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Trombones and Figs
He sat at his drawing board copying trombone parts for his latest orchestral piece. The
premiere was in three months. He was behind schedule.
He remembered an apocryphal story about Beethoven. A friend encountered the maestro
in a café in Vienna at a back table. Beethoven had a score in front of him. The master was
copying parts.
The friend wrote in the conversation book of the deaf master, What are you doing,
Maestro?
—Trombones, roared Beethoven, shaking ink from his quill pen onto the floor.
He looked out the wire glass window of his Brooklyn studio. On the fire escape was a fig
tree planted in a large pot. Raindrops fell on the leaf buds. To him it was a special plant.
Its parent had been an immigrant from Italy. An Italian peasant brought it with her on the
boat from Calabria in the 1900’s. He planted a fig from this immigrant tree before it was
torn from the earth by urban progress. All his friends thought this story apocryphal, but
they ate his figs, which retained the sweet bitterness of Calabrian sunshine. In his head,
trombones played in the rain.
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Lending Books
In the late 60's, I lived on West 71st street in Manhattan and borrowed books from a
store. It was a stationery/news store with books to buy and borrow in the back, located on
West 72nd between West End and Broadway, next to where I had my shirts laundered.
There was a five-dollar membership fee. Books were free for three days and ten cents a
week afterward.
In those days, one had to have a student I.D. or a copy of a utility bill to procure a library
card at the public library. For many of us living in Single Room Occupancy (SRO)
quarters, we had neither; we relied on these commercial lending libraries.
Though small by public library standards, the collection was first rate with classics from
the canon (poetry, plays, essays) and the best of new literature. Mass market books were
not on the lending shelves. There was a large section of non-fiction and self-help books,
as well as “Learn English” books in a dozen languages.
The neighborhood was populated by recent and pre-WWII Eastern European Jewish
refugees —many with concentration camp tattoos. Because of the plentiful cheap SRO
housing, there were young aspiring actors, musicians, dancers, and other performing
artist types. Nearby public housing projects contributed Sharks & Jets characters who
could have stepped out of West Side Story. The triangle park at the intersection of
Broadway, 72nd and Amsterdam was known as Needle Park and later the subject of a
book and movie about those desperate people and the darker side of the 'hood.
What is interesting about this library was the owner's desire to promote reading and
learning, rather than make a commercial success of the library. I always suspected that
the owner—a twinkle-eyed lady with a haystack of silver hair—considered herself a
latter-day Sylvia Beech. I remember her loaning me, at no fee, a portable typewriter to fill
out a Composer-In-The-Schools application. There was a similar store on Amsterdam, up
a few blocks that also loaned books and rented typewriters for small fees. It specialized in
textbooks and music scores. If you had a membership in the library of one of the stores,
you had borrowing privileges at the other store. Sadly, when I became an urban pioneer
and moved to what is now TriBeca, there were no lending libraries in that sparsely
populated neighborhood.
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Beatles on Broadway
She was playing Scarlett O’Hara in an Off-Off-Off Broadway production of Gone With
The Wind. It was very ingeniously written and staged using a small company of actors
who played everything from people to canons.
She gave me her number when I spoke with her after the play. I called her late on a
Sunday afternoon when I knew the theater was dark.
-Yes, I remember you.
-Would you like to have dinner and maybe a film?”
-I’m waiting for the Beatles to come on Ed Sullivan. Sorry.
-Another time maybe?
Click.
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Göttwigg’s Fandango
Helmut Göttwigg is one of the most knowledgeable people I know. He speaks & reads a
dozen languages, plays three or four musical instruments at a professional level, and can
make an haute cuisine dinner on demand. But, like most people whose minds are on lofty
tasks, he is forgetful. He is always misplacing personal items: cigarettes, eyeglasses,
pens, tickets, books, music. It is not unusual to see Göttwigg with his shirt on inside out.
Göttwigg visited me recently with his current lady friend. We were sitting on my back
porch drinking beer. A heavy fog enshrouded my yard obscuring its lush tropical
vegetation. Göttwigg and I were discussing Scriabin’s idiosyncratic chord progressions.
A gecko entertained us with his calls for a mate.
Suddenly Göttwigg began to frantically check his pockets.
—Shit, I seem to have misplaced my sunglasses, said Gottwigg dropping his e-cigarette
on the floor.
—Well, it’s nighttime, so you won’t need them now, said his lady friend.
—I’m sure they’ll turn up in the morning. I probably left them in the car. It just bothers
me that maybe I left them in the restaurant where we ate lunch.
—No, I said. I took a picture of you waiting for the green flash at sunset. You were
wearing your sunglasses. Remember, I said, you couldn’t see the green flash with your
sunglasses on. They are probably in the car. It was dark when we drove home.
My cat, Stretch, sauntered onto the porch from the house, talking up a storm. He is a big
talker. He even replies in his special feline argot when you talk to him. I have cataloged
over forty different vocalizations in Stretch’s lexicon. He was using his “I demand
attention” voice.
—But Stretch, I said, you have plenty of food in your bowl.
He gave me one of his protracted in-your-face insistent cries where his ears go back and
he stares you straight in the eye, mouth fully open.
—Stretch, leave us alone, I said shooing him away.
Stretch went into the house and bounded up the stairs to the second floor where he let out
a loud long yowl.
—Streeeetch! I said making his name last as long as his yowl.
He unleashed an even louder yowl.
—You better go see what he wants, said my wife. Maybe someone left water running in
the upstairs bathroom.
I arose and went upstairs to investigate.
—Okay, Stretch, what’s the problem?
I entered the bathroom to find Stretch sitting next to his litter box.
Stretch started rubbing against my leg purring loudly.
—What’s wrong, little boy?
—He uttered a short interrogative sound.

