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For/Word Post
Whenever I dream about “home,” it’s never where I am residing at the time.
For that matter, whenever I dream of a place, say, Maldives or the Plaza de
Toros in Seville, it’s never the place but an idealized concept of one,
perhaps amalgamated with other places, including absurd ones I have never
been to or that might not even exist. Yet. The same is true of people. Say,
Madonna or Captain Beefheart. Or even elementary particles such as quarks
or gauge bosons. Or the relationships in between.
The nocturnal histories contained here were transcribed in the dark, in the
wake of sleep when I couldn’t always see what, in fact, I was writing. So
forgive me if they don’t make sense to your senses. These are merely the
residuals, in translated words and images, that clung to my feet as I woke up
and walked across the floorboards of where I was living at the time. This is
all I can say with any degree of certainty without sacrificing knowledge of
place for where I was going with it. All at the risk of being self-indulgent or
expository.
When a letter or parcel is addressed and postmarked, you are assured that it
passed through human hands and physical devices to reach its intended
destination. It is a validation. A proof of concept. A collapse of its wave
function. Poste Restante (literally, ‘post remaining’ or ‘residual mail’) is an
ad hoc destination for mail sent to recipients who are just passing through a
place they do not permanently reside. It’s what you say when you don’t
have a place you call “home.”
Derek White
NY, NY
September 2006
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Exhibit A. Summoning the Shadow Puppets
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Capturing the Shadow Puppets
Even though I didn’t understand their customs, I was initiated into a tribe in
Indonesia called the Wayang Gulick. We lived on plains peppered with the
occasional non-native Bodhi tree. When it started to rain, that was our cue to
catch wild gods. The rest of the tribe, the native ones, had enough experience
to know that whenever it rained, the “in(di)visible” gods took shelter under
the Bodhi trees. I was in evidence-gathering mode, documenting the events
only as I saw them. We huddled in our mud hunting huts until the rain had
built up to a steady downpour that slowly eroded the walls.
All at once we ran out to capture the in(di)visible gods, chanting and
zig-zagging to disorient them. The other tribe members knew from
experience where they would be. I was confused and disoriented but just had
to trust they knew what they were doing. My mentor, Nyoman, caught a
baby god with ease. Following his example, I took my large bath towel and
threw it at a sheltered spot under a tree. When I jumped on the towel, I felt
the god squirm under it, surprising even myself. “Good catch!” said
Nyoman, handing me a flour sack with a stenciled picture of a toucan on the
back of a crocodile. “Put it here. Come Wednesday you can sell it in the
town market for one hundred one-hundred rupee coins—enough to live on
until the next rain.”
We brought the gods back to Nyoman’s ceremonial hut. It wasn’t a
livable or sleepable hut, but a faux hut built to house their deceased
ancestors. Since I was not native, my luggage was allowed in the corner of
this hut. My duffel bag was still packed and tagged with customs chalk. It
crossed my mind to sneak the god into my duffel bag, but Nyoman
instructed me to set it free.
The walls of this ceremonial hut weren’t in place to the naked eye.
The hut was visibly constructed with a palm-thatched roof and four pine
masts (even though pines didn’t grow on this island). I was reluctant to let
my god loose, but Nyoman assured me the walls would rise into place.
Evidently, he had rigged the thatched ceiling with mirrors and an electrical
current running clockwise in a square loop to give the optical illusion of four
walls, tricking the gods into thinking they were caged. I disagreed with him
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on the principles of physics. This went against everything I had learned up
to this point.
Nyoman was disappointed in me as his student. He instructed me to
take notes of only what he said. He yelled up to his wife for affirmation. After
all, this was a matriarchal society, and Nyoman received most of his
knowledge from his wife. She agreed it was true without showing her face.
We could hear her talking from the attic of the hut. I’ll admit, I was curious to
see what else she was doing up there. There was a sloshy scrubbing noise as if
she was washing clothes. She added that whenever she heard an intruder, she
stuck a paperclip in the electrical socket. Nyoman whispered to me that they
had the wiring in place, but did not yet have electricity. None of this was
really registering for me, but I was trying to get it all down anyway.
That’s when I heard a noise behind me that sounded like a baby
gasping for its first breath. I turned and saw an open door with the latch
hanging, still swinging and squeaking. The door was embedded in a mud
wall that hadn’t been there. I reached for my camera to at least capture the
evidence of what remained, only to find my wadded-up customs form that I
had never bothered to turn into the authorities.
Tucson, AZ
December 1988

Poste A. Shadowing the Cargo Charges
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In Cursive Spelling
When she entered the physics and atmospheric sciences building, they were
already good friends. I had never laid eyes on her before, but Canto, my
colleague and thesis collaborator, had known her since they were kids.
Evidently she was also a graduate student, even though she was barely past
puberty. She had been a child prodigy in her native Russia. Her name was
Anastasia and the most remarkable thing about her was that she was blind.
Canto got so deep in conversation with her, that he neglected to
introduce her to me. She appeared to look to either side of me but never at me.
Once I understood she was blind, all I did was stare at her and listen. The
reason I had never seen her before was that she did her research in optical
sciences, in another building. At first I thought it was ironic that she was
studying optics, but then I realized that eyes were useless for detecting most of
the forces and fields in physics anyway. The fact that “red” was a number to
her and not an arbitrary sensation worked to her advantage—there was no
emotional content attaching to her perception. But I still questioned her
motivation.
“I feel something!” she yelled out of the blue, snapping me out of
my stare.
Looking away, I felt my face flush red in embarrassment. Anastasia
backed away from me. Canto and a passerby ran over to keep her from
running in to the wall, but she reeled in another direction. She fainted
backwards and another passerby caught her. By this time a crowd of
students had gathered in the hallway with their books cradled in their arms.
They all seemed to know her (or of her) and were genuinely concerned.
Anastasia had a sort of seizure, kicking her feet and screaming. A
few people tried to hold her down but that only made matters worse as she
didn’t want to be touched. Canto stuck his finger in her mouth to keep her
from swallowing her tongue. She would stop convulsing and settle into
equilibrium, and everybody would let her go. But then, as if she had a sixth
sense and felt some other force, she would start flipping out all over again.
She got up for a second, spun around, and then drifted toward me as
if I was a magnet. I reached out to catch her and keep her head from hitting
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the floor. The second I touched her, she let out a deafening scream. It was
then that I knew that everyone else knew I was the root of all this.
Anastasia was in convulsions. Everyone tried to keep her calm.
Canto was cradling her and calling her name, saying, “Stop it! We love
you!” He would slap her softly to try to snap her out of it. Then her body
stopped convulsing and she passed out.
I knelt down next to Canto, who was holding her. While she was
unconscious, her hand was a tarantula that crept toward me. If I didn’t touch
her, it would appear I didn’t care. I picked up her tarantulaic hand. There
was an electric current running through her veins, some sort of
electromotive force. She snapped out of it and clutched me, saying, “Who is
this? Who is this?”
“It’s me,” I said, then said my name.
She screamed in terror but couldn’t release me. She took deep
breaths and then started feeling my face. I submitted. All eyes were on me
as the instigator of her distress. Anastasia palmed my face and started
screaming, “Please don’t kill me! Let at least part of me live!” She pushed
me away and clung to me at the same time. She rolled over on her back,
pulling me with her. “Don’t let me die!” she yelled.
I didn’t know what to say. I felt confused and awkward, but knew it
was selfish to feel this way.
Then she began “staring” at me—at least it appeared that way. Her
eyes were intense, glowing source points that encompassed the whole
spectrum of color. Her laser eyes pierced me. No one else saw the light beam
because you had to look into it directly. The light brought a premonition of
our lives together—it was inevitable that we would fall in love, spend a few
passionate years together and then she would get sick and die.
She whispered, “don’t let all of who I am die,” and I knew what she
meant. We were in an intense standoff of witch vs. witch. Up to this point, I
didn’t even realize I had it in me. She was trying to get away from me but
was also falling in love. I was so narcissistic that I let her. I felt drained. She
was a vampire sucking my energy. My mouth worked but nothing came out.
I broke away and was propelled backwards against the wall. I was
so weak I couldn’t will myself to stand. Even the force of gravity was
insurmountable. I didn’t want to get involved in a relationship that would
lead to such anguish, but it was fate. The only way I could communicate to
the others to help me was by writing it down on paper so Anastasia couldn’t
see. But I couldn’t lift my arms to write.
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When I gave up trying, the pencil started moving on the paper. The
pencil was attached to my fingers. My fingers were attached to my hands
that were in turn attached to my body. My body was made of sand that could
dissolve at any instant. I couldn’t see what I was writing until the next
morning. By then most of her was gone from my mind.
“Right on,” said Canto, bringing me a refill of coffee. “Anastasia
said you were an animal. Those were her words.” A few other colleagues
gathered around to congratulate me and ask me what she was like
“underneath it all.”
I looked down at my hands and they were caked in chalk. I looked
up at what I had scribbled on the blackboard but couldn’t make sense of it.
“This whole time,” I said, “we have been calling these blackboards when
they are really green.”
“What do you make of it?” said Canto, not looking at the
blackboard, but at me.
“Oh god,” said another one of my colleagues. “You didn’t knock
her up did you?”
I looked down at my hands caked in chalk. This was the only
remaining proof.
NY, NY
October 2002

Exhibit B. Curfew Validation
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The “Thy Kingdom Come” Orbital
I was condemned to die. These are the events as I remember them.
I ran into S at the trailhead and all he had to say was, “what are you
going to do with your climbing rack?”

Poste B. Rack Needed for ‘Thy Kingdom Come”

I hadn’t given it much thought. As much as I tried to like S, I despised his
reptilian essence. He had thin lifeless lips and was wearing a hooded gray
sweatshirt even though outside it was at least 100 degrees.
In the end it didn’t matter to whom I willed my rack, but I decided I
would rather be buried with it than leave it to that snake S. Such was my
mammalian will.
My friend P, who was a park ranger, was assigned to carry out the
order. Despite our platonic relationship and the fact that she was half
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tortoise, I had always thought she was beautiful. In stark contrast to her
plain uniform, she had a full body and flowing hair. I wanted to run away
from the idea of her as my executioner, but not necessarily hide. I explained
to P that my instinct was characteristic of human nature. I told her she
should do it when I was least expecting. She was doing things behind my
back—cleaning and loading the gun—while she consoled me.
Sitting at the base of a cliff, I expected to die at any moment.
Vultures circled overhead forming !-shaped orbitals. The colors were
brilliant and everything appeared vivid and clear. I was euphoric—in lastrequest mode. What did I have to lose? I told P that I had to have her. This
was my last request. She was reluctant. Somewhere in the park literature she
had read that crossbreeding was against the rules.
“There are no rules when you know you are going to die,” was my
response. “Come on. I won’t tell anyone because I will be dead.”
P beat around the bush but eventually brought me to her cabin. She
instructed me to wait outside and left the door open. She struck a pose—all
her weight was on her right leg. She held her left hand in the air, the other
rested on her thigh. I knew these were telltale signs of molting, but I still
followed her inside and she shut the door. P said, “let me bathe first.”
This got me to thinking that I wanted to die clean. I jumped after her
into the bath—actually a large geothermal lake. We dove under and took off
each other’s clothes. A lot was going through my mind. If I got P to love
me, then she wouldn’t have the heart to kill me. But then the meaning of this
whole experience would change. Besides, we had a different number of
chromosomes so we couldn’t reproduce any of our selves with each other.
We were holding our breath, heading for the source of the hot spring.
Past this point, things got foggy. We both became wet laboratory
mice. A hooded cobra caught us both at the exact moment that we became
mice. S had been waiting with a sickle raised over his head. This caused us
to regress even more in a self-feeding spiral. The snake convulsed and
regurgitated P, but not me. P’s shell hardened back into a tortoise shape.
Before I died, I saw P and S walking into the sunset and knew this had been
their plan all along.
Custer, SD
May 1994
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Enabling the Snake Charmer
We were spending our honeymoon in India in a large ornate house. The
house had minarets on each corner, like the Taj Mahal. In the inner
courtyard was a pool with leaves covering the surface, but otherwise clean.
Pornographic statues decorated the exterior of the house. Recovering drug
addicts escaped to this house to get clean, although it was not advertised this
way.
When we asked why nobody was around, our turbaned concierge
told us a cobra had been spotted nearby and all the locals had freaked out
and split. I was thinking it couldn’t be that bad—that you just had to keep
your eye out for it. But the concierge warned us that they weren’t like the
rattlesnakes we were used to back home in Arizona. “Cobras—they desire
to bite you,” he said, “and there are no rattles to warn you of their coming.
And when they bite, you will die.”
My brother and his friend Ricardo were with us. Ricardo had short
red hair and was wearing a sleeveless unbuttoned vest. Although not
technically trained as “scientists,” Ricardo and my brother had somehow
come across a chemical that they—through a series of reactions—could
convert into a drug (FRET) that could get you super strung out with no side
effects. FRET wasn’t classified yet as an illegal substance.
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Exhibit C. Cleavage of FRET (Frangipani Resonance Energy Transfer)

They had come to India to recover from excess enlightenment and ended up
synthesizing drugs for further enlightenment—all under the roof of this
supposed halfway house. My new wife and I tried not to question their
motives or let it put a damper on our honeymoon. She understood he was
half of me. To distract us from what was really going on, my brother was
playing a toy slide-whistle—the kind they used in the cartoons we watched
as kids to denote somebody falling or slipping.
“Where did you get that?” I asked.
“On the flight over here.”
“Wouldn’t that distract the other passengers?”
“It’s amazing enough that we are able to fly in the first place.
People should never forget that and take our ability to overcome gravity for
granted.” He resumed playing his whistle.
That’s when the cobra appeared. Our turbaned concierge took off running.
We stood our ground because we had nowhere else to go. The cobra was
mesmerized—as if the sound itself was creating the snake. I speculated that
the cobra was attracted by the sound, but Ricardo argued that the snake was
hypnotized by the appearance of the flute. “It’s a phallic thing.”
“What’s a phallic thing?” asked my new wife. “The flute or the
snake?”

13

The flute strained and squeaked and then stopped whistling. It was
now just a swish of air. We weren’t taking any chances. Kevin threw the
slide-whistle at the cobra, and we all jumped into the pool clothed. Only
then did I notice the temple monkeys roosting on the courtyard walls
heckling and jeering at us. We had been so wrapped up in our immediate
concerns that we didn’t realize we were there only to provide for their
amusement.
I felt my new wife feeling around down there. The water was murky
enough that no one could tell.
NY, NY
April 2001

Poste C. Phylogenically Constrained Recapitulation
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Post-Holing to the Flesh Temple
My quantum physics professor, Dr. Slatoris, was being convicted of a crime
against reality. He held an impromptu conference to counsel us. After all,
quantum physics was the basis of our beliefs and without Dr. Slatoris we
had no other direction to turn. The conference was held in Aspen at a
kibbutz/retreat fashioned after a Hindu temple.
After leaving my bags in my private bungalow, I ventured to the
massive banquet room. Most of the other students were high-school
delinquents. One freshman girl dressed in black with ripped fishnet
stockings was sulking quietly to herself. Dr. Slatoris didn’t waste any time.
He filed down each row, questioning and consoling the students. He
shielded himself with a plastic bubble that gave him a warped appearance so
we couldn’t identify him, which was ridiculous because we all knew who he
was. The questions he asked were vague moral and ethical questions that
didn’t relate to the specific crime he had committed.
“You don’t seem affected by what you did,” I found myself blurting out.
“You don’t think I have regrets?” he yelled through his voice
scrambler. “Observe!”
He took a pair of scissors and proceeded to stab holes in the
blackboard. Even the freshman dressed in black with ripped fishnet
stockings stopped her sobbing. Dr. Slatoris picked up some chalk and
connected the holes with spiraling arcs, segueing into a particle physics
problem. His writing was messy, and he was doing a lot of hand waving.
Once again, we were distracted from the issue of why he was on trial. I
wasn’t knowledgeable enough about his case to put him on the stand, so I
just took notes and re-sketched what he had drawn(see Exhibit D).
To distract us further and provide entertainment during our
scheduled break, a heavy metal band named Platinum Blonde was setting
up. The guitarist was going through a sound check with a hollow-body
Rickenbacker that sounded tinny. They spent a long time warming up and
getting everything set just right. When the time came, they never played
anything.
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Exhibit D. The Hallowed Collision

We got bored of standing around, so me and this guy Rig decided to take a
walk along nearby Snowmass Lake. I left my shoes inside, thinking we
weren’t going far. It felt good to walk barefoot on the pine needles. A few
others decided to follow us. At first, Rig led the way. He was having
troubles getting around the shore because he didn’t want to get his shoes
wet. It didn’t matter to me that my feet got wet. I balanced myself using
hanging tree branches. At this point, Rig was following me. The ground was
getting siltier and I started to sink. Everyone including Dr. Slatoris was back
on the shore watching. It got to the point where the water was above my
private parts.
The lake got deeper and sludgier, turning to putrid oil. The bottom
was scummy quicksand. Rig and I pushed our bodies through the muck, our
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hands reaching to the sky for balance. There was nothing to derive momentum
from so we were slowing down. The water was bubbling and boiling, though
it was freezing cold. Cliffs were caving in around the lake’s edges. The
shoreline started to taper off vertically before our eyes. Since we were so close
to the shoreline’s motion, we perceived this as a lack of horizon.
It made no sense to get stuck or get pulled under, so I tried to swim.
I called back to Rig, but he was reluctant to go in all the way. The muck was
getting denser and darker. Rig yelled that we needed somewhere to hide. He
was reading instructions from a cheat sheet. “It say’s there’s a cave—but do
you trust Dr. Slatoris’ judgment? It could be a trap.”
Something in the black ether was stinging my body. Fish shapes
were moving in the corner of my eyes—primordial swishes from dorsal fins
and swooshing tails. I was getting scared and had to remind myself that the
fear was all in my mind. All of this. I lifted my severed arm out of the
water—what was left of it was covered with leeches. What I felt and saw
didn’t align. I put my arm back under water and it felt fine, but now crabs
were biting my legs. I took a deep breath and concentrated on retaining my
composure.
The “cave entrance” was on the surface of the water. If the level of
the lake had been one foot higher, the water would’ve spilled into and filled
the cave. I climbed onto the edge of the entrance and the leeches slid right
off, revealing my real limbs. Below the cave entrance was a huge vaulted
room with magnificent columns in various states of decay. I assumed they
were Hindu because they matched the architectural style of the kibbutz. At
the time this made perfect sense.
From the rim of the cave entrance, I jumped onto a Formica tabletop
extending hundreds of feet from a narrow pillar in the center of the vault.
There was nowhere else to go. I realized I had reached our destination and
turned to call to Rig: “I’m on top, but there’s no way down!”
“First things first,” he yelled back. “How did you get up there? You
can’t make it to the top if you were never at the base.” He was rotating the
hand-drawn map in different directions to find a perspective. “These
directions are sequential. They assume a singular starting point.”
Below me, at the pastured base of the shaft, the mopey girl in ripped
fishnet stockings was gazing up and wondering how I got there. A string of
spittle was dripping from her mouth, but she sucked it in before it dripped
onto the manicured lawn. Jealous and scared, the girl dressed in black also
worshipped me. This was empowering. I knew everyone’s thoughts. I
kicked a metal cotter-pin off the ledge just to hear it hit the ground. Even as
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it was falling, it sounded hollow. The ringing reverberated within my head. I
couldn’t know for sure what it sounded like to the others below and could
not be sure it ever reached the grassy ground. The fishnet-stockinged girl
scrambled over boulders to flee the temple. Only from her reaction could I
tell that what I was on was collapsing.
When this deduction entered my head, I felt the elevated platform
start swaying. I started spinning clockwise. I wasn’t sure if I was actually
spinning or was just getting dizzy from what my ears were feeding me. My
body leaned over the edge so my eyes could check my motion relative to the
ground. The change in angular momentum only made it worse. I couldn’t help
being scared and knew I would fall as a consequence. I froze into suspension
of disbelief and never fell.
Breaking loose from my frozen state, I jumped and clung to the outer wall. A
tribe of monkeys was casually hanging out on the sheer cliff face. I had seen
them before at times like this and recognized they were my ancestors. This
made me self-conscious. It was difficult for me to hold on even though we
were related. They didn’t even need to try. It occurred to me that the swaying
shaft on which I had been perched was a monkey’s tail. Since it was white, I
knew I was on the tail tip of Hanuman, the notorious white monkey from the
Ramayana epic. At the base of his pillared tail was a giant chessboard. I
deduced that what I had been on was actually an exaggerated rook, absurdly
taller than all the other pieces on the board, including the queen.
“You can’t castle now!” Rig yelled up to me. “The king has already
moved.”
Dr. Slatoris appeared from behind the column to chime in that
castling, like quantum tunneling, was just a construct of convenience. “It
doesn’t make physical sense.”
Dr. Slatoris had been using us all this time. Or rather, he was
divining a source we could not see, at our expense. The girl in the fishnet
stockings was his black queen. Rig and I were white rooks. It was all
becoming clear. By learning from him, we had become pawns in his crime.
The kibbutz was a game board for his inhumane pleasures. Kibitzing
through this unseen channel, he castled to force me to change my strategy
midstream. Self-aware, I took over where he left off and sat there for seven
days and nights. I can’t remember who won, but I do remember feeling
confident that at least I was a piece in the process of survival. I can be sure
of nothing else.
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To this day, Dr. Slatoris and I correspond by playing chess through
the post. He has not confessed. I am serving out his sentence for him.
Tucson, AZ
December 1991

