he sighed. She would have been beautiful by anyone’s standards — if only she were to lose three hundred pounds. Still, she had crystal-blue eyes, and milky skin — corn-fed acres of it — that shrouded her gargantuan frame like a storm system. She even moved like a tempest, coursing about the Main Auditorium’s creaky wooden stage as she howled, generating gale-force country arias in her atonal soprano, while her equally massive bandmates strummed their guitars or huffed their empty moonshine jugs in a vain attempt to drown out the wretched cries of their fellow students, who cowered before their aural monsoon like Bangladeshi refugees in the floodplain…
Sister got married in church yesterday
She’s got a baby six months on the way
And a scared little husband
Who just wanted to play…
After their last deadly notes ricocheted through the crowd, the Daisy Belles fled the hall like bank robbers, amid a fusillade of deathly jeers. Then Jaz took his place onstage, and launched into song…
Oh I once had a girl tell me that she loved me
And say she’d be mine for all time
But when she was through ‘bout the best I could do
Was be carried from the scene of her crime…
Compared to the sonic maelstrom of the Daisy Belles, Jaz’s tune buzzed sweetly from ear to ear, like a bee-atific cross-pollination of Mozart and the Beatles. He even managed to throw in a few cheesy rock star moves, which he had perfected while masturbating in the bathroom mirror…
‘Cause here on this paradox planet
Nothin’ turns out how you think it should be…
You might as well take it for granted
The only thing certain is the irony…IRONY!
Jaz knew he nailed his performance, but was unprepared for the reaction of the crowdmembers, who, upon hearing his final strum and wail, burst forth in a simultaneous orgasm of cheers and applause.
“YOU ROCK!” they shouted. “WE LOVE YOU!”
Jaz’s first urge was to run screaming from the stage. But then he imagined the triumphant moment when he would plop down that first place trophy on his daddy’s desk, and began to smile and wave at his new fans, like he’d done a million times in his dreams.
“That was wonderful,” said Owen Bowen, principal and pompous potentate of Grandee, who joined Jaz amid the crowd’s ovation, and patted him a tad too warmly on the back. “Your parents must be so proud.”
They better be, thought Jaz, bowing from the waist and exiting stage right, or I’ll wind up on the wall like one of Daddy’s squirrels.
“And now it falls on me to select the winner,” said Bowen, pacing the stage and scratching his head, as if the future of midwestern civilization hung in the balance.
“Quit wasting time!” shouted a crowdmember. “Everyone knows Jaz ROCKS!”
“JAZ ROCKS! JAZ ROCKS!” joined the rest, in a steady and insistent drone.
Bowen continued his melodramatic meandering for a mini-eternity, before finding his light at center stage, and addressing the crowd in a tremulous tone barely audible above the din.
“In fourth place, for their quasi-Reifenstahlian display of synchronized twirling to the overture of ‘Die Fledermaus,’ I give you —”
“THE BARBER SISTERS!” exclaimed the crowd, extolling the besparkled twin imps who pogo’d perkily on stage, before returning to their crescendoing cadence: “JAZ ROCKS! JAZ ROCKS!”
“In third place, for his impressive animal ventriloquism act, featuring two recycled lab rats, a kitten and a de-shelled tortoise —”
“LITTLE JIMMY HEDGES!” exclaimed the crowd, feting the diminutive freshman and his multi-caged menagerie with polite cheers and whistles, before bursting anew with audible delight at the increasing inevitability of their favorite: “JAZ ROCKS! JAZ ROCKS!”
By now, Jaz’s heart was beating in time to the crowd’s ecstatic rhythm, an undulating wave of emotion that threatened to not only thump his quivering blood pump from his chest, but to divorce the entire building from its foundation. Surely, given their overwhelming response, his victory was all but assured…
“And now the penultimate moment,” said Bowen, trolling the stage like a desperate-for-laughs vaudevillian, “the close but no cigar, the one beer short of a six-pack —”
“GET ON WITH IT ALREADY!!!”
“After a hard fought battle of truly ‘jubilicious’ proportions, this year’s second-place winner is a unique talent…”
“JAZ ROCKS! JAZ ROCKS!”
“Born of the heartland…”
“JAZ ROCKS! JAZ ROCKS!”
“For whom music is a pleasant hobby, but by no means a suitable future…”
“JAZ ROCKS! JAZ ROCKS!”