I looked at his cat box and didn’t see anything unusual. Stretch’s cat box is a covered
affair called Clevercat Top Entry Litter Box. It is a little over a foot tall and has a cover
with a circular opening. It is designed for male cats who tend to lift their hind quarters
when urinating. The cat jumps down into the box through the access hole and does his
business. Male cats spray urine over the edge of the usual cat box, but it is all contained
within the Clevercat box’s high walls. Stretch can scratch and dig in his litter all he wants
and none of the litter leaves the cat box: a clever solution to a common cat problem.
I had changed the litter that morning and didn’t think Stretch’s litter was dirty. But I
looked inside, there lying on the litter were Göttwigg’s sunglasses. I reached inside to
fetch them and barely had my hand out of the box when Stretch dived into the box and let
loose a fire hose jet of urine.
—Does anyone need another beer? I said opening the fridge. Everyone wanted a refill. I
put Göttwigg’s sunglasses in my shirt pocket and brought out four beers.
—Guess what I found in Stretch’s litter box?
—What? said my wife.
—Göttwigg’s sunglasses. How the Hell did they end up there, Göttwigg?
—I don’t know, said Göttwigg. I was using the bathroom and saw Stretch’s unusual cat
box. I was trying to figure out if Stretch sat on the top and used it like we use a toilet, or
if he went down inside. I was puzzled. I guess my sunglasses fell out of my shirt pocket
and into the cat box.
—You, a genius polymath, couldn’t figure out how the cat used his cat box? That’s pretty
rich. Stretch’s brain is about the size of an acorn.
—Well, it wasn’t obvious to me.
—When I brought the Clevercat Box home and set it up for Stretch, I said, he jumped up
and dived into it right away. He had it figured out in a heartbeat.
—I guess Stretch is cleverer than you, Göttwigg, said my wife. Maybe you aren’t so
smart after all.
Stretch came onto the porch and gave me his “pick me up and praise me” meow.
I put him on my lap. He purred loudly as I scratched his ears.
—Stretch knew enough not to do his business on your glasses, said my wife. How many
cats would be so considerate?
—I have to admit, Stretch is pretty clever, said Göttwigg, but if he’s so smart why doesn’t
he just use the toilet?
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Escape
Eleanor put the TV and all her clothes in the back of the station wagon. She added three
of her paintings. On the way out of the parking lot, she told the super that she was leaving
and that the apartment was free to rent. Her husband Jake was in Amsterdam, probably
enjoying dope and women.
She had stopped the gas and electric service. She returned the phone to AT&T.
She didn’t know where she was going, but it was away from Jake, marriage and
responsibilities.
She spent the first night sleeping in the car in a rest stop outside of Pittsburg.
Four days later she was in Santa Fe, New Mexico. She needed money. She parked the car
outside of the city near a busy intersection. She displayed her three paintings. She sold
one for $400. The young man who bought the painting offered her a room in a rental
property. Rent was conjugal privileges. She was not skilled, but she could tolerate
loveless penetration.
She found a glass blower who was attractive and had money. She left the conjugal pad
and moved in with the glass blower. He was a little wild. When he was drunk he
demanded she sodomize him with a strap-on. It bored her, but she didn’t’ have to work
for money.
She painted a portrait of a drunk Indian. It sold for several thousand dollars at an exhibit
of New Mexican art. She received a grant to paint Indians on reservations in New
Mexico. She fucked a lot of Indians and painted a lot of pictures, which were bought for
high prices. She started to drink. She was drunk with whiskey and success.
She screamed when they put the straight jacket on her. She eventually joined the
community of crazy alcoholics on the fifth floor. They stared at each other and publicly
masturbated.
When she left the hospital, she had no money, no car, and no future. She took a bus back
to New York City. The year in the hospital had been good for her looks, but not her mind.
She found her husband living in SOHO. She wanted to suicide.
—Why can’t you live on the fifth floor?
His loft was on the third floor of an industrial building.
—Why do you ask?
—I want to kill myself and this is too low. Can’t you do anything right?
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Books
It sometimes happens a student remains a friend long after you both have abandon
academe. There are a dozen former students who still communicate and resonate with me
several times a year. Randy was one of those people. He made his living as a high tech
lighting and sound guy for live shows. He didn't own a computer or cell phone. His
response to questions about this paradox was, “Write me a letter or better yet, buy a
twelve pack. We'll talk.”
When I left the university town after a decade, I enlisted a few friends, mostly former
students, to help load the truck. Even though, or probably because I was a musician, I was
a big reader. I also possessed a large library of musical scores. My library had over three
thousand items. That's several hundred boxes and many trips between house and truck.
As anyone who has moved on a budget knows, the electronics goes on last so there will
be music playing while unloading the truck. As I was pulling down the gate on the truck
Randy asked, “Dan, where's your TV.” Then he remembered, “That's right, you don't own
a TV. You should think about getting one," he said facetiously. "You wouldn't have to
pack and load all these books.”
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Snores
A dozen women left me because I snore.
They didn’t know the look on my cat’s face as he listened to their raspy purrs.
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Cato
She was the clerk in the photography shop. She sold me my first SLR.
Prior to the purchase I used a 4x5 camera to make zone system pictures in black and
white.
—You can shoot a lot of frames with this camera, she said.
I asked her to come to an avant-garde theater production where I was the musical
director.
She accepted.
After the show we went to my crib and smoked a spliff, drank wine and had glorious sex.
She stayed at my crib all weekend. We had every kind of sex there was.
She left Sunday night after even more sex.
That week I had a full calendar. I went to the photography shop on Friday.
She wasn't there.
—Where is Cato? I asked the owner.
—She joined the Moonies.
—Cato won't be back?
—Never, he replied.
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Butterfly Man
Our backstroke guy missed the turn. Frank, our breaststroke man was good and held our
position, maybe three body lengths from the lead. Looked like we were holding fifth
place. Coach was not going to be happy. His swimmers had never lost a medley relay in a
state meet in fifteen years.
I lined Frank up between my thumbs and followed him into the wall. I hit the water
pumped.
Now it was black line, wall, turn, and black line. When I hit the wall I was feeling good,
but couldn’t see the competition and didn’t have time to look. The guy in the lane to my
left was a body length ahead. His kick was throwing up a big wave. I put out a big effort.
Now my head was at his waist. The swimmer on my right seemed to be fading a little. I
pulled up even with him. There were ten yards to go. On my next breath I turned my head
slightly to see the guy on my left. Our eyes met. I knew I had him.
No one was going to beat Chuck in freestyle. He was nationally ranked. We won by half a
second. Coach never said anything to me, but he gave Harry the backstroker a good fiveminute earful. He wanted a new record.
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Similarities
She was skinny with breasts like a wound-up skein of yarn. She stood before me naked.
That’s not how I knew her.
Chlöe and I went way back. We were in the same grade school, junior high school and
high school in Chicago. It was in the days of homogeneous grouping. I guess we were
similar in intellectual capacity. I lusted after Suzy Goldberg’s breasts and Regina
Biscotti’s budding Italian hips, but only traded repartee with Chlöe.
Now she was standing naked over my nude body in a Boston hotel room.
I guess my erection told her something.
I wanted to fuck her, but I didn’t want to fuck her. She wanted to fuck me, but she didn’t
want to fuck me. Ultimately she was dry and I went flaccid
We had two scotches from the mini bar and went to sleep entwined like mythical
creatures.
In the morning I awoke and she was standing fully dressed over the bed.
-We should get married.
-Why?
-Because we are the same.
-You might be right.
I didn’t know what else to say.
-Could you fuck me? I asked.
-Not today, but there will be the best nights of your life.
She left.
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Cheesecake
Eric was born with three testicles. If the obstetrician were male, maybe he would have
done nothing, but the attending physician was an overworked female Hungarian refugee
doctor working in a hospital staffed mainly by refugees from Hitler’s Europe. On seeing
the anomaly, she ordered the deformed testicle removed. The actual orb consisted of a
normal testicle and an attached rudimentary third. After the inguinal orchiectomy,
performed a month after his birth, Eric went from being a potential male hero to an object
of derision by his male peers. When he was in college he investigated having a prosthesis
inserted into his scrotum. At the time the options were limited and represented a possible
danger to the health of the one good testicle, which had grown to the size of a lemon.
His fertility was confirmed when his college sophomore sweetheart became pregnant and
was sent by her wealthy parents to Switzerland to have the annoyance corrected.
In Vietnam the whores called him basketball because of his endowment. They
considered him a good luck omen. His sperm count was more than double most healthy
males with both testicles.
Over the years Eric had mixed success with women, most never discovered his
singularity, or questioned his fertility. The three women he married had no desire for
children and through abstinence or chemistry never became pregnant.
Eric was a widow of seventy-four when he met Gillian. Gillian was also seventy-four and
in superb health with a good memory, her only deficit being deafness.
Since Gillian had to read his lips, they made a lot of eye contact, which led to some
innocent flirtations. Even after a bottle of wine, he couldn’t begin to think of being
intimate with Gillian. His vision of her naked was beyond his esthetic sensibilities.
After many failed relationships in the last ten years, he had given up on sex and any
intimate female companionship. His experiences with the senior female set never led to
satisfactory sexual intercourse, or even interesting or rewarding discourse.
One morning they were caught on the beach in a thunderstorm. Returning to Gillian’s
condo they stripped in separate bathrooms and jumped into hot showers. The shower he
was using was large and open to the bathroom. Gillian entered the shower when he had
his back turned to the opening. She wrapped a towel over her face and slipped her hand
between his legs and fondled his lone orb. He savored the feeling, and didn’t dare turn to
face the woman performing the fondling. He could feel firm breasts on his back. Gillian
reached around his hip and began stroking his erection.
His cock became as hard as he ever remembered.
—Fuck me.