Exhibit E. Postage Adhesion Used to Castle, Poste Restante
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The Inertial Weight of Our Internal Lake
This lake was embedded in a volcanic crater somewhere in Eastern
Europe—a place from which some of my ancestors had come, but I had
never been. The water was dense with salt and minerals. I floated on the
surface without thinking about it. A build-up of oxidized iron had lent the
lake a reddish hue, but floating on my back, I saw nothing but blue sky. My
skin may have well been turned inside out as the lake was geothermally
heated to human body temperature.
When I first waded into it, I was disappointed to discover it was
shallow and sludgy. Even in the middle, I could stand. From what little I
was able to interpret from my guide, the lake was home to a species of
bioluminescent krill that lived nowhere else in the world. I was not able to
see them because the water was murky and night had yet to fall. My guide
suggested I return later. With the help of my phrasebook, I told him that I
would rather fish than swim, and that I had brought my own gear and only
needed bait. He told me there were no fish in the lake, just the krill. And
they were at the bottom of the food chain. I was so preoccupied with
literally translating his words from my ancestral language that I didn’t
understand their meaning.
Earlier in the tour when I was hungry and clutching my belly, he
hard-boiled an egg for me in a steaming fissure. The egg was cooked in five
minutes, but there was a small bloody vein in the yolk. I fell asleep right
after eating the egg. When I woke up seconds later, I was floating on a bed
in a flooded room in a stone monastery named after Darwin’s Beagle. I
verified this by the inscription on the telephone next to the bed. The water
was rising so I didn’t have much time to think. I checked the drawers next to
the bed for my personal effects. There was no bible, but there was a postcard
of an Eastern European lake with a caption on the back about the
phosphorescent krill (see Poste D).
I tried to piece it all together as the bed shifted and started to float.
Before falling asleep, I had been climbing up the bell tower where I was
now sleeping when a naked woman came tumbling down the spiral
staircase. She was blonde and voluptuous—the type that was nice to look at,
but I couldn’t honestly picture myself with her. She came lumbering down
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in slow motion, end over end, coming to rest against my feet. She still had
energy left to clutch my calf and look up at me with parted lips. Nothing
came out of her mouth, however, and she wilted and would have continued
tumbling, taking me with her, had I not braced myself in the stairwell and
held on for dear life. While all this was happening, I was spiraling into an
out-of-body déjà vu that revolved around not knowing what I was doing
here. Our fragile bodies were not at all suited for such an environment. For
one thing, having to lug around our own water and keep it at a constant
temperature was a massive cross to bear. Reptiles and fish didn’t have such
tedious constraints. I realized the woman’s stillwarm body was sent as a
sacrifice to keep me from getting to the top of the food chain. But such
diversions were not enough to overcome our inherent will to survive.
Santa Cruz, CA
November 1989

Poste D. Bioluminescent Freshwater Krill (fragment)

21

Staking the Wedding Train
There was to be a May Day demonstration. A mob of agitated blue-collar
onlookers waited for the parade. I was there gathering evidence in support of
our copper-mining union.
The first procession to pass was of orphan children in wooden
wheelchairs. Although the children were unaccompanied, they maintained
an organized grid as they moved along the parade route (see Poste E). The
onlookers were ready to stampede until they saw the seated figured were
children in dilapidated wheelchairs with broken wooden wheels. As a
whole, we couldn’t decide whether to riot or be peaceful.

Poste E. Ten Year Anniversary Matrix

The procession of disabled orphans was followed by a wedding procession.
The streets were newly painted in a hexagonal pattern of black and white.
Footprints and tire marks were imprinted in the paint. The bride’s father
followed behind her, holding the lacey train up to save it from the paint. I
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pitied him but also couldn’t contain my jealousy. While the bride was
veiled, what was visible suggested she was beautiful.
The procession left the freshly painted road and headed through
fallow wheat fields, now mostly weeds. The father of the bride continued
to hold the wedding train so it would not get wet from the dewy weeds and
grass. The hanging train formed a catenary defined by the equation H =
"·cosh(L/"), where H was her height and L was the distance the father
lagged behind. My prior knowledge of catenaries was limited to
clotheslines or chains suspended from two points acted on by gravity.
The bride’s father was also carrying a bundle of sixty-four wooden
stakes on his shoulder. The pine stakes were 1” # 1” # 48”—the dimensions
we used for staking mining claims. He was going to use them to stake down
her white dress when she arrived at the altar.
The procession stopped. The groom was nowhere to be found.
Everyone was waiting for me. Looking down at myself, I saw that I had on a
black and white tuxedo. I was the groom. At first I was not ready for this
responsibility and commitment—no more week-long camping trips in the
Chiricahuas, no more sleeping under the stars at ten-thousand feet, no more
tequila shots with my union buddies, no more anonymity and lack of
accountability.
Up to this point, I had only watched parades. Never had I
participated. When we left, my union buddies tied cans to our car’s bumper.
This way everybody else would know that I had staked my claim and had in
turn been claimed. The procession continued, passing through what we
could never comprehend until death parted us.
NY, NY
May 2002
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Exhibit F. Nitrox Bubble Chamber Reading

Whispering from Her Post-Operative Ovarian Cyst
We arrived in Portsmouth, Colorado (elev. 9,899 feet) at night. I had been
sleeping in the van the last hour of the trip, waking to help unload the gear
when we arrived. The night sky was cold and transparent, riddled with the
white luminescence of galaxies. I continued sleeping cocooned in a down
Northface bag on a hide-a-bed in the condominium of Bryce’s friend.
Despite the warm shelter, the altitude and vacuous air made sleeping
difficult.
The next morning when I looked out the sliding-glass door, black
crows were waiting in the snow. They had been eating seeds, but now there
were just hash marks where the seeds had been. These scratchings aligned
with the stenciled pattern on the sliding-glass door (that warned people of
the otherwise transparent glass) to form what I imagined were the scars on
my wife’s lower abdomen left by a recent operation. I searched the house
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for a phone, but only found an antiquated enlarger. I exposed a plate (see
Exhibit F) then went back to sleep (within my sleep) until the other
members of the operation woke.
This operation we were now on was motivated by Robert and
Bryce’s obsession to SCUBA dive in a nearby lake—the highest navigable
one in North America. It’s altitude factored significantly into the dive tables,
making the downtime calculations complex. I had decided to come because
I had read that a town was submerged beneath the lake it was named after.
For the life of me, I could never remember the name, except that it
suggested a place where my ancestors might have lived. A manmade dam
caused the lake so it really didn’t count as the highest one in my book. My
dive buddies argued that everything in this world—or universe, for that
matter—was by definition “natural.”
We rented a Zodiac inflatable boat. Bryce brought along a portable
decompression chamber. Even though we wouldn’t be diving that deep, the
lake itself was at 10,011 feet above sea level, making pulmonary edema a
distinct possibility. Even with a Nitrox mixture to combat the bends, you
could still become impaired by the effects of narcosis.
The scenery along the shore was sculpted from the bedrock of the
surrounding Rocky Mountains. At least it appeared this way—this body of
water hadn’t been here long enough to cause significant erosion. The lake
consisted of a series of inlets and bays that led to smaller inlets and bays in
infinite regression. The shoreline went on forever depending on how fine
you drew the line.
The Zodiac listed as we went out, making me nauseous. Usually
when I felt this way on a boat, my first inclination was to dive under to
escape the surface motion. But the water was as smooth as a mirror, until we
raked it with our wake. In sheltered places along the shore, it was even
frozen. So I was sure it wasn’t motion sickness that was affecting me.
Robert killed the outboard engine and I looked for my mask. I
considered that I might be already narced, and that it wasn’t “me” making
preparations to submerge. My mind didn’t want to dive but my body was
going through the motions—gathering the gear and participating in the
preemptive boasting with Robert and Bryce. I scoured the Zodiac for more
excuses not to go under. Not only could I not find my mask, I couldn’t find
my buoyancy controller either. Then I was saved—
“For fuck sake!” said Bryce. “This boat doesn’t have an anchor!”
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Robert looked around for something to tie to the end of the towrope
but couldn’t find anything except for the video camera and other necessities.
“There’s not a breath of wind,” he justified. “It shouldn’t go anywhere.”
“I can’t find my mask anyway,” I said. “I’ll man the Zodiac.”
“It’s right here,” said Robert.
“The anchor?” asked Bryce.
“His mask,” said Robert, flipping it at my stomach.
“Thanks, but I’ll stay behind anyway,” I said. “I don’t need to do
this as much as you two do. Being here is good enough for me.”
Robert looked at Bryce. Bryce looked at me and shrugged, “suit
yourself.”
While they were under, I watched them on video that was being piped
up real-time. It was almost the same as the real thing, except I was more
comfortable. There was no sound, but I projected my own nasally breathing
onto the scene. I was still feeling queasy and needed to eat something. All we
had in the boat was beer and Rocky Road ice cream, which didn’t need
refrigeration because of the cold. I ate some ice cream and zoned out staring at
the bubbles rising to the surface. The water was so still the boat kept its
position. It didn’t matter that I was there on the surface.
Bryce surfaced first and then Robert. Both took off their masks.
“Well, was it worth it?” I asked.
“At least we can say we did it.”
“To who?” I wanted to ask, but there was no point in spoiling it for them.
They lumbered back into the Zodiac and stood dripping and
shivering in their wet suits. I stopped the videotape’s recording. If we didn’t
bring our wives with us on these trips, we should at least bring our children.
But I didn’t dare say that either. We became engulfed in a white cloud. It
started to snow, melting when it hit the surface of the water. The forming
precipitate was more granular the mature snowflakes we were familiar with
at lower altitudes. A flake landed on my sleeve. For a fleeting instant I
recognized in it the shoreline of the very lake we were on, and the potential
it held. Then it too melted, along with the aspirations of its intrinsic
crystallization. It never had a chance to form because I was there as a
witness.
Portsmouth, NH
December 1997
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Poste F. The Myth Returned as “Undeliverable”

The Myth That You Can’t Get Pregnant in Hot Tubs
The hot tub in question was in a humid glasshouse at ten thousand feet in a
land-locked state. It sounded like a good idea at the time since my muscles
were shot from cross-country skiing the day before. A small passageway
connected the hot tub and the pool, which was also kept heated but not
nearly so hot, and was outside the glasshouse. I was alone, or at least I
thought so. Jessica was at the fertility clinic—the reason for us being here.
Submerging myself, I opened my eyes and saw a rainbow trout
swimming around in the bubbly swirls of the whirlpool. I knew that trout
were streamlined and adaptable to most variations in currents, but did not
think this species could tolerate this degree of hot water. To make matters
more bizarre, the trout started to speak. We were able to hold a conversation
underwater despite the white noise of the jets. I couldn’t find the switch to
turn them off. The trout said he didn’t mind the tub’s heat and size
constraints so much as the chlorine. The tub was the only world he knew,
27

but there was a constant influx of tourists that brought information about the
outside world. I surfaced for air and went back under. He counseled me
about my own fertility problems, which he seemed to know a priori.
When I asked about the tunnel leading from the hot tub to the pool,
the trout was not aware it existed. He was surprised and I was surprised that
he was surprised, as it had been in front of him this whole time. He tried to
swim through but got stuck. I had to pull him out backwards by his tail,
which was far worse than rubbing a cat the wrong way. The moment I
extracted him, he became a beaver. The beaver had eaten the trout, so it was
still one and the same animal except he was now a she and had legs. I told
her to run above ground to get to the outdoor pool. But the beaver couldn’t
speak or understand me. I couldn’t understand myself as I spiraled into a
recursive logic trying to understand how the trout became a beaver.
The level of the hot tub started to rise. The source was a natural
geothermal spring and the pressure was building. Soon it overflowed the rim
and ran off into the pool. That’s when Jessica came into the picture. She was
in her street clothes, but she took off her shoes and socks and alternated
sticking each foot in the water. I asked her what had happened at the clinic,
but instead of answering me, she told me what she dreamt the night before. I
couldn’t get a word in edgewise about the trout or beaver. Her dream had to
do with giant slugs: “They weren’t banana slugs like the ones we saw
visiting your mother in the redwoods. They were the slugs we used to have
in Beaverton—only bigger. You were there hand-feeding some monkeys
dinner rolls, and the monkeys were riding on the backs of these Geishas.
Damn, this water feels good on the feet.”
When a natural segue came along, I thought to introduce her to the
beaver (or the trout), but she (or he) was gone. I pointed to where the trout
(beaver) had been and said, “this hole leads to the pool.”
“Don’t you want to know what happened at the clinic today?”
“I tried to ask.”
She stripped off her clothes and dipped into the water. Considering
that it was a public pool, I thought this a bit out of character. When she
resurfaced I asked, “well, can you or can’t you?”
“I definitely can.” She reached out with her foot and tickled my
testicles.
“Does it have to do with me?”
“All I’m saying,” she said, rubbing up next to me and exposing my
manhood to the hot chlorinated water, “is that we can do it all we want now
without trying so hard.
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“What do you mean?”
“There’s already some body swimming around inside of me.
Somebody made it through my tubing.”
Tucson, AZ
February 1991

Poste G. Controlled Sledding (in theory)
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The REMaking of an Island
Madonna was starting completely from scratch—building a resort island near
the Maldives, where there was once only open ocean. I was in the backseat of
her jeep, covering the story. Her bodyguard/trainer was driving us to the
airport in Haveeru where an airplane was waiting to give us an aerial view of
the work in progress. On the way we saw Courtney Love headed in the
opposite direction. Madonna said, “hey! That was Miss Love.”
I turned around to see Courtney looking back at us. She was with
her parents, who looked like tourists. I could read her lips (a trick I learned
being a reporter) and saw her say, “hey, there goes Madonna!”
I said to Madonna, “I saw her say, ‘hey, there goes Madonna’. The
same response you had” The wind was blowing through Madonna’s hair.
While she acted carefree and indifferent, I could tell she was annoyed. She
knew I was a journalist trained to record everything. She looked out at the
breaking waves, calculating in advance her every word. “Do you think Miss
Love’s building an island, too?”
I refrained from telling Madonna that my wife was a big fan of
hers—that I couldn’t wait to get home to tell her about riding in an airplane
with her. After all, I didn’t want to come off as an amateur. On the radio we
were listening to a rebroadcast of Love Line. A female caller was griping
about how, when she sucked her boyfriend’s nipples, they would discharge.
The radio host was spring-boarding off the caller’s misfortune, stating that
male nipples were vestiges of evolution contradicting creationism. Madonna
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turned off the radio in disgust. “We have some time. What do you say we go
harpooning?”
“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said. “But, sure.”
“Spear-fishing. You’ve never been?”
My hand struggled to write down the word “harpooning.” I was
afflicted by carpal tunnel.
“I’ll tell you what to write down,” she said. “This is not a part of me
I want to reveal.”
I put down my pen. Madonna told her driver where to pull off the
road. She was already wearing a black one-piece. All she had to do was take
off her sarong. In the back of the jeep were three spear guns. She handed
them to me. On closer inspection, they were rusted and the spears had no
leashes to connect them to the handles.
I struggled to load one of the rusty spear guns, pulling back the
weathered rubber strap. “What if you hit a fish but he doesn’t die right away
and swims off with your spear?”
“You follow him until he dies.” Madonna smirked, “You just don’t
get it, do you?”
I realized at that moment I was not making a good journalist—I was
not asking the right questions. I shouldn’t have been questioning her practices,
but instead, should have been observing and documenting her way of life.
After spearing a few fish, we chartered a plane to see her new island,
Mulmumale. From the air we could see bulldozers, a crane and the
beginnings of a few concrete structures. There was a spiral jetty coming off
the north shore made of giant cement jacks. Madonna had commissioned
Christo to install a replica of Spiral Jetty out of jacks. She crossed her legs
and explained how this would prevent erosion and support the arts at the
same time.
“But Christo didn’t build the original Spiral Jetty,” I said.
“They have cover songs in the music biz, why not in the arts?
Besides, Smithson’s Spiral Jetty was created at a time when the Great Salt
Lake was unnaturally low and now the jetty is submerged. The level of the
Indian Ocean is far more reliable.”
In my notebook, all I could muster was, “it’s the thought that counts.”
We circled the island twice. It was still too small to land an airplane, but a
crane was already there. I asked Madonna how they got the crane there in the
first place.
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“Thanks for asking. They started out with huge freighters dumping
sand into the open water at a spot where this ancient volcano didn’t quite
make it to the surface. Then they brought the crane in pieces with a
helicopter. Once the crane was there, they could scoop up sand and start
filling in the edges.”
I was struggling to write this all down while Madonna looked over
my shoulder. My hand felt heavy and numb. I tried to shake it out, but it was
asleep. “Why didn’t you just start with an existing island?”
“This is immaculate conception,” said Madonna. “It’s unspoiled. I
don’t have to think about what objectionable acts people were performed on
this island prior to my arrival. I can rewrite my own constitution.”
We were flying over the open ocean towards Haveeru. Madonna
was smiling. She appeared to be warming up to me.
“One last question and I’ll shut up.”
“Shoot.”
“Where did all the sand come from?”
“Good question. It was dredged up from the bottom of the Indian
Ocean.”
“Are you sure? Did you personally witness them get it from there?”
“You said that was your last question, little boy.”
She was right, I was getting more immature by the minute. I looked
down at myself and was half her size. She took my tiny hand and put it on
her swimsuit-clad breast.
“I’m just making sure you got what you bargained for,” I said,
fumbling to get my hand under her swimsuit. “Sometimes you hear stuff on
the news, like about the guy who charged people to spread their loved one’s
ashes over the ocean or mountains. Ended up he was just dumping them in
his own backyard.”
“Inevitably, everyone sells themselves out,” Madonna said. “That’s
why God gave us reproductive organs.”
By now, I found myself suckling at her breast. Not only was I even
smaller—about one-sixth her size—but everything was becoming more
granular. Webbing had formed between my fingers so I couldn’t write
anything more.
Tucson, AZ
March 1998

