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The wait settled into slow pivots drooling across hours from acute angles adjacent to my gate, H14. I could do without hepatitis about now or happiness to the fourteenth degree or one in the afternoon. I’ll take a smile. Fuck, I don’t even want that. I’m fat with frowns, obese from their derisive scowls, anorexic to soft reds and allergic to dimples, especially dimples. Feed me a smile, force it down my throat, insert it in my intestine, give me a wound to bandage, a scar to remember, and a callous to hate. Make my navel envious, demand a pharmaceutical straight of umbilici. Cure my reality with prescription, give me a button to doctor my medication. I subscribe to comatose gods where prayers release opiates and pain requires finance. A kidney for six slips? That’s a good deal says the man with my wallet. I don’t need eyes, I can find the world with my hands. When did clocks get nipples? Must be time to board. The plane would be a pleasant coffin, hanging upside down to sink in the blood; drown in its bitter taste. Arms attached to overhead compartments, screams muffled by blankets and suitcases, torsos writhing to water’s chop.
Turn that frown downside up, frowns over easy and fractures over hard. I have a zero tolerance policy toward airplane accidents and groping. “That’s not my seatbelt” her face said from across the aisle. Alas, the air is tempered with silver, all torsos upright and all appendages attached. The stillness is pervaded by impatience. Waiting is unconditional and sitting is warranted by practice. Time breeds anger, the quiet kind that kills wholesale when your head is down, that ignores the scene when it’s someone else, that breathes heavy and sighs deeper with every effort. We all remember H14, we all remember when we had the opportunity to walk away before our frowns mingled with windows and steel, before our eyes stared longingly at our faces, when we could have avoided hepatitis or seen one in the afternoon. A non-religious god damn, an unholy fuck, a place where living countenances reigned supreme. “Ground control to Major Tom”, time to die!
Jack stood solemn and heavy, he could have shit his pants, he could have bloodied them with disgust. He never expected this sort of awkwardness at an estate sale. Somehow between a Hank Williams record and a lamp minus fixture attachment resided a small leather bound notebook, diary, or maybe pages of suicide notes, a collaboration of fantasy filled with unsettling appeal. He ran his hand across the binding. The smoothness of it astonished him, depressions met his fingers well, and the cover was adorned with a square without a center, a lost circle, this leather more worn than the next, not soft at all, grainy and disconcerting. It was without a title, perhaps worn away into the texture. He clutched it tight, held it to his man breast, smelled it. It had a smell. One of those oddly wonderful smells that books acquire with age, it smelled like someone’s prehistory, it was intoxicating, it crawled in his nose and there buried paradise. His lungs rippled with anxiety, he coughed abruptly then laughed outrageously, laughed at a bottle under the table labeled old book smell air freshener. That clever old cunt knew how to make a sale.
As Jack understood it—purely from eavesdropping on a couple of chatty relics perusing their neighbor’s belongings, projecting quiet judgment that undermined the sincerity with which they approached the widow—the woman’s husband had died from a distended bowel following an examination into the mystery of a five hour erection. The dead fellas collected things he did not like, a curious habit she said. At this word she looked at Jack and cried, sobbing words foreign to him with precious effort, her ochreous skin coddling her chubby features, diluting the color of her hair to near translucence. Seeing the book held tight in Jack’s hand she smiled with a belated effect.
“I’ve never seen that before”, she said, “did you find it here?” A deliberate nod was all Jack would manage.
“It’s got a smell” she mumbled, “an old smell.”
“Indeed it does”, Jack chortled, stifling the desire to spit truth in her eyes.
“Fifty should do”, she told him, her smile contorting face high. Jack handed her the money, three bills that she hurriedly snatched before waddling away. A clever cunt he thought, too bad her eyes don’t match her wit. Jack walked away, that fast walk that he thought no one would suspect. I’m casual, I just enjoy walking fast he thought, nothing to see hear.
“Stupid boy” the widow said to herself as she thrust the seven dollars in the tit pocket of her camisole, “stupid, stupid boy”.
“I don’t like Jack.” Danielle whispered to Amber as the peeked around the corner of the kitchen in to their living room where Jack sat quietly staring at a singular spot on the wall where too much spackle had once been applied.
“Why not?” Amber replied, “he’s one of the nicest guys we know.” Danielle shook her head, tilted it down,
“What’s he looking at?” Danielle said softly, “And he always stares at us when we kiss.”
“That’s because it’s hot.” Jack said from the living room. The girls hid in the kitchen as if Jack had penetrated the thickness of the wall with his gaze. Their high pitched giggling intoxicating to him even after such a curt remark. They were sexy, both in different ways. Danielle was taller, blonde hair begging to be curly, somewhat unkempt, adverse to make-up, the softness of her features at war with the casualness of her grooming. She was thin; in fact her body wouldn’t have attracted much attention unless surrounded by fat girls. She had a small ass, not much of one, same with her girl breasts. Appealing definitely but not other worldly. It was her face, her eyes; they held her attitude, a stale blue, like color faded by light, the softness intervening in their complete disappearance. Her voice—fuck he loved it—was in her eyes. She was a friend and an object, to be wanted for different reasons, to be approached by desire and condemned by content.
Amber was purposely feminine, a shrine to youthful perfection, a sexual object only, a dream always wet. She was short with long curly brown hair, pale skin and buxom lips. Jack always thought if there were an Eve it would have looked like Amber. Her hair wrapped against her face, a round one with a small nose, a cute nose. Jack never thought a nose could be cute. Damn you penis and brain, rarely do you work together. Her eyes were brown, beautifully normal, unassuming. It was like seeing her from a distance always. No inspection ever invalidated the way he felt, she was a masterpiece. Her body lithe and strong. She sweated sexuality; it was his cancer. She was a tumor for Jack’s desire, constantly malignant, metastasizing the breadth of his being, she was torture. They were more than physical excellence, their minds were as present as his was. Their beauty exited from every pore, from Amber’s nose and Danielle’s eyes.
Jack was unable to find that anywhere. Always with the tits, asses, and fuck, always. Would they believe he was trying to stare through the wall, he wasn’t, he was baked before he arrived, but would they believe it? Was he an aphrodisiac? No, but it turned them on, he was sure they were more passionate out of sight, just a room away, foreign and forbidden, a lust he could not help to want. He tried to treat them with respect but to fuck is to know and to want is desperate. Danielle walked in playfully, moving her weight from left to right, pushing her hips out each time, smiling coyly she ran both hands through her hair, arching back to reveal breasts normally hidden by baggy shirts, men’s shirts. It was selfishness and megalomania that made him observant. They orbited him like planets and a sun stays conscious of its own.
“I’m so sorry” Danielle said, pushing the words between her lips with exaggerated motion, falling next to him, her shoulder brushing his.
“I’m having a bad day. Amber has been talking to some guy all day. You know I get jealous. I do like you, you’re the nicest guy I know” she said as she touched his hand. He almost hated her; he hated not being able to hate her fully. It was practice, his misfortune. Fuck, Jack couldn’t lie to himself; he almost loved her. He hated not being able to love her fully, her misfortune. He smiled, touched her hand sweetly and said,
“I don’t care; I don’t like you all the time either.” His voice calm, his face soft and reassuring. Don’t give her an inch he thought, suffer your due. Water is envious of stone. She pulled away to a moment of tenderness, an instant when she felt real, quickly smothered by a smile and a quaint flick of her neck. She left the room meeting Amber before the kitchen, taking her by the hand Danielle began to kiss her passionately, sliding her hand to Amber’s crotch, pressing heavily, eliciting a deep gasp. Danielle glanced to Jack watching unmoved.
“Did you hear what he said to me?” she whispered before taking Amber into the kitchen. Jack shuddered, his hard on belying his visage. Each breath hurt. Why did he have to almost love her? He came in his pants. With his chin stowed on chest he decided to roll a joint to avoid the sticky walk to his car. He was still high from earlier but needed his boxers to be dry otherwise he would have to change them before going to his girlfriends. He hated that bitch but she loved him like a disease. Jack smoked slowly; he could hear the groans coming from the bedroom. Sitting on the couch he might as well have been on a deserted island. He was alone, snubbed, and covered in cum. It could have been any Tuesday for all he knew. He got up, closed his eyes, and walked to the door, he had memorized the paces. Opening the door he went outside, the sun was blinding. Two guys were sitting on the front porch, waiting. Jack passed by, he knew they were there for business but he wanted to kill them anyway, there, right there. They met his hate with indifference, his flaming sword flaccid from inaction. At the driveway the door opened.
“You’re leaving already” Danielle said handing a bag to the guys on the porch,
“You were amazing” she said, letting the door shut behind her. The guys approached Jack, smiles wide, “you’re the greatest man we’ve ever met” they said. Their lust disgusting, their envy unsolicited.
“I’m something alright” Jack replied before walking despondently to his car. He stopped, what compensation he thought. If only she wasn’t, if only I could..., the sun was blinding. He turned toward the house, a curtain moved quickly over space, his heart beat painfully before going torpid in his chest.
Jack’s phone kept ringing. Four messages all from Roxanne. He rubbed his head, squeezed the temples until it hurt, yelled and yelled again. His girlfriend was gorgeous. He had desired her for months but only weeks after sealing the arrangement through fuck he wanted something else, anything else. She was always horny, liked to please, she was a ballerina. She’d suck his dick even if he couldn’t get it hard yet he was so utterly dissatisfied that he cheated on her with uglier women. He knew he was a fucking idiot so he squeezed his temples again, tried to pop his head like a fruit. He yelled. No wonder Danielle doesn’t like me thought, validating his tumultuous emotions with deprecation. He breathed slow, gathered himself and called Roxanne.
“I’m on my way” he said while preparing to climb a tree. He wasn’t going anywhere. She had to wait so she could please him better, his gift to her, let her lust boil over. It was a routine, a calendar fuck to the second. Also he needed to change his underwear, a note he wrote on his hand to not forget. He began to climb a specific tree, one he climbed repeatedly. It took effort, physical effort that though difficult provided a feeling of accomplishment, a tangible victory that was his own where strength and skill found want exclusively.
He was invisible in its bosom, accompanied only by ants, vicious little things that bit often though he enjoyed it. Another tangible experience, a barrier to force down with stoicism. A pain felt and seen that through focus and volition he could overcome. In his sanctuary at the top of that tree he felt relieved. Jack took his recently acquired book from his front pocket and simply held it close with loose hands and tight arms. He smelled it, laughing because he forgot the smell was manufactured. His fingers moved about the outside, finding the stray piece on the cover, outlining its perimeter with clockwise motions, always clockwise. He didn’t open it, he had no need. He breathed again, a strong breath then returned the book to his pocket, descended the tree with youthful recklessness, leaving bits of flesh on pointed branches. Feeling of junk he tore the book from his pocket and read the first page. Someone in the distance waved. Jack turned away.
“I don’t like him” Roxanne told her roommate, Krista or Kirsta or Kristen, Fat K as Jack called her.
“Shut up, you love him” Fat K said.
“I know but don’t you ever tell him” Roxanne mewled. “Where is he?” she mewled again
“he said he was on his way”. Roxanne knew the routine but still enjoyed complaining, she fucked better when she thought he ignored her. She knew he knew too. It was unspoken and Jack found it sickening that she could be so desperate. Anything negative he saw in someone else that could exist in himself was sickening, an abomination. She was dumb. Not actually dumb but compared to him she was an ant. He absorbed knowledge like skin and regurgitated it likewise.
“Do you think he’ll like my new bra?” Roxanne asked.
“I doubt he’ll notice” Fat K responded.
“He always notices, even if he doesn’t say anything, I know he does.” Roxanne protested. The two girls heard a single knock on the door, a mild rap.
“I’m going to make him wait” Roxanne joked as no other sounds entered their room. She rushed to the door, flung it open to find nothing. Thrusting her head out she saw Jack walking away, a whistled tune pervaded the hall.
“Wait!” she screamed, running after him. Throwing herself in his arms. He caressed her hair, kissed her endearingly. Those first moments he knew he was lucky to have that connection with her though it never lasted, he couldn’t even force it to last. She was so pretty. He thought behind thoughts that he wasn’t worth her and her love was misplaced, lost then found, the joy of recovery overpowering natural emotions. He knew she loved him though she’d never made the mistake of saying it. He hated love because he had never felt it for a person. The sky, the woods, his dog these were things he loved, deeply and sincerely. But that couldn’t be the love he’d seen between other people. His love must be petty compared to that, it had to be or what point did it serve. The time they spent together was usual, ordinary, most of it. She was great at fuck, like an artist. Jack loved that. She would complain that he wasn’t vocal enough but he entered his own world of pleasure divorced from a double backed beast superceding everything else he knew. He ruled as a king as servile as a slave, a timely contradiction that pleased them both. After, she begged him to stay with her, to sleep in her bed. He held her close, caring or pretending to care, he didn’t know. He never slept those nights. Hours of lying awake, cramped in a space he enjoyed for as long as he lasted. He thought of H14 and laughed. She woke up.
“What is it?” she forced out.
“Nothing, just thinking of a book I looked at today.” He murmured, pulling her tight to sell the illusion. She moaned satisfaction
“I like books.” She said hardly able to avoid sleep. The slobber in her mouth made her lips smack. Jack cringed then cringed again. The morning broke to a sullen gray light cluttered by clouds and pollution incapable of producing rain. Roxanne was asleep, drool seeping down the pillow, struggling to break from the strand, snoring sporadically. It would have been unbearable if he knew she wouldn’t want to fuck in the morning. It was a smellier experience but a required gratuity. He washed feverously after and left with a smell only he could smell. The sky was more gray, the shade unforgiving to his eyes. The air smelled of a paper plant.
Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck Fuck, a bunch, a dozen, requiem for Fuck. Feet shuffle fat and stupid vehicles attached to technology. Ears advertising signal strength and service tattooed on tongues lead lined, weighted with disappointment and commitment reeking of contrived effort and false hope. A horde of salmon pushing up perpendicular streams forced to cross a confluence of ignorance and noise, a vortex defined by shiny shoes and triple dose hair gel where promotion designates effect. Fuck. They crawl on bellies, slither up legs, infect peace with enterprise, compare notes then shrug in disdain. My ears bleed to their songs, their cadence forces my heartbeat irregular, the palpitations are enormous, their jaws swallow sockets whole. Miniature ones walk by imitating giants, unable to compete except by noise. Turn it down. A competition of strangers, tranquility and quiet slaughtered by greed. I want, I want, I want. Hear my requiem lord of Fuck, hear my call for blood, give them to the blade, make it soft like syphilis.
“What are you reading?” asked Arden. Jack furrowed his brow down to his stomach, a rotten sensation.
“Nothing” Jack retorted.
“I can see you’re reading something” Arden said. He was a good roommate, well described in series: tall, paunchy, timid, hairy, sedentary, pigeon toed with mutton chops, great teeth, and a slouch.
“Fuck” Jack yelled. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, Yes I’m reading but not anymore.” Quiet cannot escape boredom, a victim of impatience. Jack knew he should have never wanted more.
“Want to re-up?” Arden proposed. Jack checked his pockets, empty, checked the usual spots, empty. He saw a joint he must have rolled earlier but no bag. Then he remembered, friends can’t be trusted, friends of friends, girlfriends of friends, all suspect, so he put it somewhere secret yet obvious. He checked under the dog’s bowl, a few bowls worth. Crouched he wondered where it had gone, bouncing the once four fingered bag precariously in his right hand. Oh right, thievery! With a chuckle he heard a quick noise, a jingle, a redundant patter. The dog burst around the corner expecting food. She found it in Jack’s unsuspecting right hand then bolted out her door to the small fenced in enclosure Jack had built for her outside. By the time he caught her, the bag was shredded and empty, the dog wearing a dog smile on her dog face, briefly, before plopping to the ground, baked, disoriented, and immobilized, wearing that damn dog face relentlessly.
“Yep, need to re-up.” Jack told Arden who was smoking a joint. Jack looked to the table, nothing. “Was it yours?” Arden asked. A wave of the hand was Jack’s only reply, an exploding sigh. The process of course wasn’t fast or easy. It never is when you’re cashed. One call then another, one visit then another. High prices low quality, no sale.
“Just call Danielle” Arden suggested.
“Not today, I can’t do it.” Jack said.
“Then call Roxy” Arden repeated.
Jack sighed again. “No.”
“Well fuck you then” Arden protested. They sat quietly.
“I’ve got an idea” Jack exclaimed flipping through the records, pulling One World. It began to play. They still sat there. Arden’s faith absent.
“Excuse me while I play my axe” they heard.
“Under the sink” Jack yelped. Arden jumped to check, a half ounce, a safety half, a break in case of emergency half.
“We should put Tobacco Road on now,” Arden suggested. A disabling laugh enveloped the room.
You went to the valley of the dolls where the place was once a stream, where life strangled the water from the earth and lions tore into flesh. You drank the dirt that once was mud, sifted its remains to find fragments of bone and unwinding knots. The air smelled of flour, something was baking bread of ash and tyrants, its face adorned with feces from another failed experiment. It beckons beasts with calls of erections and punishes them with flaccid whips. Rise into the valley of estrangement where things are unreal, where the sky pisses its hate with gravity’s new force, where lords and gods bludgeon the survivors with hammers and signs, their clarity burning to nothing in the atmosphere, a colorful resonance to be translated by the mad: worship unto me. Build unto me. Sacrifice unto me. Spill yourself to fury and sound, laugh at your neighbors then devour them whole, leave no trace of their life, consume it in every orifice, bleed your bright propaganda and embrace the warmth that trickles down your leg. This is your lord and god, your savior and redeemer, a warm trickle of man and beast.