He did, standing in the shower. She was slippery and tight. Her moans were like a twenty
year old. He came pressing her against the shower wall to keep her from falling off her
quivering orgasm weakened legs.
The afternoon sun streamed through rose curtains into her bedroom. Gillian lay on her
side with her right hand between her legs. Her face was beatific in the pastel light.
He slipped out of the bed to use the bathroom. When he returned she had thrown the
covers off revealing, just as she had claimed, a voluptuous mature body with an age
ravaged face. The sight of her naked body gave him an erection.
—Do me like a cheesecake, she said.
TOC

Pharaoh
Altodog was dressed in filthy chef's trousers and a long-sleeved purple dress shirt,
somewhat dignified by a tattered black vest. A new beret sat rakishly on a tangle of
brown hair. Altodog wore mismatched running shoes, no socks. A saxophone neck strap
was his only ornament. His vintage alto saxophone slept in a black plastic trash bag slung
over his left shoulder. His eyeglasses had only one lens.
Homeless, dirty and smelly, there was no way Altodog could enter the Greenwich Village
jazz clubs or even the scurviest grease parlor. He was a familiar New York City street
musician, playing his saxophone for change on street corners, subways and parks. Rods, a
popular Village gay bar, would let him eat and crash for the night in exchange for afterhours cleanup.
On a foggy April evening, Altodog passed by the rear door of the Village Vanguard on
Waverly Place. Pharaoh Sanders and the members of his band were standing on the
sidewalk. They were on break. That was the era when Pharaoh wore three-piece suits.
Altodog approached the jazz legend.
—Wazapinen? Altodog asked in his hip elided jazz delivery.
—Who are you? Sanders asked studying Altodog's dumpster couture.
—Altodog, he said, squinting through the one glass lens.
The band members sniggered.
—Easy brothers, Sanders shot back, I lived on the street back in the day.
—So Fey-roo, said Altodog, intentionally mispronouncing Pharaoh's name, you play the
most far out, avant-garde jazz. Soooo, what's with the banker's threads? You're a jazzman,
not a businessman.
—The listeners have to believe I'm for real. I have to look authoritative.
—Loan me a suit, brother, I'll blow your authority off the bandstand.
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Post-Mortem
It is said that the great French chemist, Antoine-Laurent Lavoisier, before mounting the guillotine
on May 8, 1794 asked the executioner’s assistant to see if he blinked his eyes when the
executioner held up his severed head to the crowd
***

She threw the wine glass on the floor. The wine-dark puddle snuffed out the glittering
shards. The cat, fully puffed up, bolted up the stairs.
—You never gave me any credit. You have no respect for women, none. No wonder all
your women left you.
She stood up, picked up her half eaten dinner and threw the plate down on the floor. The
wine-dark puddle now had an ear of corn ship and a half-eaten hamburger island with a
red glacier. Broken and shattered pottery slithered across the floor into the kitchen. She
followed that with the carafe. The puddle was now a small lake.
—I’m going to take a knife in the night while you’re sleeping and kill you, you
disrespectful bastard.
—I should call the police.
—Go ahead you bastard. I’ve had enough of your condescending attitude. They’ve seen
your type before.
She threw her napkin at him and ran into her bedroom. She slammed the door so hard he
felt it in the floor all the way into the dining room.
He sat for a long time by himself. The cat came downstairs and jumped up on his lap.
-It’s OK boy. Looks like you got yourself a big chunk of hamburger.
He cleared the table and plucked the burger out of the mess, washed it off and crumbled it
for the cat. He took a broom and dustpan and swept up the damage.
-I’ll have to mop the floor. But first I will have to vacuum to get up all these tiny shards
of glass. Those cut-glass goblets leave nasty tiny pieces of glass when they break.
After loading the dishwasher, vacuuming and mopping the floor. He started rounding up
knives: Kitchen knives, gardening knives, sailing knives, hunting knives, and every sharp
edge he could find. He emptied a toolbox and locked all the knives in the toolbox.
He poured a glass of Scotch and went out to his painting studio. He spent a long time
looking at the work on his easel. It was called The Red and The Black. He based it on
Thoreau’s description of the battle of the ants.
He finished the Scotch.
—I better hide these, he said to the cat.

He took the mat knife and a box cutter with him. He turned out the light in the studio and
headed for Armageddon.
He put the empty glass in the kitchen sink. Locked the knives in the toolbox.
There was no lock on his bedroom door. So he closed it and put a chair against the
handle. He started to read in bed, but his mind was on his failing marriage.
He fell asleep, but woke a few hours later. He used the upstairs bathroom and went back
to bed.
-No sense going through this charade of security, she’s not going to do anything.
She drove the machete across his throat with as much hatred, anger and strength as her
adrenaline-fueled body could muster.
His head rolled off the pillow. Blood spurted out of his neck.
-I forgot the machete, he mouthed soundlessly.
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Seventy
She was a rich widow who lived down the street. She drove a big SUV. She always
looked well put together: hair perfect, invisible make-up, tastefully dressed.
I was washing my car in the driveway. I liked my car, a Mazda Miata, but I fit the profile,
aging dude driving a small convertible sports car. No doubt, people thought I was in some
personal identity crisis. Actually, I liked driving sports cars.
The rich widow stopped and gave me her Christian rap about attending church, AA and
the sordid details of her life. I had heard them from her before, but I liked hearing her
voice, so I listened and concurred with her on most of her points.
Personally I disliked any group that segregated people: religions, yacht clubs, country
clubs, fraternities and the like. Ultimately, they would exclude, legislate against, or kill
anyone who didn't believe like they did. I wasn't so insecure as to need a group to
validate my worth.
I mentioned to the widow that an attractive female neighbor who had suffered numerous
personal tragedies was searching for a male companion. The woman in question was a
good friend and we enjoyed each other's company. We had many things in common.
—I wouldn't even entertain the thought of courting someone like you, said the widow.
—Why is that? I asked.
—Well, we might have a few good years together, but then your health would go and I'd
end up being the caretaker of you for who knows how many years. When you're dead,
there's no money left and I've lost years of happiness.
—I guess you're right, I replied.
When I mentioned that to my attractive female neighbor friend, she looked me in the eye.
—Yes, that's true. Otherwise I would have snatched you up in a minute.
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Removals
Her mother was worried. Her darling daughter’s breasts were not equal in size or shape,
not even close. The right one was full and maternal, the size of a grapefruit. The left one
was a lemon, with a protuberant nipple. The mother was afraid her daughter’s ballet
dancing career would be harmed by this asymmetry. After much discussion, the
grapefruit was reduced to a lemon. After failing to enter a major ballet school, the
daughter’s dancing career consisted of pole dancing in bars for drunken cowboys.
—Mom, you should have made the little one bigger, the daughter said.
At thirty-five the daughter found a lump in the former grapefruit. After many tests and
consultations it was removed, the former grapefruit was neither lemon nor fruitful, but a
raw flat space on her chest. There was chemo and radiation and much illness and pain.
There were tears on all sides. The daughter survived. She marched. She wore pink. She
volunteered for support groups.
The daughter’s brother was diagnosed with testicular cancer. His right testicle was
removed. There was no chemo or radiation, only pain. Afterward he stopped showering at
the gym and showered alone at his office or home.
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Cell Phone
"Hey, how are you?" she squeaked.
Not sure I wanted to hear her cellphone conversation three houses away, but I knew from
years as a jazz musician dope & beer do that to people, especially women whose
serotonin production rises when they talk to anyone, but more particularly women.
The squeaky high-pitched voice with constant OMG's made me think she was also doing
helium. She was in a type of rapture of-the-deep on terra firma common to the verbally
and medically challenged.
After hearing about Jack, the subject changed to Patricia and her love-child son, followed
by a slight at the local grocery store. Which led to the deplorable taste Amanda showed
choosing her bridesmaid's gowns.
I left that acoustic zone and poured a brain-deadening amount of what Hemingway called
"The best procurable Scotch." I retired to my battered Olivetti portable mechanical typer
and wrote this report.
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Woman Wanted
Wanted: Woman with wit, repartee skills, education and looks. Conversation, verbal
dueling and ??? Respond to Seeker.
Dear Seeker: Call me: 212 896-3459. Natalya
Natalya answered the phone.
—Hello.
—This is Seeker.
—Yes.
—You answered my ad.
—Yes, you are Seeker?
—Yes.
—Do you want to meet?
—Maybe.
—I want to check your brains. Are you sentient?
—Are you?
—I’m brilliant.
—Not if you advertise yourself on the back page of the Village Voice.
—I have no social skills. Since my wife died, I have lived alone for the last twelve years.
—How old are you?
—Old enough to know better, young enough to still perform.
—I’m young enough to have children and old enough to know better.
—You don’t want children?
—Depends.
—Aren’t those underpants for the incontinent?
—Do you watch television?
—Yes.
—Then you know that was Senator Bob Dole’s answer.
—No, I took care of a sick parent.
—What else did you get from your parents?
There was a long pause.
—Are you setting me up to kill me?
—No.
—Caution, that’s what I got from my parents. I’m like a gazelle on the Serengeti ,
cautious.
—Did they teach you that?
—No, I was born with it.
—Are you afraid of sex?
—Yes.
—Why?
—I don’t have an answer.
—Maybe you had a bad experience.

