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I’ve been misused
And I’ve been abused
By those twisted minds with hungry hearts.
But now my soul is much too strong to be ripped apart.
’Cause Satan laughs inside of me
At Venus upon the sea,
And I’ve got to be free
To shoot for the stars and fulfill my dreams,
To uncover the unforeseen
Or forever burn in eternity.

Book
Of
Days

Blue Morning, Blue Day
an evil, demented, son of a bitch!”
"G od“Ohis my.”

“And I’ll tell you why Robin, you wanna know why?”
“Of course I do; who wouldn’t?........But I’m afraid to ask.”
“I’ll ask.”
“Okay Fred, go ahead. Ask.”
“Fine. Howard, why, as you so gracefully put it, is God an evil,
demented son of a Bitch?”
“Because he gave me the smallest penis on the planet!”
“Aaahhh, ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!”
“Oh, come on, you have to be exaggerating.”
“Robin….when I’m naked, it looks as though I have two belly buttons.”
“I think God compensated for it though with that nose. Hee-hee-heehee!”
“Yeah, go ahead and laugh jokeman, laugh away; Laugh while your
wife is having sex with black men on the front lawn, in broad daylight.”
“Hey, I didn’t write that joke! Fred handed that to me. Hee-hee-heehee! I wish I did, though. Hee-hee-hee-hee!”
“I knew I didn’t want to ask.”
The clock radio, sitting on the soiled shag-carpeted floor, blares out the
syndicated morning radio show on WYSP. A listless right arm falls on
top of it slamming the button down. The hand attached to the arm
fumbles about and finds a half empty can of Pabst Blue Ribbon leaning
against the radiator. Mahdakis takes a pungent gulp and opens his eyes,
acknowledging the dawn of another hapless, miserable day on this
wretched, grey planet.
It is past eight o’clock on a Wednesday morning. The birth-givers and
his younger brother, Pumpkinhead, have long gone to work…as most
responsible adults have.
Our hero stumbles downstairs groggily, and turns the TV on as he
begins to fix breakfast, a vegetable omelet with an abundance of cheese;
enough so to scorch the frying pan beyond color recognition. The
cartoon, Inspector Gadget is on; he watches with mild curiosity as he
seats himself at the lonely cedar kitchen table wondering if anyone ever
thought of making a porno version of Gadget, “Go, go gadget penis!”

But his happiness is quickly subsided, as he is once again smacked in the
heart with reality, and reminded that for the first time in four years, he is
with the absence of true love in his life. For whatever reason, he liked
being in love and having a girlfriend. Was it insecurity, or just an
overwhelming need to possess another person’s affections? It was good
that Jezebel was out of his life. But now he had no one else to blame for
his problems…and he hated that.
Lying on the table, to the right of where he is eating, is a yellow note
pad with writing on it. It is a song that he had started the day before
yesterday. There are only four lines written on it:
‘Lovers may go but new ones will show
As the faces change and the years go by.
But I’m too weak to smile
And I’m too strong to cry…’
He gives pause as he considers adding another line. In the background
he hears the desperate plea of a foiled bank robber being captured by
Inspector Gadget, who had used his Gadget legs to extend up into the air
another twenty feet, thus allowing him to walk over traffic. Mahdakis
thinks for a moment how that would really come in handy…as long as
everyone else didn’t have the same capability. Because then, you’d have
the same problem with traffic congestion, but just twenty feet higher
above the ground.
The twenty-year-old peels a pen up off the floor. The pen is covered in
some unidentifiable goo (most likely something Pumpkinhead spilled on
it last night while making dinner for himself at one in the morning while
stoned off his ass). Mahdakis adds six more lines to the would-be song:
‘As destiny pulls me away
Towards a much more cloudy day
And there’s nothing more to say…
..But to face the truth and realize
That it’s time to break these emotional ties
That keep me locked up behind cold eyes.’
There.

His work was done for the day. Still chewing his food, he gets up from
the table, walks to the kitchen and dumps the plate into the sink.
‘Someone will clean this up, they always do. Every day I put dirty plates
in here and the next day they’re gone.’ He turns off the TV and heads
upstairs to rub one out and take a shower.
It is almost ten o’clock by the time he is dressed.
There.
Two hours killed without too much thinking. But how to destroy the
rest of the day? His birth-givers told him he’d best find a job soon…..‘or
else’. He didn’t know what ‘or else’ meant, but it didn’t sound
promising. He had come to appreciate the comforts of a real home
(warmth, electricity, his own room, a toilet), and was in no hurry to
return to the lifestyle of living under bridges, in friends’ cars, and in
laundry mats as he had done with Carl and Floyd only a year ago. He
walked to his upstairs bedroom window and stared outside, deep in
thought, trying to remember the events of the night before…...

Crossroads

T

ony had picked him up around six the previous evening. There was a
warm twenty-four pack suitcase of Pabst Blue Ribbon in Mahdakis’s
bedroom closet, hidden there for some reason (and forgotten about) by
Pumpkinhead over the past summer. It would have to do for recreation,
as neither one of them had any money; Tony hadn’t gotten his paycheck
yet and Mahdakis had no paycheck anywhere in the foreseeable future to
get or not get.