Set fire to the dirt that was once mud, slaughter the baker and fuck his bread, seed it with desire, create a new breed of ejaculation and donate it to the flames. Watch them contort into shape, define their space, and scream in terror, their whistle melts you to the ground, a pool of atoms to be absorbed by the earth, to be lost into dryness and from its reckoning the ground will boil blood. The flames watch it rise and writhe, consuming the dirt, transforming it to mud stained red that hardens and softens with the tumult of the heat. The fire pulls the wetness from the solid, lifts it from the place once a stream, the screams penetrating to the rotted bones of beasts. The flame gathers a core thundering from pressure, the red mud no longer on the ground circles the fire, forced tighter by gravity’s hand. The heat melts it down, lengthens it to strands then collapses back, the sphere breaks and deformity reigns supreme. The lords and gods shudder in disgust as spirals bounce to edges, curl and return, curl and return. Their hymns are suffering; they weep death from above to no avail. The fire cannot be stopped, they have created a power, an awesome power that brings them to their knees, their bodies prostrate against the sky; they worship slavery and witness its destruction.
The form spins upward; its speed rips them from the heavens and buries them in the earth, seeding it with life foreign to desolation. Greens turn to blues and blues to everything else. Cries spring from holes and water rises from nothing. The fire spreads and slows, its haste hardens into form, an absolute monstrosity, the lords and gods wither away, their being ripped apart by the dead, lining the earth with sinews and excitement, with quaking and wind, with destruction and torment. The fire creates two. Two things, its, indefinable, alien to existence. Hardened by speed and scorched by heat they rise from fallen ash, heaping the excess to the stream, polluting it with their presence, releasing legs atop bones, arms flailing to the coolness of the air, heads ripped from torsos and stretched to the sky. Monsters with faces hiding eyes, smiles that reap satisfaction and movement confined to physical limitation. Destroyers, putrid things that suffer the air, angry and irrational, deceitful and selfish, beings of want. They spy their new world, feel its life radiate against its wonder, they look passed the bounty, passed creation and starve in their ignorance, withering away like those before, contaminators spreading their insolence to all things before returning the world to desolation.
Jack felt the words, nodded to the closing of the book, and stared blankly into a space he thought no one else could see. He stared hard, straining his eyes to break the barrier of reality, to pierce through to an eden of destruction, where pain ruled the living and discontent ran rampant. Of course he failed, managing only to burden his head with an ache no reliever could fix so he did the next best thing. He closed his eyes and focused again, focused intently on the specks of light he saw, the flashes he could not define that would grow into lines and colors and of these he would reason shapes, forcing them to commit from nothing, magnifying passed the splendor like he was flying through a vast colorful space, magnifying to the end where on object rose and tweaked into something near recognizable only to disappear when recognition seemed close. It was surely explainable he thought as he opened his eyes, surely experienced by many others, many billions of others probably.
But those doubts didn’t surface until the vision was complete, for a moment they were his, a future or past, a supreme knowledge or alien life. He looked forward to see himself looking back; he hated mirrors. That was not his face. Who was that person looking back at him? The features remembered by touch but never sight, his height a mystery, his weight constantly changing. Was this fat? Was it skinny? He looked down to the book next to the bathroom sink. He had placed it their without caution, with the ease of a toothbrush or condom.
He jumped back then suddenly forward to rescue the book from wetness realizing he had placed it in a small pool of water created by the faucet, damn the faucet, when he was brushing his teeth. He always turned the pressure too high so the water ricocheted off the bottom of the shallow sink onto the sides which were never sloped, never, so the water pooled, sitting stagnant, waiting for something important to be placed unsuspectingly in its midst. Why couldn’t they be sloped, just gradually, an unestimatable amount, but slope them for fucks’ sake. He grabbed the book using his skin to attempt to dry it. He ran through the house with his arms plastered to his chest, the book underneath searching for a towel or shirt or anything dry and absorbable. He found a dirty towel used previously to dampen a severe leak in the roof, the corner was dry, good enough, he wiped the book down preciously, slowly, using small circular movements with intermittent blotting like he’d seen on a commercial once.
The liquid dried but its stains were present in spots, blotches, and streaks. Fuck that commercial. He sat down and blew on it, breath was never a savior. Checking the damage he noticed that the cover piece, the unusual part he traced with his fingers, had risen at the empty circle and frayed along the edges, the tanning used had evaporated away from the sink water leaving a crusty boundary trying to turn over itself unsuccessfully, though not from a lack of want, exposing a minute section of the underside, unusual and soft, not like leather, it smelled different too, it was delicate and nonspecific.
Jack set the book on his table, flattened the frayed edge as best he could then placed a larger, heavier book on top to hopefully fight the crease, to battle its natural urge to split apart from where it was. Jack went back into the bathroom, stared into the mirror, swung his arm across the sink, knocking everything to the floor with great force, picking it up and slamming it back down, stomping on it until it was all either flattened or broke. He tried to rip the sink from the wall but it wouldn’t move, he punished it with thoughts, punched the mirror; it refused to break. His hand hurt and his pride wounded he stared back into the mirror, counted his breaths, exhaled them deeply and focused on himself. He stared awkwardly, it made him uncomfortable, he wondered how he had a girlfriend with that face, it was stern, too stern for his youth. He ducked his chin to his chest, breathed again and looked back up without judgment, without anything, he could have been a statue then, he would have made a good statue.
The mirror was grey from use, it had been stared into so many times that it had lost the will to hold a sheen, that glimmer that covers a clean one, a new sensation that illustrates every pore, flaw, and expression with seemingly purposeful malcontent. So many times had the mirror reflected a face that it had lost the ability to function, it hung there like an old picture in a grandmother’s home, gathered and converted by the elements to represent a time lost to those living. It had toothpaste, water, shaving cream, spit, coffee, dust, moisture, bong excess, smoke stains, fingerings, words, drawings, and vomit on it. All smeared together by a lazy cleaning, a wiping without solvent, a dry rub that conglomerated every unclean substance into a haze, a dirty haze with a smell.
The face looking back each time Jack stared into it was an amalgam of the previous days, the experiences he could not recall, the saturation that entered then left his system, the days with the clap, with the flu, the days where he woke up curled in a ball on the floor, struggling to grasp the sink to pull himself up, pressing his hand to the sheen, imprinting his helplessness forever, a reminder he wouldn’t remember. What he saw was not a person, it was a thing, a bathroom thing, a creation of abuse and depravity. His face slightly warped by that day’s convex attitude, a particular smear that made him believe he was balding, a dot, some dot that sat on his lip when he stood upright, a black herpe he couldn’t feel but always saw. That mirror was as maniacal and devious as any person, affecting him greater than peer pressure or self esteem alone, it haunted him yet he never cleaned it, never even considered it. Its purpose was evident.
“Who are you?” Jack said.
“Who the fuck are you?” he yelled.
Jack shook his fist at the guy looking back.
“What do you want?” Jack screamed.
“What do you.....Fuck you, fuck you” again he screamed.
Jack hit the mirror, fist closed, with the side repeatedly banging against it, throwing his weight with all his might when it didn’t break. Letting loose with sounds of horror, agony, and delight converging in anger, tears rolling down his face, tears. He cried heavier because he was crying already.
Using both fists to overcome the weakness he felt, switching from the side to knuckles, leaving blood smeared and dripping down the mirror, rolling together then falling as drops on the fixtures below. The walls were beating back as his neighbor slammed against them, a competition of noise, louder and louder the experience grew more intense.
“Why are you doing this?” he cried.
His energy leaving, the weakness overpowering his anger, tears softening his face, the intensity cramping those muscles; his neck stuck in a singular position. With a last pathetic effort Jack slouched his back and flung his arm forward from the shoulder, his elbow and wrist limp from effort, inertia driving the weapon, cresting after a slow arch, losing speed as it fell. He made contact with the mirror with the force of a woman’s slap, laughing madly, laughing from the diaphragm, a bellowing that drowned the beating of the neighbor. His hand slid down the mirror mounting the fixtures between his fingers, his head settled in the sink, a deafening a crack ripped the mirror into pieces that crashed on the back of his head, landing without making a scratch, falling like snowflakes to floor, very loud snowflakes.
The crash silenced his neighbor, quiet infected his small space, sweat mixed with the blood on his hands, his breathing lengthened, a smile crossed his face. Using the sink he slipped to the floor, catching himself with his ass and the tile. Leaning back he found the wall with his head, resting leisurely he licked the blood from his hands, it wasn’t bad, he cleaned himself like an animal with clinical precision, he enjoyed the feeling. Jack prepared himself to stand, watching the ground carefully so as to not meet it again as well as avoid any sharp piece of mirror on the floor. As he put his hand down for leverage it touched a near circular shard, an almost cut out with a few lines of blood beginning to clot on it.
He stared into it unable to see anything from the smear. Taking his shirt he wiped away the blood revealing, to his surprise, a clean mirror, he wiped more thoroughly the rest of it, the blood cutting through the years of grime like acid, leaving only a perfectly glimmering mirror, a newly fabricated shard resting in his hand. Jack stared at a face unfamiliar. He realized an instant attraction.
“Who are you?” he said. The tone of his voice changing to that of curiosity like he was communicating with a child.
“Everything is going to be fine, I promise. My name is Jack. What’s yours?”
The book was open when he awoke, it waited for him, called to him with haunting randomness. Its pages settling wherever they chose, defining chaos by numbers alone, leaving a wake of bullet points that collapse linear progression. They were exaltations on paper, diatribes, and rituals labeled sporadically by simple shapes, turning around themselves across the page, turning into beautiful patterns and grotesque designs, running back over themselves making them nearly illegible, words on top of words, sentences smothered by punctuation and captured by letters. He lifted his head, his hands swollen, a ringing pervading his ears. His eyes found bold at the top of the page.
“You’ll never be me again.” it read.
He rolled on to his side, his hand cringed as support, dried blood speckled the floor. The pain was irresistible, he held himself and read.
I cut off their feet and put plastic ones on then I cut off their feet and put plastic ones on then I cut off their feet and put plastic ones on then I cut off their feet and put metal ones on so I can hear them when they walk, clang clang clang clang is the sound they make when they walk and I can hear them because I put metal ones on. The metal ones make the noise they make the clang. The plastic ones make no noise, they make quiet, I don’t like quiet steps. Whose steps are those and why are they quiet? I don’t like them I like the clang clang so I cut off their feet and put plastic ones on then I cut off their feet and put plastic ones on. I still hear the quiet, I don’t like the quiet. Why are your steps so quiet? So I cut off the feet and put metal ones on and they go clang clang when they walk they go clang when they walk and I can hear them. I can hear them, I can still hear them.
The sound of the feet they make me sleep they make me sleep they make me sleep. The sound of the feet they make me sleep when they walk across the floor. I hear the feet go clang clang clang go clang clang clang go clang clang clang; I hear the feet go clang clang clang when they walk across the floor. When I hear quiet I cut off the feet I cut off the feet I cut off the feet, when I hear quiet I cut off the feet that walk across the floor. Whose steps are those, why are they so quiet? I don’t like quiet steps so I cut off their feet and put plastic ones on then I cut off their feet and put plastic ones on. Why are your steps so quiet? So cut off the feet and put metal ones on and they go clang clang when they walk they go clang clang when they walk and I can hear them.
“You finally made it inside, awesome” said the clerk behind the counter.
“I’ve seen you standing out in front of that window staring in, what, hundreds of times. Hey Abby, how many times you seen this guy standing in front of the store, a hundred times?” the clerk yelled to the backroom.
“What guy? Oh yeah, plenty of times. He’s finally inside?” Abby responded.
“Of course he’s inside. Why would I be making a big deal if he wasn’t? Stupid bitch. Sorry about that dude.” the clerk said softer.
“What’d you call me?” Abby yelled, thrusting her head out of the stock room.
“Nothing baby, I was talking to this guy here.” the clerk said.
“If you think I’m some kind of whore like that last girl that worked here, ah fuck it.” Abby gave up. She watched the customer stare around the store, marveling at all the supplies, running his fingers over boards and canvas, flicking tubes of paint to see if they dented. She even thought he was about to juggle three bottles as he held two in one hand and one in the other, making heaving motions up and down.
“Did you hear this jerk say something about me?” Abby asked Jack.
“Hey, dude, are you there?” she rang out.
“What” replied Jack, “Did you guys say something to me?” His eyes didn’t turn away from the bottles.
“I was listening to these.” Jack said.
“Leave me alone please.” Jack said, “I just want to be left alone” he said while investigating the rack that held a pack of brushes varying in size and texture. How was the peg hooked to the rack he thought. He jiggled it. It didn’t fall.
“How much for the peg?” Jack asked.
“Dude, only the art supplies are for sale.” the clerk stated abruptly.
“He must be slow,” Abby whispered.
“You’re right, she is a dumb bitch.” Jack said to himself.
Jack found a small roll of canvas, it smelled good, like canvas. This is what canvas smells like he thought. He carried it over to the counter, set it down, and walked back to the canvas wall.
“You can’t leave that here, dude.” The clerk said.
“I just did.” replied Jack calmly.
“How much for the peg?” Jack asked.
“I told you it’s not for sale, only the art supplies.” the clerk responded.
“Oh, I think I’ve heard that before too.” Jack mumbled. “Must be some industry thing.”
Abby’s curiosity gave way to assertiveness.
“Is there anything I can help you find?” she asked.
“Where are your tubes of acrylic paint....and nails, big ones, peg size?” Jack asked excitedly. Abby laughed tacitly, a face laugh, a quiet indiscretion.
“Over here” she said, “under the sign reading paints.” She threw a ‘is this guy crazy’ look over to the clerk which he stuffed deep in his pocket.
“Is there anything else I can help you with?” Abby asked, expecting another outlandish or stupidly obvious request.
“Yes” replied Jack in a cockney accent, “rub my dick while I decide which paints to get.”
Jack heard a lady gasp but not from Abby, she didn’t make a sound. Abby leaned in to his ear, her mouth almost touching it, her breath hot.
“I’ll call the police if you say anything like that again, now buy your paint and get the hell out of the store.” Abby said deliberately.
“Yeah, yeah just do it” Jack said while laughing, “if you do call someone call the Ghostbusters, I’ve always wanted to meet them.” He found the paints he was looking for, a slate blue with a sheen, an ocean green like Joyce would know, and a blood red, like tiger’s blood. He bobbled the three in his hands, deciding if that was all he needed. Would I use a yellow if I got it he wondered? I don’t like yellow but,
“you should get a yellow,” Abby whispered as she began to rub her hand across his crotch, “a big tube of yellow”.
“I don’t think so, maybe this purple, more things should be purple. Get that hand inside my pants.” Jack said with a lack of interest.
“What do you think you’re doing Abby?” the clerk cried, “baby, what are you doing?”
“Good stuff” Jack said, turning back to ask the clerk about a peg, deciding not to since he was still debating on paints.
“Purple it is” Jack said, he jolted, “damn you’re not what I expected.” Jack turned to the clerk, “why didn’t you tell me she wasn’t what I expected?” “Finish up quick, I’ve got stuff to do.” Jack started to walk to the counter, Abby’s hand still down his pants, dragging her behind awkwardly, unable to match his steps.
“Yo clerk don’t watch this” Jack suggested, then leaning back to Abby whispered, “pull my dick out, I can’t have sticky boxers”. She obliged with a pull and a squeeze.
“Streak free that is not.” Jack said with commercial enthusiasm, “now how much for the supplies?”
“Just take them and go,” the clerk mumbled, “just go”. Jack headed for the door, something clipped his heel, “fucking watch it” he yelled. A faint “sorry” was all he heard. As he got to the door Abby came behind him, appropriate he thought.
“Can I see you again?” she pleaded.
“No” Jack said as he walked out the door.
After going outside Jack walked a good five steps before stopping and laughing awfully hard, breathing with great difficulty while doing it. He couldn’t believe that had just happened. “Paint the town red. Even the church? Especially the church.” What a bad ass.
“Excuse me”, a voice from behind him said, a lady voice!
“Excuse you, I just ejaculated thoroughly on a store counter” Jack responded with excitement.
“That’s the second worst opening line I’ve ever heard.” the lady voice said.
“I heard you inside, you’re the gasper!” Jack sighed, “what do you want?”
“I want to know...” the lady voice said before Jack interrupted with,
“wait, what’s the worst opening line you’ve ever heard, though I’m not admitting that my declaration of ejaculation was an opening line?” He said all of this foolery while examining his paints, his free paints. Fuck no nails.
“You didn’t get your nails.” she said. That’s it Jack thought, that’s a bad line sure but no where close to his, if what he said was a line. He was confused. She laughed at the back of his head.
“That’s not the worst line” she said, “do you want to hear it?”
“What am I a wind up toy? Do I look like baby blue, tin soldier, I mean tin soldier.” he replied, cringing, leaning his head down. Never reference a musical? It doesn’t matter, never reference it, I don’t even like it. Damn you memory. She laughed appropriately,
“I want to cum in your frizzy hair” she said smoothly, her voice exuding sexuality. Jack’s head lifted, I don’t have frizzy hair he thought.