—Yes and no. I don’t know good sex from bad. I only know the hurt.
—Does that mean you have had sex without love?
—What is love? What is sex. How are they related?
—I don’t know. Were you raped?
—If having sex without feeling is rape, then the answer is yes. If sex without consent is
rape, then no.
—Did you have feelings for the partner, rape or no rape?
—I thought so, but I was desperate for affection.
—What is the most intimate sexual experience you’ve had?
—A wonderful kiss. To kiss is more important than sexual intercourse.
—You sound perfect.
—I have to see you.
—I work at Kinko’s on west 14th Street from four in the afternoon to midnight.
—Maybe I’ll visit you.
Click.
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The Rug
Marge bought the rug on-line. It was cheap, but she thought it would be perfect for the
small hallway between the living room and the dining room. Chuck unpacked it and
flattened it. After some discussion it was placed in that hallway.
—It doesn't look like it did in the ad, said Marge.
—Yeah, you have to look at those catalogs carefully. We probably should have bought it
locally.
—Well, I hate to bother you. I made the decision myself. I thought it was redder, not so
coppery.
—Marge, let's see how it looks in the late afternoon.
The both agreed that it looked better when the sun came at a low angle through the
French doors.
—Maybe we should keep it, said Chuck.
—I don't know. I'll sleep on it and see how it looks tomorrow. I think I should send it
back.
Since Chuck was a big snorer, he slept upstairs in the former kids' bedroom.
About four in the morning he heard the cat vomiting.
He came downstairs went in the kitchen took the kitchen wastebasket and a roll of paper
towels and went to look for the cat vomit. He knew it had to be on the new rug.
That cat sat with a guilty look next to a long fur-ball on the new rug. The liquid from the
fur-ball had seeped into the new carpet.
Chuck was having his morning coffee when Marge came into the kitchen in her
housecoat.
—We own the rug, said Chuck.
—What do you mean?
—The cat vomited on it last night. I cleaned it up, but there is a little stain I couldn't lift.
—I just walked over it and decided to send it back.
—Too late, now.
The cat rubbed against his leg purring.
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Night Sweats
The president snapped awake at three AM. He realized he was a serial murderer. Highly
trained and equipped killers on his orders were summarily murdering thousands of
raggedly dressed people in the name of Democracy.
A woman wailed holding a baby whose brains slowly dripped on dry barren ground. A
dog lapped up an errant eyeball.
The president slept alone, so he was solitary witness to the sweats that covered his body.
He dared not turn on the light. If he did, a secret service agent would enter the room to
see if he had some request. He closed his eyes and lay back down on the bed.
Images flashed. A man sat frantically reaching for his recently severed leg as he slowly
bled out and his eyes stared blankly at the Milky Way. A finger on the hand of the severed
arm twitched and then slowed to a halt. Blood turned the brown earth black.
A woman tore at her burning clothes until she was naked. Smoke smudged from her burnt
skin. Her screams kept rising in pitch. She ran in circles until bullets thudded into her
torso.
The images were not the horrors of large scale mechanized warfare, but small skirmishes
and battles with personal vendetta and betrayed loyalties fueling the violence. Two
soldiers held a teenaged girl as a third raped her. A bayonet across her throat silenced her
screams. A second soldier took his turn with her still warm but inert body.
The headman of the village was stripped and tied to a tree. A solider deftly severed the
testicles from the headman’s body. They forced the testicles into the mouth of the bound
headman’s wife
They stripped the headman’s son, cutoff his genitals and forced the penis into the mouth
of the headman. When he spit it out, they cut his throat and forced the son’s severed penis
into the headman’s bleeding throat.
The President gingerly felt his crotch for his parts. All three parts were still there.
The soldiers gather up the living and corralled them into the headman’s home. They fired
their automatic weapons on the people huddled in the living room of the home.
A soldier found a jerry can of kerosene and splashed it about the headman’s house. A
soldier flipped his Zippo and started a fire. Another soldier tossed a grenade into the
living room.
There were cries and screams. As the fire progressed a few tried to escape. They were all
shot multiple times.

The President left his bed and softly padded in circles around his bedroom.
—Mr. President, do you need anything?
—No, thank you. I am just thinking about the budget.
He wished he could look out a window, but the proliferation of drone weapons meant he
had to sleep in an interior room within a room. There were no windows and no view.
Yesterday a terrorist drone had killed his Secretary of State as he was driven from his
Chevy Chase home to his office at the Department of State. Last week, a drone firing an
exploding harpoon had killed the Japanese Director of Fisheries as part of the world wide
environmental “Die Like A Whale” movement.
The President took a sleeping tablet and lay back down on his bed. Bloody movies
flickered on his eyelids. Today he would address the United Nations with a proposal for
universal Democracy at any price.
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Fire
—You don't appreciate me. I'm a beautiful woman, talented and cultured. All you can do
is denigrate me.
—You know that's not true. I just don't think your mother ever said those things to you.
—What would you know? You were the pimply-faced guitar hero, the big frog in a small
pond. You were going to make it big in New York. What did you do? Stopped playing
rock and roll and started playing jazz. Whoever heard of a jazz guitar? You're a loser. If I
weren't a Rockette, we would be starving. I could be fucking a stage door Johnny and
living the big life. Instead I come home to an empty apartment, while my husband is
playing with Negro junkies up in Harlem.
She poured another glass of Jim Beam.
—None genuine, he said referring to the slogan on the whiskey bottle.
—Well, you're a genuine ugly fuck-up.
She went into the bathroom and slammed the door. He listened to her running a bath. He
knew she would shave her legs and underarms. Maybe she would cool down. He's
actually made $250 dollars at a recording session that day. He thought they should go out
to dinner. Now it was too late. It was always too late.
She was always clever and beautiful; he was always ugly and unappreciative.
She left the bathroom and slammed the bedroom door. He heard the lock close.
He had a small glassine bag of smack.
—If you snort it, you will get a high, but you won't get addicted, said the tenor
saxophonist who sold him the bag.
He made a fist and poured some of the junk into the dimple between his thumb and
forefinger. He snorted the smack into one nostril. He did the same with the other nostril.
It wasn't a rush, but he could feel the tension and wearies flushing out of his body.
Some time later, he stopped nodding and went into the hallway closet. There was a tank
of butane he used to do minor plumbing repairs. He went in the bathroom, locked the
door and turned on the water in the sink.
Slowly and carefully, he burned off the pimples. It hurt, but not as badly as it would have
without the smack. He didn't care.
She called the police. The cops forced the bathroom door. The ambulance took him away.
After six months he was released from the burn unit and admitted to the psychiatric ward.
—The doctors can repair your face, said the shrink.
—No, I don't want that.
—That's a problem, said the shrink.
He was released on his own recognizance three months later. He went to their old