32

Poste H. Airborne Spear Contraception
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The Re-enactment is Never the Same
My current employer, The Wor(l)d Economist, sent me on assignment to
interview Gandhi’s grandson, who was in exile on an unchartered island
near Fiji. I was in a BarbaryTM skiff with a maniacal driver named Kulal,
smashing through the swells head on. It was hard to distinguish between the
sweat and seawater on his black skin. He stood shirtless in the back of the
boat, steering the 150-horsepower outboard motor while I tried to bail and
gather evidence simultaneously.
We were taking on water even though I was bailing as fast as I could.
Kulal was not concerned. He intentionally skirted the edge of the reef where
the waves were gathering momentum. He tried to outrun the barreling
breakers, though the engine had only one speed. Then we headed straight out
to sea until we couldn’t see land. I had learned about the Earth’s curvature in
theory, but now for the first time I could distinguish it for myself.
We came to another island. The sand grains of the beach were so big
I could resolve them from a hundred yards out. There was a yacht hidden in
the mangroves that Kulal said belonged to a famous white person, but that
was all he knew. We went ashore, and I was befriended by an Irish
Wolfhound with dreaded hair. Then the famous white person appeared—it
was Mother Theresa. She was dead, but nevertheless, with the help of an
assistant, she managed to make her way through the mangrove swamp.
“Excuse me, Mother!” I yelled, unsure how to address her.
She was in her own world and didn’t hear me.
I turned to Kulal. “If I can’t find Gandhi’s grandson, Mother
Theresa will do.” Grabbing my notepad and pen, I hopped out of the boat
into the knee-deep water. Kulal turned the boat around to wait offshore past
the breakers.
Though she had been dead (to the rest of the world) for some time,
Mother Theresa was able to forge through the mangrove swamp with
apparent ease. I tried to catch up to her to conduct the interview.
Everywhere I stepped in the silty sand, crabs were dodging back and forth to
get out of my way. I tried to sympathize, imagining what I must have looked
like to them—two swiveling appendages from the knees down, separate
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entities as far as the crabs were concerned, marching in juxtaposition. But
there were too many of them to concern myself with.
The tide was rising until it was up to my waist. By this time, Mother
Theresa was floating inland toward her anchored yacht. An air pocket had
formed in her ankle-length dress, turning it into a makeshift raft. From my
point of view, the current was headed out to sea, even though the tide was
rising. The only way to explain this discrepancy was that the source of the
current was somewhere between Mother Theresa and me.
I stopped to get this all down in my notebook. When I looked up,
she was further away. The water kept rising until I was clinging to the roots
of the mangrove trees and climbing horizontally against the current. It was
difficult to breathe with my writing implements in my mouth. Mother
Theresa no longer needed her assistant. She floated peacefully on the raft of
her dress, unaware of my existence, or anyone else’s for that matter. She
was bobbing back and forth as if she were praying. Maybe she was.
Finally I let go and the current carried me back to the Barbary skiff
where Kulal was fishing while he waited for me. My notepad soaked, I had
to commit the details to memory.
The next day we came back to the same island to fact-check the article. I
traced the exact sequence of events in order to recreate the feeling of the day
before. I found the yacht and the dreadlocked Wolfhound, but there was no
sign of Mother Theresa. When I went on board, I found my fiancée sleeping.
This whole time I assumed she was back home. There was an indented saltstain on the pillow next to her. Before I woke her to ask if she had seen
Mother Theresa, I tried to put it all together in my own head. Was this my
yacht? Had this all been set up by The Wor(l)d Economist?
As I was reaching over to wake my fiancée, my cell phone rang. I
was surprised to get reception. It was the chief editor inquiring if I got my
story. It was not the right thing to do, I know, but I was honest with her. I
told her everything as it had happened to me. My fiancée slept through the
monologue. There was a moment of silence at the other end of the line when
I had finished, then my editor said, “the inability to disassociate is
understandable. Just remember to change the names to protect the innocent.”
And click, she hung up.
NY, NY
June 2003
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Poste I. RE: Crab-Knee Barbarians
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The Octopus Hunters
The swells crisscrossed the island through the manmade channel, colliding
head on—breakers with a right-curling tube that lagged in slow motion until
they crashed. The waves were mirror images as they approached each other.
Our mothers had sent us out to the ocean to catch octopus; but a day like
this, with opposing right-breaking swells, didn’t come often.
My friend Geo and I waxed our boards and headed south to the
channel. We jumped off the jetty and paddled out to where the waves
intersected. Surfing in the dredged channel wasn’t natural, but it sure beat
hunting octopus. We used the momentum of one wave to thrust us into the
tube of an oncoming wave at the exact moment it was breaking. I did this
with Geo because no one else would hang out with him and vice-versa.
Getting the timing down was a painful learning experience. But
every so often you’d hit it just right and were thrust into the apex of the
oncoming curl. Your body would tumble and spin with the wave, and then
you’d be spit out into the foamy white water. Each time you would shake it
off, then belly up on to the board and paddle back out, in either direction, to
do it again. We aligned ourselves with the artificial jetty made of cement
pylons. That’s where the breaks peaked.
It was worth it, but once we figured this out the novelty wore off.
The prospect of coming home empty-handed weighed heavily upon us. Our
mothers were expecting us to provide.
“How are we supposed to catch octopus?” asked Geo, straddling his
board between sets. We had neglected to bring a spear gun or masks.
“Be your own bait,” I answered.
“What do you mean?”
“Hang out under water and let them come to you. As soon as one
latches on, I’ll pull it off you, and vice-versa.”
“Interesting proposition—in theory. But there’s no way this will
happen if you are expecting it.”
We resumed surfing. With each swell we rose and looked to the
horizon to see what was coming next. Soon we stopped catching waves at
all and just floated on the undulating surface.
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“What’s that you’re humming?” asked Geo.
“Love and Rockets,” I said, then spoke the lines: “You cannot go
against nature. Because when you do, that’s part of nature too.”
“It doesn’t sound right unless you sing it.”
I decided then and there that I’d rather be the one who was the bait.
If I didn’t think about it and just went under, I knew our mothers would be
proud. But if I let Geo be the bait and failed to bring him back to the surface,
I wouldn’t be able to live with myself.
NY, NY
April 2002

Poste J. Arthropodic Cross-Examination
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Shields (Not Spears) Keep the Island Safe
Before we got to Australia, Jessica and I had a layover on a Melanesian
island that was still in the Stone Age. We figured we might as well scope
out the town, so we hired a taxi—which was really a wheelbarrow pulled by
this guy Gibbosum, who also served as our guide. An arrangement of spears,
shields, canoes and phallic implements were on display in the ceremonial
village in the center of the real town. Gibbosum explained that the
ceremonial village was where their ancestors continued to live.
But what he proudly wanted to show us was the American-made 18wheelers driving over the canoes, splintering them to pieces. The villagers
watched, not seeming to mind. I couldn’t figure out how they got the flatbed
trucks here in the first place without any major roads or ports, but I didn’t
want to show excessive interest in what was happening. It was too much to
watch and it was hot so we decided to take a dip in the lagoon.
Everybody in the village followed us wherever we went. Except for
Gibbosum, nobody spoke English. He had learned it in order to translate
sermons for an Irish priest, who had since been killed by headhunters. He pulled
out a postcard that the priest had given him before he died (see Poste K).
The writing on the back was in an illegible tongue and Gibbosum
didn’t have much of an explanation for it. Although he spoke English well
and had good intentions, we didn’t understand why he was saying most of
the things he was saying and his translations of what the other villagers were
saying didn’t correlate with their body language. Our only way to
communicate directly with the other villagers was to offer clove cigarettes,
even though we didn’t smoke. They believed that inhaling fire and breathing
out smoke made you look powerful and fended off evil spirits.
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Poste K. 4-Leaf Clover
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We were disappointed to discover that the lagoon was not really deep
enough to swim in. So we waded around in the knee-deep water viewing the
marine life just beneath the surface. Sea snails meandered over the brain
coral. The colorful flesh enfolding their shells was thin and delicate. I knew
if I touched it, the fleshy shield over the hard shell would retract, but I
couldn’t help myself. When I reached down to finger it, I discovered that
what I was looking at was actually some sort of postage stamp. I wiped it
off, revealing text and pictures of other stamps from the far away Cook
Islands that were embedded into it.

Poste L. Flaming Tongue Shield (First Day Issue)

Gibbosum had no explanation for this other than the tide was coming in.
This much was true. Waves were rolling over the reef and causing ripples in
the lagoon, making it hard to see through the surface. Our eyes were not
privileged.
We went back to shore (with the villagers still in our wake) and into
town. I needed to change our plane tickets but couldn’t remember what city
or country we were going to next. I didn’t know where to begin looking for
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a travel agent. I didn’t even know the word for “air” in their language, or for
that matter what their language was called.
Impulsively, we hopped onto a bus. We didn’t even know where it
was going. We rode on the roof because there was no room inside. When we
crossed a border into another state, the customs officer wouldn’t let us off
the roof. He told us we were tourists, not citizens, and required different
processing. “Do you have anything to declare?” he asked.
I showed him the evidence I had collected earlier from the lagoon,
but he was not interested. He started to fall asleep standing, then snapped
out of it and ordered us to get up. He pulled back a cargo tarp that we were
lying on and discovered a pile of contraband ceremonial spears and shields.
In a rage, he accused us of stealing them to sell back in the States, and that
our actions were contributing to general world demoralization. Not until the
customs officer had uncovered them and accused us did I realize it was all
true. I had justified taking them in my mind because the spears and shields
had been run over and broken by 18-wheelers.
“This crime is punishable by death,” yelled the customs officer,
causing me to wake up on the same Melanesian island, but it was the middle
of the afternoon and we were back at the hotel. A ceiling fan revolved
slowly overhead. On further investigation, the fan was a recycled airplane
propeller.
It was hot and there were no more clothes left to remove. We were
lying naked on top of the sheets. My heart was beating so I could hear it.
Jessica was still sleeping next to me. I retraced our footsteps in my head.
The shamrock postcard (Poste K) and the flaming tongue shield of
stamps (Poste L) were both on the bedside table—proof that we made the
trip to the lagoon. I gathered it was all true until the part where we got on
the bus. Instead, we had checked into this hotel for a siesta.
This was not the first time this had happened to me. Every time I
slept in a different hotel bed, especially in foreign countries, I found it hard
not to acquire the accumulated history of all those who had slept there
before me.
NY, NY
September 2001
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Poste M. Death by Snowfall

To I.D. a DYED Idea
It was the first big snow in my son Thor’s life and we were out in the middle
of it. He had a circular red toboggan that I encouraged him to try out on
Cedar Hill in Central Park. Nobody else was around. The empty benches
were covered in virginal snow, delineating where the path would have been.
The snow was still coming down. The red toboggan was the only color in
the landscape of white and gray. It was in the midst of all this that I found a
pod buried in the snow that I inherently knew was the beginning of a new
cloned son—a 100% genuine son, unlike Thor who was only half of me.
Then and there, I made a conscious decision to abandon Thor and eat the
cost of my initial investment.
I turned around and passed through a gate, shutting Thor on the
other side. As I was weaving haphazardly through the labyrinth of Central
Park, I could hear him screaming and banging on the metal rungs of his
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superficial enclosure. Though I could have lost him with little effort in the
maze of paths, I always circled back, never veering too far from the gate.
The found pod was inscribed with the text:

Break En Case of Em urgency
This was it. It was happening now. The pod broke into sharp shards of
pottery that I could use as a weapon in case Thor got through to me. But
how would I know? I went back and waited with pottery shrapnel in hand. I
wanted him to follow me. But he was in a tantrum—spoiled brat that he
was, which was not my doing. He couldn’t manage to open the gate on his
own or even just walk around through the bushes. It was a pathetic sight. He
wasn’t me—at the root of it all, his failures were American. This was how
our channels of communication had programmed him. In the end I found
myself falling back into the same routine, helping him out of pity. Not only
was society responsible for who he was, but society made me feel
responsible for who he was. I unhitched the gate without opening it and
waited.
Finally he made it through. He was with his biological mother,
Cheryl. At some point this mother had been a wife of mine, but I barely
recognized her in the state I was in. All I remembered was that she was an
annoying nag who never let me touch her hair because she always had it
done up.
Thor came through the gate swinging an axe at me. I threw my
magic pottery shards at him but they were useless. I managed to pry the axe
from his grip but was paralyzed with fear by the potential of its violence.
Until it occurred to me that this was all my own creation—this family, this
life—that I was accountable for. I was free to do anything I wanted.
Cheryl’s supporting presence annoyed and threatened me, so I
chopped off her head. I couldn’t believe that I had the power to take a life so
easily. Blood splattered in the snow, detracting attention from the red of
Thor’s sled. Killing her boosted my confidence. More people came through
the gate—faceless members of society. I hacked them all to pieces, though I
didn’t know who they were or what they wanted. I was detached as if I were
watching the killing on TV. The blood was melting the snow in my vicinity
and soaking into the ground.
But I never had the nerve to kill the son that was half of me. He just
stood in the middle of the bloodbath with the red toboggan in his mittened
hands, looking up at me looking down at my own hands. He wasn’t in me.
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Thor was a lie. But he was a lie I had propagated from a lie passed on to me.
It was all in my hands now and needed to end.
NY, NY
January 2001

Exhibit G. Tribunal Brainstem Footprint
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Hoeing-a-Row, My Blood-Clot Brother
They accused Hoeing-a-Row of killing his own children, but I knew better.
We had been friends since the age of his murdered kids. Having none of my
own, I was their Godfather. For these reasons, I helped sneak Hoeing-a-Row
from the Los Angeles courtroom, going up the elevator to the roof so we
could climb down the fire escape.
The roof was paved with gravel embedded in black asphalt. It was
so hot that the tar was melting and sticking to the soles of our shoes. As we
climbed down the fire escape, Hoeing-a-Row confessed that he did in fact
kill his children. He did it because he couldn’t support himself anymore, let
alone his kids. He made it sound noble, but I didn’t say anything as I was
preoccupied after cutting myself on the railing. The blood was dripping onto
a group of homeless people camped out beneath the fire escape.
When we got down, Hoeing-a-Row made himself right at home in the
homeless camp. From his briefcase he produced a cutting board, some
vegetables and a thawed bag of body parts. He diced up his children along with
potatoes and carrots, to make a stew. He did it so naturally that he fit right in. I
was busy gathering the splattered bits of my coagulated blood. Though we were
surrounded by unfamiliar street people, I was embarrassed. Or maybe I was
paranoid that some stranger would do something with my spilt blood.
Hoeing-a-Row boiled his children until the flesh came off the bone.
Then he poured the soupy stew through a colander. The sun was sifting
down through the fire escape. The homeless people were oblivious to the
fact that his children had been reduced to this.
What remained in the colander, Hoeing-a-Row referred to as “tea
leaves.” He dumped them into a cooler, which he put aside to bury later. I
couldn’t discuss this with Hoeing-a-Row out loud, but gathered that it was
all right to drink the broth because the protein had denatured to be
indistinguishable to the host. In reality, I was more preoccupied with the
containment of my own blood.
NY, NY
April 2004
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Poste N. Bol-9 Stem-Cell Pin-Setting

Body of Evidence
The crime report (Poste N) stated that the body was found behind a
dumpster in the Kong Lake strip mall. I had been there once before to buy a
fish. I remember because the fish store had a 35-pound vegetarian cousin of
the piranha in a tank about as big as the fish—it couldn’t even turn around to
swim the other way. The fish was not for sale. It had been in the “private
collection” since the 1970s
The dead body was wedged between the dumpster and a dilapidated
tool shed attached to a body and detailing shop. The shop was two doors
down from the fish store. Between the body shop and the fish store was a
bowling alley with only four lanes. I figured that was as good a place as any
to start my investigation.
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When I asked the shift manager of the alley if he had seen anything
unusual the night before, he said that a man had thrown himself down the
lane. “I figured he was just showing off to his friends or something. I didn’t
think much of it.” The shift manager was wearing a sky-blue shirt with
grease stains on his man-boobs. “Bob” was embroidered on the shirt in
cursive writing. He was nervous and sweating, but I knew it didn’t
necessarily imply guilt.
When I didn’t respond, he continued: “Now that I think about it, the
automatic pinsetter tried to put the pins down on top of him. It was too late for
me to do anything. The guy wasn’t injured or nothing, but he got all bent out
of shape like it was my fault. He was a big guy, too. He cussed me out for not
having a pinsetter that was smart enough to know when somebody was under
it. I told him he shouldn’t have thrown himself down the lane in the first
place. But he just wasn’t a man to reason with.”
“How did you end it with him?” I asked.
“He up and left before I got a chance to kick him out. I didn’t think it
was necessary to call the police. The guy was a regular and had never done
anything like that before.” Bob slurped through his straw even though there
was no soda left. “Why, what did he do?”
I took Bob outside and showed him the body behind the dumpster.
He was wearing a red polo shirt. “Does this look like the guy?”
Bob took off his visor and scratched what was left of his hair.
“That’s him all right. Jesus! I’ve never seen a dead body before.”
“You have any idea how he ended up back here?”
“No, sir. Not at all.”
I flipped the body over so I could see the back.
“See, the pinsetter didn’t do nothing to him,” said Bob. “I swear he
was fine when he left my lanes.”
I cut open the guy’s polo shirt and was surprised to discover that he
had scales and the beginning of a dorsal fin. I logged it in my report as
unresolved.
Tucson, AZ
March 2000
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Poste O. Southern Razor-Skin Atrophy
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Six and a Half Feet Below Sea Level
The restaurant had green walls, gold-leaf baseboards and eyes that dissected
me from every direction. I didn’t know how I had gotten there or why. I
pieced together words from the cacophony of conversation but couldn’t
make out what individual beings were saying. I feared it was about me.
A rooster with razor blades strapped to his feet was displayed in a
fish tank in the rear of the restaurant.
A cold draft was slipping through an open door.
In the climate of eyes and voices, I spotted the party I was supposed
to meet and felt more alone than ever. I couldn’t think straight.
Cannibalistic glances followed my footsteps. Trophy hunters were
sizing up the dimensions of my head.
I looked down at my own arms. Back at the ranch, the door turned
into a carriage. If I held my breath, I could fade backwards through a series
of barbed-wire gates until I tried to grasp at least one, or the concept of
“one,” and it expanded forward.
This was dying in reverse. Reattachment.
The “party” was three mummified bags of skin with featureless faces.
The menu was in Russian.
In the rear of the restaurant they were grooming the rooster to fight.
Sporting a gold costume and an onionskin hat, the waiter came
though the swinging doors to pepper my salad. He held the shaker upsidedown and pepper sprinkled straight up into the air. He began a slow dance
under the glitter of pulverizing peppercorns, kicking his legs out parallel to
the ground. As he gathered momentum, both legs left the ground at the same
time.
None of us had requested this.
I took in my sur—
roundings, measuring the gaps between tables. Nobody else was paying
attention. I could get away with murder.
The waiter turned and locked eyes with me. His onionskin hat made
my eyes tear. Without a wrinkle in the bridge, the pepper turned to jingling
tokens emanating from blurred smiling faces. Hands were clapping. The
waiter received his tip and went back to waiting tables.
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I threw down my cloth napkin but it never landed. I pushed back my
chair and pried myself away from the deafening—
din. Back at the ranch, the green and gold walls still beckoned me.
My beheaded head spiraled to the ground.
The green room was empty of people but still full of obligation.
Where there was once a strand of trees and wild chickens now stood
this restaurant whose floorboards had recycled the wood. But there was no
one here to see it.
Crouching down to floor level, I could see the rooster’s razors
flashing as he ran in place, suspended by unseen hands. Another pair of
foreign hands held the cock under his wings, coaxing it.
My hands let it go. The rooster hit the ground fighting to get away
from where it came. As you might imagine, the weight of it’s flesh was
unbearable. I rose to sur—
face.
Santa Cruz, CA
May 1985