“Not your hair, Jack, my frizzy hair” she said coyly. That was a reasonable request he thought, especially after his performance in the store. He became rigid, turned ferociously,
“how do you know my name?” he yelled, seeing the lady voice in person for the first time, his paints falling to the floor, the roll of canvas unwinding as it hit, smearing sidewalk grime along it. She bent over with special effort, reaching for the ground, extending an arm with pointed fingers. Her movement slow and unsure, her face looking up, away from the target. Her hands fumbled about the paints as she moved across the pavement, slowly gathering three tubes. Jack stood shocked, unable to comprehend the situation.
“Where’s the fourth tube?” she asked. He looked down, it was behind his foot which he lifted while verifying. Hearing the movement she reached forward, her head coming within inches of his crotch. She found the tube and the canvas along the way.
“I want to cum in your frizzy hair” Jack said with a disturbingly serious cockney accent, teeth clenched together. She laughed briefly.
“I think I’ve heard that one before” she replied, standing up, returning his paints to him then rolling up the canvas before handing it back.
“It might be dirty” she said.
“That’s okay” he replied “it’s just hair”. She didn’t laugh this time.
“The canvas” she spit back sharply.
“That’s okay” he replied again, “it’s just canvas”. She smiled sweetly. He didn’t know what to do, his charm temporarily disabled his rationale. He inhaled deeply.
“You always do that when you’re nervous” she said.
“I do don’t I” he returned. He stared her down, sliding his eyes around her whole being. He didn’t know what to say. He could put two and two together. He shut his eyes hard, kept them closed hoping the displeasing moment would end. He heard a tapping against the pavement, tap tap tap. Fuck fuck fuck he thought. He strained his eyes tighter together as if something was going to rip them away. He felt a tap on his shoe, it hit his toe, then the tongue, then the heel, again on the heel. Jack played dead, he breathed deeply again, he felt her breath against his cheek, moving to his ear. It was warm, heavy, there was a sweetness about it, like a pastry shop. She moaned slightly and whispered,
“Fucking watch it”. No words were appropriate for him so he stood still.
“You can move now” she chided. Jack stayed perfectly still.
“What do you think I am? You think I’m some kind of freak? You think I’m stupid? I know you’re right there, I know you haven’t moved. I can smell you, I can hear your loud breathing.
“It can’t see me if I don’t move” Jack said quietly.
“It knows you’re here, it has feelings, it...” she rambled.
“Did I say that out loud?” Jack asked “Fuck”.
“Yes you did, it replied” she said derisively.
“That was a bit much Jack said sportingly”, Jack replied. She couldn’t help but laugh which then turned to crying, a combination of both. Don’t cry he thought, hoping to hear the tapping disappear in the distance. He opened his eyes to see the tears rolling down her cheeks, the sadness reddening the whites of her eyes, her lips trembling softly. He had treated her like an animal. Be strong he thought, don’t give her an inch. Her knees quivered, she looked as if she would fall to the ground. She threw her left arm out wildly like she was probing space though finding nothing. Jack grabbed her hand with tender force, enough to let her know he wouldn’t let her fall nor would he hurt her. Damn you chauvinism, he would have let her fall if she was ugly. Why couldn’t she be ugly? She returned the grip to maintain leverage.
“And that’s just one of my hands” Jack said, she smiled and laughed.
“That doesn’t make any sense” she replied.
“It totally does” Jack said, “that is literally only one of my hands”.
“That’s dumb” she said, “but I like it. It, it, you called me it”
“I’m so fuckin’ sorry” Jack said sincerely, giving her much more than an inch, “I don’t know what to say to make it better.”
“Say something nice” she said.
“I still want to cum in your hair?” he said in the form of a question.
“You have to say ‘what is’ first” she replied, regaining her composure.
“You’re amazing” Jack told her, rubbing his fingers along the back of her hand, feeling the silkiness of her skin.
“You’re touching my eczema” she said
“Ew” he mewled releasing her hand causing her to fall to the ground. Not sprawling, just onto her ass. It wasn’t his fault he thought.
“That was a woman’s sound” she chortled, almost a snort.
“And that was a snort” he replied.
“That was no snort, I do not snort” she said still on the ground. He leaned down to pick her up, grabbing her hand he started to pull, he felt the stick hit him in the forearm.
“I can do it myself” she said with assurance. She put some weight on the stick and lifted, Jack nudged it with his foot causing her to fall back to the ground, not far, less than an inch, an hilarious inch.
“What the fuck?” she said angrily.
“I thought you could do it yourself, what’s taking so long?” Jack said very pleased with himself.
“You’re an ass” she remarked, “I don’t like you.”
“Let me help you” he asked.
“No” she responded, “I can do it myself, as long as you don’t fuck with me.”
“Fine, fine, if you want to be some kind of rosie the riveter, go ahead” he said.
“That’s sexist” she came back, “rosie represented a big change in women’s rights”
“I hate to break it to you but if animals in the zoo had rivet guns and knew how to use them they wouldn’t be in the zoo anymore. Catch my drift?” he said pointing a finger at her with great satisfaction, nudging the stick again.
“What the fuck? And do you mean women belong in zoos?” she demanded.
“I didn’t say that, you said that, and I whole heartedly disagree. Your sexist views are an anachronism” he replied with ever growing confidence, “besides, those are strong accusations coming from someone who can’t get up. Just let me help you, it’s a neurosis I have.”
“Get the fuck back, you’ve got issues, real issues, psychological issues, domination issues” she yelled while thrashing her stick about, striking him repeatedly.
“Damn, I’m sorry, I was just fucking with you” he apologized.
“And two can play that game” she contended wearing a clever smile.
“You’re amazing” he said.
“And you’re still an ass, now let me get up” she replied. He smiled. I’m not helping you he thought. He better not help me she thought.
“Fuck your perfect” he whispered. She smiled then began to get up.
“What are you doing to that blind girl” an old man said running toward Jack the best he could.
“I saw you knock her down two times.” the old man said.
“And you’re just now running over? That’s a bit lazy don’t you think?” Jack replied. The old man tried to grab her hand to help her up.
“I can do it myself you creepy bastard” she yelled. Jack shook his head, shrugged at the old guy.
“Are you okay?” the old man asked, “is he hurting you?”
“Whoa, I don’t even know her name. I was just going to cum in her hair and leave” Jack said with a smile. She laughed uproariously. The old man raised his fists and stepped between them, ready to defend her honor. Jack would have been impressed if the old man hadn’t been staring at her tits when talking to her.
“I’m fine” she said “he’s my friend, a cruel friend but a friend none the less, and my eyes are up here.”
“Damn” Jack laughed, “she’s blind and she knows you’re creepy.” Jack grabbed her hand, positioning himself between her and the helpful creep. She pulled him close. The old man tried to reach for her, barely touching her arm with his salacious fingers,
“I don’t trust you, let her go” he said with a strong push of old man breath. Jack leaned in close to him, his attitude changed and said,
“If you try to touch her again I’m going to kill you then go to your house and rape your wife if you have one. Do you understand?” The old man turned and ran without saying a word to his car.
“I see you” Jack yelled, the old man tripped but didn’t fall, rushed into his car and drove away fast, squealing his tires as he fled.
“I’m going to kill you and rape your wife if you have one?” she said with a shocked face.
“Well I’m certainly not going to rape his wife, that just intensifies the threat” Jack said.
“What if she was hot?” she replied.
“Well then I suppose we could have raped her together.” Jack said. She pulled him even closer.
“We should do more things together” she said pleased at the immorality of the humor.
“Indeed darling we should” he said, “to an eatery we go. You lead the way”. She punched him in the arm.
“I don’t want to do everything by myself” she said rubbing her cheek against his.
Groan, I’m so sleepy. What’s that? Sounds like something! I’m too sleepy to get up. The ground is hard, I miss the soft. It’s hot. I’m panting, still panting. What’s on my back? I’ll chew on it. I’m chewing, I’m chewing. I left a brown spot. Now I’ve got hair stuck to my lips. I’ll use my tongue to lick them off. I can’t reach them all so I’ll roll around. Not enough mud here, too grassy. I’ll roll over...what’s that in the grass? I’ll smell here. Something’s here, I’ll get it, I’ll rub my nose in it. It’s on my face, I’m shaking it off. It’s on the ground, I’ll get it, I’ll rub my nose in it. It’s s on my face. I’ll run real fast. I’m running, I’m running. Now I’ll turn around and run the other way, I’m running. What’s that? I don’t know. I’m running. Now I’ll run in circles around a tree. Can’t stop me, can’t catch me. I’m leaning in to the turns, I’m so fast, my tongue can’t keep up.
I stop and listen. Nothing, so I start running again, I’m so fast. I rip up the earth, it goes behind me, I stop and smell it. It smells like....it’s on my face, it’s on my face, I can’t get it off, I’ve got so much energy, I’m so fast. I’ll lean more, I’ll go faster. I’m almost sideways but I’m not dizzy. I can’t be stopped. What’s that? I’ll run through it. They fell from the tree. I’m gonna fall, I slip inside, now I’m totally sideways. I’ve hit the ground. Get up so no one sees. Start running again, I’m so fast. Someone saw! I’ll run at them, scare them away. They brace themself, I’m aggressive because you saw me fall, it’s your fault I fell. I’ll get you. Running leap, crotch shot. He’s down, he didn’t see anything, I was just running fast.
Now I run away, now I run back. Did you get hit? Wasn’t me that hit you, I just got here. I was running over there. Didn’t you see? I’ll stand over you, right over you. I’m almost walking on you but its okay because I’m not. I’m in your business, my face is in your business, I’m going to sit on you. I’ll make room. That’s right my asshole is touching you. Stop pushing me, stop pushing me. This is where I’m sitting. Smell that, I farted on you. Now I run away, now I stop, I look at you, you don’t move, that’s okay, I’ll run anyway, maybe over here, you moved, you moved! I’m running at you, run away, do it, I’ll chase, you can’t get away, I’m too fast. I’ve got your foot, it’s mine. Nice shoes, they’re mine. Don’t struggle. What, I didn’t do anything. I’m going over here. What’s that? Hey, I hear you. I’ll mess you up. I can wedge my face anywhere, don’t make me. Here I come, here I come, you can’t stop me. I’m excited. I’ll spin around in circles, I’m so fast, even in circles. I stop, something’s on me. What’s that? I’ll spin faster, still there. I’ll chew it off, I’ll tear the hairs away. Yeah, I’m smart. What? I’m spinning again.
Now I’m sitting down. It’s hot. I need water but I’m still sitting. I sit funny, it feels good. I’m thirsty, too thirsty. I see water. I’ll look the other way so it...I’m running at it, I’m so fast. I drink it because I’m thirsty. I’m noisy. My face is wet. I shake it, still wet. I stand there, then I run with my mouth open. Air dry, I’m fast, my lips are dry so I need more water. Now my face is wet. I shake it, still wet. I stand there, then I run with my mouth open. Air dry, my lips are dry but I’m full of water. My belly is big. I fall over then I get up. I piss here, then here, and maybe here. No not here, how about here? I groucho walk to the spots. I see you looking at me. I don’t care, I’m just...running at you, I’m so fast.
I’m gonna get you, I see the crotch, it’s mine. What’s that? A football, that’s my football. Why do you have my football? Give me my football. Hey, that’s mine, give it here. Don’t make me take it, I’ll take...why did you throw it over there? I’ll get it anyway. I’ve got it, it’s mine. You can’t have it. Stop trying to take it. I’ll bring it over here. I don’t want to play with it but you can’t either. Don’t come any closer. I’ll do it. I’ll do it. I’m ready. I’m so fast, you can’t get it back. Watch, I’ll drop it here, maybe I’ll walk away. But I’ve got it back before you could. Why? Because I’m too fast. Look how high my head is, look how proud I am. I’m going to sit right in front of you. Try to take it, you can’t. You don’t want it? I’ll leave it here then or I’ll throw it in the air. I can’t catch well but you still can’t get it, I’m too fast. What’s that? Something backing up. I hear it, I hear it. I’ll run here, then there. I’ll run all around. That’ll stop it.
What’s that? Is that wet, I don’t like wet. Don’t splash me, I hate splashing. I’m walking over here. I don’t like you. You’re not splashing anymore? I’m back, I’m right here, I’m not leaving. What’s that? I run over here, I’m over here, look at what I’m doing. I run back. Didn’t you see me? Your face smells. I’m gonna smell your face more. That’s me in your face, just go with it. I’ve got smelling to do. You’ve got face sweat, I don’t like salt, I sneezed on your face. What’s in your pockets? I smell your pockets, I can put my face near there. My face is next to your pockets. I’ll get it, let me have it, I’m gonna take it, give it to me. Hey, hey, you’ve got more pockets. Let me at them, those are mine. What’s in your pockets? It smells delicious, give me your pockets. I’ll take them. Give me your shorts, those are my shorts. I’ll lean on you until you do. I’m heavy. Fine I’ll go away, I’ll walk over here and sit down. I’ll just sit right...I’m so fast you didn’t see me, give me those pockets, you don’t need all those pockets. What’s in those pockets?
I’m tired, I can’t breathe well. I need to lie down. My mouths open. Don’t mess with me. My ears are lazy. I’m too tired to...what’s that? Did you hear that? I heard that. I’m running again. Now I’m angry that I have to run. I’ll get you. I don’t see anything. I’m sitting down, don’t make me get up. I’ll stare at you with my mouth open. My mouth is open. Can’t you see? I’m coming over, just walking, I’m casual, everything is casual. I’m looking at some stairs. I’m gonna sit on those stairs. I can’t sit on those stairs. It’s not comfortable, it’s awkward, I don’t like it. Are you watching me? Then I’m not moving. I’m casual. I enjoy stairs. I might look funny but this is nice. What’s that? I’ve got to go investigate. I don’t want to leave the stairs, I have to. Oh, it’s just grass. Good thing I checked, you never know. I’ll smell it to be sure. It’s on my face it’s on my face. I can’t go back to the stairs I’ve got to roll around. No good, I’ll have to run. I’m so fast but I’m so tired. I’m gonna stop. Not because I have to because I want to. I could keep running but I’m not.
What’s that beep? I hear a beep. I see you. I see you. I’m looking right at you. Don’t you hear me? Yeah, that’s right. I’m here and I see you. I’ll go now, maybe I’ll take a nap. No, I’m back. You thought I was leaving but I’m still here. Now I’m over here, I see you again. Where am I going? You don’t know but I still see you. It’s hot here, too hot. I can’t stand here. Where is a cool spot? It’s hot outside. That spot is shady, so is that one, and that one. I’ll stand in the hot spot and figure it out. I like grass. I like dirt too. I’ll sit here. No, maybe here. This spot is nice. I need coverage. Here is a spot. I like this bush. Something is in there. What’s that? I can’t reach. I’ll sit here. I like this. I’m tired. Maybe I’ll take a nap. Yeah it’s the beep, I heard you the first time. I’ll lift my head, good enough.
Hey, hey, you’re still here? I’m going to get up and sit next to you. Right next to you, that’s it, now I’ll lean on you. I’ll look the other way. I’m no bother, I’m looking the other way. Maybe you’re leaning on me. Don’t move. I’m posted up here. You’re moving again? I’m following. You’re going over here? That’s where I’m going. What a coincidence! I’ll sit next to you again. I can smell your face. I’m not looking at you but I can still smell it. I’ll look at you when you look away. Don’t look back! I wasn’t looking at you, I was looking at the same thing you were looking at. You were just in my way. That’s ok, I’m still here. Now I’ll move here. Now I’ll move back. See, I’m doing my own thing. You’re in my way. Look at my face. I’m not looking at you but look at my face. Look at me not looking at you. Oh, you’re looking at me? Then I’ll look at you. I’m right next to you. Do you see me?
I’m hungry. Did you hear me? I eat loud. I can’t help it. I’ll eat anything. I smack when I eat. I go smack smack smack smack when I eat. Watch me eat. I don’t want to eat if you don’t watch me. I’ll eat fast. Watch me. Here I go. I’m chewing, it’s crunchy. Do you smell that? It smells bad. That’s what I eat. You eat it. You won’t. So watch me. Now I’m thirsty. Watch me drink water. I’m messy, I slurp it down. Do you hear me? I go slurp slurp. Watch me. Now I’m eating again. Ants are getting in my food. Do something about it before I eat them. You know I won’t stop eating. Do something. Too late, I ate them. Now I’m staring at you. Now I’m next to you. Do I smell funny? Too bad, I’m next to you. Look at my face. I can’t smile. Guess my expression. You don’t know. I like you that’s why I lean on you. Now I’ve stopped, now I’m back. You thought I left, I didn’t.
Hey, here’s a football and a tennis ball. Look at them. You can’t have either but look at them. I don’t want them but if you touch them I’ll take them both. I can’t carry them both but I’ll try. Don’t make me. They’re mine, stop messing with them. I’ll get you. Leave them alone. Just look at them. That’s my football and that’s my tennis ball. They’re both mine. Understand?