apartment, but she didn't live there anymore.
On Christmas day he went to Radio City. It was a cold day with a sharp wind. He
wrapped his face in a scarf. He saw her leaving the stage door with a guy in expensive
clothes. He walked up to them.
—You want ugly, here's your ugly, he yelled pulling off the scarf.
She ran screaming down the street. The swain froze. Stage door Johnny didn't know
whether to punch him or follow her. Guitarman bent over snorting and laughing like a
hyena.
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Hair
I had a temperature of 105 degrees for five days. I lost all my hair.
The doctors said it would grow back. It didn't.
I'd been in hospital for four weeks. My girlfriend came to visit at eleven one night.
We had sex, but not like the old days. She left about midnight.
—I guess you got lucky, said the night nurse.
I didn't reply.
Five weeks later I left the hospital for my apartment. My key didn't work.
The landlady told me I didn't live there anymore. My girlfriend moved out and told her I
had died. All my belongings went into the trash.
—What happened to my musical instruments?
—I don't know. They weren't in the trash,” said the landlady.
I had no way of contacting my girlfriend. When I finally found her in a bar, she said:
—You're bald. You look like an old fuck. Get away from me or I'll call the cops.
I bought a bottle of Jim Bean and went back to my SRO hotel.
There were two ways out of the room, the door and the window.
The long drop looked like the way out.
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On The Death of a Friend
I heard today about your friend, whom I never met, though I know he meant much to you.
I trust he is at peace, even if you, a survivor may be confused and hurt.
It is difficult for me to properly frame my condolences. I only knew of him from your
writing and snippets passed to me by others who knew him .
I do know that when someone dies alone far away, one feels cheated.
As if the deceased were a wounded pet who has forsaken you and crawled away to die a
lonely death, ashamed by their own mortality.
As the days pass, I trust the light that you found in his being will continue to shine and
you will remember fondly that which made him a friend and lover.
That which hath been is now; and that which is to be hath already been,
Ecclesiastes
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The Coach
We sat in the weight room. The coach walked in with his clipboard and stood until we
were quiet.
—Listen up. Friday afternoon we swim the prelims for the state meet. This is the first
freshman team I’ve taken to state. I don’t want any of you men to even think about
touching your weenie. I don’t want your girlfriends touching your weenie. No buggery or
pillow humping. Don’t even think about it.
There was a nervous laugh among the group.
I want you horny and mean. We’re going to do a full weight workout. I want you too tired
to even think about sex.
Men? We were fourteen year olds, but to be called men by a coach who usually called us
loser short dicks was new, even complementary in a backhanded way.
The weight workout was a killer. We all left the weight room sore and tired.
The next day’s workout in the pool was so easy we thought the coach had lost his
marbles. No intervals, no pyramids, just an easy mile swim at 50% effort.
The day before the prelims we practiced starts and did some short interval workouts.
The men’s swim team practiced nude. Modesty, as is usual today, was non-existent. Only
Larry, our freestyle sprinter had a package that looked like a mature man. He also shaved
every day. Rumor had it that he was having sex with both his girlfriends. We had a vague
idea of what that meant, sex education being wild stories passed among peers. The female
pudendum was terra incognita. It wasn’t even clear that women wanted sex or knew that
your dick had two states, soft and hard. We had no knowledge of female sexual anatomy;
female desire, or even that woman wanted anything beyond car rides to free burgers and
sodas. Hollywood films were unclear to us on the role women played besides being very
desirable. Not being able to drive, there was no hope for finding out about the girls.
After the prelims, only Larry qualified for individual events. Our two relay teams,
freestyle and medley, qualified, but only because of Larry’s efforts as our anchorman.
The finals were Saturday afternoon.
Larry took a first in the 50 freestyle, a second in the 100 freestyle. He didn’t have it for
the relays. Our relay teams took a fifth in the medley relay and a fourth in the freestyle
relay. We had qualified first in both.
After the meet on the bus back to our school the coach berated Larry.

—You know why you didn’t have it? he said, his face a millimeter from Larry’s.
Larry didn’t answer.
—Because you’re a jerk-off. You weren’t hungry. You lost your manhood. You were a
girl. You’re not a man; you’re a fag, a weenie-whacking fag.
Larry sat and took the coach’s rage. The remainder of the bus ride was like a funeral
cortege.
Larry never swam for us again. He changed schools. He won an NCAA championship
and an Olympic medal in swimming. He had four children, all elite swimmers.
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Harris: TLFH

First Ending
They sat at a window table in McDonald's. He was grabbing a bite before running to an
orchestra concert. His wife had just come from the gynecologist and was toying with her
French fries.
—How can you eat this? she said looking at him with disapproval.
—Well, it's an hour's drive to the gig and I have to be there by seven. There's a short
rehearsal of the Shostakovich before the concert at eight. I just came from a rehearsal.
This is all the time I have for dinner.
—Why do you have to play the rehearsal? Aren't you coming in as a ringer?
—Yes, but in the Shostakovich First Symphony the principle clarinet has a major role,
and I've never played with this orchestra or conductor. It's a tricky part.
—I don't see why you have to eat junk food and save their ass. They should buy you
dinner.
—Good luck with that, I hope to come home with the check tonight.
—You better, there's no food in the house and I wrote the gyn a rubber check.
—What happened at the gyn?
—Not much.
—That's it?
—I decided to go off the pill, she said.
He didn't reply.
—Things that mess with your body chemistry can't be good for you.
She watched him grab a handful of French fries and stuff them in his mouth.
—Don't eat so fast. It's not good for you.
—Does this mean you're thinking of having a child?
—Good god no, she said, laughing loudly, spilling her French fries.
—So what are we going to do? I mean, I'm not ready to give up sex.

Harris: TLFH
She watched a motorcyclist back-pedal his Harley between two parked cars.
—Well, we only have sex about twice a week. We could set aside one night for sex. I'll
use my diaphragm.
—Didn't we do that already? The outcome was that you were constantly coming down
with cystitis. I don't think you want to revisit those days. I certainly don't need to be
making midnight runs to PDQ for cranberry juice or the drugstore for antibiotics. Besides
there are lots of times we have sex more than once a day.
He tried to find her eyes, but her gaze was unfocused.
—Well, we'll use condoms. I shouldn't be the only one responsible for birth control. It's
easy enough for you to jump on and jump off without any concern about the
consequences to your body or future health. I'm not jeopardizing my future health for
your short-term pleasures.
He stuffed his unfinished Big Mac and French fries into the paper bag. His stomach was
in a knot already worrying about the gig. He didn't need domestic discord, or some new
Women's Lib propaganda.
—Was this your idea, or the gyn's? he said rising up from his chair.
—Mine.
—You know you've made a big unilateral decision about our relationship. We're not even
thirty and you are suggesting we restrict our sex life to once a week. I'm not ready for
that.
—I want you to go to your doctor and get checked. I have the clap. My gyn demands that
you get checked. In any case I'm not to have sex for another month.
—You think I gave you the clap, his voice raising.
—No, but get yourself checked. I don't want to talk about it anymore. I'll walk home.
She took the remains of her fries and dumped them in the trash. She headed to the exit.
He grabbed his clarinets and followed her.
—At least tell me where you parked the car.
—Around the corner about halfway down the block. You'll have to buy gas.
—Thanks.