Poste P. Reoccurring Socket Charge
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An Accumulation of Virgin Powder
This is not the first time I have been here—a dream where I go skiing
without skis. When I get to the lodge, there is not even snow on the ground.
Based on my gathered evidence, there are a few variations on this theme:
* Sometimes I take the chairlift and there is no snow on the slopes
either. I don’t even bother to get off as the lift circles back down.
* Other times the lift is a gondola, and there is only coverage on the
higher slopes, or manmade snow on select runs.
Regardless of the variation, there is always pain but never blood, I
am always alone and unsure of where I am, and I always wake up before I
actually do any skiing. It’s all about doing the work to get there and not
being able to cash in on potential. This reoccurring dream has been just that,
until now.
This time around I am hindered by self-capitulating déjà vu. I am
sure that I have been to this resort before. I know for certain I am skiing at
Snowmass in Colorado, a place I have never been when awake. Maybe it’s
because this time I am not alone, but am on my honeymoon. I also have a
steady income now, with stock options, and can afford to be here. There’s
plenty of snow—so much, in fact, that they are blasting shells on the distant
slopes to induce avalanches before they happen on their own. It’s real for
me, but how can I be sure it’s the same experience for my new wife as we
ski through a grove of aspen trees. I lose sight of her, and my sperm that
have been artificially inseminated inside of her (for the hefty price of ten
thousand dollars). I can’t keep up because I am being extra careful. I’m
afraid of how it will turn out. But even if the dreams had been premonitions,
there is nothing I can do now that it’s in motion.
When I emerge from the forest, she is lying splayed out on a snow
bank, her poles and skis jutting every which way. At first I think she is
laughing so I laugh with her. But as I get closer and remove my goggles, I
realize it is pain-induced sobbing, muffled by her scarf.
She is making up words I have never heard, babbling about
commitment and our future. Her anguished face is white, her lips chapped
and blue. She looks sexy this way. Despite the cold, I feel myself hardening,
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followed by a guilt that cements my desire into a concrete statue standing
over her, helpless to help, wishing she was me. Lying in the snowdrift, she
is becoming embedded in the landscape. There is no hiding it. Even with her
fluffy down jacket on, the feathers billowing out, there is something
unnatural about her posture. Her left arm is separated, jutting at an obtuse
angle from her shoulder. Her right arm is clutching at the snow in vain.
There is no blood—nothing to stain the whitening accumulation. I try hard
to put myself in her, but don’t quite fit inside.
“I’ve heard this hurts more than having a baby,” I say, once the ski
patrol has arrived and verified that her shoulder is indeed dislocated. But
this is only something I read somewhere or an effectual clause people learn
to utter in the aftermath to ease their own minds. My own voice saying this
startles me awake and I remember only the stream of worded associations
that pile up, running in on each other. The part about the insemination and
her shoulder separation is true. It just didn’t happen that way. She is still
sleeping, intact, sprawled naked beside me. This is as far as we made it
before falling asleep. The sheets are stained with our moisture and salt. It is
still too dark to distinguish color in the staining.
Rarotonga, Cook Islands
August 1990

Exhibit H. Arm Y Dirigible Force
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Dragging a Cat Downhill: A Lesson in “Action at a Distance”
The aftermath was awkward. We were lounging around naked on sticky
yoga mats on her living room floor. The front door was open so all the
neighbors could see in through the ripped screen. Charma wanted to segue
straight from sex to siesta, but my skin felt clammy and uncomfortable.
Despite the air conditioning, I was sticking to the yoga mats as if they were
flypaper. I was conscious that my fingernails needing trimming. I also
hadn’t eaten lunch yet, even though it was too hot to eat.
After she had fallen asleep, I peeled myself off the floor. From a standing
vantage, Charma was a moist lump of nude-colored clay with hair sprouting from
her head and crotch. Don’t get me wrong. She was a good friend—there was just
no magnetic attraction. We thought sex might change this.
I got dressed and snuck off to the Cat Dragged In. For all intents and
purposes, all that matters is that C.D.I. is a dark bar with a functional swamp
cooler. Jesus and John Higgs-Boson were already there. We launched into a
debate about that morning’s electricity and magnetism exam results.
“Curl your hand in the direction of the current,” I said, coiling my
fingers. “The field lines are in the direction of your thumb.” I punctuated my
response with a sip of beer, then put my dewy bottle down on the fur-lined
bar.
“Only problem,” said Jesus, “is that your beer was in your right
hand, leaving you to perform the right-hand rule with your left hand,
yielding the opposite effect.” He took a sip of his Kahlua and milk and
jerked his coiled hand up and down. “Remember to use your right hand
hombre, or your little vergita will fall off.”
“You would know,” I said.
Jesus and John Higgs-Boson clinked their bottles together. “Damn
straight!” they said in unison.
H-B took a handful of Friskies from the kitty bowl on the counter.
He swiveled on his barstool to face me. “Seriously, dude. You should get
out of the doghouse once in a while.”
“Smell,” I said, shoving my fingers under his nose.
“Nothing like a little empirical evidence to drive your point home,”
said H-B.
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Just then, Charma entered the bar. Her posture was upright, her
chest pushed out, her head swiveling back and forth. She was carrying a
dripping umbrella. That was when I noticed the thunder.
“Speak of the devil,” I said.
Jesus and John gawked in her direction. Charma saw me and
approached. I jumped up and met her halfway.
“Hey,” I said. “What are you doing here?”
“She flipped her black hair back, but it immediately fell straight
down. “What are you doing here?” She was staring at a space just over my
shoulder.
“I actually just stopped by to meet some physics buddies of mine.
We were going to catch that skiing movie at The Loft.”
“Must be destiny,” she said. “So am I.” Ski movies were a popular
escape during the summer months in Tucson, especially matinees. But still,
what were the chances that we both had planned to go independently?
Charma looked me in the eye. “So, does what we just did mean
we’ll, like, do it again this summer?”
I felt myself rising out of my body, observing her from the ceiling
of C.D.I.—observing myself fielding her questions. Her lips were moving
faster now and she was looking right at me but I heard nothing. Thankfully,
I was wearing my watch. I looked down and tapped on the face. “Sorry, time
for the ski movie.”
“Are you listening to me?” asked Charma. “I’m going to the movie
too. The film… the motion picture… the ski movie at The Loft … are you
listening? Movie, ski movie, ski movie, ski movie, ski, is anything sinking
in, movie ski? Movie, ski, movie, ski movie, ski movie, ski movie, ski
movie. Skiing movie, ski movie, ski moving, ski movie, ski movie, ski
movie, ski xing.”
I was left with no other option than to introduce her to Jesus and
John Higgs-Boson. It ended up that Charma already knew H-B because he
was her T.A. for Physics 101. She stroked the fur along the bar and asked HB, “why is it you guys, like, always use cat fur and hard glass rods to
demonstrate electricity?”
“Cat fur readily absorbs the free ions from the rods leaving them
with an excess of charge,” answered H-B.
Charma rubbed the fur on the bar and then touched my nose.
“Faux fur,” I said. “No emissions.”
But she was eyeing H-B the whole time. “What’s wrong, cat got
your tongue?”
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H-B scooped another handful of Friskies off the bar.
“Aren’t we allowed to talk like this? You’re not my T.A. anymore.”
“Believe me. I’ve smelled you.” With his glasses off, John HiggsBoson wasn’t a bad looking guy. He was the old-school beefcake type that
wore undersized T-shirts and tennis shorts. Not the sharpest tool in the shed,
but he got by using brute force. When girls found out that he studied
physics, they would get all squirmy and flushed. I didn’t understand the
attraction. I knew him well enough to know he was about to launch into his
spiel about how everything in the world could be broken down into particles
and the interactions between them, and males were electrons and females
were protons, and there was this field between them.
“Dude,” I threw out as a distractor. “Your breath smells like cat food.”
He drained his whiskey and chewed on an ice cube.
“And what’s up with Benjamin Franklin, flying a kite in a
thunderstorm?” asked Charma. “That’s sexy and all, but do you call that
science?”
“This chick passes my test,” said Jesus, patting me on the back.
They all clinked glasses together and I had no choice but to join in.
We finished our drinks and went to The Loft. I stopped on the way
to get a bottle of tequila. When we got to the theatre, we ordered cokes and
mixed in the tequila. Charma sat next to me, but Jesus and H-B had to sit
two rows back because the theatre was packed.
Once the level of my mixed drink went down, I added more tequila
to bring it back up. “You want some?” I asked Charma.
She tried to kiss me.
“Wait until the lights go out,” I said.
We waited and waited but they were having technical difficulties.
Everybody was whistling and screaming, but it was all in good nature, at
least to them. It was an inside joke that I was not a part of. Our cokes were
getting diluted with more and more tequila. All the ice was gone. It was hot
in the theatre.
Next thing I knew, Charma was shaking me, waking me up. “Derek!” she
said. “You better just go home.”
I looked over her shoulder and a Border Patrol officer was shining a
flashlight on his badge to identify himself. The movie was over. I had
missed the whole thing. I was drenched in sweat.
“I don’t understand,” I slurred. “I’m American!”
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The Border Patrol officer didn’t speak. I tried to move but couldn’t
physically get up. My body felt like a wet bag of cement. I kept looking at
the officer, hoping he would disappear if he saw that I was making an effort.
But he didn’t. Jesus and H-B were sleeping two rows back. Otherwise the
theatre was empty.
Finally, I was able to lift my body out of the seat by my own
bootstraps. My body was sleeping, but I was able to move it through the
power of suggestion. The Border Patrol officer escorted me as I sleepwalked
up the aisle. He pretended to fall, mocking me. Then he pretended to beat
me up. Jesus and H-B were snickering from their seats with their eyes
closed. “I bet la migra would be doing that for real if he was Mexican,” said
Jesus.
Then the officer searched me with a handheld metal detector. I kept
setting it off. “It’s from the fur back at the Cat Dragged In,” I explained.
“What’s this all about anyway? I’m a United States citizen.”
“You need to walk around the theatre a few times to sober up,” he said.
“Which direction?” I asked. But it wasn’t me that was asking. I was
on autopilot now. “Clockwise or counter-clockwise?”
“It doesn’t make a difference.”
“It makes all the difference in the world.”
“Son, are you questioning me?”
When I left The Loft, it felt more like a ski lodge than a movie
theatre. I emerged from the lodge onto the summit of Mt. Lemmon and
everybody was in shorts and T-shirts, waxing their skis. They had charts that
correlated the wax color with a coefficient of friction. They were all using
Sex Wax, which I always thought was for surfboards.
Snowmakers were in full force blanketing the slopes in artificial
snow that was dry and electric. Thunder cells were brewing above us.
Everybody had skis but me, but I was able to ski with just my flip-flops. I
was faster on flip-flops than most people were on skis.
When I got to the bottom, I took the rope-tow back up. The rope
burnt my bare hands unless I committed to grabbing the rope in one quick
motion. I cruised by the exit of The Loft theatre/lodge. Charma was inside
chatting it up with H-B. I wanted them to see me go by skiing on flip-flops.
Then I started skiing Nordic style, counter-clockwise around the
lodge/theatre, but it required too much work and they weren’t even paying
attention. Charma kept punching H-B on the shoulder and then grabbing his
bicep when he flexed it. At least that’s what I was seeing—there might have
been more to it.
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I took off downhill, flying over moguls to impress her, though I
knew she wasn’t watching. She was in my head and she wasn’t Charma but
a culmination of all the girls I had ever dated. There were brief moments of
clarity when I was on the brink of being out of control—when I had not
attached myself to the outcome.
Lightning struck a nearby tree, and it started to hail. At the bottom
of the run, I huddled into a crowd of unfamiliar faces all speaking Spanish.
An unseen force herded us into a clearing. There was nowhere else to hide.
Lightning was striking the trees all around, while we were being pelted by
spheres of ice.
At that moment, I realized I didn’t care what Charma or anyone else
thought of me. I wasn’t any more important than anyone else. As if she read
my mind, the Argentine ski bunny in a fur hat next to me said, “hay mucho
pescado en el mar.”
The round hail pellets were collecting in the cavities of artificial snow.
The mustached guy next to the ski bunny pulled her in close and
said, “estamos todos juntos.”
Everybody in the herd was spouting the typical clichés in Spanish.
When I looked again, their faces were gone but their bodies remained.
I remembered reading somewhere that it wasn’t the electricity that
killed you but the magnetic field induced by the bolt of lighting. The
magnetic field, in turn, induced a realignment of cells in the body, which
could cause the heart to flutter, and possibly fail. The burns were a
secondary effect. I had read all this somewhere, but now I was experiencing
it first hand.
Now I was the only one standing in a field of charred bodies. The
ski bunny lifted her smoldering head to tell me, “at least jealousy counts for
something.” This was all a materialization of my intentions. I was ready to
stop trying to resist. Things would naturally run their course if I could just
stop trying to use force.
Tucson, AZ
May 1992
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Exhibit I. Charm Coefficient Gap
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Aligned in the Ranks of Amoebic Ancestry
Before the Indians appeared on the horizon, I was a secret agent posing as one
of them. I was so convinced of my role, that I forgot all my past lives. There
was another real Indian with me whose name was Rank & File because the
first thing he saw in this world were braves congregating for battle.

We were hunting with bows and arrows far from our base camp. Rank & File
saw an enemy on the horizon, a lone Sioux, and followed after him. He didn’t
intend to kill him—he just wanted to straighten him out.
I lagged behind, scanning the
rolling plains as Rank & File caught
up to our enemy. The white clouds
billowed and disappeared into blue.
A figure wearing a black headdress
appeared from under a cloud,
flanked by two of its offspring.
They were stalking Rank & File. I wanted to yell to R&F, but it would have
given us away. It was too late to catch up to them. For a brief instant, I was
reminded of a future life because I longed for walkie-talkies, or a radio, or
some other technology that was ahead of the time we were in.
Hundreds of Indians in black headdresses appeared on the horizon like a
swarm of black ants. They were all hunting down R&F. I figured they
were all Sioux and the original lone Sioux was a decoy to trap R&F.
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Finally noticing the Sioux behind him, he began to run. They were gaining
on him. There was nothing I could do for either of us.
There was no place to hide on the plains.

To save myself I ran as fast as I
could not knowing which direction I
was running our camp was uphill so
I ran in the opposite direction down
into a sparsely vegetated ravine I ran
dropping my bows and arrows
because they were slowing me down
I ran not turning around because I
didn’t want to know if they were
chasing me as I was running I ran.
My bowels stirred. I entered a cave. Cobwebs hung from the ceiling. There
were three light bulbs and a cylindrical manmade shaft that went straight
down. The shaft walls were lined with graffiti that I didn’t understand. The
fiberglass insulation made it hard to climb down. But it was too late to leave
the cave and run. I started unscrewing the light bulbs.
Just as I was unscrewing the last one, a Sioux removed his black headdress
and peered in. The light flashed off just as he blinked so he wasn’t one
hundred percent about what he had seen. He came into the cave to check it
out for himself. I retreated, wedging my body deeper into the cylindrical shaft.
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I could hear him breathing. He yelled to his tribe waiting outside the cave, “he
is not in here, but there appears to be a shaft going down into the Earth.”
I stemmed down the shaft,
staying one step in front of him.
Bits of fiberglass insulation
were itching my skin. There
was nothing solid to grab. Then
I found some holds hidden
beneath the insulation.
Halfway down I became
Mexican instead of Indian.
By the time I reached the
bottom I was full-blooded
Castilian.
My enemy and I emerged into an empty underground research facility with
lots of laboratory equipment and pipes that ran into the earth. The Sioux
didn’t understand where he was, but I was starting to recall my past life.
Before I had become an Indian secret agent, I worked in a European
research facility studying single-celled organisms. The amoebas I studied
had one hole that served as both a mouth and an anus.
I had given up my wife and kids and an ordinary life to become an Indian
secret agent. Now that I was conscious of my past, I was once more a
research scientist. The Sioux worked for a moving company. He was
helping me relocate my lab furniture, which were mostly built-in fixtures.
He was actually more of a carpenter helping to convert my kitchen into a
bathroom. He wasn’t happy about it. He kept shaking his head, saying, “you
really shouldn’t shit where you eat, and vice-versa.”
Palo Alto, CA
March 1986
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Exhibit J. Sioux Alignment

Field Trip to an Emergent Volcano
It was my idea to take the kids on a “real world” field trip to get them out of
the classroom for a day. Jesus and Johnny Rotten were with me, along with
thirty-two junior high school kids. At first they were excited to be outside
and didn’t care what we saw. In the preceding weeks, it stressed me to
constantly have to entertain them, so I went through great pains to organize
every detail of the trip. Being the math and science teacher, I carried even
more of the burden.
We crossed the border into Mexico in the yellow school bus. Jesus,
the biology teacher, was giving a lecture on the roadside flora and fauna but
none of the kids listened. He wore a floppy straw hat and khaki shorts that
showed his knobby knees. He wasn’t married, but that didn’t stop him from
having a serious girlfriend and investing in the future in ways other than
raising a family. Johnny Rotten sat in the back playing his own music,
which did nothing to help keep the students attention focused up front.
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Johnny Rotten was a volunteer T.A., living for the moment—I knew he
would quit if I confronted him or questioned his methodology.
In between songs, he tried to educate the kids in his own way. After
performing an acoustic version of “Abortion,” he pointed to the knobs on his
unplugged amp, saying they represented different hormone levels.
“For real?” one of the kids asked.
“Well, not really for real,” Johnny answered. “But then again if you
think about it, man, nothing is real. Music is only the movement of air.”
Feeling sorry for Jesus, I went up front to support him. But I have to
admit, even I couldn’t understand what he was getting at. It wasn’t English
or Spanish, or even Latin, but another language altogether. I took over as a
“guest lecturer.” All of the kids raised their hands at once. I picked one I
saw go up first—a tiny girl in the front seat named Cub.
“Do you like when girls wear bras?” Cub asked.
I answered “yes” because I was on the spot and had to say
something. Looking down at Cub, I guessed she hadn’t gone through
puberty and realized my reply might have been inappropriate. She pulled her
hand into her lap and looked out the window.
Gisela, a cute blonde in a blue polka dot sundress grabbed her own
breasts and asked, “do you like mine?” And she did have them all right.
Once again I was stuck with a question which couldn’t be answered without
consequences. So I took the fifth and just looked out the window. We were
passing close to a volcano spewing colorful lava high into the sky. Nobody
else had noticed. I was conscious of needing to draw their attention to what
was outside the school bus.
“On your left,” I segued, “is a volcano not unlike Krakatoa, the
Indonesia volcano that blew up in 1842, causing a shift in climatic
conditions lasting for years to come.” The eruption had not been a planned
event, although I acted like it was on the itinerary. “The orange you see is
the result of magnesium, the red, iron, and the white, silica.”
I was relieved when one of the boys raised his hand. “Is it true that
the women in the Indonesian archipelago go around topless?” he asked.
“It was true in the past but not any more. Next question?”
But the kids had already lost interest. I looked out the window to see
if the volcano was still there. It was, but I didn’t even know its name so it
was hard to speak intelligently. Magnificent lava flows spilled and
meandered down the sides. “We need to stop,” I said to the driver. “This is
something you don’t see every day.”
“Are we in danger?” asked little Cub.
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If I answered “yes,” I knew they might pay attention. But I also
didn’t want to alarm them. And we didn’t appear to be in harm’s way, so I
didn’t say anything.
Every one filed off the bus in orderly fashion. By the time I got off,
Johnny Rotten had organized the kids into small tribes to engage in mock
fights. Groups of four or five were slapping each other with pieces of
cardboard they had picked up off the roadside. The words on the cardboard
said “Hojuleas de Maíz.” From the green and red rooster icon I recognized
the brand as Corn Flakes.
“How could the derivatives we learned in pre-calculus apply to
fighting?” I asked the class. As the words came out of my mouth, I racked
my brain for a rational answer to my own question. Most of the kids hadn’t
even gotten to pre-algebra. Nobody was paying attention anyway. They
weren’t even paying attention to the snakes and lizards Jesus was identifying
on the roadside—even the reptiles big as humans. All eyes were on the
mock fighting. I started walking.
The fight ended. I heard the winning team chanting, “who’s got
next?” Johnny Rotten punctuated this chorus with his own screams of, “this
is not a love song.”
When I looked back, Jesus, Cub and a few of the others were
following me. When they saw where we were headed, the others, even those
that were in the middle of fighting, followed those that were following me.
But I was only following instinct and the thought of their following me to
the edge of the lava flow, so, in a sense, I was following myself.
“If you add a sea to the mix,” I lectured, “these are the conditions
from which we came.” I was rising up, watching this from an aerial view. The
losing team was bruised and defeated. They took off their clothes to tend to
their wounds. The others took off their clothes so the losers didn’t feel out of
place. I felt a tug at my shirttail and came back down. Cub was looking at me.
Except for the hair on her head and her eyelashes, she was hairless.
“Let me ride on your shoulders,” she pleaded. She made my clothes
feel ridiculous and what hair I had on my body barbarian. Jesus, Johnny Rotten
and I shouldered the smaller children. We were out of sight of the yellow school
bus. We got to the point where the hot magma hardened to rock.
Tucson, AZ
March 1992
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Repossessing the Getaway Car
The only thing separating the endless expanse of gravel lots were chain-link
fences. The occasional lot (15% of them to be exact) had pit bulls that were
too hot to bark. It was grueling—pushing Darcy while trying to steer at the
same time. The city was a drone of dripping swamp coolers, with no one on
the streets. The thermometer on the bank tower read 113o, but who knew if
that was reliable? All I knew is that it was so hot my sweat evaporated
before it could form. For her own part, Darcy didn’t have a radiator—I
didn’t know enough to know if this caused her breakdown.
Darcy was a ‘66 Volkswagen Bug that I got for $5—a sweet deal
you might think, until I told you I got her from my ex-girlfriend in a civil
settlement of sorts. Her name was D’arcy too, which sounds the same, but
her name had an apostrophe. At the time we were living together, we didn’t
have a name for the car. I dropped the apostrophe, partly because it seemed
overkill to have an apostrophized name for a car and partly because I was
trying to give each an identity of its own.
D’arcy was my first girlfriend. We had sex and everything, but I
always used a condom so I never left a trace inside of her. That was the
agreement we had—a suitable pact until she became attached to me and I
became attached to the vehicle she was driving me around in. I wasn’t about
to give up on Darcy now. Usually when she broke down, it was a matter of
lifting her hood in the rear and seeing what had become detached or what
sprung a leak. I carried essential spare parts with me—belts, hoses, fuses,
pumps, boot straps—so I could replace them as I went along. But this one I
couldn’t figure out. All I could do was keep pushing and hope things would
fix themselves.