“FUCK EVERY LAST ONE OF THESE CONNIVING, DIRT BAG,
CUTTHROAT, NARCISSISTIC, TWO-FACED, WORTHLESS
MOTHERFUCKERS! I wish them a slow, agonizing death and an
everlasting ass fucking by the devil himself in eternal fuckin’ Hell! AND
SO SHOULD YOU!” -Bobble-bobble-bobble.
Mahdakis was still amused after all these years by the way his friend’s
head continued to bobble after he spoke. Tony Ravioli was a short hairy
Italian troll who had befriended Mahdakis four years ago. He was thin,
and wore his black mess of frizzy hair down to his shoulders and wore
thick dark sideburns. His dark circling eyes always had a very piercing
look to them. Mahdakis lit a cigarette and turned the stereo down from
the passenger’s seat. “What was that? I didn’t hear you?” he said, trying
to upset him further.
“I’ll tell you this, there’s no God in Heaven as long as those repugnant
animals, you insist on calling friends, are still walking the Earth!” Tony
looked to his left and to his right as he took a drag off a cigarette. The
evening had wound down after four hours of driving around aimlessly,
getting drunk and stoned in Tony’s pickup truck, which was now parked
in front of the birth-givers of Mahdakis, in anticipation of him getting
out. They had a few things left to discuss however; it had been a week
since they last saw one another. “So how are all the dirt-bags, anyway?
Not that I care….I heard Snowy’s back.”
“Yeah….yeah, he’s back. I’m not sure where he was. Nor does he. He
seems to think that the government was holding him captive in some
clandestine underground chamber. He says they anally probed him.”
“Ha! He wishes!”
“Pumpkinhead and Floyd are still in communication with the aliens but
Pumpkinhead is no longer a super hero.”
“Oh no?”
“Nah. Too much red tape and political bullshit to deal with.”
“Mmm.” –Bobble.
“So he’s become a wizard now.”
“WHAT?”
“Yeah, he wears a hooded cloak and carries a wooden staff and lantern
around wherever he goes.”
Tony shook his head from side to side and smirked. “See what I mean
about these fuckin’ people?”
“Don’t laugh. They want to come up and visit you at your new place.”

“Why not? Sounds like some good solid entertainment.”
“I’ll let them know,” Mahdakis said, and then gave silent consideration
to his next words. “So ah….”
“Yeah?”
“Mm….you seem to be spending a lot of time, you know, with…with
Rizzo.”
“Yeah.” Tony took a likewise nervous drag off his cigarette. “Yeah,
she’s a…very cool chick. You don’t mind do you? I mean, you two have
been broken up for years now.”
“No, not really,” Mahdakis lied. “It’s just that….it’s one of the codes,
you know. You don’t mess with a best friend’s ex-girlfriend…..unless
it’s okay, you know…with everyone.”
“Right. Right,” Tony bobbled his head in agreement. “And I would
never do anything to jeopardize our friendship. Rizzo’s just a cool chick
and we just hang out, do lines, and talk together. Nothing else is going
on.” Tony was lying. He was slamming the shit out of Mahdakis’s shortlived, ex-girlfriend on a daily basis; sometimes twice, for the past month.
“Cool,” Mahdakis said, sounding relieved. “I still have feelings for her
you know. I’m not sure I could handle that.”
“Yeah, no problem. If it ever were to get to that point, I would
definitely talk to you about it first.”
“Thanks man.”
“So, how’s Nicki? I hear you guys are quite tight?” Tony said with a
degree of spite in his voice.
“You know….the same. We seem to hang around each other a lot just,
mostly because we’re both unemployed, I guess,” Mahdakis laughed
nervously. “I never really thought about it. In fact, I sometimes forget
she’s a girl.” Mahdakis was also lying, as he and Nicki (Tony’s once
long-time girlfriend) had just started to slam the shit out of each other on
a daily basis…sometimes more than twice….because neither one had a
job, so time was plentiful.
“Well, even if you were, it’d be just dandy with me. I have absolutely
no feelings for that bitch whatsoever anymore.”
“Hm,” Mahdakis grunted, and then quickly changing the subject, said,
“Captain H’s crew has taken permanent residence at Yogi’s now.”
“Good,” Tony said sarcastically. “I’m sure Yogi’s parents would be
ecstatic if they were still in the states.”

“But the word is that there seems to be some sort of tension within the
group since Hank recruited Bobby Bobo and Sham Rock. Maybe the
percentage of the cuts is the issue now. I don’t know. There’s also a
rumor that the AIDS has hit some of them pretty hard.”
“Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
“Dude!”
“Sorry if I don’t cry a river, but those people deserve at least that.”
“It’s a deadly disease; they could die.”
“Maybe they shouldn’t have fucked everything with a hole then.”
“It’s not funny. There’s no cure for this shit.”
“Good! And it is funny! It’s funny because those people have inflicted
all kinds of torment and suffering on other innocent people in this world
over the years…”
“Not all of those people you’re referring to were innocent either, I’ll
remind you.”
Tony waved off his comment. “Whatever. They run around taking and
living on other people’s expense…hard working people, some of them. It
just goes to show, motherfucker…there are no free lunches in this world.
Ha! Who knows, maybe there is a God after all.”
“You better hope not, because comments like that won’t sit well with
him and besides, I’m not talking about Captain H or Rad, I’m talking
about Lori.”
“Too bad, she’s a real piece of ass.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Maybe
she should have exercised better judgment in fucking partners.”
“Don’t forget, idiot, that we are all connected. Everyone that we’ve
screwed around with and vice-versa has screwed around with them. It’s
scary if you think about our social love chain.”
“So don’t think about it…become the weakest link and break away
from them...and the people they screw.”
“Nicki hangs out with them.”
“Yet another reason you should get the fuck out of here sooner than
later...and why I should remember to schedule a check-up soon. But the
point is, they wouldn’t care if it was you with AIDS….or be concerned
about their own health for that matter.”
“Probably not. But I wouldn’t be here without them, Tone.”
“Exactly!” Tony Ravioli looked impatiently away from his confused
friend. “And look where you are! Do you think it’s a good place to be?
Especially for someone your age?”