“Your friend and mine…”
A hush came over the crowd…
“Jay Allen Zachary!!!”
“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!”
“Which means this year’s winners are those voluptuous virtuosos…”
“YOU’VE GOT TO BE KIDDING ME!!!!!!!!!!!”
“Those jug-gantic jug huffing divas…”
“THIS IS AN OUTRAGE!!!!!!!!!!!”
“Who give an entire new meaning to the term gravitas…”
“I THINK I’M GONNA PUKE!!!!!!!!!!!”
“SUE ANNE BLOVILLE AND THE DAISY BELLS!!!”
Bowen might as well have yelled “FIRE,” for no sooner did those words spark from his lips, than the entire crowded theater erupted in a spontaneous explosion of derision that sent the bewildered principal dashing off-stage like a debauched ancient roman frantically fleeing Vesuvian magma.
“YOU FUCKING BASTARD!!!”
Jaz was too shocked to move, or even breath, but Sue Anne Bloville was not about miss her moment of glory. Undaunted by the withering barrage of boos, fat calls, spitballs and empty pop cans, the Brobdignagian diva lumbered into the spotlight and planted her first-place trophy in her hair, like a tiara on an ox queen, taunting her classmates with the obese reality of her victory, and daring them to do something about it.
“KILL HER!!!!” they screamed.
And they might have — if Jaz hadn’t placed himself between Sue Anne and the corn-syrup-crazed mob, who snapped at her meaty hooves like piranha in a blood frenzy.
“I’m really proud of this paltry piece of shit,” he said, raising his second-place ribbon into the air for all to see. “And you should be too.”
“BUT you were robbed!”
“Dissed!”
“Played for a fool!”
“Nonsense. The Daisy Belles kicked ass tonight. Besides, there’s always next year, right?”
Luckily for Sue Anne, Jaz’s gesture cooled the roiling mass, allowing a cadre of campus security guards to roll the still-defiant she-beast to safety, and prompting his now-deflated fans to disperse without further incident.
Jaz hung around for a while to field condolences, and then stole backstage to lick his wounds in private. Maybe my parents were right, he thought, raising his one-hitter to his lips, and filling his lungs with a soothing cannabinoid blast. Maybe a career in music is no proper future for a Zachary. But as he exhaled, he realized he wasn’t alone: from behind a tattered scrim, the backlit silhouette of a tremulous blob emanated forlorn yelps of self-pity, punctuated by the staccato snorting of snot blown into a hanky.
Touched by the plaintive purity, the sad beauty of these sounds, Jaz was lured, as if by the hypersonic mating call of a whale, to peer behind the screen. Thar she blew: Sue Anne Bloville in the flesh, sitting in what can only be described as a heap of herself — spiritually, though by no means physically, diminished by her classmates’ shabby treatment, and wailing to the gods for some small anodyne to her sorrow.
For an instant, Jaz saw his musical nemesis as a beautiful young girl, trapped inside her unfortunate soul-package like a tiny sliver of sunlight in a thunderhead. He couldn’t help but reach out to her:
Why are you crying?
Why are you sitting alone
In a pool of tears
Paralyzed by fear, my friend?
There’s nothing to fear
I’m here
And I’m on your side
“That was wonderful,” said Sue Anne, peering up from her mucous-laden hanky and fixing her oceanic eyes on Jaz. “Wonderful and horrible.”
“Horrible?”
“You’re just rubbing it in how much better you are. The Daisy Belles suck turkey farts, and everybody knows it. They were right to hate us tonight.”
Jaz knelt down and grasped Sue Anne’s catcher’s mitt of a hand. “Don’t ever say that. And don’t ever let them see you cry.” When he finally coaxed a smile from her gargantuan lips, which were as plush and red as whorehouse sofas, Jaz felt relieved — and aroused.
“Would you like something sweet?” he asked.
Sue Anne nodded exuberantly, jiggling her jowls like sacks of lard.
Jaz helped the behemoth to her feet, making sure to bend his knees to protect his back, and then led her to a splintery trap door marked “RADIOACTIVE.”
The door creaked as it opened. Jaz lit a match to reveal a steep iron staircase descending into the darkness.
“I better go first,” said Sue Anne. “If I fell on you —”
“That’s very thoughtful.”
Jaz helped her squeeze through the opening. The stairs moaned, but she made it to the bottom without causing a complete structural failure. Jaz joined her and found the chain for the overhead light.