I can jump high, watch how high I can jump. Look, that’s high. You didn’t look. I’m jumping, see. That was a spin too, jump spin jump spin. I land soft, watch me land soft, jump spin. What’s that? Did you hear that? I heard something. I’m gonna run over here and wait. I hear it. I’m waiting. I have a line of hair standing up, I’m ready. What’s coming? I’m ready. My face is ready. I can jump spin if need be. I’m ready. There it is. I see you. I see you. Who are you? I’ll get you. I’m running over here, now I’m over here. I’m crazy. I’m everywhere. I’m back, now I’m gone, now I’m back. I’m so fast, you can’t stop me. Where will I come from? You don’t know, I’m too fast. Watch out, here I go, now I’m here, now I’m here, now I’m there. I’m so good. Don’t you hear me. I’m loud. I’m in your face. Your face is my business. My business is your face. I’ll get you. I will. Now you’re gone. I saw you. I was going to get you. Now I’ll sit down. I was too fast. I’m too fast for my own good. I’m thirsty. Good thing I’m thirsty, you’re lucky. Did you see that? I’m sleepy. You made me sleepy. I’m gonna sleep here. Don’t move. I’m sleeping.
Jack wrapped his arm around hers, snaking them together to be closer or keep her from escaping. She’s blind, she can’t tell the difference he thought.
“You’re holding me kinda close seeing as we just met” she said. He didn’t respond, instead he pulled her closer, she relented with a generous sigh; of pleasure he thought, surely of pleasure.
Curb up ahead, ten feet and closing” he said.
“Fuck you” she replied.
“Five feet and closing” he said again.
“Shut up” she came back. Jack began to make a siren noise the best he could.
“What are you doing, people are looking at us?” she demanded.
“Proximity alarm, three feet and closing, two feet, one foot, curb ahead, curb ahead, step now, step now...and how do you know people are looking, you’re blind, can your stick see them? he joked.
“Don’t fuck with me” she said, “I can take care of myself, that’s why I have a cane, a cane, not a stick, a cane. If I had a stick I’d hit you with it but I’m a lady and ladies don’t use their cane that way. And who wouldn’t look if you’re making a loud siren noise, a sorry siren noise too.”
“Really?” Jack protested, “you’re going to insult the siren? I saved your life.”
“Stop it, please” she said sadly, “just stop it”.
“Look, I’m sorry. I know we’ve just met but I want you to know that I won’t let anything happen to you. I can’t help but see you as disabled. I mean, your fucking blind, come on. But I don’t want you to leave. So I’m sorry. And don’t think I’m treating you different than anyone else, I treat everyone like shit, even me, that’s why I’m so happy. From now on I’ll treat you like a lady.” Jack said, “a lady with working eyes”. She punched him in the arm.
“How can I like you even though you’re so mean. I bet you can’t even get it up” she guessed.
“You were at the art supply store, you saw the erection” he said.
“No, in fact I didn’t see it” she replied harshly.
“That’s right, you’re blind. Sorry I was treating you as if you were had two working eyes.” Jack said smartly.
“Don’t be stupid” she said, “kiss me on the cheek.”
“Do cheeks usually have nipples” he said with his head next to her right tit. She punched him in the arm again.
“Missed your chance. You may never get one again” she said with enjoyable giddiness. He stopped in front of a store window and stood silent.
“What are you looking at” she asked.
“I’m not telling you, you’ll make fun of me” he replied.
“No I won’t, just tell me” she said squeezing his arm.
“It’s a model train set, an old one like I used to have when I was a kid. I kinda want it.”
“Ha, what a fagot” she laughed.
“Hey, what the fuck. You can’t make fun of me for that, you can’t even see it. It’s a bad ass train set. It’s got...I’m not explaining it to you.” A passerby cringed hearing Jack berate a blind girl publicly.
“You should treat her with respect” the passerby said.
“Hey fuck you” she said, “get out of our business.”
“Damn baby you are special, model train special, you heard me right” he said responding to the bewildered look on her face.
“You know, you don’t even know my name.” she said.
“What is it?” he asked.
“Guess” she answered.
“I’m not guessing” he said, and tried to start walking again but she stood unmoved.
“Guess” she reiterated.
“Something sweet I’m sure....maybe Jezebel?” he guessed.
“Jezebel, wasn’t she a whore, I’m not a whore” she protested
“It’s a pretty name” he retorted.
“Yeah it is” she replied, “so it’s mine, I’m Jezebel, nice to meet you”.
“I’m Jack, nice to meet you. Now kiss me on the cheek.” he said cheekily.
“Do cheeks usually have testicles under them?” she said.
“Why yes they do” he said with too much desperation.
“That’s too bad, I’m allergic to cheeks....but I love cock” she said with a smile. Jack’s face lit up, she knew it, he pulled her close and kissed her on the forehead, she wrapped her arms around him and they held each other happily. The same passerby from earlier heard them and commented,
“that’s disgusting”.
“Can I borrow your cane for a moment Jezebel?” Jack asked.
“Here it is”, she replied. Jack stuck it between the passerby’s feet, holding it tight, causing it, could have been male or female, to trip and fall face down on the pavement. Busting open their lip and nose, spilling blood into the cracks of the sidewalk. It screamed horribly.
“Jesus, watch where you’re walking. You almost knocked this blind woman over, show some respect, fucking disgusting.” Jack said confidently, handing the cane back to Jezebel. She punched him in the arm.
“Don’t use my blindness to make a point.” she said.
“I thought it deserved it” Jack said.
“Is it bleeding badly” she asked.
“Like it’s pouring rain from the sky” he replied.
“Okay, then just this once it was worth it, but don’t get used to using my blindness as an excuse...and we should probably get going because it’s screaming loudly and I can feel something pooling under my feet.” Jezebel said. They walked away quickly, dodging dawdling rubberneckers and lamp posts with curious ease.
They stood at a corner waiting for the light to change. Jack thought about pulling her behind him when the cars where sparse but if she got hit, well it would be her fault because she’s blind though he’d still feel bad. He stood quietly as she rambled on about the bleeding woman.
“I can’t believe you did that.” she said.
“I thought we were going to go to an eatery” she said. Jack stood quiet, oblivious to her whining. She gathered from his silence that he didn’t care so she stopped talking. She couldn’t tell that he was watching her, watching that stupid blind look on her face, she didn’t know what to do and she couldn’t look casually around, she just stood there.
She was as beautiful as she could be to him, soft creamy skin that smelled like lavender, a round face with a small nose and lips, puffy cheeks under high bones, no makeup, just that lotion. She had a long neck, thin and lean with strands of muscle twisting about when she moved, revealing definition and sinew with distinct poses. Her shoulders set back, she had great posture, forced definitely, highlighting an arch in her lower back that curved out at the ass, what an ass, huge in a good way, firm. The kind that leaves two smiles when she walks, hanging like a precipice over her hamstrings. She had perky tits which he rarely stared at even though he knew he could; show some respect he thought. They were more than a handful but not outrageous, her proportions were exact, she was a specimen to be admired. Her toes were funny since she painted the nails. They looked terrible, like she stepped in some paint or splattered it on from a distance. She lacked the tactile grace certain functions demand from eyesight. She guessed well but not well enough.
“You want to fuck?” Jack asked in a terrible cockney accent.
“No” she replied with that wonderful voice she carried, sexy and mellifluous, an erection generator. He guessed she could sing well.
His phone kept vibrating in his pocket, he didn’t even bother to look, just turned it off, grabbed her hand and began to lead her across the street.
“I can do it myself” she said
“What are you a fucking mind reader?” he replied.
“No, there is a small vibration when the walk guy pops up” she said
“That’s bullshit” Jack guessed
“What’s wrong with you?” she asked, “you’re like a different person”
“Fuck I’m tired of your shit” he said.
“You’re mad I said no to fucking aren’t you?” she asked
“Yeah, I am, you’re a tease, and you’re beautiful, and I want to fuck you” he said
“Aw, you’re sweet when you’re mad and depressed. Who’s having a tantrum, you are, that’s right, you are” she chided. She took his hand and slipped it under her panties.
“I’m wet for you” she moaned, “does that make you feel better?”
“A little” he said with childish excitement. She took his hand and started to lick his fingers.
“How about now?” she asked seductively.
“Yep, much better” he replied.
“Good” she said, “are you still hungry?” Jack smiled wide.
“I do have a taste for something” he said with his tongue pressed between his teeth, biting down hard, his eyebrows leaning inward, his fists clenched. Why are my fists clenched he wondered?
“Then take me to a restaurant, I’m hungry too” she said, smiling coyly, leading him down the street. They stopped at a light, she led him across during the flashing walking guy’s moment. I didn’t feel any vibration he thought.
“That was good” she said, wiping the tartar sauce from her lips,
“I’ve never had real fish and chips before. Do they always come with baked beans?”
“They should” Jack replied, “you know it’s a good place when the owner is the bartender and the bartender is the cook, and their British.”
“How did you know to ask for tartar sauce when they brought you horseradish and malt vinegar” he asked
“I could smell what I needed” she replied.
“Do you want to go see a movie” he asked?
“Is that a joke” she said with grave seriousness?
“What is yes” he replied in the form of question? “I can tell you what’s going on or you can sit there and be quiet.”
“I don’t like you Jack” she guffawed “but I’ll go with you”. They arrived at the box office.
“You don’t happen to have a twenty on you do you?” he asked. The girl behind the glass shook her head with disappointment and gave him the tickets.
“What a dick” the ticket girl mumbled as they walked inside. No one was in the movie theater, it received terrible reviews but Jack knew critics don’t count for shit. He liked that he could choose whatever seat he wanted. Could Jezebel really complain, he ran a scenario through his head while she went to the washroom.
“I don’t like this movie” she said.
“You’re opinion doesn’t count, you’re blind” he replied. A sensible scenario for sure.
He let her pick the seat, do it yourself he thought, you’re so independent. She picked the front row far left side, what a bitch. Not a soul in there beside them. She wore a face of supreme satisfaction. He was disgruntled before the movie started. He could barely see the previews and she knew it.
“What’s happening now” she asked?
“I honestly have no idea” he replied, “I think those colorful streaks are talking about buying snacks from the concession stand, now they’re singing.” She sighed happiness and leaned on his shoulder, squeezing tight with her hand. The movie sounded interesting. That was about all he could deduce. I can’t see anything, this sucks he thought. Then it hit him, that clever bitch, he chuckled and kissed her hand as she slowly ran her fingers along his neck.
“No fun is it” she asked?
“I’m having a great time” he replied, kissing her hand again.
“In a few minutes I’m going to kiss you on the cheek” she said before attempting without grace to kiss him on the lips, “in a few minutes”.
He thought in song, blow job city, blow job city is where happiness grows, blow job city is next to intercourse cove. Approximately ten minutes later nothing had happened, he looked at her. She was sleeping, curled up in the seat with both arms around his.
“Hey, hey” he whispered loudly, that you’re going to hear me whisper even if I have to break the rules of what whispering means. Nothing, she didn’t stir. Her lips smacked as a string of drool fell down her chin.
He couldn’t see the movie, it wasn’t very good. Fucking critics got lucky this time he thought. He reached over her, thought of fondling her while she slept. Too creepy on the first day of knowing someone he decided. Instead of taking free sexual liberties that he was surely owed he reached over her to her cane propped against the wall, picked it up, and had an imaginary sword fight for the remainder of the movie, checking periodically to see if Jezebel had woken up for his just desserts. Nope, so he swashbuckled on, slashing foes and protecting the front far left seats of the movie theater. On guard you invisible swine!
When she woke up she was leaning more on him, pressing down his chest. It was uncomfortable but he wasn’t going to say anything. She smiled and yawned then leaned closer. Fuck he thought, you’ve got a chair, look at all these empty chairs.
“What’s that in your front pocket” she asked “do you have something for me?” He was genuinely confused as she had crushed any sexual aspirations in her space taking maneuver. He reached down to feel it out, hoping it wasn’t a boner, he wasn’t blind and deaf though it hadn’t been four hours. He felt the hard cover of the book, rubbed it softly.
“No, that’s not for you” he said, pushing her back in her seat, “let’s go”. The walk outside was quiet. He noticed their time together was either quiet or pleasantly confrontational. Jack was thinking with great force, the sky should have fallen from it. He considered asking her what she liked to do, her hobbies, dreams, all the things you usually have to talk about at some time. Then he thought, I don’t care. So he didn’t and they continued their walk in silence.
“Will you walk me back to my place” she asked?
“How far is it” he asked, then before she could answer, “sure”.
About a mile from the theater she needed to sit down because she was tired.
“I want to touch the book” she said “I can tell you love it, I want to touch it”.
He was reluctant but he thought about the benefits of indulging her.
“Fine” he said as if he had a gun to his head. Jack removed the book, moving his fingers along the cover slowly before holding out to her, refusing to give up possession, making her reach to him.
“It smells old” she said, he laughed appropriately
“Yeah it does” he replied.
She ran her fingers along it, the texture furrowed her brow, it was unusual he knew but unusual to her too, surprising. She found the missing circle in the center, ran its perimeter, pressed her index finger against the fraying edges.
“What is this material” she asked?
“I think it’s leather” he said.
“I’ve never felt leather like this before” she said warily, stopping her finger, heaving deep with unnecessary speed, her face pale. She looked sick.
“Are you...” he asked partially though before he could finish the sentence she vomited forward on the ground. Luckily Jack had snatched the book away from her vicinity as soon as she made the vomit face. I guess blind people make the vomit face too he thought as she spewed fish, chips, and beans on the ground, getting bits in the ends of her hair.
“Hold my fucking hair” she yelled as Jack watched with uncaring eyes. He put the book away with caution, tucking in down in his pocket. Satisfied with his effort he tapped it lightly, hoping that she would be done by the time he returned his attention.
“Looks like you don’t need me to help now” he said with a smirk.
“I don’t need your help but please just...fuck...forget it, just take me home” she said, almost begging.
“Can do” he replied blithely, standing up and extending his hand out before retracting it at the sight of the vomit. I’m a bit too clean to touch that he thought. Instead he let loose a simple, “are you ready?” She rose to her feet, wiped her face and hair with her shirt, made herself a little more presentable.
“Oh I have a handkerchief” Jack said “if you still need something”. She didn’t respond.
“You must have gotten some bad fish” Jack proposed. She still didn’t respond.
“You know if I was blind I wouldn’t even know you where still here. How would I know?” Jack said.
“You walk loud Jack, you take loud steps, I can hear you from a distance, you always walk loud. Just stop talking and take me home. I’m ready for this to be over.” Jezebel said despondently, “you’re like a cancer Jack, a fast acting cancer.”
The sofa was never a good place to sleep. Jack knew this. The springs were broken, the cushions were lopsided but he didn’t care, he had just sat down and when he woke up he was in pain and it was morning. There was a mild haze about the room, a confusing haze. He walked to the hall, kitchen, and living room, still confronted by the haze.
“Hello” he yelled to nothing. He opened a window then a second to get the cross ventilation started.
“What the fuck dude” Arden yelled from the hall closet, “I’m trying to hot box this bitch”. Jack nodded, it was a plausible reason for the haze, as he closed both the windows.
“You didn’t get in until late late last night” Arden said.
“I know, last night was longer than I expected” Jack said.
“Nice” Arden replied.
“No, not nice” Jack retorted.
“What happened” Arden asked?
The haze returned with precedented force, bringing about a pain in the eyes that is somehow relieved by squinting and blinking quickly. Music was playing from a room down the hall, a storage room. Jack figured someone was crashing on the floor, spacing out, or getting ready to leave. He understood. You have to drive your welcome into the ground before you go, take it for all it’s worth, wring it out all over the bathroom floor then leave it when you do, make someone else pick it up. If you never plan on returning burn down every bridge in your way, burn them to charcoal then stomp them into ash, track it along the floor, stain your path behind. The music was discordant, a cacophony of sound with the intention of being a new genre accompanied by two singers, one screaming the other mewling.
Jack sat down on a different sofa realizing that every sofa they owned was terrible. It made sense, own was a strong word; every sofa they saw on a curb was terrible, every sofa they bought for less than ten dollars was terrible, every sofa held together by glue was terrible, though in fairness they did stay together.
“It was a nightmare.” Jack said telling Arden of the previous day up to the vomiting.
“You watched her vomit then offered her a handkerchief late” Arden asked?
“Yep” Jack replied.
“That was early evening though, what happened to make you so late?” Arden asked.
Jack began, “After that I walked her home. She refused my help like before but then refused to even touch me. She was upset so I made jokes to no avail, good jokes too. You know the nun one, show him your cross—fuck you, you gypsy bastard.”
“Right, that’s a good one. And no response?” Arden asked.
Jack replied, “nothing, anyway we get to her place. Worst neighborhood in town, the apartment complex eroding away off of Martin Luther King Jr. boulevard. I didn’t realize it but there is only one way in and out and her place is at the end of the complex, about a quarter mile deep. So I’m doing my best not to make eye contact because I see nickel plated .45 caliber guns everywhere, like there was a free giveaway somewhere. No one is paying us any mind for which I was thankful until she starts tapping her cane real loud. That gets everyone’s attention.”