Harris: TLFH
—I probably won't be home when you arrive after the concert.
—What's that supposed to mean?
—I won't be home. I'm going to stay at Dorothy's tonight. I'll move my stuff out this
weekend.
He looked at his watch. He was going to have to speed to make the rehearsal. If he
followed her, there would be a public scene. Smart she chose a time and place where he
couldn't respond to her. He wondered how many endings there would be before their
marriage was finally over.
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Walking on Air
Nik Wallenda was going to walk a wire stretched from Sarasota Bay across US 41 to a
condo on Gulf Stream Drive. It was a beautiful late January day, but then most days in
Sarasota are beautiful. It might not be a good day for wire walking; there was a gusty
northwest wind.
An hour before the event, I left my 1920 American Craftsman bungalow in Laurel Park
and walked to the bay front. There was a large crowd gathering with many people
packing folding deck chairs, coolers and sun block. Shade was non-existent.
There were no places to sit. It looked like I would have to stand for over an hour. I
noticed that the sport fishing pier gate was open. I entered and sat on the concrete pier
with my feet dangling over the water. I was facing where Nik would begin his walk. I had
perfect sight lines of his route.
About five minutes before Nik was lifted by a crane up to the rope ladder that led to the
starting platform, a young girl, perhaps twenty, but certainly not more than twenty-two or
three, appeared.
—Do you mind if I sit here?
—Help yourself, I said.
She was wearing a thin low-cut sundress dress, not much underwear, if any, and was
barefoot. She had long, light brown hair that hadn’t felt brush or comb for some time. She
smelled of Patchouli oil. She acted as if she had been stoned hours earlier, but was now in
a mellow stage. She was druggie thin, but with a nice all-American-girl face. Her
winning smile revealed sparkling white teeth.
—Do you want to see Nik through my binoculars?
—Yeah, how nice of you.
—Please put the strap around your neck, I told her, we don’t need them falling in the bay.
I am a sucker for stunts like this. I always think that because I’m watching, this will be
the time he falls, as if I were the Jonah jinx that threatens daredevils.
It seemed prudent, I thought, that Nik postpone the walk until the wind died down, but
since this was a winter Northwester, there was not much chance of that. If anything, it
would become stronger and gustier. Afterwards, he said that the wind on the wire was as
bad as the wind on his Niagara Falls walk the previous June.
When Nik was about a quarter of the way across the girl handed me the binoculars.
—Wow, this is awesome. He looks like he’s walking on air.
—It is amazing, I said.
—This is real art, she said. I never realized the purity of waking a wire. On TV it all

seems so fake. Awesome. Really, really awesome.
She continued with her verbally challenged prattle for the entire walk. When Nik had
reached the end of his walk, I gave the girl my hand to help her up from her sitting
position. The back of her skirt was soaked. We stood and applauded like the rest of the
crowd. She put two fingers in her mouth and unleashed an astoundingly loud wolf
whistle.
—That was some stunt, I said.
—I’m so hot, she said with a purposeful look in her eyes, I want to fuck that guy RIGHT
NOW!
—Good luck, I said, knowing Nik to be a deeply religious family man.
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The Dog
They stood at the intersection waiting for the light to change so they could cross the
highway.
Suddenly Kate started to run across the road against the light. He yelled for her to stop.
There was a car without its lights on coming the other way.
There was a sickening crunch as her body was launched in the air. It bounced off the
hood and slid over the top of the car. Her dog yelped a half dozen times and was silent.
The car never stopped.
He ran across to where she lay. Blood was oozing from her head. Her left eyeball lay on
the pavement. Her right leg lay like a broken stick crazily twisted under her body.
He stood in the road trying to stop the traffic. A second car swerved at the last minute to
avoid her, narrowly missing him. It ran over her left leg with a pop like stepping on a
plastic bottle.
The light around the corner must have changed; a long line of cars was approaching. He
grabbed her right arm and pulled her to the gravel on the shoulder.
It was twenty minutes before a police officer stopped. An hour before an ambulance took
her to the hospital. The dog lay on the shoulder, road kill.
—Was she kin? asked the cop in a southern drawl.
—No, a neighbor. She has an ex-husband and two grown children.
—Do you know her name?
—Kate. I never knew her last name. We walked along the river each evening for the last
month or so.
—We checked your name. Your sister reported you as a child molester.
—Kate was hardly a child. She is sixty at least.
—Sex offenders don't abide by age, son.
—I'm older than you officer. Please don't call me son.
—I can make it real tough for you, sonny. Keep your yap shut.
—My sister stole all my parent's money. To protect herself, she reported all her brothers
as sex offenders.
—You Yankees think we don't know how sick you are. You think we're all sister-fuckers
down here. Pod people. We'll show you what we do to molesters.
—What about Kate. Isn't that more important.
—She's dead boy.
He sat staring at the hospital floor. The cop pulled his arms around behind his back and
cuffed him.

—Too bad about the dog. Those labs are great retrievers, the cop said as he walked the
man to his prowl car.
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Mocking Bird
There were always mocking birds around my house. I love to listen to their endless
improvisations of found sounds. One year a particularly gifted bird made his nest in the
vines growing on my front porch. I spent a pleasant spring day notating his endless
variations. He had an immense range and sang powerfully.
My girlfriend at the time would make a pathetic whistle to him when she left the house.
After the first day, he added a perfect copy of her imperfect whistle to his repertoire. As
happens with girlfriends, she left the next Christmas,
By now, it must be two or three generations of mocking birds later, but there are several I
hear who still use the ex-girlfriends pathetic whistle in their songs. The women come and
go, but the song remains.
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The Mitzvah
There were only two students in the sculpture class: an 86 year-old Jewish woman and
myself. The teacher was a genius from a third world country. He was considered a
master and national treasure in his native land, but he had no name recognition in the
United States. Since the master’s command of English was limited, he taught mostly by
example. We could not afford live models, so we worked from his sketches or from
photographic books of classic poses. Beside books of human models, the master’s library
had many books with beautiful photographs of flora and fauna. The master liked my
sculptures because I would sculpt the human figure as an abstract polymorph of a bird, a
fish, a flower or a musical instrument. Esther, my classmate, only sculpted female nudes,
usually older women in poses of depression or desperation. Esther was remarkably well
preserved, healthy, and possessed a sharp mind and memory. But she was deaf.
Without hearing aids Esther could not distinguish human speech. Occasionally she would
forget her hearing aids. When she did, my job as translator became even more difficult. I
would have to exaggerate my lip movements so she could read my lips.
Esther’s project was a triptych of three female nudes depicting three stages of
womanhood: young woman, middle-aged woman and a woman in old age. She would
take measurements from her own body for the old age figure; for the middle-aged figure,
she used photos of her daughter in a leotard. But she was constantly arguing with the
master about the proportions of the young woman’s figure. First one then the other would
go into sulk, or worse, a black funk. The tension in the studio was palpable. One did not
argue with the sensei.
After listening to a week of these arguments, I decided to take action.
—Esther, I said, my wife is at Sundance for the film festival, why don’t I take you to
dinner tonight?
—I have another engagement, maybe tomorrow night?
—Excellent. Give me your address and I’ll pick you up at six.
She lived in one of those gated communities that catered to retired college professors. I
met Esther at her condo at six. We dined at one of the better area restaurants with a water
view.
—Did you bring a sketchbook? I asked.
—No, should I have?
—You will need one. I have a new Moleskine sketchbook for you with a good selection
of art pencils and a sharpener.
—Why would I need a sketchbook?
—We are going to draw naked young women.
When I left her at her condo at 4:30 in the morning, she had filled the Moleskine with