Sue Anne gasped as the dusty bare bulb illuminated a series of concrete catacombs, cluttered with the myriad random artifacts of decades of high school dramaturgy: scenery flats of enchanted forests, lush gardens, and old English cities; a 3-D underwater scene with paper mache dolphins and stingrays; and endless racks of costumes, from country and western garb to turn-of-the-century swimwear and formal gowns.
“It’s like we stepped back in time,” said Sue Anne.
“We have,” said Jaz, “to the 1950’s. After the Russians got the bomb, the government made all the public schools convert their basements into fallout shelters. So, until we all get nuked, or world peace breaks out, the Drama Club uses the space for storage. Of course, I just come down here to smoke pot.”
“Is that all?” asked Sue Anne, batting her magnificent eyelids like palm fronds.
“You’ll see.”
Jaz led Sue Anne down a dark corridor to a side-chamber, filled with large metal drums stacked three high. Along one wall sat a threadbare sofa, and another drum, long ago pried open. While Sue Anne luxuriated on the sofa, Jaz leaned into the open drum and retrieved a handful of glistening…
“Lemon drops,” he said, popping several of the delectable candies down her gullet before slithering in beside her. “Gallons and gallons of lemon drops. Enough to feed an army, a city, and every beautiful brat bastard in this school, for their entire lives.”
“Or half-lives.” said Sue Anne.
Jaz laughed and pulled out his one-hitter.
Sue Anne eyed the tiny implement and shook her head.
“You can’t expect to get me off with that little thing.”
“Good point.”
Using his one-hitter and the sole of his shoe, Jaz punched several holes into the side of an empty drum, converting it into a nifty — and size-appropriate — marijuana delivery system.
“That’s more like it,” said Sue Anne, inhaling an ounce of prime bud in a single suck.
“Hey, save some for me!”
But he needn’t have worried. For no sooner did Sue Anne inhale her massive load, than she immediately burst out laughing and crying, spewing forth a hot cloud of such deathly toxicity that he was forced gasping to the floor, like a fire victim.
When the smoke cleared, Sue Anne lured Jaz back to the sofa with a sexy smile.
“You’ve been so sweet to me,” she purred. “Now I’d like to do something sweet for you.” Before Jaz could utter a syllable, the Girlie Beast maneuvered his pants below his knees, and inhaled his ample penis like a porpoise might a mackerel. Jaz closed his eyes and imagined he’d been swallowed whole by pleasure, engulfed by ecstasy, devoured by delight.
In a few moments, he was on top of her — any other position was out of the question — humping away at her perimeter like a determined sperm bent on breaching a titanic ovum’s massive membrane.
As he attempted to have his way with her, Jaz jettisoned his initial fears that the Girlie Beast might literally eat him alive. He was the lucky diner at this pleasure feast; he was the intrepid sailor adrift on her ocean of pink cotton candy flesh: sweet, sticky, sugary, foamy, lighter than air and impossible to get enough of. Ravenous, he licked and sucked and bit his way to her chewy chocolate core, racing towards his pleasure-death like a weekend derby redneck bent on total demolition.
When Jaz finally crossed his orgasmic finish line — to the cheers of the imaginary multitudes along the raceway of his mind — he tumbled from the pinnacle of his Everestean conquest in a heap of spent desire, and came to rest in her luxurious armpit, where he cooed and cuddled like a baby, having supped its fill on Mommy’s teat.
“That was awesome,” purred Jaz.
“Supernal,” mooed Sue Anne.
“Did I actually, you know…?”
“Penetrate me? Couldn’t you tell?”
“To be honest, no. What I thought was your vagina could have been a wayward fold of skin, a roll of fat, even your belly button —”
“Oh, Jaz!”
“It doesn’t matter. I’ll be chasing this pleasure dragon for the rest of my days. Come to think of it, shall we have another go?”
“Sure. But first, I have a confession.”
“Don’t tell me you have herpes, or the crabs…”
“Nothing like that. It’s just that, well, in an attempt to tip the scales in my favor, I blew Owen Bowen for his vote in the Talent Show tonight.”
“That little fucker!”
“Apparently you’re not the only one around here with a fetish for big beautiful women.”
“Gosh, Sue Anne, I don’t know whether to be pissed off or jealous.”
“I’m hoping the latter. Anyway, everyone knows I suck at music; they just don’t know who or how often.”