Don’t Expect Salvation
This is what the sign said that caught my attention. I wiped the sweat from
my eyes and read the caption below the sign:

You Cannot Evolve Within a Lifetime
Above it was a picture of Mahatma Gandhi in a loincloth, and an even
bigger headline that identified the premises as:
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Gandhi Garage
Call me a sucker, but I had no choice. I pushed Darcy into the gated
compound. Three young kids greeted me with their stubbly heads wrapped
in red bandanas. They wore extra-large pin-striped shirts with their names
embroidered in cursive. One named Michelangelo circled Darcy and said,
“this car isn’t worth the cost to fix it.”
“What do you care?” I asked. “And why aren’t any of your hands
dirty?”
“We got a regular wise-ass here,” said another one named
Leonardo.
“Hey, I said, “I know who you are. You’re the Teenage Mutant
Ninja Turtles. I just took my nephews to see that movie.”
Rafael closed the metal door of the compound behind us. A few
other clients were there—families on vacation with their broken down minivans and Winnebagos.
“What kind of mechanics are you?” I asked.
“Quantum mechanics,” said Michelangelo.
Leonardo slapped the back of his head. “What’s the cardinal rule,
homey? No fraternizing with the hostages.”
“Is this what this is?” I asked. “A hostage situation?”
“If you want to put a label to what it is we are doing,” said
Leonardo, “we prefer ‘overhaul.’”
They pulled out sawed-off shotguns. I found myself putting my
hands up and doing what they said. Having a gun pointed at me had a
calming effect. There were no decisions to make. This was their deal. Then
again, I didn’t have kids like the father who drove the Winnebago. When he
refused to cooperate, Michelangelo body-slammed him to the ground and
sat on him until he shut up. This caused the mother to become hysterical.
The kids consoled her and told their dad that, if they got out of this, he
needed to diversify his investments.
“Diversify investments,” echoed Michelangelo as he swiped the
watch from the father’s wrist. “Note to self.”
They lined us all in a row and started checking our IDs. There were
at least a dozen of us victims. The Ninja Turtle assailants were arguing
among themselves in a guttural language that I wasn’t familiar with. I
assumed they were debating what they should take and what they should
leave behind. Leonardo went down the line one by one. Before he got to
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him, the Winnebago father made a dash to climb the gate. I grabbed his
shirt, almost ripping it off his back.
“Don’t be an idiot!” I said. “Is it worth it to be shot over this?”
The father was sobbing and calling them “thugs.” He had
completely lost it.
“Thugs we are not,” said Leonardo. “Think of us as garbage men,
recycling your trash. This stuff only meant something in the instant you
consumed it. After the initial transaction it’s garbage, but another man’s
treasure.”
Michelangelo and Rafael were rifling through the cars, ripping the
stereos from the dashboards and pilfering anything with resale value. They
started to load the stolen goods into the back of Darcy.
“Why my car?” I asked.
“It’s the only reliable vehicle,” said Michelangelo.
“But it doesn’t even run.”
“The only problem she has is vapor lock—known issue with these.
When it gets this hot, the gas evaporates in the fuel lines before it even hits
the carburetor. Once she cools down, she’ll be good to go.”
By the time Leonardo got to me, he told Michelangelo they had
enough loot. Matter of fact, Leonardo took $5 dollars from the father
whose shirt I ripped off and redistributed it to me. “We’ll give you a Lincoln
to drive the getaway car.”
“What have I got to lose?” I shrugged.
“Smart man!” Michelangelo slapped me on the back.
“What about the rest of us?” asked the hysterical mother.
“Adapt,” said Michelangelo.
“Or die,” added Leonardo, lighting a cigarette and pointing his
shotgun at the bleached sky. “We wait until sunset.”
The Ninja Turtles sat at a fold-up card table in the shade and started
playing dominoes. The dominoes were inverted so the dots were white and
the dominoes were black. I also noticed that all their fingers were studded
with wedding rings—men’s and women’s.
“This game is 75% chance and 35% resourcefulness,”
Michelangelo confided in me.
“But that adds up to 110%.”
“Exactly.”
Looking over his shoulder, I noticed my ex, D’arcy, popping her
head out of the trunk of her ex-car, Darcy, which was now mine as long as
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the Ninja Turtle impersonators let me keep it. She put her extended finger to
her pursed lip and said, “sshhh,” without making a sound. Evidently she had
been nesting on a clutch of eggs this whole time and they were now ready to
heave at our assailants. I continued to go along with it for as long as it took.
Tucson, AZ
June 1992

Exhibit K. Sub-suburban Parking Validation
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Inheriting Her Paper Route
In retrospect, how could I know the pilot would flop? It was immaterial, but
at the juncture it consumed me. I was in a taxi in a foreign city, reading a
script and drinking espresso on the way to audition for the TV pilot Regrets
of the Morning After. I was nervous yet excited. My acting career was on the
verge of busting wide open. To outsiders I knew it seemed superficial, but
my awareness of my vanity somehow made it okay.
This was in Nice, and I didn’t speak a lick of French. I had
directions to the studio but didn’t trust the driver. Besides, the taxi was so
small I didn’t see how anybody could take it seriously. We were stuck
bumper-to-bumper, and it seemed that the cars on all the other streets were
going faster.
I got out to see what the hold up was and that’s when I saw my
mother. I hadn’t seen her for at least five years. As far as I knew, she was
dead. Last I had heard, she had divorced my father and was off gallivanting on
her own. According to my uncle, she had graduated to needles. But one thing I
did learn in all this was to question my sources—my uncle was one to talk.
But there she was, with a canvas bag slung over her shoulder,
loaded with newspapers. Most of her reddish hair had gone gray and had the
consistency of fine wire. She had the appearance of an aged and
distinguished orangutan. She was trying to push a bicycle cart that had two
wheels in front supporting a platform full of more newspapers. Technically
speaking, it was a backwards tricycle. Whatever it was, the cart was
jackknifed in the middle of the intersection causing the traffic jam.
More than anything, I couldn’t believe it was my mother. If I didn’t
know her, I’d think she was a kooky French bag-lady. There was no mistake
about it—there was my mom, flustered and sweating, her mascara running
into the sagging pits beneath her sunken eyes. Cars were honking at her.
Even my own driver yelled things in some language I couldn’t understand.
To top it off, we were passing by a zoo and all the honking was fueling a
frenzy in the animals. Presumably it was feeding time. I had no one to share
this moment with—not that I was willing to admit I knew her. I stepped
back into the cab.
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Even though this woman gave birth to me, I felt I owed her nothing.
She put the food on the table until I was in my teens, but wasn’t there for me
when it mattered—when I left home and was trying to get my act together.
And here I was now. As my driver approached, I was torn. If I got out to
help her, I would probably miss my audition. More than that, it would be an
acknowledgement that I shared this private moment with her, instead of just
being a witness to it.
In the end, I carried her genes.
The newspapers she carried were not in French or English. There
were no spaces between the words and letters. The text was formatted like
some sort of computer code or script. I’m sure it was also foreign to her, but
this didn’t stop her from delivering them. There were alternating stripes of
black and white tape wrapped in spirals around her handlebars, capped with
spangled tassels I’d only seen before in strip clubs.
I pushed her cart out of the way.
My mother didn’t even look up at me. When I got the newspaper
cart on the sidewalk, she let out a bellowing grunt and backhanded her
wrinkled forehead. I knew her well enough to know she was not
exaggerating her exertion. She still had not made eye contact with me, and
her face showed no sign of recognition. She tucked a clump of silver hair
behind her ear and said in a deadpan voice, “my son, it’s a good thing you’re
here.”
I had broken a sweat pushing her cart onto the curb, and was
conscious of my smell. “We still have our work cut out,” I said, looking to
my empty hands for the next line. I found my eyes searching for a sign in
her veins. A crowd was already forming around our scene.
She let the canvas bag slip off her shoulder and threw her arms in
the air in defeat. “It’s not like I asked what you are doing here. And don’t
think for a second you have rocked my world. All these papers still need to
be delivered.”
Her vocal delivery was so flat I expected to hear a “cut!” to
punctuate the ensuing silence. But the onlookers still gathered, the cars still
honked and the zoo animals still howled in frenzy. I lingered a moment, then
shuffled backwards towards the waiting taxi.
NY, NY
December 2001
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Pelt Exchange in the A-frame
For as long as I can remember, I have lived alone on a goose farm with my
father. Until recently, we have been self-sufficient and relatively content—
not that I can know for sure what relative means. When times get hard, we
supplement our meager income by setting traps in the surrounding forests
and gathering pelts. But I don’t like doing this unless it’s necessary. I am
afraid my Chesapeake Bay Retriever, Twyla, named after my mother, will
wander into one of the steel-jawed traps.
Home is a remote region of northern California, near Mt. Shasta. I
have seen it on a map. I am aware of where we are in relation to other
places. Because we never travel, I don’t have much to gauge our lives on
except what my father tells me. Not that we don’t have neighbors—we do,
but most of them moved here to get away from other people in the bay area.
As fortune would have it, my father has infused me with a certain
resilience by encouraging me to suppress desire. You might think his
discipline cruel, but I am conscious of it and don’t mind. He never let me eat
candy and taught me to question the origin of everything we consumed.
Since I never learned to like candy, its absence never mattered. I have better
teeth for it and know that I am judged accordingly. Same with TV—for the
better, he never let me watch it.
As I’ve grown older and acquired more responsibility around the
farm, my father has become increasingly absent. Sometimes he is gone for
days at a time. I don’t know where he goes, or why. He’s also relaxed his
self-discipline. Not that I care. It disappoints me more than anything, but
I’ve learned to rise above it. Bush is the president now, and from what I
understand, the economy is the worst it’s ever been. But it’s like Dad
doesn’t care anymore. He has given up questioning, and chooses instead not
to keep up with the news.
Last year my father encouraged me to drop out of high school to
work on the farm. School was a waste of time and didn’t really relate to life
as I know it, which is to make a living off the land and not concern myself
with the external human world. But even with full days to tend the geese, it
was becoming harder to live off the farm. I had resorted to setting traps. It
meant keeping my retriever Twyla tied up in the yard unless I had my eye
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on her, but I didn’t have a choice. I didn’t catch much besides jackrabbits,
but I had trapped plenty of them. It wasn’t like the days when we used to
catch fox, raccoon and even the occasional river otter.
Though I was only fourteen, I could drive since the law made an
exception for teenagers that worked on farms. Once I had collected, skinned,
and cured a dozen pelts, it was time to see what I could get for them. I also
went out to the hutches and collected a pillowcase full of baby-goose down.
I drove into town like my father taught me, leaving Twyla behind because
she was prone to biting people.
I got asking price for the down at an outpost called Refractions that
sold bulk goods and butter by the pound. But the owner, Guy, wouldn’t buy
the furs. He said they had to be licensed. I didn’t remember it being this
way, but was above arguing about it. When I left Refractions, I saw my
father’s motorcycle parked across the street at the bar. I looked both ways
and crossed. I was reluctant to enter with the jukebox blaring, but when I
peeked in he was the only one in the place besides the bartender. The
bartender was a droopy, childless widow that father brought home some
nights. She was always gone by the time I got up in the morning.
“I couldn’t sell the furs,” I confessed.
I had caught him off guard, but he quickly got over it. The childless
bartender asked me if I wanted a Mountain Dew. She looked at my father
for approval, and he nodded. I said I didn’t want it. So the whole exchange
was meaningless.
“What do you mean you couldn’t sell the furs?” He snubbed his
cigarette in an ashtray that had Mt. Shasta in it.
“I was able to sell the down at Refractions, but he wouldn’t take the
furs. Something about them not being licensed.”
“I didn’t even know you were hunting for furs in the first place. You
should’ve told me.”
“Now you know.”
His jawbone pulsed. He hadn’t shaved in a while. The music had
stopped, and we could hear the sound of the mechanism within the jukebox
changing records. This was followed by the needle touching down and
scratching a few seconds of silence before the music started again.
“Why don’t you just take them around the neighborhood to sell?
You’ll stand to profit more. Get rid of the middle man.” He pushed the
empty shot glass across the shellacked bar top. “I got to go see the doctor
this afternoon about something, but when I come home later I’ll help you.”
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“Don’t worry about it,” I said. “I don’t mind doing it.” Which was
the truth—it gave me something to do.
My dad was spinning the Mt. Shasta ashtray around on the bar.
“You need some money?”
“What would I need money for?”
“I don’t know. Does the truck have enough gas?”
“Half a tank.”
I took the furs and went back home. There were fourteen houses on the
driveway. The first was an A-frame where this guy Bruce lived. Sometimes
when we drove past the A-frame my father would say, “your mother left us
for that.” So I figured I would save that for last.
I started with our nearest neighbor, who didn’t like my father. I
think if it had been just me, he might have purchased a fur or two, but he
knew it was to support the both of us.
The next neighbor was an old widow that lived by herself. She said,
“what could I possibly do with a fur?” Then she invited me in for Mountain
Dew and salted peanuts. She told me to take off my shoes first, but I said
that I had to be going.
Out of all the other houses on the drive, only Dr. Reed bought a fur.
A rich patent lawyer from the bay area, he only came here to get away from
it all. I think he was just in a charitable mood or didn’t know any better. The
only house left that I hadn’t tried was the Bruce guy that lived in an Aframe. He was a house painter. My father said he was a hippie, but that
didn’t count as a profession. I’d see him splitting wood sometimes, and he
seemed all right to me despite what dad said. So I decided to try him. When
he answered the door, he was holding back four Dalmatian puppies that
were eager to get out.
“Come in,” he said. He kept repeating this and scooting the puppies
back until I said something back.
“I live down the drive.”
“I know who you are.” He didn’t introduce himself—he expected
me to know who he was. Not that he was rude about it or anything. He came
off as chipper—maybe a bit short.
Never having been in an A-frame before, the effect was
intimidating. His house seemed dysfunctional compared to ours. My mind
felt like it was perpetually slipping. Bruce lived alone, just like me and my
father. I showed him a handful of the pelts and told him they were for sale. I
tried not to look at the ceiling. On the far slanted wall was some sort of
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macramé design of the Virgin Mary. I crouched down to pet the puppies
while he scrutinized the pelts. By the way he was looking at them, I was
certain he was sold.
“Did you get these yourself?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Without any help from Robert?”
“That’s correct.”
Bruce held onto the furs, as if weighing them. “You should be proud
of yourself.”
I shrugged. He stalled some more, weighing the pelts in his hands.
Standing up too fast, I got a head rush, but knew I wouldn’t pass out or
anything.
“You think you got it all figured out?” Bruce stood staring at me,
waiting for a response.
“I’m not sure what you’re getting at, sir.” The head rush was
subsiding.
“You think you have reality pegged?”
My eyes went up to the ceiling.
“This,” he said, pointing to the furs. “Do you think this is the fabric
of life?”
My face flushed. The hair on the back of my neck bristled. These
physical responses had to do with what I’d come from. “I’m not saying
anything either way, sir. I’m just wondering if you wanted to buy some. If
you don’t, then don’t.” I reached for the furs, but he pulled them back.
“I’m just kidding you,” he said, reaching into his pocket. “I’m going
to buy these furs—all of them. But I just got to tell you this is not what life
is all about. There’s more to it than just surviving and making a living.”
I wasn’t stupid. I was aware that Bruce was patronizing me. I also
knew I stood to make a killing. The economics of the situation was all that
mattered. I just zoned out what he was saying.
“It’s not your fault, your father never told you any different. But
setting traps and catching dead animals doesn’t tell you anything about how
the animals lived. It’s only a measurement of your singular act of trying to
make something from nothing.” He handed me 89 dollars even though I
never specified my asking price. “This will only get you through tomorrow,
but that’s it. After that you’re on your own.”
I thought about what he was saying as I took his money. It made a
kind of sense. But I was also fairly certain that my father was right. This
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man had slept with my mother and couldn’t be trusted. I looked around the
inside of the A-frame, searching for something familiar.
Bruce reached into his wallet again and pulled out a hundred dollar
bill—the first I had ever seen. “This is for you,” he said.
I didn’t question him, just said, “thank you.” The puppy nails were
scraping on the wood floors. I reached down and petted them again, but I
really just wanted to get out of there.
“Your mother was a good woman,” he said, opening the door from
the inside, “I knew her well.” He held the Dalmatian puppies back as he let
me out. As I made my way across his gravel driveway, he continued
preaching at my back. “It’s okay to make mistakes. We’re all here because
of mistakes.”
I didn’t care enough to try to understand. All I know is it felt good
to make 189 bucks off him. Though, right away I worried about losing it.
Even though I knew in my own mind that if I lost it, or my dad spent it, I’d
still be in the same place I originally was—minus the pelts. 189 $ 100 + 89.
It was like being on the summit of an icy mountain where you had to worry
about slipping off. At the same time, you almost wanted to slip to know
what it would be like. That was the frame of mind I was in when I got home
and found Twyla dead, of natural causes.
Palo Alto, CA
May 1986
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Between Us and Home
Our mother has this pond on her property. It’s not a natural pond by any
means, but still—there are bluegills in it and the Canadian geese stop off there
on their way south. Part of the reason she got her property so cheap is that the
state of Nevada has rights to the water if there ever was a forest fire nearby.
The other reason is that there are high-voltage power lines running smack
down the middle of it. My brother Kevin and I didn’t live here until starting
last year, otherwise we might have leukemia or some other childhood cancer.
You never know with these things. It’s nothing we can see, but we hear the air
crackling when we walk through the field under the lines.
The house itself isn’t much—just one room for the three of us.
Kevin and I spent most of last summer sleeping on the porch overhanging
the pond, but now it was getting to be winter and we were expecting our
first big storm. Our mother insisted that, if we wanted to be fed, we sleep in
the bunk bed near the wood-burning stove. What could we say when she
was the one cashing the child support checks?
On this particular morning she sent us out to get firewood. She
sketched a map showing where lightning had struck down a tree last year
and let me drive her Bronco, which our father left her, even though I was
thirteen and didn’t have a license. Kevin reeled off the directions while I
maneuvered across the elevated road that held the water back.
First we stopped to feed Robert, the orange tabby cat that used to be
our house cat but had since gone feral. We call him Robert after our father.
Our mother calls him something I can’t remember, and whenever she calls
out “Robert” he never comes. Robert has some nerve disorder that screws
with his reflexes and coordination. He thinks to jump right but falls to the
left, or when he tries to jump over a stool he ends up smacking right into it.
It’s sad to watch, but there is nothing we or the vets can do about it. Maybe
it’s me thinking for him, but he seems happy living his life out in the wild.
Robert came running when we put the can of cat food on the dam. But when
we tried to pick him up or pet him, he swaggered or jerked just out of reach.
In the dark patch of the pond at the far end of the dam near the
release gate was where we assumed the bass we named “Big Mouth” lived.
We had never really seen him, but there was no other explanation for what
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kept the population of smaller fish and frogs in check. After traversing the
dam, we drove under the power lines until they were between us and home.
Kevin held his hands and feet in the air and said three Hail Marys as was our
custom. I had to keep my hands on the wheel and foot on the gas. It felt
good to get away this far, even if we were still on our property.
We were supposed to turn north at that point, but Kevin sent me
down the wrong path. It didn’t matter because where we ended up was a
clearing with plenty of water-logged wood that had dried out. I got out to
pick up some logs, while Kevin stayed in the Bronco. His excuse was that
his down jacket wasn’t waterproof. When I told him it wasn’t raining, he
said it was fixing to.
“The more reason to get your ass out here to help me,” I said.
“This isn’t where mom told us to go.”
“Who cares where it comes from?” I grabbed what I could and
stuffed it under the blue tarp in back to keep it dry.
“Derek.”
I picked up a log and checked for spiders.
“Derek,” he repeated.
“Shut your trap and make yourself useful!” I answered. When I
looked back, Kevin was looking over my shoulder.
“Somebody’s coming.”
Sure enough. This unkempt man approached us from the south
wearing a day-glo orange vest over his clothes. The vest had the word
“HAZARD,” stenciled into it like he had gone AWOL from the highway
safety department. Things could’ve been living in his beard without him
even knowing. Small scabs and smears of blood marked his face. He set
down his bedroll and fished through his pockets. “You boys got any
money?” he asked.
I must have been in a stare at his hands because I didn’t say
anything right away. Kevin got out of the Bronco and said no. It was hard to
think with my heart beating in my ears. All we had in the way of weapons
was a sledgehammer in the back. When he took his hand out of his pocket, it
was only a book of matches he had in his hand.
“How did you get this far then?” he asked. “Yous got a vehicle to
carry yous in and that’s more than I can say.” He lit a cigarette and threw the
match into a bed of pine needles. “At this point my needs are purely
biological.”
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The match went out, but I stepped on it to be sure. “Sir, do you
know you’re trespassing?” My mouth was dry, and I felt distant from my
voice.
The man winced and sucked on his cigarette. “What are you gonna
do, sick your daddy on me?”
Kevin blurted, “we don’t have a dad or any money.”
I glared at Kevin, then added, “our father isn’t around right now, but
he’ll be back.”
Shuffling his feet in the dirt, the man looked in the direction we had
come from. He stroked the hairs around his mouth, licked his lips and said,
“you boys remind me of this favorite lake of mine.” Those were his exact
words.
Kevin rolled his eyes at me. I thought it was a frightening but
interesting thing to say. The guy smelled sour like milk that had gone off.
We both stood there expecting him to say more.
Making casting motions with an imaginary pole he finally went on,
“I’m talking about this lake I used to fish at a long time ago.” He leaned
over for his bedroll and clutched his back as he was coming upright,
groaning, “I’m getting too old for this shit!” He stretched his back,
shouldered his bedroll and went on his way. I brushed it off as no big deal
because I didn’t want Kevin to get all worked up.
The next log I picked up had a toad living under it. It was fullgrown but still had a tail. “Must have escaped from the pond before Big
Mouth got to him,” I said to get Kevin’s mind off it.
“Good thing for him he’s more a toad than a tadpole. He doesn’t
need water now.”
“Eventually he’ll need to go back to the pond to breed.”
“And that’s when Big Mouth will get him.”
“Nah, he’s old enough to get through it and make more of himself.”
Robert, our feral cat, swaggered into the clearing and stopped to
clean his paws.
“That’s not what our teacher told us,” said Kevin. “Our teacher said
there’s gonna be less and less amphibians in the world. Something about
global warming.”
NY, NY
February 2000
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Poste S. Amphibious Sublimation via the Feral Meridian Traverse
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Even Crawdads Once were Bedwetters
I was under the impression that crawdads were going extinct, but now I was
finding even more than when I was a kid. What was now a stream was then a
raging river. It’s still called a river on the map. Global warming had been
blamed for an eleven-year drought that caused the river to all but dry up into
this creek. The other hikers on the southern bank didn’t believe me about the
crawdads, but I was afraid to pick one up as proof. They had large pincers. It
wasn’t like when I was a kid and had nothing to lose—now I had a newborn
of my own. Plus this old hippie with a red bandana and a gnarled walking
stick was yelling at me to leave them alone. “We believe you,” he said.
I waded in knee deep and watched, through the rippling surface of the
water, as the crayfish scavenged through the debris along the bottom. I
believed myself. I knew they weren’t nearly extinct. It was crayfish my highschool biology teacher used to teach us about our own nervous systems, or at
least the reflexive parts. They were our neurological guinea pigs.
Out of nowhere, these young kayakers came barreling along from
upstream. I dove out of the way. They were adrenaline junkies, trying to
make more of the stream than it was, furiously paddling, trying to gather
momentum to go faster than the natural current. They were strapped in at the
waist so you could only see them from the torso up, propelling these
obscene plastic projectiles in front of them.
Two concrete pylons stood just downstream—the remnants of an
old floodgate. The extreme kayakers stopped at the pylons, unsnapped their
plastic skirts, shook out their legs and got out. They set about wedging trees
and rocks between the pylons. One found a stash from an abandoned beaver
lodge. When the hippy blew the whistle on him, the kayaker said, “blame
the beavers, dude. We’re just recycling this crap for the same thing the
beaver’s originally cut it down for.”
As they bridged the gap, the stream started rising. Us onlookers had
to keep climbing higher up on the bank. If you measured the girth, now it
was essentially a river. Whether we agreed with him or not, the hippie with
the walking stick became our spokesman since we were all standing behind
him on the bank and no one else was saying anything. He kept yelling at the
kayakers. “Why can’t you guys just be content with the way it is?”
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“Get your head out of your own ass!” one of them answered.
Though the water was gushing underneath the debris, the level kept
rising. It reached the top of the fabricated beaver dam and gushed over. To
tell the truth, I found this to be very satisfying and even exhilarating, despite
the gasps of disapproval from the gathering crowd of onlookers. The
crawdads entered my mind, but I figured they would be safe beneath the
water. The hippie hobbled down to the pylons. The kayakers jumped back in
and fastened their skirts. They paddled out into the middle of the forming
pond where the hippie couldn’t get at them. The hippie kicked and pulled at
the logs and debris until the whole thing came loose. The kayakers yelled
“bonsai!” and surfed the rush of water that tore through the dam. The initial
surge of water pulled everything in its wake.
I woke up to relieve myself. Disoriented at first because I wasn’t home, I
found myself in a hotel room in Florida with my father. According to his
doctor, he was supposed to be dead. We were on the first night of a
weeklong father-son surfing trip.
There was a crayfish in the toilet. I was conscious that I was
conscious. Maybe I had already been up once before—I had been known to
sleepwalk, especially when I was out of my element. I had to go bad so I
peed in the sink and let the water run. It took forever to empty my bladder.
By the time I was through, my eyes had adjusted to the dim light. What
would we do if one of us had to take a crap? I couldn’t fall back asleep, so I
woke my father to tell him.
“Still wetting the bed, are we?” he said in a patient fatherly way.
“For real,” I said. “See for yourself.”
He got up and saw for himself. “Indeed, there’s a crayfish in the
toilet. This sort of thing probably happens in Florida.”
“What do we do? He’ll pinch us if we reach in. I’m not sure I want
to reach in there anyway. And if we did get him out, then what?”
It was too late. My father flushed the toilet. “Go back to bed,” I
swear I heard him say.
Tucson, AZ
June 1992
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Exhibit M. Pneumatic Crawdad Pincer Valve