Jack continued, “now, I’ve got no weapon on me, didn’t think I’d need one so I start to formulate a plan. I figured I would, only if need be, steal her cane, knock her down and sprint back to second street where that catholic church is. Well this thinking was unnecessary because we finally get to her place, it’s on the second floor. Before you say anything, I know, what the fuck. At the bottom of the stairs are six guys rolling dice over maybe seven dollars in ones, they part like the red sea for her and I’m doing my best to stay close behind. They give me shit but I ignore it because, like I said, I’m unarmed and not looking to die. I take some precarious steps over and around them. On another note, why wouldn’t you move if someone was trying to get by, where’s the common courtesy, it’s pretty fucking deplorable. When I reach the top of the stairs she’s already at her door. She took those steps like a pro, went right to her door, and slid the key in first try. I walk up to her, she turns to me as she opens the door and says, ‘do you have anything to say to me’ to which I reply as cleverly as possible, ‘I want to cum in your hair’. Now I think I’ve nailed it, perfect timing.”
“Wait, wait, wait” Arden said, “you mean to tell me she’s fucking blind?”
“What the fuck dude? That’s the first thing I told you; I’ll pretend you were listening” Jack said as he continued, “anyway, this giant of a man steps laterally into the doorway from out of nowhere, like he was standing parallel to it waiting for something. Either he was protective or involved with her, I don’t know but he was pissed and huge.
‘What’d you say to her’ he said with a nice baritone voice.
So continuing the facade that I figured would keep my alive I acted like a bad ass, craning my neck to do so,
‘I told her I wanted to cum in her hair, you got a problem with that?’
Which he apparently did. At this time I don’t know what’s going on nor do I know what to do. This guy was protective and had a deep soothing voice, like one voice with the strength of two voices. And don’t give me shit for complimenting him, I’m just saying I didn’t know if he was fucking her, her brother, or just angry at me. So this guy steps out onto the walkway, forcing me to take move back or be crushed under his momentum and all I hear is something like,
‘oh shit, someone’s going to get fucked up’ coming from the bottom of the stairs. Reassuring I know. And all this time she hasn’t said a word. No stop it or leave him alone, nothing. She’s just standing behind him, quiet, looking directly at me, or giving the impression she was looking directly at me, I don’t know. It was unsettling for sure. If anything she seemed to be enjoying his anger. I’d guess not brother because she was turned on, she liked the jealousy, that could have been her plan like some weird Munchausen’s by proxy by proxy. I think that’s the syndrome. Anyway...”
Jack continued as Arden left the room, “keep going dude, I’m still listening” Arden said. A bit rude Jack thought though surprised Arden had stayed intrigued this long. And Jack continued, “So this guy’s fuming. The steam is literally and I don’t know how this is physically possible, rising from the top of his bald head, fucking rising, like a cartoon. Finally I lean to the left and see Jezebel clearly and say ‘what the fuck is going on’ to which she doesn’t reply so I gather then that she’s abandoned me to the giant. Well, I try to reason with him sensibly, ‘yo man, your girl is a whore, that’s not my fault’. I hear the cacklers at the bottom of the stairs begin to laugh, that shocked laugh where you can’t believe something someone said. Like if David had walked up to Goliath before their fight and said, ‘hey, I fucked your wife last night’ before putting his hands out then grabbing his dinky ass sling shot. Not my best move. I know it’s not going to end well so I at least want to know what the situation is, like getting shot with an arrow. Yeah I want the arrow out but also, who the fuck shot me with an arrow.”
“You got shot with an arrow?” Arden asked in total belief. Jack sighed while making a clicking noise with his throat, something he did when irritated.
Jack continued, “no, I did not get shot with an arrow. Just shut up and let me finish. Trying to hot box this bitch, we see what good that did. Anyway, she was a whore though he didn’t say so in those exact words. ‘This is my girl’ he actually said. ‘Oh’ I replied, happy to hear an answer, ‘so she is a whore, I just wanted some clarification’. Thinking it was all over I wanted to leave as quickly as possible except that the discourteous folks from the bottom of the stairs had made their way to the top thoroughly blocking my exit. He talked some shit, ‘I’m gonna kick your ass, blah, blah’ which I understood. You have to stand up in front of your woman. You know, look tough and I told him this but I unfortunately added ‘especially because she’s visually retarded’. Apparently he didn’t focus on the word visually which I found quite ignorant but was unable to explain at length. He clenched his fists. The talking was over and I was satisfied with that. I smiled pleasantly at him and waited for him to approach, got in a comfortable stance where I could move quickly if need be. It was here that she grabbed his arm and started whining, ‘come back inside, leave him alone, it was my fault’ and the rest of that jazz. But our conversation had riled him up passed the point of subduing to his woman’s will so he flung her hand away and raised his fists.”
Jack lifted his shirt to show a large bruise below his ribs on his left side, “that’s how big one of his balled fists was.”
“Christ” Arden gawked.
Jack continued, “Anyway, the next few moments were quick. She started begging me to go which is when he swung low—I later surmised he must have been a fan of Jersey Joe Walcott—and made severe contact with the location of my bruise, knocking me against the rail. I almost doubled over but he caught me where I’d piss blood later instead, I was grateful. I stood up with a hard face like it didn’t hurt. It hurt like fuck, worse than an automobile accident, worse than when I put my head through a windshield, it fucking hurt. He swung at me again, this time high, and being so much bigger than me not only could I see it coming but when I crouched slightly I was out of reach. Once the fist passed over my head I stood up quick and kicked the inside of his right knee like I was volleying a football into the goal. It was a fucking golasso, gol, gol, gol, gol, gol, gol, asso, asso, asso, asso. I don’t think it broke but he buckled hard falling on that knee at which point I could see Jezebel’s face for the first time in a few minutes wearing a look of horror as I lunged forward with a straightened hand acting as a sword, chopping it across his larynx or esophagus or something that fucked him up good because he couldn’t breathe. Now he’s on one knee, choking like a bitch and I step back and wait for him to get up. I’m feeling good, I’m ready for more, my side didn’t hurt any longer. I wanted to make a point to her. I gave her an inch and I was then ready to take much more back. The fellas at the top of the stairs didn’t move, they stayed quiet as deer in headlights, captured by the unexpected.
“So I let the big man get up, my mistake” Jack said as he pulled his shirt up again, this time to his chin revealing a large bruise on his ribs.
Jack continued, “he stood up, I did what was essentially an end zone dance right in front of him and even in his partially ass whooped state he threw a mean straight punch in to my ribs which thankfully didn’t break anything, probably due to the strain he was under to both stand and breathe. After regaining my composure he could breathe enough to want to continue to fight. I was ready to leave, I made my point and was still scared. He could have collapsed my face with a single blow. But I waited too long, he was ready so I raised my fists and waited, faking movements with my body, hoping he would throw another high shot. Nope, low, fortunately I side stepped it forcing him to come around with a high left which I ducked under and caught after at the elbow when his momentum carried him by, pulling him off balance and toward me. I stepped out of the way but leaned my hip in using it as a fulcrum—science at work—to lift him from the ground just barely but enough so that when he hit the rail behind me his speed and lift caused him to flip right over and down below. He fucking slammed into the hood of his car, luckily it was his car and he was out.”
Jack continued, “I looked at Jezebel who was shaking, scared, like I was going to take her inside and rape her, like I had earned it. Which in theory I thoroughly had earned but in practice I would never, not full rape anyway. I looked at her as she moved to the rail and leaned over and said to her, ‘I had a good time tonight...and I don’t care that you’re a whore’. At which point I gave a Hulk Hogan pose, tried and failed to rip my shirt off, then left, watching the discourteous gents at the stairs learn manners quickly as they parted without making eye contact. I walked away confidently passed their building then ran passed the others as I was scared shitless. That’s not a good term. I shit my pants a little, seriously, I thought it was a fart but I dropped a deuce in the boxers that made its way out the bottom of my pants. And check out my hip, I’ve got a bruise from where the giant hit my hip on the throw. He might have been a sasquatch, I don’t know. Finally I made my way back here, sat on the sofa, and passed out immediately, waking up to what I actually thought could be a cloudy oblivion.”
“I can’t believe she was blind dude” Arden said again.
“Yes, she was blind, that was the most unbelievable part of the story, blindness. Like unicorns and leprechauns, the magic blindness betrays all reality.” Jack said while shaking his head.
“Anyway, I’ve got to go take a shower and clean the tops of my shoes, maybe clip away some of the leg hair that got stuck together” Jack said while walking away through the haze that had thickened into something that required a mask.
Danielle walked outside early in the morning. She never went outside early in the morning. It was so bright. There were oranges and pinks still sitting on the horizon but they could not be seen unless the brightness was diminished by trees or billboards. She walked outside with a backpack full of business though she knew no one would be up that early to receive. Nevertheless she started toward the park to at least kill some minutes. There was a swing set there that she used to see Jack at and would sometimes stop and watch him as he attempted to flip over the bar wondering why he loved swinging so much. She remembered seeing him swing forward to the apex then as it was returning he would bring his arms into his chest waiting for the top of the back swing where he would just lean back. It looked like suicide but it resulted in a neat flip. He’d land on his feet and do it again, then again, then again, and then she would leave without ever making her presence known.
She walked passed three columns left over from an old house, some historic site that were scarred by flame and age, branded by graffiti and love notes, generally unattractive. She leaned against one, thinking she could kill some minutes by staring into the distance or watching the people as the strolled by, every one keeping to themself, avoiding eye contact at all cost; strange she thought since she knew she was beautiful. It must have been the clothes. The sun disappeared behind a cloud giving her a momentary reprieve from the light, its potency near sentient. She thought she could hear it humming in her ear, pulsating against her head, penetrating deep into her brain where it thrived in synaptic bliss, orbiting the hemispheres with supernatural ease.
The sun was singing to her, singing its demand to be worshiped as a creator. Blasting down law in the form of light, forgo your spilio gods, banish them to darkness for light is the key to salvation. She shook her face back and forth, her cheeks fluttering like a horse, the sound similar as well. If she chewed in a circular fashion the image would have been complete. She removed the thoughts from her head, forgot the light behind regard for daily tasks, for work requires concentration and business succeeds only without pleasure.
Danielle started walking again; she dropped her arm along the chain of the swing, felt its shapely turn of steel and basked in its awkward coruscation. The light died upon reflection, diminished by human touch, forsaken by the advent of modern technology. She passed this place continuing through the park, walking its length with painstaking steps, relieved of pleasure by her tasks she found satisfaction where she could, in the softness of the grass, the smell it exuded beneath the pressure of her feet, releasing its energy to the air above, a gift to the morning nose. Her eyes traversed the landscape. It was flat with few trees placed—obviously with purpose as their distance was congruent—at the boundaries of the park creating a ring about the center which was barren of everything but grass, concrete, and those columns.
They could have been pillars she thought though she didn’t know the specific difference. She did know they were receptacles for useless words, for pointless loves, and desperate youths. At one time the house they managed would have spread over the entire area. Rooms upon rooms upon buildings crafted from the blood of the servile. The whip baring as much responsibility as the stone in making them. Work faster, harder, bleed yourself but don’t stain the earth, a penance for the light. A hate designed by those allergic to its power, foreign to its majesty, worshiping their gods from shade and darkness, heretics.
She fabricated her own fantasy in the open space; she believed it was a prison since prison held a rare meaning. One of only a few words that could define anything and everything. Was she a glass half empty kind of girl? No, the glass only survives because it contains water. The glass appears a cage but crumbles without substance, it is weak, it is the pillar that governs life, that makes law, and rules with de facto fascism though it would never be called so; one contains so the other must obey. This place was surely a prison but if all places were then this one was a wonderful prison where the sun ruled still even if man contaminated its bounty. Man’s wretchedness was painted on the ground as grass, pavement, and trees. Bow your head.
She regained herself again, checked her watch. It was still too early to do business. Danielle wasn’t sure why she left so early, why she left Amber lying naked in bed covered only by a thin red sheet to come outside, to sweat in the bliss of the morning and endure its brightness, but she did. She imagined Amber waking up alone, not knowing where she went. She imagined Amber sitting naked in a chair, wiping tears from her cheeks wondering all the scenarios that could have taken Danielle away. Danielle smiled to this thought. A smile that burned inside, a revealing moment betrayed by the next and subsequently forgotten.
She knew Amber would be desperately affectionate when she returned, especially if business went well. She knew Amber would forgive her and refuse an explanation in the face of love seemingly reunited. Danielle imagined Amber’s soft body tensing with pleasure, writhing with breaths at the touch of her hand, begging to be caressed and kissed, to feel rapture from a tongue and salvation from a word. Danielle had good reason to ignore the smile that burned deep.
Danielle stepped with relative ease through the grass, over pronating her left foot from habit, leaving a curious pattern of trailing behind her, disturbed then removed by the blowing wind. She touched her hair with her finger, streaking it down then curling it around tight, a move she repeated from habit; one of the few feminine gestures she made publicly. Ahead she saw a fountain celebrating names on a plaque now unrecognizable from weather’s scorn. Someone died once and someone donated a fountain in their stead. In honor of my dead husband’s generosity I bequeath you a fountain with as many tiers as you like as long as it’s less than eight feet high.
The one Danielle was staring at had five tiers but was no taller than her, each tier constructed so closely to the next that it was difficult to tell if they all held water. This fountain was unique compared to others though as it was built of bricks laid by the family of whomever donated it as stated in a more recent plaque placed next to the old one. A reason she supposed so the world would know of the family’s labor, their sacrifice in honor of someone’s generosity. God bless you for your effort. God validate you for your effort. Plaque validate you for your effort. God bless your plaque dear family and god bless you.
She noticed a naked baby statue on top in a flying pose, a cherub maybe, spitting water out of its mouth to the top tier below. She found this disconcerting. Is this what naked baby angels do she wondered? She rubbed her flat, toned stomach, patting it gently with appreciation that it had never produced a child. A four legged disease to spread itself over the earth, a responsibility cured by abandonment. Let the sun decide its fate, I’ve things to do. She moved away from the structure as two elderly things approached, the effort of tears evident without the actual substance, mourning the dead whose generosity merited such a spectacular fountain and whose plaque was irrelevant to the maintaining of their memory. She walked away as they began to sob, it was disgusting. The bodily functions of the elderly are so contrived they appear only as humor or disgust to her, they should be fed to the fountain, mounted on the tiers, placed up top so that the stone cherub could spit water out of their eyes for all eternity. What peace they could find. Bow your head.
She walked along a path leading to a set of stairs that spun their way down a steep embankment. These stairs were of stone, large slabs laid down years before with appealing stonework also on the side creating a railing of significant thickness. She stopped at the top of these stairs where, carved away were two benches, pleasant to sight but uncomfortable to the ass. She sat anyway as her stay would be brief, staring into space, the light flickering about her face as the tree above her swayed in the breeze. She thought of staring into the sun but concerned with the irrevocable damage it might cause to her eyes decided against it. In her contemplation she stared at the ring of trees outlining the perimeter of the park.
In the corner there was one in particular that was gnarled and menacing, less manicured than the rest, a preserve of something unnatural. She stared at its expanding and intertwining branches rising unusually from thickness to separation, admiring the curiosity it provoked when she noticed a form hurl itself down to the ground. It looked like a ball slammed down to the earth without recoil or resistance. She stood up cautiously, her knees slightly bent as she watched the ball unfurl into a man, she watched him stretch his limbs beyond the range of the branches, his presence similar to that of the tree. He turned all around. She hid behind the stone wall, peaking over, realizing he hadn’t seen her. She stood up again, confronting the uneasiness she felt with forced confidence.
Danielle watched as the man pulled a small book from his pocket. Intrigued she moved forward. She had as much right to be there as anyone else and besides she thought, it was a fairly active place. She started along the path back toward the fountain where the relics were still attempting to weep. She broke off to the left through the grass with her head down though eyes still focused on the man who was seemingly oblivious to everyone else. She stopped behind a tree not twenty meters away and pretended to tie her shoe, a conspicuous deceit she had used successfully before as it pretended both an excuse to watch and an excuse to unnotice. It was a slow process and nicely theatrical as she had sandals on that morning. She was stuttering breaths as she felt the man burning inside her. She saw his shoes were tattered, his shorts and shirt full of holes, his face clean shaven and smooth. Her stomach fluttered with every attempt to maintain calm.
For an instant she thought she recognized him but refused to believe it, refused to sacrifice the feeling for confirmation. She couldn’t help being overwhelmed by disappointment so she abstained from thinking. She let loose lions of her own and set them on this man with angry vengeance. She abandoned her attraction and replaced it with disgust while still watching him as he stroked the book as dear as a woman, as tender as a child. She wondered what was inside, what words could blind a man so greatly. Danielle imagined his oblivion conceived in pages, ordered by numbers and satisfied by touch. It couldn’t be beautiful for he was not. Those words were allergic to beauty, they must have been dreadful things but she knew not of such words or such pages. She knew of sadness yes, but even that was still beautiful because it was hers. She imagined the best she could the power of that book and tried to create the words herself to fulfill an emotion she deplored ever having.
Most beef drips red with a mysterious substance, a concoction of preservatives and natural juices emanating from its usually cloudy bulk; that deep red that defines mass produced store bought products; that abnormal attraction people confuse with fresh meat. Within the confines of the thin transparent plastic wrap the space is filled with a high concentration of carbon dioxide to keep the appearance of freshness longer than the word applies. The running liquid stains hands, produces a smell unfamiliar to the average consumer, its frequency demanding the intervention of plastic bags to grasp and contain the mess that will later become a meal.