“You’re amazing. So honest, and self-aware.”
“So, you’re not mad at me?”
“I have every right to be. But somehow, the truth kind of takes the sting out of it. I mean, if Bowen wasn’t a lech, and you weren’t a slut, I woulda won.”
“I’m not so sure.”
“What do you mean? I played my ass off tonight.”
“Of course,” said Sue Anne, looking down at the fat roll that obscured her feet. “Can’t we just leave it at that?”
“Come on, baby, don’t leave me with blue balls on the brain.”
Sue Anne rubbed her chins.
“All right, but if this ever gets out, I’ll surround you and devour you whole, like the world’s largest amoeba.”
“I won’t breath a word, I swear. Now, let’s have it.”
“Well, after Bowen came on my face —”
“Too much information!”
“Sorry. After he finished, Bowen gave me a little peck on the cheeks and remarked that, although he certainly appreciated my gesture, and my prowess, the fix was already in.”
“The fix?”
“Don’t be so obtuse. Obviously, someone other than your fellow contestants wanted you to lose.”
“Like who?”
“Hell if I know. But then, we never had this conversation, and I won the talent show fair and square. Isn’t that right, my little tidbit?”
When Jaz made it home that night, his father was holed up in his den beside a roaring fire, trimming and polishing the claws of his newly stuffed and mounted black squirrel.
“She’s almost ready for her close up,” said Jules, to Jaz’s eerie silhouette in the doorway.
“I’ll alert the media.”
“And get this. According to my research, black squirrels are not, as commonly assumed, a distinct species of squirrel. They’re merely mutant cousins of your garden-variety gray squirrels. Isn’t that fascinating?”
“Earth-shattering.”
Jules studied Jaz in the firelight.
“What’s wrong, Son? You seem a bit on edge.”
“Don’t play dumb, Daddy, no matter how well it suits you.”
“That’s not a very nice thing to say.”
“Screwing me out of my victory at the talent show wasn’t a very nice thing to do!”
Jules fell back in his chair.
“You entered the talent show? You played your guitar and sang your songs, against our expressed wishes?”
“I not only entered the talent show, I owned the talent show. I blew everybody away! But Sue Anne Bloville grabbed my glory, and all I have to show for it is a second place ribbon and a treacherous scumbag for a father!”
Jaz grabbed Jules’ latest work from his desk and tossed it into the fireplace. Horrified, Jules leapt from his chair in a vain attempt to save the mounted Black from the flames. But the preservative chemicals were too combustible, and the stuffing too flammable, and all Jules could do was collapse to his knees and moan at the altar of his newly beloved’s charbroiled effigy.
Jaz stood over his father and glared. “So, tell me, Daddy dearest. What’s the going rate for betraying your only son these days?”
“THAT’S ENOUGH!” shouted Mother, preceded through the doorway by her elongated shadow. “I’m the one who paid off that degenerate principal of yours, and I’d do it again — or worse — if it meant protecting our family’s honor.”
“What good is family honor if it means betraying your own son?”
“But what about your betrayal?”
“Mine?”
“Yes — of a mother who nearly died giving birth to you, who sacrificed her womanhood so you could live — and of a father who’s always loved you, cared for you, and dedicated his life to your future happiness. You’re not half the man your father is, and I’m not sure you’ll ever be worthy enough to be called his son.”
“Now, Alice,” said Jules, “we needn’t go that far.”
“I’m only trying to make a point.”
“And it is well taken. But let me try another tack.”
“You’re the boss,” said Mother, throwing up her hands.
Jules stood up and put his arm around his son.
“I know it’s hard for you to see things from our perspective. But one day, you’ll realize that what your mother did tonight was really for your own good, no matter how heartless and cruel it may seem to you now — ”
“Jules!”
“It was rather sneaky, Alice.”
“Ya think?” asked Jaz.
“Of course. But let me tell you a little story that might help you better understand your mother’s motivations, rationalize the irrational, if you will.” Jules began pacing the room like a college lecturer. “At one time in my life, Son, I too had dreams of being an artist, a sculptor in fact. I poured my heart and soul into my art, devoted the glory years of my youth to works of metal, steel and random animal body parts. In time, I perfected what I believed were pioneering artifacts of a new culture, destined to forever change art as we knew it. So confident was I in my own talent, and in the inevitability of my esthetic ascendance, that, upon completing my latest batch of ‘masterpieces,’ I rented out one of the biggest private galleries in Chicago, and mounted a lavish one-man show of my creations. I invited everyone who was anyone in the art world of the upper Midwest — all the critics, curators and collectors. It truly was a gala affair.”