86

“Home,” as The Name of The Place in the Language of the Natives
We were just getting over jet lag from coming from Portsmouth when the
sky turned as black as the inside of a kettle. The moon on the horizon was
the spout of the kettle as seen from within. From the roof of our hotel, we
watched the storm coalesce, sucking up leaves from the trees. I had a
mistress that looked just like my wife. I was caressing her all over and she
kept saying, “you were never like this before,” to which I responded that the
anticipation of the storm was making me feel dirty.
Her grandfather was staying in the same room. He had flown from
Japan to meet us halfway, in Oregon. He had been a mailman in Italy for many
years until he retired to live off his pension in Japan, even though his Japanese
wife—my mistress-that-looked-just-like-my-wife’s dead grandmother—was
buried back in Italy. We were waiting for him to wake up from a nap and
shower so we could have sex. But even if he did wake up, the shower drain
was clogged with hair and grime. I had placed a call to the front desk, but they
said the plumber couldn’t come until the next morning. That didn’t stop us
from waiting for her grandfather to try to shower so we could get it on.
To stall for time, I went for a walk along a wide trudging river
whose name I didn’t know. The storm never came and now it was night. The
river was clogged full of branches and debris, which made it easier to see
the surface. I had to pee, but it was too hard with a hard-on, and I had heard
it wasn’t a good idea within a certain number of feet from a river, but I
couldn’t remember that specific number. I squatted, then stood, and devised
things to get my mind off of things. When I threw a stone to part the silvery
branches, it made a splash that was as hollow as thunder. I threw another
and listened to the dark river rumble and gurgle as it swallowed the stone. In
another life I would’ve followed that stone, but not in this one.
To get a perspective of the bank I had been standing on, I hopped
and waded through a marshy area to an island. The river started rising
before my eyes. This made sense since the moon was rising, but I didn’t
realize we were close enough to the ocean to observe tidal flow. My hard-on
had subsided, but now I felt a bowel movement coming on. It would have to
wait. Upon closer inspection, I noticed the river was chock-full with
letters—not alphabet soup characters, but postal letters and parcels that had
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not yet been delivered. The addresses and postmarks were blurred so it was
hard to tell what was what. As I stepped on a floating parcel it started to
sink, so I had to continue jumping to the next. The river kept swelling with
parcels that made unreliable stepping stones. And my pants kept falling
down and I didn’t have a belt. The shore was getting further away.
Finally, I reached the opposite bank. But the grounded feeling was
short-lived—I had to keep retreating from the surging tidewaters until I was
running over sandy dunes that collapsed with each step. It all happened in
slow motion, which you’d think might have given me time to laugh at the
absurdity of how slow it was all happening, but I was stuck within that
reference frame where everything was bunching up on itself, knowing I
could only look back and laugh, but not now.
I got to a barbed wire fence with a sign leaning against it that said:
“Cannon Beach Strategic Base-Pair Reaction.” I crawled under the fence
and into a makeshift bunker. There I found my real wife, who looked just
my mistress, sleeping on an Italian leather couch that was battered with egg
and breadcrumbs. This was only a rest area on the way to somewhere else—
the idea being you could sleep on the breadcrumbed couch then eat it for the
energy to move on.
I looked toward the direction from which I had come. Another sign
said, “Home 3% clicks” but Home was the name of a place in the language
of the native settlers, and I didn’t know how to translate a click—something
I normally associated with sound—into a tangible and discrete distance. I
also recognized my boxer shorts snagged on the barbed wire fence. They
had managed to come off without me knowing. My pants were still intact.
“Are you awake?” asked my fiancée when she saw me getting this
down in my travel journal.
“Yah, are you?”
“Of course I am if I asked you.”
“How did the breadcrumbs taste,” I asked, to prove I wasn’t
neglecting her but playing an active role as the father.
“Like the inside of a shoe—a powder-blue baby shoe. Until seagulls
beat me to the rest.”
I figured I was still sleeping, but went along with it. “Do you think
we should tell your grandfather?” I whispered.
“Just because I’m late doesn’t mean anything. It could still slough off.”
“If we wait any longer, he might be dead.”
She punched my shoulder.
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“What? He would probably want to die at least knowing he was a
great-grandfather.”
“Don’t say such foolish things!” Angling her head to see over me,
she searched for the slight rise and fall of her grandfather’s chest. “You’re
hard!” she said.
“I have to go. I woke up that way.”
“Then go,” she said, becoming my wife again.
Custer, SD
August 1994

Exhibit N. “Home” plate in the language of the natives
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The Colloidal Broth of Brothers
This is what occurs to the branch of the species at hand—how it is
chemically transformed into other temporary and transitional sub-species,
and how its fate is to be transported (in and of itself) and made available to
the inhabitable environment at large.
The toxicology report stated that his exile to the Pacific shores of
Baja was self-imposed. We had only each other to blame—carrying half the
same blood but spit out from the canals of different mothers. He claimed our
father had it in for him by virtue of his name and the fact that he was the first
pancake. His given name was William. But our father, William Barrow, Sr.,
jokingly referred to him as Wheel on occasion. William, Jr., refused to let it
go, legally changing his name to Wheel Barrow and undergoing cyclical
biodegradation, converting biomass (anaerobically) into CO2 & CH4:
{CH2O} + O2(g) --> CO2 + H2O
2 {CH2O} --> CO2(g) + CH4(g)
along with crucial sediment-forming side-reactions:
5Ca2+ + H2O + 3HPO4- --> Ca5OH(PO4)(s) + 4H+
Counterbalancing Wheel’s warped self-deprecation with self-imposed
karmic retribution, our father died a week later in a nuclear submarine from
the bends. Since the air we breathe is 78% nitrogen, nitrogen is dissolved in
all of our tissues. But living in a vessel underwater for extended periods of
time caused the nitrogen in his blood to become insoluble and return to its
gaseous state (g). These gas bubbles became trapped in his tissues and
blood stream, causing an aeroembolism and a massive stroke. That’s what
the autopsy report said anyway.
Wheel invested his share of the inheritance (s) into a Dodge truck
with a camper shell on the back and exiled himself across the border from
Indio—the port on the Salton Sea, if you could call it that, where they
brought our father’s corpse. Every month or so after his passing, Wheel
Barrow sent me packages full of his beach-combing exploits. The packages
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contained found objects, but never written letters. They were not items
you’d expect, like shells or pieces of coral, but decomposing sea urchins
(before they had suffered colloidal harm), holdfasts (the colloidal mass of
roots anchoring kelp to bedrock) and washed-up manmade debris (the reenactment of colloidal toilet).

Poste T. Birthmarked Colloidal Debris

When I asked why this junk was sent to me, he replied with a postcard of
what I presumed were his footprints near frothy globs of scum at the
shoreline. I always considered the public forum of the postcard, legible to
the hands that deliver it, to be a cheap and incestuous alibi. I was from the
same blood but was relatively well-rooted in factual representation. Or
maybe I was just more tolerant and/or naïve. A part of me envied Wheel’s
lifestyle. But it was too late for me—I had a wife, we had serious talks of
propagating ourselves to the next generation and I was already stowing aside
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money in my 401K. Whereas Wheel had studied theoretical physics, I had
gone the engineering route like our father.
I could never call Wheel because I never knew where he was, but he
would call me out of the blue once or twice a year, never during holidays.
Every two or three years we met up in vivo. This particular time we met
halfway at a Surf N’ Turf in Omaha, Nebraska. I had moved to the East
Coast for my work, and he would never commit to coming all the way out,
so this was the best compromise, further exemplifying our phase interactions
in caustic conditions:
Fe+2 to Fe+3 and SO4-2 to H2S (with sublimated charity receptors)
Fe(III) --> Fe2+ & SO4-2 --> H2S (bacteria-induced respect)
Fe2+ + H2S --> FeS(s)+ 2H+ (sentiment forming interaction)
The first thing Wheel did when he set foot in the Surf N’ Turf was slap a
sun-bleached doll on the table. It may have been pink or flesh-colored at
some point, and was pudgy like it might have been a cabbage patch doll, but
it was hard to say as I wasn’t familiar with doll taxonomy. The evidence was
irrefutable that it had been floating at sea or baking on a beach for some
time. Wheel grabbed a steak knife and punctured the doll. It made a hissing
noise as moist sea air escaped through the incision. He continued sawing
through the ribcage until the abdominopelvic region could be opened like
hinged doors to expose the internal organs. The contents of the thoracic
cavity were also theoretically visible.