Ground beef in certain cases also has this problem, especially when it’s forced into chubs tied off like lengths of sausage, compressed to convey its cheapness, its quality hidden under thicker, opaque sheets of plastic stamped with warnings and suggestions. Chicken meets no minimal similarities that beef and its ground counterpart exert on unsuspecting admirers.
Chicken is a leaking whore, a timed catastrophe awaiting the arrival of naked hands, its rendering a criminal lurching unseen, moving slowly across a clear cover by failed expansion of injected gas, down the sides to a gross pool underneath where the corners of its poor material reside together leaving a confluence of pungent odors in their purest form that after contacting skin hardens into crust similar to rock candy, leaving he the fingers and palms abrasive until a thorough cleaning.
These juices are not all together unnatural, a butcher wraps his products in thick paper for a reason, a purposeful amount can demonstrate freshness though so does a carcass hanging in the window, an apron stained with blood, the monstrous tones of a bone saw; these things demonstrate a quality foreign to mass produced products but large quantity of mystery juice escaping the meat is unnecessary to prove a plastic wrapped freshness with other more accosting sensory perceptions available.
She knew the cost of her job all too well, she knew what waited for her under each rectangular tray yet still forgot to put her disposable vinyl gloves on before reaching blindly into boxes of miscellaneous meat, every instance of meeting with the filthy runoff bringing a loudly expelled obscenity to her tongue, ejecting it forth to the ears of women and children standing within range, constantly causing complaints and later reprimands from the manager. They who never stooped to such menial labor scolded her without accurate appreciation for her disgusting work, pointing sternly while issuing harsh threats followed by friendly epilogues to dissolve away any animosity resulting from the diatribe. She would close her ears and stand empty as they spouted their disapproval, verbally unresponsive while in her thoughts screaming angrily at their ignorance, countering each phrase with a logical rebuttal. All of these confrontations ending the same way,
“Yes, sir, sorry sir, you’re right sir, it won’t happen again sir”.
Forced spineless by the desperate need for employment. She hated her job, she nearly hated her life for what it had become, she would have too if she didn’t love not being at work so much, not having to take two showers in a row then wash random meat stenches from her clothes of which she only had one set. Twenty four and working in the meat department, two bachelor’s degrees and working in the meat department, teaching certification and working in the meat department. She deserved to yell fuck, she deserved much more but a solitary fuck, no one should fault her for that. Praise her for showing up, praise her for taking instruction from incompetent supervisors, praise her for not lashing out with physical harm when her boss, a guy near her age, calls her my associate, the pronoun deserving of death.
She was a new world whore suffering the agony of an extended economic recession, finding work with corporate fools swimming in her shadow, she hoped they would drown in it, she practiced the face she would wear when they did though on the outside she took it quietly, arriving for work the next day to live the misery again. How could life stray so far from her dreams? What mistakes had she made? She had attended a small state school in Louisiana, nothing impressive compared to iconic institutions of grandeur dotting affluent geographies but still full accredited, offering undergraduate to post-graduate degrees, a place to fulfill the mandate imposed on youth that a good life cannot be achieved without higher education, a seed sown deep from teachers throughout adolescent schools.
A good life mutually exclusive to a higher salary; where money exists there happiness dwell too. She lived at the university well, the library, not solely from the absence of direct supervision to which through her previous years she had become accustom, but the for the influx of knowledge that pervaded the air of the place, a sanctuary for some but infecting the heads of others resulting mostly in immediate arrogance, regurgitating facts stated by someone called doctor to others without the details of its origin, forcing the conversation nearer to a predetermined point so as to interject with a line of inevitable intellectualism. Some didn’t care, the best ones learned not to; it was a futile effort since depending on your degree the majority of the information violating the mind was absolutely useless, words to forget, expensive formulas paid in full at the beginning of each semester, dates irrelevant to modern life.
She despised that she could tell specific dates unspecific to anything she cared about but not why she was unable to find a better job or thoroughly explain the motives for 19th and 20th century american domestic and foreign policy while having to watch it shirked for a failing system, accepting it despondently as the mistakes of the past, policies that though unrelated to her personal actions leave her financially crippled, cemented in debt, the casket lid slowly being closed by unpatriotic leaders while she flails helpless inside, leeching the little dollars and cents she is privileged to bring home after taxes, leaving just enough to survive meagerly in squalor on a menagerie of cheap high fructose corn syrup products.
Academia had failed her, the nice pretensions that reside in its fantastic bubble skewered to be served on the backs of the poor to the driving forces of modern life, a wasteland wafting outside the imaginary kingdom on knowledge, a pretty lie. It took her only one semester to learn not to care, it came so easily. She knew she’d arrived when she scored a thirty one on her major midterm because she forget what day it was, a costly display of disobedience and wherewithal, creating purposely wrong answers to pass an allowable amount of time, read by a professor who met her disregard with equal response, an admirable trait in a confined position. The comment the professor scribbled at the bottom was the most uplifting thing she received in those four years.
“I put as much effort into grading this as you did into taking it”. How admirable.
It was always necessary for her to hide the extent of her abilities through intentional errors and gratuitous questions, to give the illusion that the light bulb was constantly burned out, to lower expectations to a level where she became unseen among a crowd, a shade of color plastering the wall with as much potential as the plastic plant potted near the door. Those moments even hurt the opinion she held of himself, so much effort to dissuade an egregious populous. What were they but small, tiny creatures peddling knowledge for a chance at materialism. That’s not fair but it doesn’t have to be.
If the motions hadn’t offended her constitution as they did she might have never left that frame of mind. Do not be mistaken that she avoided knowledge, she absorbed it, reading everything she could find, spending hours at the library, her home, meeting the dead over and again, assimilating their words, fighting the unbearable desire to spout off information about the latest thing learned, wanting recognition while begging herself to not become truly like all the other faces.
She remembered the day she began to live well in that fantasy. Until her reckoning she had to buy product elsewhere on the seldom occasions she found herself there, rationing its use to ensure the supply would last for long enough to not cause disappointment. One night she found a connection, an upperclassmen paying her way through the same machine by pushing, a steady supply available in four finger quantities. She began to get high all the time, showing up to classes blitzed, unaware of where she was or what she was doing, attending the wrong classes rather frequently, accumulating large numbers of absences which she later learned greatly affected her grades.
She grew well versed in replies to her appearance. She found that saying she just got laid or the condom broke made the situation awkward enough to dispel further questions. She also kept a pair of crutches in her room to elicit sympathies for her reddened eyes and tardiness. She began learning how not to do what was required of her well. Those four years were great for her mental development. She discovered LSD, discovered it routinely until she almost lost her mind. In the early stages she hated the vomiting that sometimes accompanied the beginning of the trip but by the end of her use she laughed profusely while spewing solids, liquids, bile, and blood on to the side of a particular red bricked building; the stain less noticeably despite the regularity of effort.
When she decided to quit she had nearly taken a permanent sabbatical from reality; she stood next to the train tracks as a freighter clashed by, screaming indecipherable sounds at it, causing enough stir to warrant the arrival of the police whom she outran through adjacent neighborhoods all the while with a gallon jug of tea converted into a bong attached rigidly to her right hand. The passing train was exciting to her trippy senses but the jug was her downfall; she began to become the jug, responding to queries as the jug.
“Are you okay” someone might ask?
“The jug is fine” she would reply, “the jug cares not about your questions”. Her friends strayed away, scared of her transformation, harping their own trips through her lack of sanity. She saw white elephants and pink ladies, she forgot her name for a while, wandered until she found a tree to climb, sleeping in its curling braches, covered with ants when she awoke, aware herself of the transformation she cared not to control.
A consequence of these digressions led her to lose all of her academic scholarships; her full ride gone, she owed five thousand a semester with no money to her name, she took out loan after loan to cover school then more loans to finance her customs, amounting a tower of debt still shadowing her present movements, still unpaid. Throughout her unlicensed clinical trials into the loss of reality her academic success did not disappear. She had graduated with two bachelor’s degrees in four years and some honors. School was easy, too easy to learn, unmatched compared to the library, a monument of knowledge ignored by most, a sanctuary in any reality. She left that place never to return, traveled to the far side of the world before obtaining certification to teach retards.
Society beckoned her arrival with debt collectors and disapproval, hounding calls and verbal abuse, insults given to depress a payment toward a defaulted loan. Society was a tease, a trick, welcoming her with open arms to a field with few jobs, least of all someone without experience. They took her resumes with disdain, never giving a single word in response. They took her achievements with sour disgust; she was unemployed, ineligible for the benefits from which the position for so many other wretches profit. She moved in with her family, a palpitating sponge grown attached to the couch, taking work as a temp where she could find it, filing papers or answering calls, putting activity bags together for troops.
“Only ten sparkle beads per bag. We need one hundred bags, an assortment of colors too” they would say.
The people were lovely but the tasks frustrated any shred of talent, sinking into a muck that penetrated her existence. She was eventually fired for not showing up to work, being high will sometimes lead to forgetfulness. She stayed high for years, leaving her burdens to the world for a lit pipe or shoddily rolled joint, exercising her fingers through video games, squatting with friends and family and friends’ family, wallowing in gross unsuccess at her host’s expense. She took a job remodeling at a superstore, temporary work of course, practical grunt work fulltime was inconceivable. She worked in a warehouse shipping supplies to the store, operating fork lifts while handling the bulk of her manager’s job—a young man almost finished with university—getting high during lunch with some buddies from the store, insane high, three blunt high, then driving the forklift as carelessly and recklessly as possible. She quit this job with retarded glee, taking her saved money to explore nature’s squalor, a six month experience expiring at two from having spent everything which she blamed unfairly on altruism.
Returning again to the bosom of her family to await a new date for her flight physical. In her distress she had gone to an Air Force recruiter to sign away her problems to the military who due to the economic collapse were no longer offering enlistment bonuses, a check that could have cleared her debt, instead offering only service and commitment with a petty salary, essentially a slave wage. She decided to apply to become an officer, to earn enough to remove the parasites from her ears, to lead with honor and respect, to follow other abstract concepts that increase esteem after so long of having none. Nine months later she was accepted, asked to a flight physical that was impossible to reach while she was stranded in the woods, then subject to the discretion of amorphous personnel to schedule a new one. Four months later she want to a base, passed the extensive tests until se found his cholesterol was too high, though they would not believe it was because she had a double cheeseburger with bacon and some ice cream the night before. An athlete, a prime specimen of anti-american physical culture, strewn atop a garbage heap by the military for a cholesterol issue, thrown to the grass and flowers, a wilting piece of nature.
She found a job the same superstore corporation, the same flesh dissolving monster that she had remodeled as a temporary associate, in the meat department. This time told by a manager that she wasn’t qualified for anything better, didn’t deserve more than minimum wage for her labor. She could not escape her caged path, her wings nailed to the floor as the feet of machines trampled her face. She had grown sober for the military, losing enough time to not be able to immediately resurrect her habit if she had so desired; sober and desperate, the formula for crime or a sorry life. In the meat department she had no features, only a blur of colors coinciding with boxes and trays, her figured disposed to routine, she had been given just enough hours to make it difficult to find another job but precisely not enough to be considered full time. God forbid she should be eligible for health insurance, something she hadn’t had for six years.
And now to fuck her in the ass on a grand stage, her government was going to force her to have it. With what she wondered. Would they take her few possessions in return for shoddy medical care? How did they expect her to pay? How was she supposed to trust her government when it beckoned her to suffering? They more desperate than she but lacking any volition or responsibility, a child demanding obedience, a child with nice teeth. Modern society was so far removed from her predicament, a single voice crying out among many others crying in the dark, ignored wholly, becoming weighed more torpid by chains, surrounded by hands demanding what she did not have, accruing penalties for their want, far from a free woman.
Freedom was alive as her will, standing solemnly before a wall of meat, surviving the present to suffer the future, a sad face indistinguishable from the products she peddled, a terribly sad face. She knew one fact for certain, one immutable fact; that as long as her government was more conniving and desperate than she, no one, not fucking no one was getting a god damn red cent from her.
The sky was a viscous black when she awoke to get ready for work, a dense glob removed from the brilliance of day, paraded only by the false lights of street lamps and storefronts. It was 4:30 am according to her phone, her source of time, days, dates, and her morning alarm; it was the latest she could sleep if she planned to arrive to work on schedule. Wake up, toss some clothes on, have a quick cup of coffee, feel it burn her mouth from the speed with which she had to drink it, then drive to work with the few other poor bastards witness to that horrid hour. The roads were practically empty, barren of life though still flushed with greed.
If she didn’t take the toll road the trip was five times as long because all of the traffic lights near the greedy leviathan were purposely unsynchronized to persuade drivers to use the toll hungry road. Fifty cents a mile, not a fair trade, not since the tolls were being paid to a european company, not since they abandoned the rules of a toll road that once were when the tolls reimbursed the state for the building costs, the booths were removed and it was free. Not anymore, citizens finance its construction, citizens pay the tolls, and a foreign company reaps the rewards.
From the vantage point of this expensive trap, four hundred dollars a month was the cost unless more toll roads were used which they were since all of the lights were infected by un-sychronization and delay. In many cases it was impossible to traverse an area without taking a toll road. A ten mile trip costing twenty dollars a day, no public transportation, no nothing, just fuck. She, the pathetic driver, could see former service roads built to accommodate extra traffic during rush hour closed to prevent anyone from getting a free ride, always empty and free, always in view. She arrived at the store just prior to five in the morning, her eyes mostly closed, still she remembered at ten the evening before, remembered how she had to be at work in seven hours, decent sleep was foreign to her, a holiday taunting out of reach.
The parking lot wasn’t as empty as she had expected, lots of shoppers at that hour, spawn of some wicked beast ravaging the earth before dawn. A group of employees stood outside on break, loud enough to hear long before seeing, each trying to talk louder than the rest, no one listening, unprovoked free styling abound, a rambunctious group who to the trained eye were committing violations of a personal nature, any self respecting eye. One young woman surrounded by seven men, each rubbing on her ass and tits while she told them to stop, asking why they stopped when they finally did, each getting her phone number and a firm crotch massage from her large ass.
She didn’t understand it. Over the speaker system a voice told all employees on break to come inside, a necessity when corralling employees of the night. The store is deathly bright at 5 am, so contrasted from the black sky, its intensity driving away the notion that this place is part of nature and not separate from it. The lights and smell, dilated pupils and bleach rotting the senses, hovering around the faces of the unhappy many inside. She noticed no one was ever happy in that place.
The monstrous routine of the early morning culminates in the manager walking through in an attempt to verify the operational order of the department, the need to see only two products stacked on each other, a health code standard readily broken on behalf of the same people that had to see a coupled wall. Sell them sickness as fast as possible, they don’t know any better. She spent more time preparing not to work than any effort should be worth; she had almost expired meat under fresh ones so that when she found them later she would be commended for her diligence, she took two hour long breaks throughout the day instead of the suggested fifteen minutes with excuses ready in case she was questioned about her absence, she made errors on purpose to not appear prodigal in her tasks, used the meat scale to check the accuracy of her seldom possessed four fingered sack; it went to the thousandth place.
She did little to no work with such exceptional skill to be recognized as the best worker in the department, an award with the distinction of leading the store cheer the following morning. Humiliating, cheering a corporate parasite to smiles and applause. The six figured salary managers scolding those not participating. It’s easy to make a fool of yourself for a good salary, much more difficult when your check hardly covers the bills. Let’s sing congratulations for the poverty base. The days become small things, the hours of sleep the night before, the number of cigarettes smoked, how many beautiful women walked passed, all things quantified on two hands. The people shopping treated her as an accessory, something to be appalled, treated with disrespect, to be approached by a beautiful woman, flirted against, denied progress by chortles and the acquisition of standards. Sad faces shirking accountability belittling permanently depressed ones.
A laugh could not make her day worse, patronization was nothing new, lies, she had grown to ignore the negative, oblivious to any positive, an inhabitant of empty space, strings pulled to move her about the day. Adjacent to the store free of hellfire was a lot unincorporated by the city filled with wildflowers, rabbits, owls, and hawks clinging close to commercial despair but separated by an eight link barb wire fence. The parking lot butted up against the field, the usually unoccupied parking slits were here.
She always parked her car in front of this scene, a slice of relief from her day, watching the hawks hunt by day and the owls caress the tossed lamp post light by night, her schedule allowing for the enjoyment of all shifts. The measure of her thought could be seen in her name for the owl, it was rare to see one in the city. Hoots, clever she thought. Pieces of sanity, threads of splendor, a visual ointment applied thrice daily. Standing inside casually gracing a metal preparation table with the small of her back she scanned and boxed bad meat to be thrown away, a plethora of disease that wasn’t unknowingly purchased earlier, scan then thrown, scan then thrown, responsible for two actions and one arm bend.
The smell was horrendous, expired product sitting in a warm room to putrefy at will, the juice stolen from the containers by tepid air, infecting its corner, suffocating her in the work. The first smell was the worst, overpowering, an immediate desire to vomit, to produce anything with a better odor. She knew her days were growing on her when the smell lingered away at one abrupt throw, unnoticed but still prevalent. She couldn’t tell but it stuck to her, made her offensive to noses, kept her secluded at the bar, the only spot forcibly secluded at a crowded bar, the waitress yelling across the room to ask about another drink, beautiful women too drunk to stand still chastising her obscene smell.