“I’m only twenty….next month.”
“But you won’t be young forever, and you won’t be able to take
advantage of certain opportunities later on, that you have now.”
“What fuckin’ opportunities, man? I’m a high school drop out with
very little knowledge of anything besides music and writing….oh ….and
let’s not forget, giving good sound advice to all of my friends; somehow
I can manage to do that, but I can’t figure out my own problems….And
there ain’t no money in any of that.”
“You do,” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “you do give great advice. So
pretend for a moment that you’re one of your own friends and give
yourself some advice. What would you say to yourself right now?”
Mahdakis took a deep breath and looked away with embarrassment. “I
don’t know…..shit or get off the pot?” He chuckled, “something like
that.”
“Okay,” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “fine.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “And
when the reason you can’t shit is because people are feeding you crap
that makes you constipated, whadaya do?”
“I know, I know where you’re going and what you’re trying to say, but
some of them are good people, and people I have come to love.”
“Dude, when you’re indefinitely locked in a prison with other inmates
you can learn to love them all. It’s called emotional survival.” -Bobblebobble-bobble- “The soul needs to be able to give…at least a good soul
does. Without that ability, it dies and the soul drifts, leaving the person
soulless. But here’s the thing - you aren’t in jail…you never were as far
as I could tell.” Tony took a drag off his cigarette and blew it out the
window. “Whatever your initial reason for wading in the dirty waters
with people who aren’t going to help you get somewhere is irrelevant
now. What you have to do is get out of there and into more prosperous
and promising surroundings. Learn something; it’s not too late. Christ,
you’re only twenty!”
“That’s what I just said! I’m only twenty!”
Ignoring him, Tony continued, “And now that you’re back home with
your birth-givers, it should be a little bit easier; maybe they’ll help.”
“Doubtful. They’re pretty pissed right now that I quit my job at
Ebenezer’s and can barely pay the rent. Shit…you know how I get
money for the rent?”
“Does it involve an old man’s penis?”

“No…although that may not be far off….I steal fives and tens out of
my female-birth-giver’s purse; a little here and a little there, and before
you know it, I have fifty bucks for the week’s rent.”
“So your female-birth-giver is really paying your rent. She just doesn’t
know it.”
“Right.”
“I thought you were working for Boodles’ brother, doing the power
washing thing.”
“Yeah…but it’s so intermittent…and I really don’t know what the fuck
I’m doing either. Thank God Carl is there to help out. And that’s what
I’m talking about; friends like him…helping me out and showing me
how to use the machines when I don’t know how to use them.”
“Carl’s a good dude, don’t get me wrong.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble“But he’s another one who also seems to be in a bad place surrounded by
the wrong people, and therefore being pressured into making some bad
moves. And as cool and nice as he is, unless you want a future in fixing
cars or doing outdoor work, he ain’t gonna get you where you want to
go. And that’s what you gotta start thinking about, Mahdakis my friend.”
Mahdakis turned his head and looked at him intently as Tony
continued…“Surrounding yourself with people who share the same goals
as you, and who are going to help you get where you want to go in life.
These people here are fine….some of them…but shit man, most of them
have only half the aspirations you do; some of them less. THEY DON’T
EVEN WANT TO EVER LEAVE THIS FUCKIN’ TOWN! Look
around, man. What is it you want to do? Do you still want to play the
guitar? Be a rock star or whatever?” Mahdakis gave thought but didn’t
answer so Tony continued, “Sounds like you’d better sleep on that.
What’s the matter, burned out from the scene? The touring? Not that
you’ve toured in a while, but…”
“Nah, it isn’t that. More disenchanted than anything, I just feel like I
don’t belong in the music scene anymore. I feel like an outsider looking
in.”
“Maybe you are. And if that’s the case, and you want to be in, well,
you’d better learn how to behave and dress the part so they let you in the
front door. Once there, maybe you can start to be yourself
again…whatever that is.” Tony was of course referring to the current
rock trend of F.A.G.G. Metal, in which male musicians were now
dressing like girls and playing one-dimensional rock and roll. “But if you

feel like an outsider then maybe it’s because you are, and if you are, then
it’s time for a change, buddy. Sorry, but you can’t be a heavy metal
martyr forever. It was fun while it lasted, but maybe it’s time now to
move on and grow up a little…find a new career.”
“You sound like Jezebel.”
“There you go. She may have been crazy, but she knew what she was
talking about; I always thought that about her. She just had odd ways of
talking…and no one….no one….not even me, knew you better than her.
So if she’s saying that you need to grow up, then maybe it’s time. I
mean, c’mon…how about a car? You need to get a car; don’t you think?”
Mahdakis sat in silence with his head hung a little, nodding in agreement
to most everything Tony was saying. Tony was right; Mahdakis needed
to change…drastically. “I’m sorry buddy, I love you and all, but you
need to hear some shit like this because…well, I’ll tell you what…my
life’s moving on with or without you and at this rate, I don’t see us being
the best of friends down the road anymore if you don’t start showing a
little self-respect for yourself. And not because I don’t want to, but
because our roads will just be taking us on different paths. And then it
becomes out-of-sight, out-of-mind, that sort of thing; you know?” Bobble-bobble-bobble
“Mm.”
“This hanging out in parking lots in a car shit’s for the birds now. I
think we’ve out grown that, don’t you?”
“Yeah,” Mahdakis confessed.
“It’s fun to be outdoors, but it’s also fun to be at each another’s
apartments drinking and smoking instead of at a beach parking lot,
worrying about hiding beers from the Park and Recreation Cops. We’re
adults now, let’s try acting like it.”
“Mmm.”
Tony looked at his miserable friend with sympathy. Mahdakis didn’t
have the birth-giver guidance needed to know how to handle these
matters, or even the sense to know that these matters existed so as to seek
the guidance in the first place. His birth-givers concentrated on the more
responsible, more promising offspring; Pumpkinhead and his older
brother, Skeeter. Skeeter had demonstrated responsibility by moving out
of the house early on and buying his own car, maintaining a job, so on
and so forth. He was back at the house now because of a falling out with
his last roommate. As in the past, his stay wouldn’t be much longer, as