Exhibit O. Found Albatrossic Specimen

“Anything in particular you are trying to prove?” I asked, watching the head
of bubbles form in my beer.
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“Physics, by definition, is an autopsy of reality.”
A waitress eyed us from her station but was afraid to come over.
This was one to escalate straight to the maître d’. Wheel put the steak knife
down and started ripping the doll open with his bare hands. There was a bit
of seawater and some sand inside, but otherwise it was empty.
“What are you expecting to find?”
“Dad told me once, when he was on shore leave in the notorious
Banana Court Bar in the South Pacific, he saw a go-go dancer do this to a
coconut. It was all part of her act. She husked it with her teeth and spit it all
over dad’s uniform. And then she probably knelt to blow him, but he left out
that minor detail.” At which point Wheel grimaced and buckled over in his
booth.
The maître d’ made his way over. “Are you gentleman okay?” he
asked, his toupee slipping to one side.
“This is just a classic case of arrested development,” I said. “We’ll
take this one offline.”
“Would you like to place your order?”
Wheel lifted his head long enough to say, “anything with broth in it.”
“Crab Barley is the soup du jour,” said the maître d’.
“He’s fighting an air-borne sinus infection. He’ll have the soup du
jour and I’ll have the—” I read straight off the menu, “virgin oxtail stew.
But can you substitute fish for the meat?”
The maître d’ prodded the doll with his pencil but didn’t answer my
question directly. “And for dessert?”
“A slice of Shepherd’s pie. A la mode.”
Wheel waited til the maître d’ was out of sight and the coast was
clear. “It’s sick to think what we have to ingest in our bodies in order to
subsist in this world. When will the cycle ever end?”
“It’s great to see you too,” I said. “You look good.”
“You playing in any genetic-tac-toe as of late?”
“Good thing I didn’t bring the wife this time.”
“If you did, this is what would’ve become of it.” He planted the
knife into the doll carcass. “Our seas are toxic. Biological organisms living
in the sediment are subject to high concentrations of pollutants such as Fe2+,
Cd2+, Pb2+, PCB, and PNA, and also risk overindulgence to nutrients such as
NH+ and PO4+3. This includes bottom feeders such as lobsters, crabs, clams,
worms and mussels, and of course all of us who feed off these bottom
feeders are consequently at risk. We should ask these asswipes for some
baking soda to diffuse the resulting reactions.”
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I cleared the dollular debris from the table before the food arrived.
Wheel helped me once he could see I didn’t mean any harm. When our food
came we ate in silence. He did ask for, and liberally sprinkle, bicarbonate
over everything. If anyone saw us, they might wonder what our story was.
But you could ask this about any couple of human beings sitting together in
the booth of any Surf N’ Turf in any state of America. Looking at us, you
could probably tell we carried the same blood, but just had a different way
of carrying ourselves and expressing our mutual protective custody. We
were too self-absorbed to take other human beings into consideration.
The next time I saw him, he ordered me to stand at attention and salute him.
He was a private in the Navy, dressed to the hilt for shore leave. “Call me
Private William Barrow, Jr.—that’s what they call me back on deck,” he
said. “On the carrier of carriers.” He pulled out his dog tag from around his
neck for proof.
“At least you’re living out at sea,” I said, not realizing then that he
was my role model. He was dutifully serving his time while I was merely
next of kin. Our recipe was becoming denatured.
NY, NY
May 2004
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Exhibit P. Surfing the Wheelhouse
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Hitting From the Wheelhouse
A stout man in a navy blue uniform wades through water to board a skiff
that will take him to an anchored ship. He climbs aboard, soaking wet from
the waist down. Where he is wet, his uniform is black. He marches over to
another man he presumes is the captain and salutes him. His mind wanders
during this ritual, thinking of the shore he just now left behind. I should
know because this man in the navy blue uniform is me.
As I salute the captain, I am thinking back to better times when I
was a little boy in Panama—the time I was running through shanty
streets and came across a gang of street urchins who my mother
forewarned would beat me up. The kids were from various ethnic
backgrounds. Upon closer inspection, I saw they were grabbing arms and
forming what at first I thought was a rugby scrum. It was, in fact, a
disjointed circle of interlocked arms. With each breath, they would
slingshot in towards the center and smash their heads together. Exhaling,
they would recoil and do it all over again. Eventually their arms fused
together to form one uniform circle of melded flesh.
I continued running lost through the streets. Finding a litter of stray
puppies, I kept the runt. My feet kept running but I wasn’t going anywhere.
When I caught a glimpse of myself from the ship where I now stood, I was
an albino. The man I was saluting was calling my name but I couldn’t hear
him. A flying fish hit me square in my strike zone, but I didn’t flinch. I
scanned the insignia on his uniform. He was not a captain, but an umpire.
He informed me that I was on the wrong ship and that I had to get back in
the water and wade to another.
When I got to the other ship (which happened instantaneously after
clicking my heels together), the crew was on deck waiting for me. The
captain of this ship, the U.S.S. Panama, had orderlies remove my clothes
to dry them. They also took my puppy away, saying they would unzip his
fur, launder it, then zip it back on. Our human uniforms were standard
issue and interchangeable. Underneath my uniform, my skin was as pink
as a doll’s.
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As I stood naked and dripping, the captain would not make eye
contact with me. He looked instead at a distant snow-capped peak. I allowed
my teeth to chatter together so they would know I was shivering cold. My
penis had all but shriveled up into my scrotum. What patches of pubic hair I
did have to cover my privates were pointless as my hair was so blonde it
was opaque. I was beyond naked.
“What are we looking at, captain?”
“We are waiting,” he said, “for the enemy.”
“What sea are we on?”
“Enemy Sea.”
“What about the mountain?”
“Mt. Enemy.”
“These are just names you are giving to them on the spot. Surely the
indigenes must have named them something?”
“We don’t use names here. Names only spell d-a-n-g-e-r.” The
captain brought his binoculars to his eyes and scanned the horizon.
I excused myself to try to find the names on my own, but the map
table was littered with girlie magazines—especially the glossy types that
juxtaposed girls and motorcycles. I thumbed through the stacks of
magazines, trying to get to the maps underneath, and found myself getting
aroused. I wanted to get excited enough to unshrivel some and regain my
confidence, but at the same time I didn’t want to get so excited that I would
pitch a flagpole with no flag to hang.
“The water in the lake is snowmelt from those peaks,” the captain
said out of the blue. He turned around and looked at my naked body. It
occurred to me that the captain was my father. Tears welled up in my eyes,
but he wouldn’t acknowledge me. He pricked my finger to take a blood
sample then smeared it between two glass slides. He told me to get into the
wheelhouse where it was warmer.
“You mean this isn’t the wheelhouse?”
“This is the wheelhouse decoy. The real wheelhouse is beneath us.”
He kicked a latch with his shiny boot and pulled open a trapdoor he had
been standing on this whole time.
There were three privates in the wheelhouse playing foosball. They
asked if I would complete the foursome. They didn’t seem to mind that I
wasn’t dressed. Though I told them I had never played foosball before, the
little guy I was paired with encouraged me. “Keep spinning, you’re bound to
hit something.”
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I grabbed a handle that controlled four stiff plastic men with red
uniforms and blue shorts. All their faces, arms and legs were the same dollpink as me—on both teams. Each also had yellow hair. A sticker in the
middle of the green plastic field stated, “Hecho en Alemánia, ensamblado en
Panama.”
I set all four of my players spinning in unison then grabbed a rod
with three other players strapped to it. The white ball slipped between all of
their feet. It moved so fast I couldn’t catch it with my eye. And the
movement of the ball was wobbly on account of the waves. In fact, it wasn’t
really a ball, but the probability cloud of a ball.
“That’s not fair,” I objected.
“Just because the ball is larger than a proton doesn’t mean it can
violate the Heisenberg Uncertainty Principle,” said player one.
“The more you know about its motion, the less you know about its
position on the table,” said player two.
“Hit it right there on the sweet spot,” said player three, my partner.
He pointed to the fused feet of the plastic goalie that was now mine to
control.
“This man is defective!” I objected.
“Impossible,” said player one.
“All the men on both teams are identical,” said player two.
“They were cast from the same mold,” said player three. “This is a
team sport after all.”
I looked at the insignia on their uniforms—they were bar-coded
and all three read, “PRVT WHITE.” These were my brothers. The moment
I realized this, I unconsciously spun my men and a cannonball pierced the
hull—a real one that rolled to a stop at our feet. We all looked at it,
waiting for something to happen. From the cartoons we grew up with, we
associated cannonballs with explosions, but nothing was exploding. There
was no fuse, but water did start leaking through the hole it created in the
hull.
When the water reached our ankles, the eldest of us brothers asked,
“should we bail?”
When the water reached our knees, the second eldest of us brothers
yelled, “women and children first!”
When the water reached our waists, the third eldest of us brothers
yelled, “man the lifeboats!” But as he said this, we all knew we were already
in one.
“Strike three, we’re out!” I yelled, high-fiving my brothers.
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Reaching underwater, I picked up the cannonball. It wasn’t
spherical, but cylindrical. From this point, it wasn’t hard to extrapolate that
it was a can, not a cannonball. The label on the can read, “FATHER = RED
HERRING.” But this didn’t stop the water from coming through the hole in
the hull it had created in the beginning.
Tucson, AZ
March 1999

Poste U. Urchin Cilia Debris
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Plumbing the Honey-Baked Ham
“Then what’s the point?” asked Gretchen, my brother’s wife with the boyish
haircut. It was Easter Sunday and Gretchen was wearing Old Navy sweats
and guzzling bottled water as if she was expecting a natural disaster. Jessica
and I were at their home in Foster City—a housing community built on
landfill that would otherwise have been the San Francisco Bay. My brother
was supposed to be there, but he had things to take care of at the office for a
few hours—his alibi for hitting up a bar to get some drink in him to cope
with such familial congregation. My mother was due to arrive any minute.
Even though my brother was six years younger than I, Gretchen had
already popped out this baby, adding to the pressure on me and Jessica.
“We’re in love?” I skirted the question in half-ass Socratic fashion.
Gretchen was putting dishes in the dishwasher. “Like we’re not?”
she rebutted.
“I’m not saying what you are or what you aren’t, I’m just saying our
love is not the kind that needs to be propagated into fleshy beings. It stops
with us.” I knew it was pointless to argue with her—she had her beliefs and I
had mine. But I always fell into her traps. To make matters worse, I could
smell myself from my arms having been squished against my sides during the
transcontinental flight. Conscious of my smell, I involuntarily emitted even
more molecules, enveloping myself in a protective pheromone cloud. It was
so potent my stench overpowered the honey-baked ham in the oven. The
smell of the glazed ham was bad enough. Not that I’m Jewish or Muslim or
have any ethical or religious food concerns, but cooking a ham in honey just
seems wrong. And although none of us were Christian, we still went through
this whole Easter charade. “Right Jessica?” I added. “Help me out here.”
Jessica was sitting quietly at the kitchen counter, thumbing through
a catalog. “It’s not that we don’t like kids, it’s just that the whole parenthood
thing creeps us out,” she explained as politely as she could.
“Don’t knock it until you try it.” Gretchen slammed the dishwasher
shut. She hadn’t put on her makeup yet so her face was featureless.
Jessica flinched, but regained her composure. She threw me her
raised-eyebrow look, meaning it was my responsibility to defend our
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common territory. After all, she was only a relative to these people by law,
not by genetics.
“It’s just not for us,” I said. “We’re both scientists at heart.”
“And what, you think you’re smarter?”
“We’re trained to be conscious of the meaning behind instinctual
urges. If you are going to study the evolutionary cycle, you have to stand
outside of it.”
Gretchen gave a condescending grunt. “One day you’ll realize there
is more to life and quit living just for yourselves.” She ran the disposal even
though there was nothing down there. The metal sink let out a horrific
grinding noise. Besides punctuating her statement, it had the added effect of
waking the baby, who started crying from its crib in the living room.
That was my cue to throw in the towel. “Maybe one day. But for
now we’ll live for ourselves and I’ll go take a shower.”
Gretchen mopped her face with the dishtowel and folded it back
over the oven handle. “Since you’re going to take a shower, do you mind
washing Celia?” She picked up the pink crying baby and handed it to me.
What was I supposed to say? On top of that, I was getting more looks of
displeasure from Jessica, who didn’t exactly look thrilled at the prospect of
being alone with Gretchen. But the fact that I offered my services of bathing
the baby justified it.
I took the baby upstairs into the unfamiliar bathroom. The weird
thing is that it stopped crying as soon as I handled it. Not that I had any idea
what I was doing—I had never done anything like this before. The baby was
fragile and pink and helpless. I had no control over it or anything else that
was happening in this house.
I set the baby down on the bathmat while I shaved, careful not to
step on it. Then I had to relieve myself, which was a bit awkward. The baby
just stared at me the whole time, making fart noises out of its mouth. Would
the baby remember this when it was older?
Next came the shower, which was where things started getting
really weird. Having no experience laundering babies, I winged it. I found a
stretched-out tube sock in the hamper and stuffed it with the baby. See,
Celia wasn’t a real baby, but my brother and Gretchen’s projection of their
deficiencies onto a doll. But we didn’t want to be the ones to expose the true
nature of their offspring.
To be honest, I was kind of into it. It wasn’t every day that I had the
opportunity to give a baby a shower. I lathered up the stuffed sock and
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rinsed it off. Then I hung it up on a hook and forgot about it while I washed
myself from head to toe.
After I had showered, I emptied out the sock. I found all sorts of
stuff, like seaweed, peppercorns, cone-shaped sea shells, clumps of brown
sugar and various spices—but no Celia. In a panic, I recreated in my mind
all that I had done to the baby. I took the shower over again and washed the
tube sock and then myself in the same order, from head to toe. Then I turned
off the water. Still no Celia. I took the drain screen off and clawed with my
fingers in search of the baby. All I found was pulp, tangled hair, gobs of
gray matter and vegetable scraps from Gretchen’s Cuisinart. Her garbage
disposal and the drain in the shower must have been connected.
I was pretty much freaking out at this point, afraid of leaving the
warm steamy bathroom to face the music. But maybe Gretchen had the baby
and I was imagining all of this. Anyway, in my mind I didn’t do anything
wrong. The baby had simply disappeared. It wasn’t pre-meditated or
intentional on my part.
I went to the kitchen with one towel wrapped around my waist and
another draped over my shoulders, trying my best to act casual. Looking
around, I saw no signs of Celia. The crib was empty. Gretchen was showing
Jessica baby shoelaces that she and my brother had brought back from Tibet
before they settled down to have the baby. It was their last gasp of
freedom—their “World Tour ’97,” as they called it, that they mapped out on
a large World map in the middle of their living room. Jessica was pretending
to be interested even though we had already seen the shoelaces. Last
Thanksgiving, we had sat for three hours straight, looking at all the photos
and souvenirs they had brought back from their trip. The obligatory Bobbing
for Apples marathon followed—an activity Gretchen insisted would hone
our familial skills. I could see the washbasin and apples laid out in their
backyard, waiting for the first stretch of uncomfortable silence.
Gretchen and Jessica seemed to be getting along fine now. The
lactation stains on Gretchen’s Old Navy cotton shirt made me nauseous, but
Jessica didn’t seem to mind her milky proximity. Gretchen got up to make
herself a smoothie, asking if we wanted to partake. “I don’t know about you
all, but I can’t hold out until the ham. I have to eat for two.”
“No, thanks,” I said, toweling off my hair. “But do you have any
coffee?”
Gretchen squeezed a banana out of the peel and into the Cuisinart.
“We got rid of that ol’ Mr. Coffee when Celia came into our world. The
caffeine and the acid spoil my milk, you know.”
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“Kevin can still drink it, can’t he? I mean, he’s not lactating, is he?”
“He doesn’t out of respect for me. That wouldn’t be very nice of
him to rub it in like that, would it?”
“Not in your world.”
Gretchen cracked two eggs into the Cuisinart. “Speaking of my
world, where’s my little shining star?”
“I don’t know. I figured you had her?”
Gretchen threw the eggshells into the disposal along with the
banana peel, then cranked the blender on, quelling conversation for the next
ten seconds. I looked at Jessica but she looked as if she couldn’t care less.
“Is she drying in the hamper?” asked Gretchen as the blender was
spinning to a stop. She wasn’t nearly as worried about it as I thought she
would be.
“I was washing her inside that tube sock thing, right?”
“Yah.”
“And when I emptied it out, she wasn’t there.”
Gretchen looked puzzled. I took them upstairs into the bathroom
and showed them the empty sock and the shower and went through
everything as it had happened, short of getting naked and running the water
again. But Gretchen was busy straightening out the towels and wiping up the
mess I had made. Despite her seeming lack of concern, I could tell she was
annoyed.
“I’m sorry,” I said. My towel was starting to slip so I readjusted it.
“It’s okay,” she said. “You couldn’t help it. I should’ve known not
to trust you with her.”
I didn’t know what else to say so I went to get dressed. Jessica came
with me. “What happened?” she whispered excitedly once the door to our
room was shut. The guestroom was decorated in a nauseating wicker motif.
“Nothing. I was telling the truth. I was taking a shower, the baby
was in that stupid sock thing and next thing I know it disappeared. Probably
slipped down the drain or something. Just goes to show I’m not cut out for
that shit.”
Jessica was bouncing up and down on bed, laughing. “What are we
going to do?”
“Fuck if I know!” I said. “We’ll figure something out.” I pulled
some underwear out of my suitcase and, as luck would have it, there was
Celia, tucked away in one of the side-panel pockets. Jessica was speechless,
sitting on the edge of the bed with her hands tucked beneath her legs.
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Holding Celia to my ear, I could hear a heartbeat. Then the front door
opened downstairs and I heard my mother’s familiar voice.
I ran downstairs, cradling Celia, yelling out, “Gretchen, I found her!”
Gretchen was in the middle of giving my mother an obligatory
hug—their faces torqued in opposite directions as their arms hooked around
each other. “Just put her down over there,” she said. “Your mother’s here.”
“We need to get her some milk,” I said. “Pronto!” Instinct was
taking over. I was swept up in the excitement of doing the right thing.
“At this point it’s pointless,” Gretchen said.
My mother took the baby from me and started going “googly-gook”
and puckering her lips up. “Hello, son,” she addressed me, but was looking
at the baby the whole time.
There was no milk in the refrigerator, but I found some powdered
baby formula and a bottle in the cupboard.
“Look at Uncle Derek!” my mother said, trying to point Celia toward
me, but the baby was looking at everything except me. Now that my mother
was handling the baby, Gretchen was nervous. “Uncle Derek’s trying to mix
milk for you. Isn’t that funny?” said my mother as she bounced the baby.
I was so flustered and annoyed I spilled half the milk. And the smell
of powdered milk on top of the honey-baked ham definitely wasn’t kosher.
My mom said, “Derek, do you know about the Tibetan shoelaces? Gretchen,
did you ever show Uncle Derek the shoelaces?”
“I don’t care about the bloody shoelaces!” I said throwing the
measuring-spoon on the counter. This whole powdered milk thing was
disturbing me the more I thought about it. It was absurd to live in a world that
resorted to this. “Just give her your tit, Gretchen! That’s what it really wants.”
She did, and the baby shut up. Not that it had been crying out loud
through the whole ordeal, but I could hear its grating whine underneath
everything else. Later, when we were gathered on the patio and it was my
turn to submerge my head in the basin’s cold water to bob for apples, that’s
all I heard.
NY, NY
April 2001
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Exhibit Q. Virulent Massage
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Self-Portrait as My Stepbrother
Before my stepbrother Eric became paralyzed, we were hanging out in a
parking lot drinking mescal. His paralysis was caused by smoking pot on an
aircraft carrier and falling forty feet from a communications tower onto the
flight deck.
But this was before all that. Now we were just getting out of a
Radiohead concert. I was so thrilled to see them live that I couldn’t control
my momentum and rose off the ground into the sky. Not only that, but I had
eagle-eye vision. From my vantage hundreds of feet above the parking lot, I
could see Eric trudging below without me. He was so preoccupied with the
worm he had swallowed he hadn’t noticed I was gone. I wanted to yell out,
“Eric, look how high I am!” But I feared this would induce me to fall.
Flying just for my own sake wasn’t gratifying enough—I wanted
somebody to verify it. So in the end I yelled out to him. Of course, this
caused me to fall. My own self-consciousness was to blame more than Eric.
I fell at an alarming rate—faster than everyday gravity could account for. I
passed ordinary objects such as matchsticks and eggbeaters and anvils, and
was propelled downward with such force that I created a crater in the ground
the exact shape of my body—like in the cartoons Eric and I watched as kids,
where we counted how many times the coyote died and argued whether it
constituted a death in real life.
I climbed out of the hole and told Eric he had to try it. He was never
one to cave in to peer pressure so I pushed him into the hole of my body’s
profile. Not being quite immortal like me, he fell solidly. Not that he died or
anything, but he didn’t get up right away and wasn’t happy with me for
pushing him into the hole again. He asked for some crutches or a wheelchair
like I always had such things on hand.
Then I remembered the objects I had passed on my way down, and
when I looked up I saw them whistling earthward. The anvil hit Eric on the
head and knocked him back into the hole. He shook it off and was crawling
out when the eggbeater hit him smack on the nose. This really pissed him
off and he stopped talking to me, even though I argued that it had nothing to
do with me. Then the friction from the raining matchsticks caused lightning
with no thunder that burst into flames and rained down like brimstone.
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When the dust had settled, Eric was nowhere to be found. My mind
had pretty much hit the limit of how much it could hold, so I regrouped and
wrote down everything that had happened in my field notebook, up until the
part about creating a crater in the shape of my body and then pushing Eric
into it. Once the events had been documented sequentially, on paper, it all
made perfect sense. Tracking him down wasn’t hard anyway, as he was
dragging his full body weight.
I followed Eric’s tracks back to our house. He wasn’t in his studio,
but there was a self-portrait of him on the wall entitled Self-assured or Selfreferential: Take Your Pick (see Exhibit R). He had drawn this piece back in
junior college when he took his first class in charcoals. I thought it looked
more like me than him.
He was still nowhere to be found. Thumbing through a stack of
unopened mail on his drafting table, I remembered he was in the Gulf
fighting a war. One thing was certain—before he had left, he went through
great pains to organize and classify everything. I thumbed through a rack of
life-sized paintings. I was in the “iconic” section—all self-portraits arranged
by date. This was the only section. Under the typewritten label, Eric had
added a handwritten note: “Self-portraits are the only things we are justified
in drawing.”
Although I felt self-conscious being in his room, I reminded myself
that we weren’t blood related or in any other way vested in each other.
Looking back on it, this was right about the time of his fall. This, in turn,
made me fall, again, which made me keep falling, again and again.
NY, NY
October 2001
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Exhibit R. Self-assured or Self-referential: Take Your Pick
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Leaving an Imprint of Banded Poseurs
We had plans to blow up the neighborhood Safeway with a homemade
bomb. Not that I particularly wanted to or knew our motive. Somebody had
photocopied the protocol from the Anarchist Cookbook. We were an
adolescent gang driven by detached momentum. We didn’t stop to question
why. For my part, I’m sure impressing my girlfriend, Darcy, had something
to do with it—especially being that her ex-boyfriend Paz was with us, along
with a few of his punk friends.
To kill time, I was spray-painting the bio-hazard derived logo of my
band on the wall.