“Galactic. So, what happened?”
“Isn’t it obvious?” said Mother. “He bombed.”
“To put it mildly,” said Jules. “Truth is, I imploded, exploded, reloaded and nuked.”
“You mean, nobody showed?”
“No, everybody showed, like a horde of vultures on a fresh carcass: to pick at my art-flesh with their razor sharp beaks; to drink my wine like blood; and to squawk in my face at the undiluted folly and worthlessness of my so-called art. I can still see the awful headlines swirling through my brain like cascading waves of migraine: “poor little rich KID — all the money in the world and none of the talent.”
“I’m so sorry, Daddy.”
“That’s not the worst of it,” said Mother. “Tell him what else.”
Jules swallowed hard.
“After everyone left, and I stood defeated and alone in the ruins of my debacle, I had all my sculptures boxed up, shipped home, and dumped in the Mississippi. Then I slithered home to Zachary Manor, and promptly slit my wrists.”
Jules pulled up his sleeves to reveal his ancient, but still prominent, multiple parallel scars.
Jaz fingered them gently.
“No wonder you always wear long sleeves.”
“If your poor mother hadn’t found me — a gray-blue prune of man in a tub of lukewarm bloodwater — she’d be a widow, and you… nothing more than a non-being twinkle in your daddy’s dying eyes.”
Jules choked up and turned away. Jaz felt suddenly ashamed for doubting his love, and for murdering that poor black squirrel twice in one day.
“Now do you understand why we disapprove of your artistic pursuits?” asked Mother. “It’s not out of spite, or hatred, or cruelty. It’s out of love — for you and for our family. Besides, the small humiliation you experienced tonight is nothing compared to the soul-crushing misery a cold and cruel music business might inflict on you, if things didn’t go your way.”
“But I’m good, Mother. Really good. I could have a real career in music, if only you’d give me the chance.”
“Maybe you could and maybe you couldn’t,” said Daddy. “But why take the risk, especially when the future your mother and I have planned for you is so much greater, grander, and more wonderful than any degree of transitory fame a one-hit-wonder music career might, and I stress that word might, afford you?”
“What future, Daddy?”
“In due course, all will be revealed. But for now, rest assured that you, our beloved only son, are on the verge of a becoming, of a transformation, that is beyond your wildest imaginings, and that will bring you happiness, fulfillment, and boundless joy ‘til the end of your days.”
“But what if I’m not interested in your dreams for my future? What if I prefer to blaze my own trail?”
“Then you might as well take a dagger to our hearts,” said Mother, “and throw our bodies limp and lifeless into the river.”
“Don’t be so melodramatic,” said Jules. “Truth is, if you don’t give up your musical dreams once and for all, we’ll cut you out of our will and send you packing — a penniless, pitiful pauper — into a world that runs on money and connections, and walks on everything else.”
Later that night, Jaz accompanied his father to the confluence of the Mississippi and the Mudd. There, beneath a full moon sky, Jaz sacrificed his latest guitar to the father — and obedient son — of waters.
“How do you know I won’t go home and slit my wrists?” asked Jaz, as his prized possession reflected one final trace of moonlight before disappearing beneath the muddy flow.
“Because you’re stronger than I am, Son. I’ve known that from the start. You’ve got your mother’s inner fire and fortitude —”
“And that’s a good thing?”
“In time, you’ll see that it is.”
“I doubt it.”
Jules put his arm around Jaz and pointed to the sky.
“Right now your passion for music is like the full moon — an immense glowing orb of such brilliance that it eclipses every other point of light. But soon that passion will set below the horizon, and reveal the trillion starlit galaxies of a future in service to your family.”
“Maybe,” said Jaz. “But aren’t you forgetting something?”
“What’s that, Son?”
“The moon also rises.”
In time, Jaz’s passion for music did wane, but what it revealed in its absence was not the light of familial devotion, but the big banging brilliance of his two remaining passions — chasing girls and getting high, the latter proving an even more potent enticement to the former as music ever was. And so, when he wasn’t busy banging Mattie Armstrong, who now stopped by to help her momma with a suspicious regularity, or attempting to bang any number of other young neighbor girls, Jaz would accompany his parents on their weekly outings to Grand Island’s playground for the local rich and infamous, Oakcrest Country Club, whose vast, wooded pleasure fields were stocked to happy abundance with delicious debutantes, desperate divorcees, and willing white trash waitresses — all easy marks for a motivated and virile youth with plenty of cash and weed.