he always managed to find another roommate or place to live rather
quickly. He was the oldest and a favorite because he was the first.
Pumpkinhead was the youngest and a favorite because he was the last.
Mahdakis was the middle, unwanted, degenerate, rebel son that neither
birth-giver wanted to deal with...or knew how to. Boo-hoo, boo-hoo…
“What do you say we go grab a pie and throw the empty box on White
Tom’s lawn?”
“That doesn’t sound very mature.”
“Come off it. It’s been our ritual for over three years now.”
“So has hanging out drinking every night, but I thought you just said
that we should be beyond that now.”
“We should be. Drinking too much will kill ya. But throwing empty
pizza boxes on a friend’s front lawn while he’s sleeping...that’s just good
clean fun.”
“Hm.” Mahdakis chuckled half-heartedly and said, “Nah…it’s getting
late and you have to drive back to Delaware City. Besides, it’s not the
same that White Tom and I haven’t seen each other in a while.”
“All the more reason,” Tony said with a smile. “To remind him that we
still exist, and we’re out here….doin’ stuff; let him know that we’re
thinking about him. Ha! C’mon, let’s do it!”
Mahdakis again, laughed silently.
“What happened with White Tom? I don’t see him anymore either.”
“He took a guitar gig up north, playing pop country type stuff.”
Mahdakis scrunched his face together in disapproval. “I’m not really sure
what he’s thinking.”
“Maybe he’s thinking that it’s a paying job, and he’d like to play guitar
for a living and since this was the only gig available……well…it’s better
than…..I don’t know…power washing houses or pumping gas?”
“Yeah.” Mahdakis nodded his head, rubbed his beard and his bushy
pork chop sideburns then glanced quickly in the mirror, aware for the
first time of their unsightly and most assuredly, unnecessary existence. “I
know what you’re saying.” He opened his passenger door and stepped
outside. “And thanks, Tone. I’ll take a rain check on the pizza.”
“Whatever. I’m gonna go grab me a small anchovy on my way out of
town and toss the box on his yard anyway. Ha!”
“That’s probably the right thing to do. You’re a true friend. I know it’s
not easy to shit on people you like, but sometimes people need a little

manure to grow. Most everyone else would have kept these thoughts to
themselves… and just watch me wither and die…..and are, I guess.”
“Don’t be too hard on them; given the credibility and social demeanor
of those degenerate friends; I doubt they even recognize there’s a
problem.”
“I’ll see you later.” Mahdakis walked up to the front porch door, still
rubbing his thick furry mess of facial hair, wondering why he had ever
grown the beard in the first place. He liked the mustache and sideburns,
but the beard was Jezebel’s idea and it, like her, had to go......

Zero the Hero

H

e was still gazing out the upstairs window, rubbing the patch of
smooth, bare skin where his beard once was. Now that he was a bit
more on the clean-shaven side, he was considering this to be an ideal
time to walk around town and fill out job applications when suddenly,
Pablo él Dente pulled up in front of the house in his Monte Carlo with
Frank Slate in the passenger seat. Pablo got out of the car and yelled up
at the window, “HEY, YOU WANNA GO GRAB SOME BEERS?”
Mahdakis shrugged his shoulders in approval and quickly met the two
of them at the doorstep. They did the stupid-secret handshake and walked
to the car. Also in the car was Pablo’s cousin, from Shelton, Connecticut
(Pablo’s original hometown as well). Shelton was a four or five-hour
drive one-way to pick him up, but Pablo liked his cousin a lot, and lately
had become disenchanted with his Norford playmates. He was trying to
better his ways…grow up a bit and depart from the nonsense. And what
better way to set out on such a journey, than to drive to Grandma’s
Liquor Store at half past ten in the morning and purchase alcohol.
Grandma saw Mahdakis and Pablo approaching the counter with a
twenty-four pack of Budweiser and began shaking her head. “You ain’t
going to put that on yer tab, are ya?”

Mahdakis looked awkwardly at her. “Ah…why?”
“Nope,” came the quick, stern answer. “You owe sixty bucks for the
past two weeks. You pay your tab now or you pay for that beer in cash.”
“All I have is three dollars.”
“Then maybe you should be out looking for work instead of getting
drunk.”
“Maybe you shouldn’t sell to minors.”
“What’s that?”
“Nothing…. we are. We are looking for jobs. This…this is for later,”
he lied.
“Mm-hmm.”
Pablo took out his wallet. “How much is this, Grandma?”
“Twelve seventy-five.”
“And how much does this scumbag owe you?” Pablo snickered at
Mahdakis.
“Dude, no. I can handle this.”
Grandma took out a yellow pad of her own, removed her glasses, and
studied it. She said, “Seventy-two dollars and forty cents.”
“Huh? That can’t be right; it should be around forty-five or so,”
Mahdakis protested.
“That girlfriend of yers came in a week ago and bought some wine and
a pack of smokes.”
“Jezebel?”
“The crazy looking one with the big hand bag?”
“Ahhh….she isn’t my girlfriend anymore. Don’t let her do that again,
please.”
“I ain’t seen her ’round since, so maybe she knows better; but
someone’s got to pay for it.”
“Okay, here you go; take it out of this.” Pablo él Dente handed her a
hundred-dollar bill.
Mahdakis looked down at the floor and rubbed his long tangled-haired
mess of a head. “Dude.”
“Too bad, Mahdakis; besides, consider it my good-bye gift.”
“Huh?”
“I’ll explain in a minute. C’mon let’s get down the street to
Southpoint.”
Grandma handed the change back to Pablo. “Yes sir, I hear there’s lots
of job positions to be had down at Southpoint.” She then looked at