Her day followed without disguise. If she changed clothes the odor clung to her flesh, tearing it off would not have prevented the dilemma. While collecting her burden for the day over scanning and throwing her phone rang, the tune a reminder that this place wasn’t a prison. She didn’t care who it was, anyone who would pretend to care about her.
“How are you?” someone asked, a question not easily answered. She wanted everyone to know her suffering, that she deserved better, that she was better, but she refused to look weak.
“Just another day, I can’t complain” she replied.
Of course she could, she could put “I hate” in front of every known variation of language and nothing of it would be untrue, her favorite words were hate, disease and suffering. Every moment of her life was discontent, she couldn’t remember anything else.
When she looked at the phone to see an unfamiliar number she sunk despondently accepting the chance that it was the debt collectors. The notion that it was someone who would have to pay attention to her drew her away from melancholy. It was the human resources department for a teach english in a foreign country program for which she had applied, a call that had been on her mind, that caused apprehension and distress. The conversation was brief and so as no to deprive her expectations, was disappointing. She regretted being utterly stoned for the interview, she didn’t plan on it but the effects were devastating.
She was the perpetrator of her unsuccess, an instrument for its collapse, extinguishing hope for a delightful few moments. She was keen of those moments though, keen to prepare for the inevitable, to tighten the noose she made and step off the ledge, she was the condemned and the executioner, fuck, she was the carpenter and the rope maker too; another opportunity spent for expensive moments, worthy of reproach while absent of its words. Was she deserving of success, of anything above her present station?
Would a gilded path grown lush with foliage ever pleasure her tired steps or would she march a stoic extrovert through barren wastelands piercing her feet with the unhappy debris of the many before her? A path worn so deep by tread that the skulls of its victims were foreign to the landscape, a narrow trench sunk below beauty where the joy and anguish of better souls crept barely audible above its depth, a tune of emotion resounding from an unknown distance. Would she always walk in that place, a harbinger for unremidied mistakes, would feeling ever again grace the lines of her face? She was unable to even hate those privileged to emotion, if she could she would have surely wanted them to suffer too but she was empty of hate, she failed to understand their happiness and grief that was shouted like a language so foreign as to sound unreal.
What could merit laughing or whimpers or love? Their meanings fastened to the ground, a rising pillar unmoved in her condition, a foreign idol looming over hallowed trenches, its shadow not falling with the prison. She wished she could hate love, murder its meaning and rape its essence, just one thing, not too much, just hate, the feeling most suited for the companionship of insanity, a friend to reflect reality, to bare its burdens on the shoulders of others. She had to shut those thoughts from her mind, send them to the bowels of contemplation. They required more than she had, scan and throw, she could not compete her work and consider perplexing feelings, maybe a few years ago though not any more, scan and throw. Gnarly, a green one, amusement was desperate to wear her face.
Danielle inhaled unexpectedly, the blood drawing to her head with such rapidity that she nearly lost consciousness, a feeling of static shock, an impending destruction from the absence of understanding. She had forgotten her location, wondered why she was in the park, why her knees had buckled upon release from her profitable fantasy, why her hand fell to the ground to break her fall before her brain was capable. Her reflexes the only sense pushing basic ambulatory function.
She struggled tall to regain her composure, standing firm on the grass, the blades around her damp with perspiration, muddled by reckless feet and unconscious movement. Her skin was pale and touched with grey, her features sunken behind the horror of her imagination, a timeless example of physical deterioration caused by a wandering mind. Wandering into people that didn’t exist, imbuing them with soul, sacrificing a piece of her own to create a personality that erodes the substantial and recognizable. She was her tormentor and witness. The sweat fell from the bridge of her nose across her lips, a taste she hastily spat to earth, rubbing it into soil with spinning heels.
“Why am I still here?” she wondered aloud.
Her effort to identify her location fulfilled by the smallness of the local geography. From a looming darkness tunneling backward she arrived in full view of the park, the normally linear passage of time stepped over and around her, twirling her perception into the fantasy of another. Wearing a face and abusing the desperation of some wretch, forced into a bondage of cerebral copulation, a raping where she was unsure if she was the perpetrator or the victim.
She looked toward the tree that stung vividly in her eye. Seeing a form maneuvering about it in haze caused by some straggling perspiration she dropped her bag and sprinted forward with an air of madness, her limbs flailing awkwardly like a scarecrow driven from the field by fire. Her effort resulting in the frightening of a small man who spoke no english trimming the branches with decided precision. The tree was manicured purposely yet still was horrifying as if the man was constructing a topiary in Washington Irving’s honor. She stopped with difficulty before the man could turn to intercept her, his eyes spoke the unmentionable thoughts that passed down her body, her clothes clinging to her beautiful frame from sweat, exaggerating the usually subdued attire she wore, panting heavily, emitting a raw sexuality that curled his lips up and brought his hands clenched together.
She screamed at him as if he had attacked her drawing the attention of a large predominantly male crowd ready to offer protection, a conglomerate of alpha males seething to best one an other by pummeling this suspecting man into nothing. They closed around him as he protested to deaf ears his innocence, screaming like her when they began to beat him savagely, uncaring and unforgiving of his weakness. A few staying intense long after the beating should have been over, stomping him into the ground to hear bones break, laughing to his cries, and spitting on his face.
Danielle ran back to the grass she had wetted earlier, running her fingers through the blades, pealing them apart at the seam then crumpling them into balls to be given to the soil. She looked at the body of landscaper lying still in the distance, still hovered about by those deranged enough to need to inflict more punishment, to reprimand this man for wrongs committed against them in the name of a beautiful woman. An excuse to release violence in the form of sexuality, to be aroused by pain, and satiated by suffering. She watched until her breathing calmed and she felt comfortable in her steps then ran frantically to find her rucksack which was no more than two feet away, stained dark by sweat and tears. She grabbed it and ran; ran down the stone steps and across the street hearing only the sound of high fives behind her as the mob congratulated itself for a job well done.
“Oh my god, what’s wrong? Are you okay? Tell me what happened, please?” Amber begged as Danielle ran through the door and into the bedroom, throwing her face into the single pillow lying on the bed, wetting it with tears for a reason she did not know.
“What happened, tell me now?” Amber begged again, tears coming to her eyes from Danielle’s lack of trust and unwillingness to immediately relate the previous events to her. Their fundamental problems grossly magnified by these types of disturbing situations. Amber was afraid their trust was wavering and possibly their love. She didn’t know why Danielle left so early, why she wouldn’t talk to her now. Amber screamed and stormed out the room, returning seconds later filled with apologies and remorse, stroking Danielle’s damp hair, kissing the nape of her neck while speaking softly in her ear,
“Tell me what happened” she kissed her neck again.
“I love you so much. You know that don’t you? You know how much I love you? Please tell me, please” Amber said as her voice trembled with the uncertainty she felt inside.
Danielle lifted her head enough to see Amber’s hand, clutching desperately for it, grabbing instead only two fingers then wrenching them between her face and the pillow, squeezing tight as she continued to cry, kissing the palm intermittently, too distraught to speak. Amber brushed the hair over to one side exposing half of Danielle’s face which she pushed deeper into the pillow despite the cooing of Amber’s sweet voice. Amber forced her own tears back, wiping the remnants away with her free hand, collecting herself as the pain from Danielle’s wild pulling of her fingers set in. They felt as if they had been ripped from their sockets and yet Amber remained strong, ignoring the best she could the pain while comforting Danielle.
Danielle rolled over and held Amber’s palm to her mouth, kissing it gingerly as she apologized for being so frantic, telling her the sweet nothings lovers substitute for real feelings.
“I have to go to the bathroom, I’ll be right back, I love you” Danielle said.
“I’ll be right here” Amber replied as she smiled a smile not returned by Danielle. Waiting to hear the bathroom door shut Amber looked directly at her hand where mild pain had turned severe. The pinky and ring fingers had swollen up and were purple around the knuckles. She cried as quickly as she could, wishing without success for the pain to disappear. She put a pair of psychedelic gloves on that she commonly wore around the house to cover the marks when she heard a knock at the door.
“Someone’s at the door” Danielle yelled from the bathroom.
“Let them come back” Amber said.
“It could be for business, just answer it please.” Danielle replied.
Amber began to cry more, feeling an injustice she couldn’t define. She walked slowly to the door, her head down, uncomfortable with the situation. She looked out and sighed.
“Hey, how are you? “ Jack said with a warm smile before even looking at Amber.
“Jack, now is not a good time, come....” he didn’t let her finish.
“What’s wrong? Are you okay? Do you need anything” Jack asked quickly with great fear in his voice.
“I’m fine, it’s just Danielle and I, please, I’ll call you later” she said putting her hand against his chest and pressing him back through the doorway, wincing as she did. It hurt him to see her unhappy. He took her by the forearm softly and ran his fingers down her hand, putting light pressure on her knuckles causing her to wince.
“What happened to your hand” he asked?
“Nothing, please go” she replied.
He stared at her with a sad look, his eyes making tears that could not fall. He took her hand with care and pulled the glove off. She began crying more. His fingers touched the discoloration.
“What happened” he said with sincerity.
Her crying became intense, her head dropped to her chest. Jack put his arms around her and pulled her close, kissing her on the top of the head.
“Did she do it on purpose?” Jack asked.
“No, no, it was an accident, she doesn’t even know.” Amber replied
He held her tighter.
“Please go” Amber said, “I’ll be fine”
“If that’s what you want” Jack replied, “Can you move those fingers?”
“Yes” she replied, wiggling them with much effort.
“Good” he said, “then put ice on them right away to stop the swelling and take an anti-inflammatory, okay?”
“Okay” she said, as he kissed her again on the head, “now go, please.”
Jack let go and started to back away when she grabbed him and hugged him tenderly, kissing him on the cheek,
“thank you” she said.
He took her hurt hand in his, kissed the back of it and said,
“I know that doesn’t make it feel better but I always hope it does”. She smiled at his compassion.
Amber replaced the glove and arrived back at the bedroom as Danielle did from the bathroom. Danielle with a broken smile trying to seem less pathetic and Amber with a glow she hadn’t had before that made her more understanding to Danielle’s emotional state.
“Was that business?” Danielle asked.
“No” Amber replied, “it was just Jack”.
“Him!” Danielle yelped, running to the front door, seeing no one but shaking none the less, “Him!”.
“What do you mean him?” Amber questioned with underhanded scorn.
“It’s just, I thought I saw him earlier but...I don’t trust him that’s all” Danielle said, turning to Amber and kissing her on the lips. Amber returned her kiss passionately though with eyes wandering far away, with something like pity for either Jack or Danielle, she didn’t know.
“So what happened earlier?” Amber asked.
“It was a bad dream, some kind of bad waking dream. I thought I lost my mind for a while and I think it was because of Jack. I just don’t trust him. I don’t want you alone with him” Danielle said stroking the side of Amber’s face.
“I love you, you know that. I won’t see him alone if it makes you uncomfortable” Amber replied.
“It does” Danielle said so quietly Amber couldn’t hear, her voice quivering with the beating of her heart.
Roxanne looked around her in disbelief, the walls were a single color white painted over mounted cinder blocks encompassing a small space divided into even smaller spaces. She was led to a line of tape one meter from a desk where a uniformed clerk stood angry with sexless eyes, staring her down with silent malice. Roxanne stepped forward passed the line only to be knocked in the back of her left knee by another officer with a baton, bringing her to all fours on the ground in a shriek of pain.
The officer then reached down with both arms wrapping them around her waste and lifting her up into a standing position, sliding his hands across her breasts and between her legs at the top of the lift, squeezing with no intent to caress as a salacious smile spread across his face. The uniformed clerk behind the desk, a woman, an ugly woman laughed at Roxanne’s distress, a laugh that disguised the hatred she felt for anyone beautiful. Her ugly face a disease to the male officers who only had the courtesy to bend her over and take her from behind. The clerk was a disgusting whore basking in the power of station.
“Get your hands off me” Roxanne yelled.
“Leave her alone you fucking pig pervert” the women of the holding cell yelled in near unison, they themselves too having been the victim of the polices always inappropriate actions.
“Fuck you pig” another one yelled, causing the groping officer to slam his baton into the bars of the cell.
One woman jumped toward him, reaching her hand out hoping to hurt him in some way. He grabbed the hand and yanked her against the bars, rubbing his hand against her cunt with the pressure of steel wool on copper, his tongue drooping out the side of his mouth, his fat cheeks flustered by the verbal encouragement of the beast behind the desk. The other women ran forward ready to use what little reach they had to stop this man. He backed away laughing, taking his hand from her crotch and rubbing it on his own to sexual groans.
The victimized woman shrank back quietly knowing any outburst would lead the officer to take her to a solitary cell where he would rape her until his shift was over. The police were monsters, the worst of society given power over those that disagreed with it, abusing their privileges with lust and hate.
“Fagot” someone yelled from inside the cell.
The questioning of his masculinity infuriated him, his face red and blue from lack of breath, his muscles tightened hiding poorly a scared expression.
“Who said that?” he yelled running up to the cell, “Was it you nigger bitch?”
“Who said that? I’m not a fagot. Just ask tender cunt over there” he protested.
Everyone knew he was a homosexual of course, a fearful, vengeful, lying homosexual. His abuse a means to discourage his own realization. He was a waste of a man, a virus that needed to be eradicated. Unwilling to accept his nature he hurt anything around him. He shot small animals on his day off, tortured dogs, killed cats, and masturbated while crying to B.A. Baracus on the original A-Team television show.
Roxanne was horrified by the scene. This might as well have been some redneck cult and the women locked up as breeders to perpetuate the backwoods disease. The officer ambled up to Roxanne with a savage look, reached out his hand...
“Get the fuck back you piece of shit” a female officer yelled, his superior.
“I’m going to write you up then we’re going to have a talk about your actions” she said, only angering further the women who had been abused by him. She took Roxanne to a private room, stripped her down and inspected her with clinical ease.
“Sorry about that” she said, “some of these men forget the rules”.
She unfastened the handcuffs and returned her clothes minus the belt and shoelaces before escorting her to the holding cell with the other women.
“You better do something about that man or I will when I get out” someone yelled from the back of the cell.
“Who said that” the lady officer demanded, “you’ll do some time for threatening an officer if I find out who said that”.
“Fuckin’ bitch” the same voice said as the officer walked away, ordering the groper to follow her to her office for a stern talking to.
“Is she going to do anything to him?” Roxanne asked.
“Just give it a few minutes” one of them said.
“Not even that” another said and immediately after the words slipped her mouth the sound of moaning and fucking emanated from behind the superior officer’s door.
“He’s fucking her” Roxanne said in disbelief.
“Nope” the others responded in unison, laughing all the while until Roxanne finally understood.
“This place is insane” Roxanne said.
“Welcome to Justice” they replied.
Roxanne sat quietly thinking when she would get her phone call. In fact she thought, she’d only seen that in television and movies, wondering if she indeed did get a phone call and if she did, what it would cost her in this place. The other women were telling stories of their previous times in that jail and surrounding ones, stating with pride how long they had served at state facilities, attempting to best one another with stories and dates. Roxanne learned from listening how to sneak tobacco into prison, making a note to get on a work release program so that she could score a bag and papers to stuff inside her so that she could later sell the cigarettes to other inmates and survive more comfortably. Only if the worst comes to worst she thought.
“What are you here for” one of the women asked?
“Possession of heroin” Roxanne replied.
“Oh, remember my phone number then, I can get you a good deal in the future” the women said. Roxanne was happy to get another connection, especially one that knew the risks involved and would not talk to the police since the cops were more criminal than they.
“You’ll get a call soon and if someone bails you out you’ll be gone before this evening” the woman told Roxanne.
“My boyfriend will bail me out then” Roxanne said with as much satisfaction as she could muster.
“Does he like three ways” the woman asked?
“I’d have to ask him” Roxanne replied, chuckling hesitantly unaware if the woman was serious and why she was so forward. The atmosphere of forced companionship invaded by a strange vibe. Roxanne tried to wear a smile, unsure and scared of the people around her.
“I’m just fuckin’ with you” the woman roared, the rest of the women laughing their asses off at the uncertainty in Roxanne’s eyes.
“We can’t help hazing the new girl a little” the woman said, “we’re just trying to make you feel a little more comfortable in this awful place.
Roxanne smiled relief as the door to the lady officer’s office opened. The man’s fat face content, the woman enjoying a devilish smile.
“Roxanne” the lady officer yelled, “you get a phone call”.
Roxanne jumped up, and waited excitedly against the bars, though pulled back quickly by the other women as the male officer approached the cell. He opened it and pointed her to a phone on the clerk’s desk. Roxanne walked suspiciously over to use it.
“Don’t cross the yellow tape you whore” the uniformed clerk scowled from her raised chair. Roxanne reached for the phone.
“I’ll dial the number whore” the uniformed clerk said, “what is it?”
The clerk held the phone out so that Roxanne’s face was half a meter away.
“You better yell into it whore” the clerk said sadistically.
The phone rang and rang but no one answered. Roxanne began to tear up slightly, holding back the flow that wanted to pour out.
“Where are you” Roxanne said aloud, “answer the phone, pick it up”.