On one of these weekly “pooty hunts,” set amidst the pastoral splendor of late Midwestern springtime, Jaz would meet a man who would change his life forever, if not particularly for the better — Dr. Reginald Peterson, D.C., a.k.a., “The Cracker” — a prominent local chiropractor, who was himself immersed in his own favorite pastime: a leisurely round of golf with three fellow pillars of the local white establishment.
Leading the group, with his powerful drives and formidable short game, was the deceptively supercilious Mayor of Grand Island, the Honorable Ferris Van Dreesen. Following the mayor was Judge Leland Armstrong Koester, a prominent and thoroughly corrupt local jurist, who compensated for the impotency of his long game with deadly accurate putting.
Finally, there was Scotty Erikson, the lone outsider of the group, a nouveau riche white trash farm boy made good who, as exclusive licensee for the Grand Island Brewing Co., harvested his millions a nickel at a time from every can, bottle, or draft of the popular brew consumed by rednecks and factory workers throughout the two-state area.
Scotty was a studious beginner at golf, with a practiced but stiff approach to the ball. Still, he was a far more able links man than the Cracker, whose game could best be described as splendidly incompetent.
At the 7th hole, a long par 5 with a wicked dogleg to the left, Cracker sliced his tee shot mortally into the woods, to the usual moans and cackles of his cohorts. While the others proceeded ahead without him, Cracker trekked into the woods to find his ball.
Although the Titleist was nowhere to be found, Cracker was amused to discover the distinct aroma of marijuana in the air. Following the smoke trail like breadcrumbs through the forest, he came upon a handsome teen with wavy auburn hair and a slim but well-toned body, leaning against an oak tree with his pants below his knees, on the receiving end of an impressive blowjob from a thirty-something white trash waitress on her coffee break from the clubhouse restaurant.
No stranger to the furtive hummer, Cracker kept out of sight at first, content to watch Jaz hold the woman by her hair as she lollipopped the shaft of his rock-solid teenage erection. The pair displayed remarkable technique, and were so entertaining that Cracker waited until just before the boy was about to cum, before making his presence known:
“Those aren’t the balls I was looking for,” he said, feigning surprise and disgust as he emerged from behind the oak tree.
“JESUS FUCK!” Jaz screamed, pushing his half-naked conquest backward onto her ass, and struggling to pull his pants up and over his now frustrated manhood. For her part, the mortified woman sprang to her feet and scampered — clutching bra and panties — through the woods and back to the main hall.
“Timing isn’t everything,” said the Cracker, as he patted the boy on his shoulder. “It’s the only thing.” Then, pointing to Jaz’s still bulging crotch, “You may want to take care of that — but don’t look at me!”
The Cracker studied the young lad’s horrified face. “Wait a second. I know you. You’re Jules’s and Alice’s boy. Jizz, is it?”
“Jaz,” said Jaz, to the shriveled little man in the checked knickers, matching sweater and cap. “Jay Allen Zachary.”
“I’m Doctor Reginald Peterson, chiropractor to the local rich and infamous. But you can call me ‘Cracker.’”
“Pleased to meet you, Dr. Cracker,” said Jaz, politely offering his paw. “By the way, you weren’t planning on telling my parents about this, were you? I’ve been in enough trouble lately as it is.”
“I can imagine.” Cracker slid a spindly arm around Jaz’s neck and pulled him uncomfortably close. “But not to worry. I too was a young stud, back in the day. And what’s the point of adolescence if you can’t partake of a little illicit pooty from time to time?”
“That’s a very enlightened attitude, for a grown-up,” said Jaz. “Would you mind letting go of my neck, please?”
“My open-mindedness is matched only by my hospitality,” said the Cracker, releasing Jaz’s neck, and then pressing an elegantly engraved business card into his hand. “As a matter of fact, why don’t you stop by my office after school tomorrow? I’d love to give you a little, er, adjustment.”
“Okay, I guess.”
“Excellent! Now, don’t breathe a word of this to anyone. It’s our little secret.”
Jaz managed a wan smile before dashing off towards the clubhouse, whereupon Cracker produced a brand new ball from his pocket and gave it a clean swipe through the woods and onto the green.