Mahdakis gravely and waved her finger. “No more ’til you get yourself
together; you hear me, mister?”
“I hear you,” he said walking out the front door, the hanging bells on
the doorknob ringing as he did.
“What the fuck?” Frank Slate asked, as they got into the car with the
beer. “You guys have sex with her too? What took so long?”
“You just answered your own question,” Pablo said, backing out of the
parking lot and smirking in the mirror.
“Ah, that’s nasty, man. You shouldn’t have sex with old ladies.”
“Why not?” asked Pablo. “They’re people, too.”
“And besides, I owed her a lot of money on my tab…seventy bucks or
more.”
“It’s true,” Pablo confirmed. “I watched the front while they went at it
in the back room.”
“Are you guys serious or are you just fucking with me?”
“Do you know a better way to pay her back than to give her a nice stiff
one first thing in the morning?” Mahdakis asked. “Heck, I may run up a
bill every month!”
Frank Slate studied him, trying to figure out if he was serious or joking.
Fact of the matter was, anything was possible when it came to
Mahdakis’s sexual adventures. Most everyone had a strong hunch about
that. Oddly enough, those same people knew nothing about him sexually.
But he talked about odd sexual stuff a lot and presented a kinky aura, so
it was a safe assumption. The car pulled into the entrance of Southpoint
Beach and parked at the far end. As they all stepped out of the car and
onto the cold morning pavement of the Southpoint parking lot, Frank
asked, “Isn’t it all loose and slimy? You know, an old lady’s area and
whatnot?”
Mahdakis lit up a Tijuana Small cigar and said nonchalantly, “Makes
fisting a hell of a lot easier.”
“Which is something they require to really feel anything because they
are so loose,” Pablo added.
Frank opened a can of beer and looked back and forth at each of them.
“You guys are just fucking with me, though. Right?” He took a big
intuitive gulp.
Mahdakis matched his intuitive gulp and raised him a long pensive drag
off the cigar (something he got from Jezebel) and said, “Let me ask you

something…….would you rather go down on an old lady like grandma,
or a good-looking, well-built young man?”
“I wouldn’t like to do either, you fuckin’ weirdo.”
“You have to, or you’ll die…what’s it going to be?”
Frank scrunched his face together and said, “I don’t know…I guess the
old lady.”
“It’s going to be really, really nasty stuff up there,” Pablo’s cousin
finally spoke.
Frank turned around and addressed him, “You sound like you know
something about this.”
“Maybe I do, maybe I don’t, but I think I’d rather do the hot guy.”
“YO!” Pablo yelled.
“Me too,” said Mahdakis. “But only as long as it was hard and stiff.
Man, there’s nothing more unpleasant than a lifeless cock flopping in
your face.”
“Now you sound like you know something about that!”
“Maybe I do, maybe I don’t; what I do know is that neither of you have
ever gone down on an old lady before. If you had, you’d be quicker to
make the right call.”
“Can we talk about something else besides queers and vaginas?”
“That pretty much clears the table then; don’t you think, Frank?”
“Good, Pablo. I’d rather sit here and stare at the ocean in silence than
talk about this perverted crap.”
“That’s not an ocean Frank. It’s the Delaware River. So perhaps what
we need to discuss is some basic geography.”
“But it leads to an ocean, Pablo.”
“As life leads to death.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” Frank asked Mahdakis. “I mean,
what the fuck’s the matter with you?”
“I don’t know, maybe you long for your death.”
“Sure sounds that way to me,” Pablo instigated.
“You’re really sick in the head, you know that?”
Mahdakis shot him a reassuring smile and took another drag off his
cigar. This was how they played. Mahdakis, Frank and Pablo had been
having these silly conversations with each other for years now. Deep
inside, they all knew the other was joking…most likely, but it was hard
to tell as they always maintained obstinate poker faces. Mahdakis

straightened up and opened his second beer. “So what’s this about goodbye? What are you talking about?”
“He’s leavin’,” Frank explained. “Leavin’ us for good.”
“Seriously Pab? You’re going?”
“My old man up in Connecticut got me a job in a semi-professional
pit.”
“Diggin’ ditches?”
“No stupid…”
“Huh…that’s what I said too. Hey…Pablo’s Cousin, get me another
beer, would you?” Frank barked.
“A racing pit you idiots. There’s a small speedway up where he lives
and it’s a great way to get my foot in the door.”
Mahdakis looked confused. “What door? What do you want to do?”
“I wanna race dragsters.”
“Dragsters?”
“Yeah, you know, quarter mile track, funny cars with big ass tires in
back and sometimes a parachute that deploys at the end.”
“Oh yeah…I know what you’re talking about.”
“Right. Well that’s what I want to do.” Pablo put his beer down and
retrieved a pint of Southern comfort from deep within his coat pocket.
“To old friends….forever.” He took a sip and then passed it around. The
others took a hit off the bottle and nodded in agreement. Pablo then got
between Mahdakis and Frank and put his hands on their shoulders. “I’m
never gonna forget you two. I’m gonna miss you guys a lot, but hey…it’s
time to move on.”
“Why can’t you race around here?”
“Because he can’t get a break around here,” Pablo’s Cousin explained.
“He’s got the opportunity back home.”
“Yeah,” Pablo said, “and look around; there ain’t nothing good
happening here in Norford, man. Besides, I have family back the other
way; it’s not as if I’m going to be a stranger.”
“A girl, too,” Pablo’s Cousin grinned.
“Yeah, that too. I’ve been pretty serious on this chick, Kim…another
Kim, if you can believe it. It all just seems right and the timing couldn’t
be better. You guys have to get the hell outta here, too.”
“Not me. Huh-huh-huh-huh,” Frank Slate chuckled in his typical jovial
manner. “Check this out; I start working for the town next week.”
“You got community service to perform?” Pablo instigated.