hips, legs, breasts, shoulders, feet, hands, heads and torsos of young girls who were
strippers, waitresses, pole dancers and lap dancers at a half-dozen different clubs. It was a
busy and entertaining night. Most of the young women happily posed for her. Esther was
a superb draughtsman who worked rapidly. She received more attention than she had
experienced in decades.
At class on Tuesday morning, she propped up her 3-D drawings of a young woman, cut
down the sculpted figure of the young woman and began modeling the woman in her
drawing.
The master gave her high praise for the new version of the young woman.
—Yes, the hips are correct now, he said. And the shoulders and arms are a young
woman’s. The neck has the right definition. Her posture is correct. You have done some
homework.
—You know, Esther said, as we were walking to our cars, I was getting pretty excited
looking at all that young flesh the other night. It brought back memories of my wild
youth before I was married. I was known as a pretty liberal girl at the Art Students
League back in the late forties. I fooled around with a lot of guys. Some went on to
become famous artists
—Well, Esther you looked pretty good to me when I took you home.
—You should have said something. I still know a few tricks.
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Pharaoh’s Revenge
The first intimation that something was afoul was when his computer crashed.
He rebooted, but the story he had worked on all night was gone. WordPerfect eventually
recovered an earlier version. He had printed that earlier version. The recovered version
had misspelled words. The printed version was correct. He blamed the variation on the
crash. He spent two hours recreating what he had lost, ran the spell check and printed out
that version before saving it to two places.
The next day when he loaded the story, there were spelling errors and even missing
words. He closed the document and loaded it from the memory stick. The document was
correct. Fearful that that version would become corrupted, he ejected the memory stick
from his computer and loaded the original version.
As he was correcting the computer version using the printout as a master, he noticed a
pattern to the errors; they all involved the letter “e”. All letter “e’s” and “E’s” were
missing.
It was then that he noticed the first one. An ant, less than a millimeter long was crawling
on his computer monitor. In its jaws was a small object. The object glowed enough to
light up the mandibles of the ant.
Something was itching his arm. He looked. A tiny ant was working its way over his wrist
and up his forearm. It too had glowing jaws.
He killed both ants. As he was typing he noticed an ant crawling up his left hand middle
finger. It too had glowing jaws. He killed it. Something was itching behind his right ears.
He slapped at it. It was another ant with glowing jaws. What was happening?
He had been drinking vodka all night. Maybe it was the vodka. He shut down his
computer and went to bed.
At three in the morning he awoke. He sat up and had stars in his eyes. Maybe it was his
sudden movements. He rubbed his eyes and looked at the bed. Myriads of tiny points of
light were marching in ragged files over the bedding.
He struggled out of bed, pulling off the covers. He noticed his pajamas were covered with
glowing jawed ants. He tore off his pajamas. Floods of ants were flowing out of his ears
and nose. Tears in his eyes each floated a glowing ant onto his cheeks. His beard was lit
like a Halloween jack-o’lantern. Streams of these miniscule ants with glowing jaws were
exiting every orifice in his head. They streamed down his body and joined the army of
glowing ants on the floor.
He ran into the shower. The floor of the tub was awash with glowing ants. After the
shower there were no more ants.

It must be the computer, he said to himself. He went into his office and booted his
computer. A message came up on the screen: Boot in Saf Mod
He rebooted the computer in safe mode. Everything looked normal.
He opened WordPerfect and typed: Now is the time for all good men to come to the aide
of their party.
The display read: Now is th tim for all good m n to com to th aid of th ir party.
Where were the e’s?
An ant crawled out from under the e-key on his keyboard. Soon another ant crawled out
from under the e-key. Their jaws glowed.
He opened his story. Every e was missing. The story made no sense. It was a lipogram
with no meaning.
He started rewriting, finding words to substitute for words that contained e’s. Whole
sentences were deleted or rewritten. A story of hope and redemption morphed into a story
of diasporic immigration and loss.
His desk was covered with dictionaries and thesauri. The ants continued to file out from
under the e key. Now that he wasn’t using that key, the volume of ants increased.
Sometimes they crawled onto him, but mostly they trudged across his desk, their
mandibles glowing with electronic bytes. They walked in straight files off the edge of the
desk falling like lemmings onto the floor and marching across the room. They
disappeared into a nearly invisible hole in the molding.
In the morning he called his exterminator.
—Sounds like Pharaoh ants, said the exterminator, a loud laughing man with a heavy
Brooklyn accent. They were the plague of Egypt, thus the name Pharaoh ants,
Monomorium pharaonis, devilish creatures. Never heard of them attacking a computer.
Usually they like high protein foods. Cat and dog food bowls are a favorite target.
—I thought hard drives were sealed against even the smallest microbes and dust.
—I wouldn’t put it past these devils to get into a hermitically sealed hard drive, said the
exterminator. I suggest you call a computer expert.
—I don’t imagine an anti-virus program would work against ants.
—I can kill those buggers, but I don’t know about computer viruses.
He was afraid to ask the exterminator if they would enter a human brain. And if they did,
how one removed them.
Later that day he went to the Apple Store and bought a new computer. He took the old
computer and destroyed it with the building super’s sledgehammer. He loaded his story
from the memory stick. It was as he had originally written it. Now, reading the original

version it seemed fecund. There seemed to be e’s everywhere. He wished he hadn’t
destroyed the computer with the version of his story without the e’s. Was this a hex of the
Pharaohs? Maybe the ghost of the late Georges Perec, who wrote a whole novel without
using the letter e, was infecting him. Using Google he found another man who wrote a
book without using the letter e, Ernest Vincent Wright. His Gadsby was an extremely rare
collectors item and Perec’s inspiration. He wished he had saved his e eviscerated
lipogrammatic story.
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The Night of the Equinox
The woman abruptly closed her legs. The man pulled back, his erection rampant.
—What’s wrong?
—I just don’t want to do this.
—But we done it a hundred times.
—I don’t want to do it any more.
—With me, or anyone?
She hesitated long enough for the man to get jealous.
—You’ve got another man?
—No, I don’t think I want any man.
He was on his knees looking down on her naked body. Her breasts were like broken eggs
on her chest, her beaver a mask. He started to hate her.
She wanted him to leave.
—Please go.
—I should fuck you until you hurt.
—Please don’t. Don’t destroy what good we had.
He dressed and slammed the front door as he left.
The sheriff’s deputy estimated his car hit the tree at over 100 mph.
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Stuffed Shirt
It was the losers’ bar in my neighborhood. Beer was ten cents. A shot of bar pour was
fifteen cents. A dollar could get you blitzed if you shot gunned four boilermakers.
Depending on the bartender, I could get a free shot and beer on the house. The regulars
were mostly old wounded WWII and Korean veterans, industrial accident victims, or the
ex-wives and girlfriends of the aforementioned. I would go there when money was tight
and I only had a dollar to get soused.
My art was not selling. I was having a hard time reconciling my esthetic with the
financial facts of life. It was midnight, but I knew the bar would be open for another hour.
I put on my coat and walked uphill to the bar. It was snowing lightly, enough so the cars
spun their wheels at the uphill stoplight.
Only a few of the regulars were at the bar. It was before the neighborhood became
gentrified. Cigarette Joe was tending bar. He had a cigarette dangling from his mouth and
a lit one behind his left ear.
—Give me a pour and a draft.
—It’s better you buy a stubby than a draft, said Joe. You know the draft is wicked bad.
—I’ve only got a dollar.
—Suffer, but don’t blame me if you get the trots.
I put down three shots and three drafts. I could feel them working on me. I ordered the
fourth and looked around the bar. I had only been there ten minutes. No one looked
familiar. There was a small rough-looking woman sitting at a table. She looked plenty
drunk and well used. Her most outstanding feature was her huge breasts. Not just big, but
enormous, outrageously so. I downed the fourth shot and took my beer to her table.
—Mind if I join you?
—Help yourself, sonny.
Now I’m not a breast man, but these were marvels of genetic mutation. She was perhaps
five feet two and very slender, but she had these amazingly large breasts. They were
virtual Virginia hams of meat.
—You lookin’ at my tits, sonny.
I didn’t know what to say.
—Well, they are a bit unusual.
—These puppies are real, sonny. Ain’t no plastic or sil-I-cone.
—Oh, I believe you.
—Wanna see ‘em?
—Not particularly.
—Touch ‘em?
She put her hands between the straining buttons of her shirt and unhooked her brassiere.
It was one of those bras that unhooked in front. Her melons dropped a half a foot under