“Great shot, old man!” yelled the others from the fairway.
“A testament to my undying virtue,” chuckled the Cracker, strolling onto the green with a rush of expectation.
This sense of excitement stayed with him throughout the remainder of the afternoon, as he and his cronies joked, drank and smoked their way from hole to hole, lazily chipping away at the true purpose of the round: establishing the price and terms by which nouveau-riche redneck Scotty Erikson might buy his way into their exclusive men’s benevolent society, “The Fraternal Order of the White Hawk,” a.k.a., “The Whitehawks.”
“I will say this,” said Scotty, as he measured his second putt on the 17th hole. “Fifty Large is a mighty steep ante, ‘specially after I just pissed away twenty-five on this here country club. What exactly do you boys in the Whitehawks do, anyway?” he asked, draining his putt for a bogie.
The others aligned their gaze like hunters on a plump pheasant.
“That’s the point,” said Judge Koester, retrieving Scotty’s ball with his manicured fingertips, and then placing it into Scotty’s labor-scarred palms. “It’s gonna cost you fifty thousand dollars to find out.”
When Jaz arrived at Cracker’s compound the next day, he chained his bike to a gargoyle and entered the grounds through a rusty iron gate. The pathway to the main house — a pseudo-gothic fortress with soot-stained windows and vine-covered walls — was overgrown with weed trees and forgotten bushes. Jaz used his hands like machetes to hack a trail to the main entrance. After several minutes of futile knocking, he forced his way in with a breathless heave on the heavy wooden door.
Inside was dark and musty, filled wall-to-wall with bizarre machinery and contraptions — the primitive tools of the Chiropractor’s trade. There were no staff, or patients, just piles of dusty old trade journals strewn about on antique tables, and a collection of spines, femurs, and skulls, hanging from hooks along the dark paneled walls. To complete the overall ambiance of decay, the room also featured a life-sized oil painting of B.J. Palmer, the so-called “Father of Chiropractic,” with his jackbooted leg perched on the still-steaming fur of a felled Polar Bear. Jaz imagined the hours of fun his father would have stuffing and preening such a colossal carcass.
The door to an inner office creaked open, as if by ghostly draft.
“Come in, my boy,” said the disembodied voice from within.
At first, Jaz thought he’d been sucked through a bacchanalian wormhole, into a preposterous parallel universe ruled by a debauched Moorish Chieftain. Lush velvet pillows encircled the candlelit perimeter, atop luxurious oriental carpets of deep reds and ambers. Sumptuous paintings and tapestries covered every inch of the vaulted walls, so ornate as to belie their lurid scenes of Bedouin pornography, wherein lusty sheiks mounted voluptuous belly dancers amid canopies of desert palms ringing lush moonlit oases.
And throughout the room were displayed the chieftain’s golden spoils of battle: goblets and vases; urns and religious artifacts; and a massive gleaming hookah, in the form of a voluptuous hydra, emanating a dozen sinewy tendrils tipped with ivory.
“Nice pad,” said Jaz.
“I like it,” said the Cracker, before suddenly grasping Jaz’s head with both hands and deftly snapping it from side to side, causing an immediate “pop-pop-popping” of his cervical vertebrae, and an eye-opening release of energy throughout his body.
“Wow,” said Jaz. “That was fantastic!”
Cracker banged a gong with a bejeweled mallet, prompting a girl with the face of a Miss Teen Universe and the ass of a Michelangeloan wet dream to materialize inside the chamber like a genie from a bottle. She couldn’t have been more than seventeen, and was dressed in low-cut silk pantaloons and sequined midriff. In her arms was an ornate platter piled high with thick golden cakes of hashish.
“Heather, say hello to Jaz,” said the old man.
“Hello,” said the goddess. “Do you like to party?”
“Oh, yeah,” said Jaz, poking her with his finger to make sure she wasn’t a hologram.
“Set us up,” said the Cracker.
Heather placed a stick of hash into the hookah’s golden bowl, and then lit it with a fireplace torch, while Jaz took a deep pull on his tendril, filling his lungs with pungent smoke.
“Opiated Ethiopian,” said Heather. “Specialty of the house.”