“No, asshole. The town of Norford. I got hired as an employee. Next
week we’re going to go around and trim some trees in the rich section. I
got pension, health insurance, good pay, vacations, all that. What do you
think?”
“I think they need to make their entry evaluation examines more
challenging.”
“Very funny, Pablo. It just so happens that I know what I’m doing
sometimes.”
“Oh, okay. I guess sometimes always happens when I’m not around.”
“Sounds cool,” Mahdakis said, secretly envious. “I’m glad for you.”
“Me too, Frank.”
“Cheers,” Pablo’s Cousin said and they all took another hit off the
bottle of Southern Comfort.
“So this is it? You leave tomorrow or something?”
“I leave this afternoon, technically. But I’ll be going back and forth for
a few months so you should see me around, but just in case you don’t, I
wanted to tell you guys how much you have meant to me throughout
these strange years. We’ve been through a lot of bizarre shit together.”
“And the day’s not over yet.”
“Here, here.” Pablo took another shot of Southern Comfort and passed
it around again. He got the attention of Mahdakis’s eye and continued,
“I’m serious you know. The walls are crumbling down around here, in
case you haven’t noticed.”
“They’ve been crumbling…since day one. It’s a permanent ongoing
procedure, like widening the highways.”
“You’re wrong. These walls in Norford are crumbling, and soon they’ll
be on top of you. Especially with town employees like Slate now running
around.”
“Funny.”
“Have you guys been to The Station lately?”
“The police station?”
“I got busted over the summer,” Mahdakis said. “They added an
addition; a recreation hall for the officers.”
“That’s good. I seen some of those cops, and they could use some
recreation.
“It looks nice, man. But what’s your point?”
“Oh my God you guys are so out of the loop….not the police. The
Station is what they call Yogi’s house now.”

“Well why didn’t you just say Yogi’s house? Why do you have to be
all krypton about it, and shit?”
“Cryptic.”
“Whatever. You’re right, Pablo, it’s a real fucked up scene with
Captain H and them over there.”
“They’re all gonna die if they ain’t careful.”
Everyone’s attention turned to Mahdakis, who had gone silent and not
said a word about any of it. “What’s up?” said Pablo. “No opinion on the
matter?”
He looked up slowly and replied, “Who am I to judge? It’s not my
scene; that much is for sure. But what do I have going on that I can point
an accusing finger and decry another’s lifestyle sinful? They’re living a
life I do not want to live and so I stay away. I say ‘hi’ to everyone, and if
I find myself in the crowd, I play along and socialize, but it’s not where I
belong, or where I want to be. In fact, the lifestyle scares me. I don’t like
doing drugs to that extreme. But…everyone’s over there, so how can
everyone be wrong? Maybe we’re the jerk-offs for not going over.”
“I go over once in a while,” said Frank. “Yogi’s a good dude. The other
assholes get on my nerves, but we go back.”
Pablo put his hand on his friend’s arm. “Mahdakis, do you hear
yourself? Where’s the rebel I know? Where’s the restless artist? The
wandering soul? ‘Everyone’s over there…..how can everyone be wrong?’
Dude, where’s the Mahdakis I used to know that would crap all over the
sheep who know nothing else but how to follow other sheep to the
slaughter? Where’s the Mahdakis that used to have the balls to stand up
and say ‘I’m better than that.’…..whatever ‘that’ is. Whether you know it
or not, people are counting on you to be that Mahdakis of old and…”
“Not according to Ravioli! He says I need to change my ways and find
meaning, purpose, and some other dumb shit!” Mahdakis yanked the
bottle out of Pablo’s hand, did another shot and passed it around full
circle again.
“You can still change on the outside but be true to your nature on the
inside,” Pablo continued. “Just because some people around here have
given up on you doesn’t mean that someone out there,” he pointed all
around towards the sky, “isn’t counting on you; and they will need you to
be strong.”
“Someone out where?”
“Anywhere. The future, someone from the future.”

“Like an alien?” Frank asked.
“No, idiot; someone who has yet to make their way into his life. Maybe
someone unsuspecting, maybe someone he knows right now but doesn’t
give thought to, maybe someone he doesn’t even know yet.” Pablo él
Dente turned his attention back to Mahdakis. “Either way; when the time
comes, that someone will need the inner strength and determination you
used to possess to be the difference in their life.”
“Someone I don’t know would be nice. I would like something fresh
and new.”
“Yeah, well I’ll tell you this; unless you pull your shit together, you’re
not going to be of any use to that stranger you don’t know yet. And if
that’s the case, the stranger and you will just pass by one another never
knowing what could have been.” Pablo took a pause and tossed his jean
jacket through the car window. “Those unsuspecting people or that
stranger you long to meet? They aren’t going to give you a second glance
if you look and act like you do right now.”
“And how do I look and act right now?” He took another gulp of beer.
“You look like a drunk. Your hair’s a tangled mess, your clothes are
ripped, but more importantly, you come off as defeated. And that kind of
person is no good to anyone.”
Mahdakis stood up and yelled in his face, “THING’S HAVE
CHANGED, PABLO! I CAN’T BE THAT FUCKIN’ GUY
ANYMORE! So sorry…THINGS HAVE CHANGED, MOTHER
FUCKER! People like different things now…and I’m not one of them!”
“Whatever, man.” Pablo walked to the car with his cousin. They
opened the doors and got in. Pablo then turned and yelled through the
open window, “You never were one of them, dude; that’s my point.
That’s all I’m trying to say. That’s why we admired you.”
“Speak for yourself, I never admired him.”
Ignoring Frank, Pablo continued, “Because you were unique.” He
started the motor, pulled out of the parking space and leaned out the
window as he drove by. “I think it’s time you reinvent yourself; that’s
all.” Pablo poured the last shot of Southern Comfort down his throat.
“Build it and they will come.”
Frank and Mahdakis stood in silence, watching the car get smaller as he
drove away; both of them suddenly aware how much they had taken
Pablo’s everyday presence for granted. It was just expected that Pablo
(and all the others) would be back again tomorrow and the day after that,