“You’ve reached Jack. If I don’t know your number I won’t answer, leave a message if you want” Jack’s answering machine recording said. Roxanne waited for the beep.
“I’m in jail, I’ve been arrested. Please come get me, hurry. I’m in a place called Justice though there’s none to be...” Roxanne begged as the clerk slammed the phone down ending the call.
“You better hope he bails you out before tonight or your ours’ for the weekend” she said licking her lips. Roxanne cried terribly. Trying to stop only made it worse.
“Don’t cry in front of them” the women in the cell ordered, “Don’t fucking do it.” Roxanne stopped, regained herself and waited to be escorted back to the cell where she was prepared to wait, knowing though that Jack would come soon.
Jack was sitting outside on the back porch that overlooked a field overgrown with brush and reeds from the rising waters of the river. He saw a water moccasin curled up on the dock enjoying the warmth of the sun. He had the book in his lap resting underneath his hands using his thumbs to feel its touch gently. He rose to go inside but Arden had opened the door before he could turn the handle.
“You have a message from Roxy, she’s been arrested” Arden said.
“That sucks” Jack replied, “for what”?
“I don’t know” Arden said, “she just wants you to come bail her out”
“I’ll wait for her to call back with more information, I’m not just going down their all willy nilly because she says so” Jack said.
“Tomorrow is a holiday then the weekend. If you don’t get her before this afternoon she’ll be stuck there all weekend.” Arden said.
Jack laughed and said, “awesome, that way I won’t have to take her out to dinner and buy her the stupid shit she wants, I’ll get to save some money and she’ll still get three hots and a cot or three hots and the floor. Shit I barely get that.”
“What the fuck” Arden protested, “you have to get her, she needs your help, she trusts you god damn it”.
“I wonder what that blind chick is doing tonight” Jack thought, “have you seen a blind chick walking around today?”.
“You can’t be serious” Arden said.
“What great timing. Let’s go out and look for some girls tonight, preferably that blind chick. Let me know if you see her when we’re out.” Jack said going inside to find his keys and wallet.
“Where did I put my driver’s license” Jack wondered aloud, “have you seen it?”
Arden stood flabbergasted, struck down by Jack’s lack of concern for Roxy.
“Do you really not care” Arden asked.
“She’ll be fine, don’t be such a bitch” Jack returned, “are my smokes still outside?”
Jack walked around the house looking for his smokes blaming thievery after unsuccess in every room.
“Where the fuck are my smokes?” Jack said.
“You have to go get Roxy, shit I’ll go with you, I’ll drive, we can take my car” Arden said.
“Listen carefully” Jack replied “I’m not paying to bail her out when she’ll be released anyway in a few days, the more the better I say. And, more importantly, you drive, you take your car and buy a pack of smokes. I’ll take a shit, which should give you enough time. Do you understand?” Jack said patronizingly.
Arden stood shocked at the belittling his friend had given him. He couldn’t explain this behavior. He knew Jack didn’t care about many things, even Roxy, but why would he let her sit in jail when he could bail her out.
“I’ll loan you the money to bail her out” Arden said.
“I’ve got money, I don’t need a loan” Jack replied.
“Then go bail her out, it won’t take long and she’ll be grateful in the sack when you get back” Arden said.
“No she won’t, she’ll just talk and talk and maybe cry and I’ll be bored” Jack said.
“Do you not care about her?” Arden asked, “what’s the deal?”
“I do care about her, kinda” Jack replied, “I just don’t care that she’s in jail. Shit, maybe she’ll learn to appreciate me more” he laughed.
“She worships the ground you walk on, she ignores your infidelity, she loves you” Arden protested.
“She does doesn’t she” Jack said smiling, “well maybe this will teach her to do it a little better.”
Arden stood still, unknowing of what to do or how to handle the situation. His first thought was to punch Jack in the face to teach him a lesson but he had this creeping suspicion that Jack would respond with unnecessary violent force, that his uncaring demeanor was a facade. He’d never seen Jack lash out or even get angry for that matter, not once. He just doesn’t care Arden thought to himself, that’s all.
“At least listen to the message she left” Arden said.
“Oh, it was on the answering machine” Jack said, “you know that constant beeping fucking kills me, I deleted it already”
Arden’s head sank down, he shook it deliberately back and forth thinking what he could do to change Jack’s mind.
“She’s in a town called Justice” Arden said, “she’s being held....”
He couldn’t finish because Jack was laughing so hard he was doubled over.
“Justice, you’ve got to be fucking kidding me. Who gets arrested in a town called Justice” Jack said.
“Just listen. She’s being held...” Arden almost finished.
“I bet there is no justice there, there can’t be, not with that name. I’m surprised they let her use a phone, or even had one. I bet they ride horses to work and hang folks for lunch” Jack laughed, “what a stupid name for a town”.
“That’s what she implied on the message. That there was no justice there. She sounded frightened” Arden explained.
“Of course she did, I bet that place is fucking scary” Jack said, “you’ve sold me, I was wavering on the inside” he said insincerely, “but now there is no fucking way I’m going to get her.” Silence sat between them.
“Let her rot I say” Jack said with an southern accent. “No I’m just joking she’s a good kid”.
“You’re fucking crazy dude. You’re a heartless monster.” Arden replied, “and she’s older than you”.
“Really, thanks for telling me. I didn’t know that” Jack said appreciatively, still slapping his pockets hoping to find some smokes. Stammering around the rooms he had already searched, spinning inquisitively with fingers pointed out. He returned to the room where Arden was still standing now with his head in his hands.
“It’s alright dude, I understand. Just go to the store and buy another pack. All will be forgiven.” Jack said nicely, “I’m gonna go take that shit and when you get back we’ll hit the town hard and see what we can’t troll up.”
Jack wandered off to the bathroom while whistling a tune Arden had never heard.
“I just made that up” Jack said, “I’m like some modern Shostakovich”.
Arden left, slamming the door behind him like a woman as he went to his car. That doesn’t even sound like a real name he thought as he drove away.
Arden knew if he hurried he could make it to Justice before four in the afternoon, enough time he thought to bail out Roxy and come up with some excuse as to why Jack didn’t do it himself. He thought the town was West but he didn’t see any signs for it. He drove and turned, becoming lost. His earnest effort to rescue Roxy from jail had sent him to nowhere, a place where trailer homes had ten broken cars in front, where the people looked dirty and the gas stations had the obsolete segregated drinking water signs framed like they were in a museum. He didn’t know what to do when his phone rang.
“Where’d you go to get smokes, the reservation?” Jack joked.
“I’m on my way to bail Roxy out you piece of shit” Arden said.
“Well I’m sure she’ll appreciate that” Jack said, “and bring her back here when you get her and don’t tell her what I’m out doing. No tell her, and catalog her responses as I would. I want a clinical examination”.
“And you still owe me smokes, don’t forget” Jack reiterated.
“I know you evil fuck” Arden mumbled into the phone.
“How are you not there yet?” Jack asked.
“I don’t know where it is, I know it’s West” Arden answered.
“Yeah, it’s only twenty miles away passed that piece of shit town with place that serves good biscuits” Jack said.
“You knew where it was and how close and still wouldn’t go” Arden said upset.
“Yo, don’t throw a hissy fit. Now I’m not going to tell you how to get there. You better hurry, it’s almost four already and you’ve got a bit of driving to do.” Jack said with comfort.
“Fuck you” Arden replied, “I know where it is now. Asshole”.
I never liked that guy Arden thought as he turned around and began heading in the right direction.
Roxanne was moving her feet quickly, tapping them about the floor as her knees bobbed in the air. The anxiety was killing her. She could see the clock on the wall nearing four and wondered why Jack hadn’t arrived yet. It had been a few hours already.
“Where’s your man?” a woman in the cell asked.
“I don’t know. I’m sure he’s on his way.” Roxanne replied.
“He’d better hurry. If your not bailed out by five then your here all weekend and the fat faced officer stays the night. He takes us away one by one. It’s horrible.” the woman said.”
Roxanne began tapping her feet faster, the nerves splitting into pieces in her head. It ached like fire, like stones sinking in water, it never seemed to end. The male officer walked over to the cell and ran his baton over the bars, the clanking it made sent shivers through Roxanne.
“Almost out of time for your boyfriend to come rescue you” he said to Roxanne who moved to the back of the cell and cowered in the corner.
“I think I’m going have you first, second, and third.” he said with a devious look, his hatred evident in his blatant sexuality.
Arden pulled up in front of the justice of the peace’s office and ran inside.
“Whoa, what’s the hurry boy” a random court official asked.
“I need to bail someone out” Arden replied with anger stretching across the lines of his face. He knew he was older than the scum that called him boy. He thought about picking the scrawny fucker up, breaking him in two and throwing him in the road but instead walked to the JP’s clerk’s office and said he was ready to post bail for Roxanne. The clerk checked her watch, the uniformed cunt.
“I don’t know” she said, “you’re cutting it a bit close”
It was only four and the sign said bail could be posted until five. He explained this to her and she became derisive and insolent, saying she couldn’t do it because of the time.
“Fine, I’ll call the state police and we’ll see what they have to say” Arden said.
“There’s no need for that” a lady officer said as she approached quickly from behind the clerk, “we’ll take the money here, process the paperwork and release her shortly.”
The woman officer walked back to the holding cell which was conveniently located through two doors, both of which were of such basic materials that a strong hand could have turned the locks out of place with the knob.
“Roxanne” the lady officer yelled, “you’ve made bail and you’re being released.”
Roxanne was so ecstatic she didn’t move, even with the physical encouragement of the other women she had a difficult time collecting herself.
“He came in time, I knew he would” Roxanne said, tears streaming down her face, her heart beating fast, her cheeks flushed with red, “I knew he would”.
As the cell door opened and the lady officer stood ready to escort her out of the building Roxanne turned to the other women in the cell, not knowing what to say or do.
“What about you all? Isn’t he going to hurt you? What can I do?” she asked.
They looked at her with graciousness, few people had taken the time to care for them.
“There is nothing you can do” one said for them all, “this is life in Justice”.
“I like it when he fucks me” one said doing her best over exaggerated hillbilly impersonation.
“She’s just fucking with you” another said, “we hate this place.”
The lady officer took Roxanne by the arm and pulled her through the first door.
“Don’t ever mention a word of what happened here to anyone or we’ll find you” the officer said as the fat faced groper waved lasciviously through the cracked glass partition. Roxanne walked through the final door and prepared to give the most loving embrace to Jack she had ever conceived but she saw no one. She stood looking blankly across the small room.
“He’s outside whore” the clerk said.
Roxanne didn’t care about the verbal abuse anymore. She ran out the door and turned, stopping dead as she saw Arden standing alone smoking a cigarette.
Jack strolled down the street trying to decide where to go. He couldn’t go far because he didn’t have any smokes but he wasn’t going to buy any because he was owed some already, principles. He stopped at the bottom of a set of stone steps leading to the park, he enjoyed the work that must have been put into them. That particular type of craftsmanship no longer existed. He thought soon they would be destroyed so that people wouldn’t know it ever did exist. Instead of going to the bar he turned down a small street and pretended to wander through a somewhat violent neighborhood thinking his notoriety should be widespread after leaving the concrete jungle. He crossed another street and another and the attitude of the neighborhood changed drastically. Nice little houses, quaint with new paint and freshly mowed lawns. He crossed a different street and made a left, still pretending to be wandering, pretending again to be surprised when he arrived at Danielle and Amber’s house on the cusp of two neighborhoods.
He wondered whether Amber called. He couldn’t be sure since he deleted the messages, he knew there was more than one so he figured she must have called. Had that damn beeping not assaulted his ears so aggressively he could have listened to it. He walked up the driveway and as he began climbing the steps onto the porch the door opened and Amber came out.
“I called you earlier” she said, “you never called me back”.
“I deleted my messages because the beeping was unbearable” Jack said sincerely.
Amber laughed thinking he was joking or making an excuse.
“That’s okay” she said, “but you have to go. Danielle is in the bedroom and she’s furious at you”.
“I don’t think I did anything” Jack said.
“You didn’t, but she thinks you did. She told me some absurd story about how you infected her mind, something dumb like that” Amber said.
“Well I didn’t intend on doing so” Jack said, “tell her I’m sorry or I’ll tell her when she’s ready to hear it.”
“No, don’t apologize” Amber said moving closer, “you didn’t do anything wrong. She’ll be fine soon, but until then she doesn’t want me seeing you or talking to you. She’d be angry if she saw us now.”
“I should go then” Jack said smiling, “I don’t want to cause any more trouble that I can’t wholly explain”.
“I’ll call you when she’s over this fit” Amber said laughing softly.
“What if she doesn’t get over it” Jack said with genuine concern.
Amber smiled, “then I’ll call you anyway”. She reached out and touch lightly his fingers with hers, her warmth invigorating his spirit. He inadvertently took her hand in his.
“How are your fingers?” he asked studying them carefully.
“The ice took away the swelling and the pills keep away the pain and inflammation” she said.
“Excellent” Jack replied as he turned to leave, “good bye”.
“Goodbye” she said and as he was at the bottom of the stairs she yelled out,
“the kiss helped too” with a redness about her face and a giddiness about her hips, swaying rhythmically as she walked back inside.\
“What were you doing outside?” Danielle asked.
“Just taking care of some business” Amber replied.
“Good” Danielle said, “now come back to bed.”
Roxanne hadn’t said a word when Arden opened the door for her, not knowing what to do he just stood by it and waited for her to get in so he could shut it behind her.
“What are you doing?” Roxanne asked.
“I’m sorry I was just holding the door open for you. My momma said always do it for a woman. Shit I’m trying to be nice. Can you get in?” Arden said.
She smiled and said thank you as she squeezed herself into the small seat of his car.
“Jack never does that for me” she said to him as he hurried around to the driver side. They started to head back to town when the questions started, like an inquisition and he was on trial. It was uncomfortable since he knew he should be praised but couldn’t in good conscious talk shit about Jack to this woman that loved him so foolishly.
“Do you want me to take you back to your place?” Arden asked shyly.
“No” she replied, “I’m going to your place because I have to talk to Jack right away.”
Arden knew it was about to start.
“Why did you pick me up? Where is he? Why didn’t he come get me? I called him. Was he not there and if so, where was he?” she demanded.
“Maybe you should wait and ask him these questions” Arden replied, “I can’t answer them in good faith, it’s not my place”.
“Answer my fucking questions” she said, “wait, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be cross with you. You came and picked me up. I’d have been there all weekend if you hadn’t. Did you bail me out too?”
“Yeah I bailed you out” he replied, “today was weird, that’s all. Jack was weird”
“Oh, so he was really high. That makes sense. He couldn’t get me because he wasn’t fit to drive nor did he want to deal with the police” she said, “that makes total sense”.
She sat back smiling, content that she had reasoned out her anger. Content that all would be well when she saw Jack, that they would get high together and everything would be normal.
“That’s not it” Arden said, his devices churning, his cunning buoyant above choppy waters”.
“Your lying” she said, “I’ve seen the way you look at me. You’re trying to come between us”.
“No, I’m not” he said, “forget I said anything, I’m sorry.”
Roxanne began to cry, the tears welling up and spilling over from earlier and then from finally admitting something she always ignored. She laid her torso on her knees the best she could in the confined space, the car was more unbearable than the cell and the windows didn’t even roll down. He rubbed his hand along her back, telling her everything would be fine and that Jack would explain everything.
“I know he will” she said, “that’s the problem, he always does and does it well and I believe him, every time. I know he sees other women. I know he doesn’t care about me. I know he’s not honest with me and I hate when he’s brutally honest with me. He doesn’t respect me and I love him. What am I supposed to do? What am I supposed to do? she kept repeating as Arden stroked her back with his hand tenderly, pulling the hair away that had fallen over her face.
“Tell him how you feel” he said.
“Fuck you and your advice, fucking interloper. I’m sorry, really, it’s just that he either doesn’t care enough to listen or doesn’t care enough to respond after listening” she mewled.
Arden couldn’t take it anymore, he couldn’t bare a cross for someone else though in truth he bore that cross from a distance without any actual effort, half assing his way through logic to satisfy desire. A forced psychological state to impersonate emotion. But she was desperate and so was he, maybe they’d be perfect together.
“Jack’s an ass. He didn’t want to come get you. He was going to let you sit in jail all weekend. He’s out with another girl right now. He told me to tell you that and study your reactions.” Arden said bluntly.
“Don’t tell me that” she said, “why are you telling me that”?
“He enjoys studying you like an animal in an experiment. He’s attempting to quantify the results of your emotional distress. He doesn’t care about you. He doesn’t care about anyone. I hate him. Do you hear me? I hate him.” he said.
She lifted her head and steadied her hair to one side, wiping away her tears and cleaning away the smudges they left the best she could.
“I hate him too” she said, “I don’t know why I pretend to love him or actually do despite the way he treats me.”
They arrived at Jack and Arden’s place thinking Jack was there since his car was still parked out front.
“Good, Jack’s here” she said “now I can tell him its over”.
“No, his car is unmoved. I don’t know that he left” Arden replied.
“You think he is dwelling on making you get me, maybe he really does...No, no” she said. They walked in the house to see Jack sitting on the sofa staring down at a book which he hurriedly placed in his pocket when he noticed them. Jumping up and meeting them before they could act he patted his buddy on the shoulder.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/21291 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!