her shirt.
—Ya see. Real stuff. You can feel ‘em for a beer.
—Sorry I’m all tapped out.
—You that artist guy who lives in the garage?
—You’re lookin’ at him.
—You got any food?
—Can of Campbell’s tomato soup.
—How big is your bed?
—It’s the floor.
—Got a toilet?
—And a shower.
—Take me home.
—I don’t think so.
I left wondering what breasts that big felt like, but the drafts were working on my gut. No
time for research.
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Easter
Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, miserere nobis
Marge didn’t eat lamb or pork. Looking at the meat selections in the supermarket, Chuck
wasn’t sure what to buy for Easter dinner. Once he made ham, but Marge refused to eat it.
Chuck bought some vegetables and went home.
—What are you making for Easter dinner? asked Marge.
—I dunno. You won’t eat lamb or pork, so I don’t know what to make.
—Can’t you make ham slices with pineapple rings and brown sugar like my mother used
to make?
—I could do that, but it is so Eisenhower era.
—Well, that’s what I’d like, said Marge.
Chuck didn’t know. As a kid his family always had leg of lamb on Easter: Agnus Dei and
all that.
Chuck went to the market the next day and bought a small ham, a can of Dole pineapple
rings, sweet potatoes and green beans.
For Easter dinner chuck prepared: bland sweet potatoes topped with marshmallows;
green beans with butter; ham with a coating of brown sugar and pineapple rings; and an
industrial dousing of salt and pepper.
—This is the best meal you’ve ever made, said Marge, helping herself to another slice of
ham.
When Chuck did the dishes, he threw the leftovers in the garbage. The night before he
had made salmon almandine, sautéed broccoli rabe with pine nuts, rice pilaf with shitake
mushrooms and a kale and avocado salad. Marge hated it.
Chuck tried to remember if Easter was when Jesus was crucified, or if crucifixion was a
fact of married life. He remembered Easter celebrations came after all the pain and
suffering. Like Passover, it was a story followed by eating. Chuck never figured out why
Easter involved ham, or how that fit in with Jews and Romans, or for that matter
Christians.
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Breakfast for Ten
Chuck woke when he smelled cooking. Who would be cooking at three in the morning?
He felt Marge’s side of the bed. No Marge and the sheets were cool. Sometimes if he had
been drinking and was snoring loudly in his sleep, she moved to the couch downstairs or
to the daybed in her sewing room. He went back to sleep, but was awakened by Marge
exclaiming a half serious “Don’t”. Chuck decided to investigate, but first he had to use
the bathroom, though he had to wait for his erection to subside. He thought he heard
splashing in the bathtub. He slid back the tub’s glass door and saw two otters having sex
in his bathtub. They looked up at him, uncoupled and started frolicking in the half-full
tub, sliding down the sloping back of the tub and cavorting with each other in the water.
Chuck slid the glass door shut.
After urinating he donned a pair of boxer shorts, and went downstairs. The living room
seemed normal and there was no sign of Marge having slept on the sofa.
When he turned the corner and could see into the dinning room he stopped short. Sitting
at the dinning room table was a small menagerie. The table was set with their best china,
silver and crystal. His collie dog, Colin, was sitting at the head of the table. On Colin’s
right was a large Bard owl. To the right of the owl were a raccoon and an iguana. A large
Macaw sat opposite the owl. The two otters scampered between his legs and sat at the
table next to the owl. A mother opossum with three babies on her back sat opposite the
otters. There were two empty places. None of the animals noticed Chuck.
Chuck entered the kitchen. Marge was standing at the stove stirring a pot. There was a
large skillet with pancakes on another burner. Marge was naked except for an apron. A
half-grown bear cub was nuzzling her butt. Marge kept slapping his snout. When Marge
would bend over to put finished pancakes in the oven, the bear cub would lick between
her cheeks. Marge would push him away and uttered a restrained “Don’t”.
Christ, there’s a menagerie in my dining room and in the kitchen a bear cub’s kissing my
wife’s ass. I must be dreaming or drunk.
Chuck returned upstairs to bed.
When the meal was ready, Marge served pancakes with maple syrup, eggs, sausage and
bacon. Dessert was oatmeal with vanilla ice cream. The bear cub took blueberries from
the refrigerator and brought them to the table with a carton of cream.
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Arabic
I would see her at the gym in the mornings. She usually worked out from six to seven and
then took a Pilates class from seven to eight. She was probably a grandmother, but a well
preserved one. She had the hips of a mother and the usual dimensions of a well-formed
woman in her sixties. She had a Dutch-boy haircut and died blond hair. Her remarkable
feature was a perfectly round face with a ready smile and sparkling eyes. I noticed the
few times I used a machine after her, that she could pull some hefty weights. She wore an
engagement ring and a wedding ring, though I never heard her talk of a husband, either to
women or men. Many of the men of her age flirted with her and hit on her in an
innocuous way. She seemed to enjoy their attention, if not encourage it. I had never
spoken to her in the three years I had been coming to the gym, but then the mostly
conservative WASP population of the town, looking at my nose, thought I was some
crazy Semitic artist from New York City. Yesterday she was waiting to use a machine I
was using and asked my name.
—Jack. Jack Mahler
—Ah, you are the artist? Bill spoke very highly of you.
Bill was a politician I had befriended when we were in physical therapy together when I
first arrived in town.
—Well, I said, you know Bill is a politician and a lawyer. You can’t trust what he says.
—He says you are a good sculptor and painter. He has shared some of your stories with
some other members of the gym.
—Sounds like Bill.
—If you are so good, why haven’t I heard of you?
—You got me there. I’ve been hiding in Brooklyn all my life. But if you send me an email, I’ll send you links to images of my work.
—Is it a difficult e-mail?
—No. Here it is: jackmahler1 at nfb dot art. That’s an Arabic 1.
—Oh, she said, turning and walking away.
Later I could see her talking to other members of the gym and pointing to me and
mouthing, “He’s an Arab.” I thought seriously about moving back to Brooklyn where
nobody cared, or if they cared too much, they were considered extremists.
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DR Harris

DR Harris, Venice,
Italy

(Photo:Michel Redolfi)

DR Harris (Daniel Robert Harris) was born in Chicago in 1943 and educated at the
Eastman School of Music and Yale University. He worked for fifty years as a
professional classical, jazz and studio musician. He is also an artist with over 3000
works, inventor, and author of short stories, non-fiction and opera libretti. His novels:
Five Million Yen: The Nude Pianist, and The Judge’s Wife are serialized on Fictionaut. A
selection of other stories and flash-fictions can also be found on Fictionaut. His recent
published writings are: The Butterfly Effect, Mad Hatter Review #13 (Honorable
Mention: Million Writers Awards), The Audition, Eclectica, And How Was Your
Afternoon, Dear? PANK. He illustrated Ann Bogle’s Country Without A Name published
on-line by Argotist. As an artist he works in traditional media and also creates works on
digital mobile devices (iPhone, iPad). He is the composer of over fifty musical
compositions in a variety of styles and media. He has won numerous awards for music
composition, musical engineering and audio engineering. He is a recognized authority on
underwater musical acoustics. His personal website has other examples of his creative
work.
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