and the day after that, a never-ending party. Meeting like this and
chugging beers as they had all done now for the past four years. They
never appreciated IT as they should have while IT was all happening,
and today marked some sort of the beginning of the end of IT. IT was
getting late, and people were starting to leave the party or move on to
new ones. Mahdakis and Frank were witnessing the end of an era, their
era, an era that, until that very moment, they never considered perishable.
You rarely ever do when IT’s happening. Life goes by real fast and then
one day you come across an artifact, or see something that reminds you
of a certain someone and you suddenly realize that you haven’t seen that
certain someone for almost seven years; this situation with Pablo él
Dente was to be no different. Frank wiped beer suds off the side of his
lip. “Build what?”
“Hm?” Mahdakis said, puffing on his Tijuana cigar, deep in thought.
“What the fuck was he talking about? What are you supposed to
build?”
“Oh…like a house….or a mission…..a store maybe. You know like a
place where people would go.”
“People go to the bathroom,” Frank said, anxiously shaking his leg.
“Why doesn’t somebody build a bathroom around here?”
“That would be nice, wouldn’t it?”
“What the fuck’s going on with this place? A park with no bathroom.”
“Piss in the river….it’s right there.”
“So that’s it?” Frank said with his back at Mahdakis, urinating on the
docks below. “Pablo wants you to build a bathroom so people will
come?”
“I think he meant something more metaphysical.”
“I’m not sure what that means, but my point is…you think he’d be a
little bit more specific, you know?”
“Mm.”
“I mean, why doesn’t he build IT? Whatever IT is. He’s so fuckin’
smart; he’s got all the answers. Why the fuck does he need you to do
IT?”
“Maybe he’s lazy.”
“That’s it, ain’t it?”
“I think it’s more of a figurative statement than anything.”
“A what?” Frank Slate turned around and zipped up. “Why do you have
to use big words all the time? Just say what you mean.”

“Figurative, you mean?”
“No literally. Literally say what you mean.”
“But you just said literally, so you know it’s the opposite of figurative
therefore you know…..”
“There it is again; that word.”
“Figurative?”
“That means small, right?”
“That’s diminutive.”
“Oh yeah. Figurative is large. Now I remember.”
“I think Pablo just wants me to get a grip on things and become some
sort of a leader again.”
“I didn’t know you were ever one in the first place. A leader of who?”
“Myself, for starters.”
“Listen man. That dude just pounded six beers and four shots, and is
hopping on I-95 for the next four hours. He ain’t wrapped too tight
himself. I wouldn’t do a damn thing he says. He’s a fuckin’ lunatic.”
Frank paused long enough to pound the rest of his beer and belch. “I
definitely wouldn’t build anything just because he told you to. Fuck him.
Why does he care where people come?”
Mahdakis was exhausted with the conversation and found himself
staring down at the docks. His attention focused on a ten-foot aluminum
boat with a small two-and-a-half horsepower outboard. “This boat’s
always here. Look at it.” He made room for Frank’s husky, lumber jacktype body to squeeze in between him and the chain link fence in front of
him. “I don’t think it’s moved in all the time we’ve been coming here.”
“Maybe it’s an emergency boat for the lobster trappers, you know, a
spare just to have lying around in case they come to start their boat one
morning and something is fucked up. At least they have a way to go out
onto the water and check the traps.”
“That makes sense….Or maybe it belongs to the caretaker of this
beach…park, who obviously hasn’t been here in years.”
“That could be. Huh…I mean….look at this dump of a beach; garbage
cans tipped over everywhere, glass on the sand.”
“Where is there sand?”
“Right there, next to the water; that’s the beach area.”
“That’s sand? I thought that area was off-limits because of health
reasons.”
“It was sand at one time. It’s like clay now.”

“This place is a dump. Beaches in East River are nowhere near as nice
as the ones we have in Norford.”
“Not even close. We’re lucky to be from such a place like Norford,
where people respect one another and each other’s property.”
“There’s fishing poles and a tackle box in that boat.”
“So there is,” Frank observed. “You wanna take this thing out and do
some fishing?”
“Let’s.”

*Muffin Man*
The Old College Try

R

ad snuck up behind Muffin Man, who had been seated at Yogi’s
kitchen table studying for the past two hours, and leaned over his
shoulder. “What’s this? More school work?”
“Yeah….what’s it look like?”
“I didn’t even know you knew how to read.”
“How to read….how to read? I graduated with good grades, dim-wit.”
“Dim wit?” Rad slapped him on the side of the head.
“Ow! Cut the shit.”
Rad was six-feet-tall with Norwegian like features (long blonde hair,
blue eyes, nice build) whereas Muffin Man was a five foot five, freckly
Irish-Italian wise guy with hints of red in his otherwise brown hair. The
table he sat at was not so much Yogi’s as it was Yogi’s birth-givers;
birth-givers who had gone off and moved to Prague and left the house
with Yogi. It was a hand carved oak table in a kitchen with hardwood
floors, which was all inside a modest colonial, cramped in between other
like modest colonials, making up one of the many plagiaristic suburbia