The effect of the drug was immediate and intense, as if some unseen author had ripped off the page of Jaz’s perception and left an entirely new reality in its wake. His brain was so alive with tripping synapses, his comprehension so rife with fresh inputs and contradictions, that the resultant hallucinatory actuality was at once sublime and surreal, shattering and fulfilling, subjective and objectifying, sensational, yet stupefying in its hurricane blitz of uber-consciousness.
Jaz realized that he’d never really been high before. Sure, he’d been fucked up, but never truly high; for being truly high was in fact a form of transcendence, of transformation, a supra-physical experience whereby one’s soul became a sleek star traveler, and one’s body a state-of-the-artless vehicle of nerve sensors, carefully calibrated to experience the full multi-dimensional spectrum of existence, as if one could suddenly comprehended one’s true motion with respect to the void, and ride it like a bonsai surfer catching a massive cosmic wave.
While Jaz clung to his seat with the force of forty “GEEEEEEEEEEEEEZ,” Cracker ordered Heather to dance, with the casual firmness of a potentate, and then lay back to admire the show.
Heather smiled, flipped a switch and began gyrating to the beat of the frenetic Indian raga that suddenly enveloped the room. Her dance was at once practiced and primeval, sensuous and mechanical, executed with such perfection as to appear innate, effortless, like an alien creature with movements so technologically advanced that they are perceived as magical by primitive observers. Her long hair swirled in all directions as she twirled about the room, just as her perfect breasts jiggled merrily beneath her see-through silk midriff.
The music, the drugs, Heather’s exo-rotic dance, all conspired to sweep Jaz away in undulating waves of euphoria that lapped at his shoreline of desire like an eighth sea, and beckoned him, with a siren’s sloe eyes, to join his molten muse on the dance floor.
He tried to stand, but was too dizzy, and collapsed backwards onto the velvet. No matter. Heather simply straddled him, enshrouded his head in her perfumed tresses and pressed her heaving breasts against his face. Then she ground her perfect ass into his crotch, an activity Jaz found excruciatingly enjoyable, making him so hard that he almost burst the double stitching of his blue jeans.
Feeling his pleasure-pain, Heather slid off of him, got down on her knees, and released Jaz’s rioting penis from its prison of denim. Then she gave him hands down the best blowjob he ever had. Jaz came almost instantly, but was still hard enough to spin the little minx around, tear off her satin thong and enter her from behind. With his hands gripping both lobes of her apple ass, Jaz drove her back and forth across his cock like a lion on the Serengeti Plain, as Heather bucked and writhed to the frenetic rhythm of their shared ecstasy.
Time disappeared. Space itself dissolved into a maximalist surreality of non-existence, leaving nothing but two writhing bodies in relative e-motion, orbiting like lusty electrons about a nucleus of unfettered carnality.
Finally, after blowing through her third orgasm, Heather rolled onto her back, leaving Jaz to strum himself to his own colossal crescendo of hot white across her face. At the conclusion of this final movement in their symphony of sex, the duo resolved to a sweaty chord of well-played desire, amid the cheers of a billion dust-mite voyeurs, and the one-handed applause of the Cracker.
Jaz fell into a glorious deep sleep, only to be awakened a few hours later by the delightful sensation of Heather, now dressed in a tight t-shirt knotted below her breasts, and pink short-shorts, bathing his scrotum with a warm towel. When she was through, she kissed him softly on the lips, and quietly exited the room.
Jaz was alone with the Cracker now, who sported a luxurious red satin Hefner, and an expression of self-satis-fiction, seasoned with the fawning love of a wicked Uncle.
“My lips can barely form words,” said Jaz. “I’ve never… I had no idea… I think I’m in love.”
Cracker bit off the tip of a fresh Habano and rolled it into the blue flame of his diamond-encrusted lighter.
“I know how you feel. It can be quite a devastating experience to suddenly realize what you’ve been missing. Truth is, most people never do, and are content to live tepid little lives in a haze of mundane boredom, mistaking any minor disruption in their deathly routines as some cause for jubilation. But on rare occasions, a lucky young man, such as yourself, is blessed with the guidance of an older and wiser friend, a kindly uncle, as it were, who initiates him into the true pleasures of our brief roller coaster ride through this four-star amusement park called life on Father Earth.”
“I can’t thank you enough,” said Jaz.
“Don’t thank me yet. For once you’ve experienced the true pleasures of the world, you will never again be satisfied with anything less than total unfettered liberty, in all its maxi-lustrous extremes. It’s a heavy burden to bear.”
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