Exhibit S. Biohazard Imprint (proof)
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Paz (lower left) tried to wrestle the can out of my hand to write the
anarchy symbol and “question authority” over my logo.
“You’re so cliché,” I told him.
“Poseur,” he responded, slamming me to the pavement in a goodnatured way.
A cop car turned the corner so I chucked the spray can into some
shrubs. The cops stopped and found the canister in the bushes and wrote me
up for it. I laughed at the irony that we were given a ticket for such
superficial vandalism. Little did they know we were en route to blow up the
biggest supermarket in town. I pushed my luck and asked the cops if they
didn’t have anything better to do, such as arrest drunk drivers and rapists.
Officer Randall replied, “not at the moment.” He turned and headed back to
his car, adding, “you kids be safe now.” We laughed our heads off as they
pulled away.
Paz was from Israel and sported a 3-foot Mohawk. We were all
somewhat privileged suburban kids except for Paz. His only extravagance
was putting honey in his instant coffee. I knew Paz before Darcy knew him.
That was actually how I met Darcy. I also knew him before he was a punker,
but Darcy only knew him as a punker.
When I first met Paz in my freshman gym class, he was a rocker
with long hair and sleeveless t-shirts that listened to Def Lepard and Ratt. I
turned him on to the Dead Kennedys and the Circle Jerks and he was
hooked. All he had to do to become a punker was shave the sides of his head
and buy some extra-strong dippity-do, which I reluctantly spotted him the
money for. He spiked it three feet into the air, but let his bangs hang in his
eyes. As a consequence, he constantly had his head tilted at a peculiar angle
and was perpetually flipping his bangs out of the way. I took this as a sign of
low self-esteem, but the punker girls thought this imbalanced vulnerability
was sexy—especially when he had a cigarette dangling from his fat lower
lip.
Despite being so impressionable and having a weakness for girls,
Paz was a nice enough guy. His name meant “solid gold” in Hebrew. But his
friends were sleazeballs. After our minor setback with the cops, we ran into
three deathrock girls riding horses naked down El Camino. “See,” I said,
“now that is punk rock!”
They were causing a scene and backing up traffic. Paz’s sidekicks
decided they needed to be “saved,” as if we didn’t already have enough on
our plate, blowing up Safeway and all. The girls got off the horses and
shoed them away, despite Darcy’s pleas. They had a truck and a horse trailer
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with some mattresses and some horse tranquilizers. We all piled in. It made
our bombing campaign feel even more criminal, and at the same time gave
us a sense of camaraderie.
We waited in the horse trailer while Darcy planted the bomb in the
frozen-food section. This was all detailed in the original recipe. She went by
herself because she looked the most normal of the group. Once the bomb
was detonated we would have ten minutes to split the scene. While Darcy
was in Safeway, the horse girls started feeling up Paz and his punker friends.
One of them tried to grab my ass, and I told her to get away. They all
laughed at me except Paz. But he wasn’t exactly defending me either. We
were all losing focus. I curled into a ball and waited. At some point I must
have fallen asleep.
A blinding flash woke me, then the aftermath of stars twinkling in the
evening sky that I could see through the ventilation gaps in the horse trailer.
Either that, or it was my neurons firing. Whatever it was, it wasn’t the
bomb. Everybody else was crashed out in a pile next to me, presumably on
horse tranquilizers. When I tried to wake them, I noticed Paz and Darcy
weren’t there. One of the deathrock girls mumbled that Paz had gone to
check on Darcy a while back. I went out to check up on them. The Safeway
customers were frantically emptying into the parking lot, including Paz. I
asked him what was going on, and he yelled, smiling, “don’t ask, just run!”
Darcy was the last person to emerge from the store, but she ran right
past me. I yelled her name, but it came off sounding dramatically stupid,
like I was trying to be the hero when in fact everyone was safe and in good
spirits. She kept running, and I couldn’t keep up. I made it to the horse
trailer just as they were closing the doors.
“Thanks for waiting,” I said.
“We knew you would make it,” said Paz, his mohawk falling every
which way. He flipped his hair back and yelled, “that was a rush!”
We congratulated each other. Darcy hugged one of the naked horse
girls and then kissed her, and kissed her again. Paz started kissing Darcy
while Darcy was kissing the other naked deathrocker on horse tranquilizers.
Tongues were darting every which way. Darcy turned to me and said, “don’t
worry, we all love you, too,” then stuck her tongue in my mouth.
“Yah, man,” assured Paz, flipping his hair out of his eyes and
blowing me a kiss. They went back to kissing and hugging and removing
each other’s clothes. I didn’t feel a need to get involved, although still felt
like I belonged.
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Paz hugged me and I hugged him back. I figured he was harmless
enough. Over his naked shoulder, I saw the Safeway burning. As my eyes
focused, I noticed the flashes of light were actually sirens pulled up behind
us. “Who’s driving this rig anyway?” I asked.
Everyone laughed, and Paz said, “not much of a getaway car, is it?”
Nobody was in a rush to get their clothes on. In the end, the cops, blushing,
just wanted to know if we had seen any horses passing through.
Palo Alto, CA
May 1986

Poste V. Gene Delivery
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Beneath the Shingles
Being a vampire can be a real drag. It’s not as romantic as people make it out
to be. Like right now I’m hanging out in Roseland Park with Gary, and Gary
doesn’t know it, but I’m about to give it to him. I can’t help myself. He’s the
perfect corn-fed jock candidate. He’s got his arm draped over the back of the
bench and is rambling on about how he moved back in with his father, who is
a bona fide milkman. I’m doing my best not to listen or become attached.
Afterwards I’m sure I’ll wallow in regret, but for now it’s just something I
have to do. I hate being a vampire and I hate vampires. But Ali Voskay gave it
to me, and now I’m stuck with it.
I have friends that are vampires, but only because misery loves
company. Usually they’re the ones that befriend me. Being friends with other
vampires reminds me of who I am, making me feel even guiltier. But every
normal friend I have eventually becomes a vampire. It’s a vicious cycle.
Gary’s been a friend of mine for a while now, so I’m a bit
apprehensive about giving it to him. On the outside he looks like an allAmerican with good genes, but once you get to know him there is more to
him. I suppose that’s why the other vampires always warn me about
becoming friends with potential victims. Not that I would go so far as
calling Gary a friend, but I must admit I’m taken by his naïve passion for
new experience. But the compassionate half of me is irrelevant once the
yearning for blood kicks in—then the right lobe of my brain goes on cruise
control. I know I will have to feed on Gary eventually, but right now I am
just reveling in the thought of it.
Here comes Jorge. Jorge is also a vampire. And he’s gay. Thinking
it’s chic to be a vampire, he plays up the part with his leather jacket and his
black poofy pompadour. When he can’t get human blood, the next best thing
for Jorge is standard poodle. Right now he’s got that look in his eye like he
knows what I’m up to, and he wants in on it.
“Hey, Derek,” he says, while he eyes Gary’s jugular. “Nice day for
a picnic, eh?”
That crap about vampires not being able to handle sunlight is a
myth. We’re the same as anyone else—except for our minimum weekly
requirement of a pint of blood. I’m not sure what would happen if we didn’t
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top off weekly, but I’m not about to find out. The one time I tried to stick it
out to see what would happen, I felt like dying. And it’s not like I have a
choice in the matter—at that point your body just takes over.
“It’s supposed to rain later,” I say to Jorge, then fold a stick of
spearmint gum into my mouth. There’s one other thing about vampires—our
breath is a dead giveaway. When you get hungry, you get this metallic taste
in the back of your throat, and other vampires, even perceptive nonvampires, can tell what your intentions are by smelling your breath.
“Don’t be so negative!” says Jorge, inhaling deeply. “It’s a beautiful
day and you’re sitting next to a beautiful man—are you gonna introduce me
to your friend?”
Unfortunately Gary is probably a homosexual too, and he’s meeting
Jorge’s penetrating stare without wavering. I’m not gay, but I don’t care
who I feed on. I don’t think of it as a sexual thing. For me it is just a basic
need.
“This is Gary. Gary, Jorge.” While they shake, I notice Jorge holds
on to Gary’s hand for a few extra seconds. Though Gary doesn’t say
anything, I can tell he’s into Jorge’s forward nature. His fidgeting on the
park bench is more from excitement than apprehension.
“Well Derek, are you going to share him?” asks Jorge playfully. “I
know this great cabin if you guys are up to it. It’s my friends, and he won’t
be there this afternoon.”
Jorge was full of it. He was referring to his own house that he often
used to seduce his victims. And it wasn’t a cabin but a doublewide trailer. I
should know because I was there when they delivered it in two pieces. I
helped secure it to the foundation, and then Jorge and I lifted the roof
between the two sections. That’s all there was to it—we built his so-called
cabin in one day. And I could tear it down just as fast.
I did want to warn Gary, but I was too weak. Jorge was a bastard—
he knew I wouldn’t be able to resist. I wanted a piece of the action. I needed
a taste of Gary’s corn-fed blood. It had been a while. I could’ve tried to fight
off Jorge, but I would’ve risked losing Gary. Judging by the way Gary was
reciprocating Jorge’s advances it was likely that Jorge would win if I
challenged him. Better to settle for half the pie than none at all. So the three
of us are now on our way to Jorge’s cabin.
It makes me sick the way Jorge plays it up. I want to tell him that
vampirism is nothing to be proud of. It is a penance. I honestly believe all us
vampires should be shipped out to Alcatraz and left to feed off pigeons and
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rats and each other until we died. But at times like now, I can only say this,
but never have the will to commit myself to my beliefs.
When we get to the doublewide cabin, my nemesis, Ali Voskay, is
on the roof. Perching like a vulture on eaves is Ali’s trademark technique
and how he first got to me three years ago. He waited on the roof of my twocar garage, then pounced on me when I came home from my marketing job.
That was back when I had a regular family.
By this time it is dark and Ali’s wearing a Petzl headlamp strapped
to his head. Even from where I’m standing, I can smell his breath. Gary
doesn’t see him, and Jorge just winks at him. What else can we do?
Undoubtedly, Ali wants a piece of Gary too. The situation is getting out of
control—there will hardly be anything left of Gary after dividing him three
ways. The human body has only 10 pints of blood. I stall and let Gary and
Jorge go in first. Then I take the chewing gum out of my mouth and throw it
at Ali. It sticks in his long stringy hair—just enough to annoy the hell out of
him.
“Haven’t you had enough?” I ask.
“Never,” he laughs maniacally as he scurries up to the skylight,
“and neither will you.”
I hurry into the cabin to catch up with Gary before Jorge takes care
of him. I am stuck with this feeling that Ali Voskay is going to come
crashing through the skylight. I want to warn Gary, or at least Jorge, but I
don’t want to spoil the party. Jorge is taking his time, making a fire and
chatting it up with Gary. Once the fire is set, he will offer Gary some wine.
I’m privy to this routine. By now, it’s mechanical. But Jorge still tries to
squeeze a little pleasure from it. It’s pathetic!
I can’t hear what they are saying because my ears are focused on the
footsteps on the roof. The expectation that Ali will crash through the
skylight is worse than it happening. Then something thumps on the roof that
isn’t a footstep. Then another. I hear Ali scramble across the roof like a
squirrel. With the crackling of the fire and whatever is going on between
them, Gary and Jorge don’t even notice.
When I realize it is hailstones, my anxiety lifts. It gives me pleasure
to think of Ali up there, exposed, being pelted by hail. It starts to pound
down harder and more frequently. It increases exponentially to a glorious
din of white noise. But my relief is short-lived. The skylight shatters and
hailstones as big as pigeon eggs start pouring in. This is followed by the
sound of Ali tumbling down the roof. I run outside and see him lying in the
muck below the eaves, being pummeled by hail. Part of me gets a sick
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pleasure seeing him like this, but part of me feels a perverse responsibility
for him. I was his victim after all. I make a feeble effort to pull him inside,
but the hail hurts like hell. All of a sudden, Jorge goes flying by me, braving
the elements. Ali is like a father to Jorge—he got him started in this whole
business.
Jorge drags Ali into the cabin by his collar. Ali’s okay, but soaking
wet and bleeding a little from his head. The exposed skin on his neck and
arms is translucent and riddled with bruises that are appearing before our
eyes. As quickly as it came, the hail turns to rain that sweeps through the
skylight, spitting steam from the fire.
Jorge is frantic. “I’ll take care of Ali, you take care of the roof. We
need to dry him out.” He isn’t just talking about Ali, he’s talking about us.
Prolonged exposure to water is not good for any vampire.
“What’s going on here?” asks Gary.
“And I’ll take care of Gary,” Jorge adds.
“I bet you will.” I might have objected, but it isn’t often that I felt
useful like this. I knew where the ladder was and I knew I could use the blue
tarp that Jorge used to cover the woodpile. I run outside, grab the tarp, and
climb the ladder onto the slippery roof.
Before I throw the tarp over the skylight, I look into the room. Jorge
has slit Gary’s wrist and is feeding him to Ali. Ali regains his strength, and
like a leech Jorge sucks out what’s left.
I know about the construction of the doublewide’s roof. There is
one latch that holds it all together—a vulnerable keystone that could topple
it all. The rain is melting my eyes as I crawl to the top of the roof. Without
consciously making a decision, I find the keystone and unlatch it. The whole
roof splits open.
I’m holding on to the shingles in vain. The house collapses with me
on top of it. I’m not sure what will become of the others. All I can know is
that I’m drying and will soon be in a better place.
Tucson, AZ
January 2000
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Coliseum, Wyoming
You, the warden, are patrolling the perimeter, arbitrating. You have
assigned us this mission, but we are unaware of you or the assignment. We
choose to enter this abandoned penitentiary. We are your detached eyes and
ears, engulfed in the persistent sense of discovery. Perhaps we are
adventurous enough because we have no intention of having offspring of our
own. All we see is the inside of an enormous compound riddled with sparse
gravel and weeds—a coliseum-like enclosure with a flat inner-expanse equal
to 21 interwoven baseball fields. Not that the irregular triangular shape of a
baseball field, with its rounded hypotenuse and embedded diamond, lends
itself to be a unit of spatial measurement, but this is the playing field we are
given (and the overlap is crucial).
It feels like The Coliseum in Rome—a place I have never been in
vivo but have visited vicariously via historical fiction. The tiered stone
bleachers still reverberate with the history of human drama and
occupation. But now it is silent except for the stray cats and animistic
ghosts we cannot readily detect. We are searching for where the bats roost,
but have no idea of what we expect to find. We have nothing and
everything to lose. I am carrying a duffel bag of second-hand clothes, with
no hangars to hang them on.
My wife, the analytic one, counts our footsteps with measured
accuracy. She tames my wandering into a meaningful trajectory. She plots
our path so we don’t back-pedal or cover the same ground twice. She
drops breadcrumbs so we can find our way home. In a reversal of roles, I
ride on intuition. I look to the blue sky. I don’t search for the cave where
the bats live, but rather I search the air for the bats themselves, knowing
they will have to return to the cave at some point, revealing its location.
We work as a team. My wife keeps track of time. She knows that
the bats will return exactly at sundown. I don’t know when that is, but if the
buffalo come, it will be too late. I sense them stampeding just over the
horizon. But the rising walls of the coliseum prison shadow the horizon, not
only scrambling premonition, but obscuring temporal associations. From
your vantage point, you know when the sun will go down and the buffalo
will come running into the picture. But you stand silent in the watchtower,
118

hidden behind a broken shard of mirrored glass that reflects only pieces of
the moon.
We think we are alone until I hear the creaking of the rusty gates
through which we entered, the only way in and out. I am momentarily
afraid of being trapped inside the compound, but the vastness is
comforting. Being locked in is the same as having the rest of the world
locked out. The fear further subsides when the culprits of the noise present
themselves—two kids with bicycles and slingshots, and shaggy bangs
hanging in their eyes. The distance between us and the kids is so great that
we cannot make out the features on their faces. We are still essentially
alone, but the kids join the ranks of the buffalo as a nagging presence that
weighs heavily on our subconscious, urging us toward completion. Urging
us to propagate our own.
As we move along, the featureless field reveals details—{3 rusted
eating utensils, 1 cashed disc of birth control pills, 2 bleached chicken
bones, 1 storm drain}—evidence of occupation. When I look down into
the drain I notice five discarded golf clubs. I try to understand their
meaning, as if they are a clue to a mystery larger than the sum of
themselves, but they have nothing to do with survival. I am struck by the
absurdity of the sports that we, the human species, play. The vast playing
field lends itself to be a driving range, but a driving range makes little
sense since there are no holes or flags, or even distance markers. There are
different tees for male and female players, even though there is no back
boundary to the range.
“Hey!” I say, breaking the silence. “What’s the idea here? ‘Golf’ is
almost the word ‘gulf.’ And a ‘club’ also means a membership to play with
the clubs themselves.”
My wife whips out her pocket dictionary. “Golf comes from the
Greek kólphos, which originally meant ‘bosom.’ It was later extended
metaphorically to denote ‘bag,’ and also ‘a trough between waves,’ and
these senses of the word (the latter modified to ‘abyss’) followed it through
vulgar Latin colphus.”
I slip my hand beneath her thin cotton cardigan and fondle her
breast. “Colphus sounds like a mix between couple and coitus.” I pull
myself into her so I am spooning from behind, mocking our monkey
cousins. It helps to ease the isolation. I am blind, fumbling around in an
expanse of dead molecules for something alive, a conglomeration of living
cells that vibrate when they impinge on my skin.
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“...or corpus,” she says removing my hand from her breast. “Stop it!
Those kids can see.”
“They are too far away.”
“Let’s get focused and find the cave. We can fool around once we
get there.”
“What time is it?”
“It’s almost time.”
She keeps me searching, keeps me focused on the quest. I look to
the sky, but it is only blue. It is not the same Gulf blue I remember in
Corpus Christi, Texas, where I was born. I sniff the ground but it is futile to
search for the cave by smelling since it is the absence of substance. “We
must have patience and wait for the bats.”
“Bats as in ‘baseball bat’ and ‘bat’ the species of animal come from
entirely different origins. The source of the wooden implement comes from
the Celtic andabata or ‘gladiator.’ The flying ‘bat’ comes from the Old
Norse lethrblaka, literally ‘leather-flapper.’” A dark object flashes in my
periphery, but when I turn to look it’s not there. The earth trembles with
distant hooves.
“Gladiator,” I say, as if echoing the word solidifies the meaning of
our quest. I search the coliseum walls to find you, the audience, but you
remain hidden. You watching us from the shadows is necessary for our
existence. Without an audience, who are we? Thinking of your presence, I
regress to a primitive fight or flight state of mind. If our sole objective is to
entertain, you have left us with two options:
1. I can seize my wife and copulate with her right here, in the
middle of this field, or
2. You can unleash the enemy, and I can fight to the death.
When it comes down to it, these are the two things that matter in the
end. And as if to confirm this revelation, I spot a dilapidated black and white
scoreboard high up on the rim of the stadium. The home team are Buffalos
and the visitors are Tigers—followed by a stream of panels with 0’s and the
occasional 1’s that add up to a 1-to-1 tie. But I am not certain which team
we are on and don’t understand the scoring logic. There is no quantitative
measure. Reality is based on a binary numbering system where everything is
yes/no, good/bad, win/lose, male/female, dead/alive. Certainly not as
arbitrary as a number system based on the number of fingers humans can
count on their hands. Following the lines of my hand, the end of the story
leads back to the beginning with nothing in between.
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...until I hear a distance shrill—the warbled sound of kids
screaming. They jump off their bikes and cock their wrist-rockets at the sky.
I follow their aim and see pixels of black infused within the gulf of blue. I
blink and a negative image of stars, black specks on bluish white, drifts to
the ground. I look up again and the pixels grow in size and number until
they assemble into a dark cloud. The swarm takes the form of undulating,
swooping vectors dancing in the charged borealis wind. The pixels
amalgamate into an image of one living entity, a colony whose collective
existence depends on the motion of each independent member acting in
unison.
The granular image comes into focus, until at last I can make out
the constituent parts—the bats. For you, the bats become formulating
letters on this page. In concert with the low swooshing bass-line of
buffalo, I detect aural indications at the bottom of the bats’ sonar
spectrum—banshee shrieks that elevate above the hooting and hollering of
the kids running toward them, shooting stones at the bats though they have
no intention of eating them.
“What have we become?” I ask. As if in response, the colony ripples
and gives, like water absorbing a tossed pebble. No individual bat is hit. The
kids shots are in vain, as are their shouts. The bats are blissfully deaf and
unaware.
As quickly as they come into being, the bats congregate, and then in
one fell swoop they disappear into the ground. My wife notes the trajectory
and location and we make a beeline for their point of entry. The kids give up
their hunt and return to their bicycles.
The entrance is a small hole at home plate. We should have known.
When we slither through and our eyes adjust, the cave opens into a large
room. The walls are covered with formations, still forming, reminding you
of footage you saw last fall on a volunteer farmstay in Wyoming of a
surgical micro-cam penetrating the fallopian tubes of a sheep undergoing invitro fertilization. We are your eyes at the end of the scope—relaying
images of liquid quartz crystal oozing and flowing, with bats roosting in the
marsupial creases. As the micro-cam pans, you catch voyeuristic glimpses
of larger-than-life pubic hairs in high definition.
And once we have become eyes for your sake, we lose ourselves.
We have no need for children, for this is the end—the conception of who we
are in the eyes of others. I can declare with certainty that the bats saved the
ruins of The Coliseum until our arrival. Now it is a museum of memes and
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you are the muse. The bats have become alphabetic characters roosting on
this page and the buffalo have come and gone without us knowing.
NY, NY
July 2001

Poste X. The Me in Coliseum
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