neighborhoods that plagued Norford, Delaware. The inside of the house
was dark due to the curtains always being drawn, and during the day,
most everyone residing at Yogi’s slept.
Captain H walked sleepily out from one of the bedrooms. He was
wearing leopard skin print Speedos and a cut off t-shirt with a yellow
smiley face. Rad observed his dark hairy round belly. “You’re eating
well these days.”
Ignoring Rad, Captain H asked, “Muffin, you’re really taking this book
work here pretty serious, huh?”
“Why shouldn’t I? This gig we have here is cool, but it won’t last
forever.”
“Why do you speak of such things?”
“Because…nothing does. I think we all know that; so I got to have a
backup plan, ya know? Something to do when this is over.” Muffin Man
looked at Captain H. “You should think about something else. I mean,
why not?”
“Yeah, right,” Captain H said, absent-mindedly scratching his behind.
“So what kind of future are we thinking about? Accounting, business
classes or some shit?”
“Ha. Child’s play, Rad. I’m going into law.”
“Come again?”
“Seriously. I’ve looked into it, and my grades were good enough to get
into entry-level classes at Widener.”
“Widener? Where all the preppies play?”
“It’s ABA accredited.”
“I got me some good anal there once or twice.”
“Were you pitching or catching?”
“I was the closer.” Captain H gave Rad a rigid glance over Muffin
Man’s head. “I don’t understand. What’s wrong with what we got going
on here, Muffin Man? I’m confused. If this,” Captain H gestured to the
books laid out on the table, “if this was a goal from the beginning, why
weren’t you doing it the entire time? Why waste everyone’s time,
including your own, pretending you wanted to live the high life with us?”
Muffin Man turned around and clasped his hands. “Because I didn’t
know I wanted to do this. I also never thought I had the grades to get into
a decent college. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I don’t have delusions of
being appointed to the bench or anything. Best-case scenario, I probably

end up as some sort of sleazebag ambulance chaser if I’m lucky. Or
maybe a public defender who defends guys like us.”
“We would need someone with more than ambulance chasing
capabilities.”
“I didn’t mean me.”
“But someone.”
“Someone…right.”
Captain H put his hand over his mouth and stared skeptically at Muffin
Man. “Why are we going to need a lawyer?”
Muffin Man scratched his ear and grinned nervously. “Well, I didn’t
mean….right now. But sooner or later we might. It just seems like it’s
been too easy lately, you know? Everything falls in our lap. I can’t
explain it, but I’m not comfortable with it.”
“And this makes you nervous.”
“Yeah….you know….like a calm before the storm.”
“A calm before the storm…..so now you’re a meteorologist?”
“Not quite, but my gut says that our luck is running out on us…..maybe
years from now….maybe today…”
“Today???”
“…maybe there’s nothing to worry about whatsoever. But I think if I
have an opportunity to try and make a move into a more legitimate
career, even if it’s just a paralegal or some dumb shit, that I should.”
“They make good money…paralegals.”
“Maybe I’ll do real estate instead.”
“Easy money.”
“Either way, I should take the chance. Don’t you think?”
“I suppose,” Captain H said, rubbing his chin with suspicion. “But
life’s about destiny, Muffin my man, and if you were destined to be
something other than a thief, you would have been that other something
by now, don’t you think?”
“I only just turned twenty-one.”
“It’s not the years, it’s the mileage.”
“Okay.”
“If you were destined for another calling, you wouldn’t be here,
Muffin. I fear that perhaps you are dreaming too big and setting yourself
up for a heartbreak. I would just hate to see that happen.”
“Maybe I’ll fail, sure; but I have to give it a try. It would make my
birth-givers proud. Ya know?”

“Yeah. I know,” Captain H said, as he pat Muffin Man on the left
shoulder and walked slowly behind him and back to the bedroom, giving
Rad another stern look again as he did.
Rad nodded. “Alright then, let’s leave Studious Steve alone here so he
can concentrate.” Then he too, pat Muffin Man on the same shoulder as
he followed Captain H down the hallway to the bedrooms.
“I don’t like it; what’s he up to?”
“He wants to get an education. And like he said, this won’t last forever;
and he’s right.”
“How so, exactly?”
Rad raised his eyebrows in a questioning manner. “Have we given any
thought to perhaps moving out of Yogi’s here, or are we going to become
permanent fixtures like that lamp?”
“Please, one thing at a time. You don’t like it here?”
“It’s not our place. It’s cool to come here sometimes and put the flame
to the pipe, shoot some pool, or feed some dogs, but we need our own
headquarters again. While we’re at it, some new turf to concur wouldn’t
be a bad idea either.”
“You trying to tell me something?”
“Yeah! It’s starting to feel a little complacent around here! Everyone’s
getting a little too comfortable for my liking!”
“Calm down.”
“Jesus Christ, Hank, we haven’t done any serious exploration since the
Big Man cut ties with us last spring.”
Captain H walked over to the sliding glass doors, shoved his fist down
the front of his leopard skin Speedos and mindlessly began yanking on
himself while admiring his reflection, a move that wasn’t missed by the
Spanish pool cleaners just fifteen feet in front of him. “Why now
though? That’s what irks me. It’s like he knows something’s going to
happen.” Captain H mindlessly rubbed his erection against the glass door
as the pool cleaners watched on in dismay. “I don’t trust people who read
books. They think too much….What’s the saying? ‘It’s the thought that
killed the man’?”
Rad cleared his throat, grabbed a newspaper from the nightstand and
threw it at Captain H. “Maybe he’s reading newspapers. I don’t know if
you’re into reading these things or not, but Gary from Deephole?”

“Yeah.” Captain H picked the paper up abruptly, his eyes scanning
frantically.
“Some of his top guys were caught in a sting last week out in Penns
Grove. He got away, but they got a lot of his crew. It looks like they may
start to sing to avoid serious jail time.”
“Okay, but what’s that got to do with us?” Captain H tried to wave it
off.
“Because it was a federal bust, and these things usually happen in pairs.
I doubt that they would go after Gary Novak and not us, when we’re
generally in the same area, you know?”
“Right. Making the best of government resources and all that.”
“So maybe Muffin’s on to something; maybe we will need a lawyer
soon, one that we can trust.”
“Damn it!”
Rad rubbed his chin and looked down at Captain H, a pose his
intimidating height made unavoidable. “I do agree with him in that things
have been a little too easy around here lately, don’t you?”
“Mmm. They have.”
“Almost like a trap has been laid.”
“You think we should lay low for a little while?”
“A long while.” Rad pulled a pear out of his pocket and began chewing.
“And at our own residences. Residing here….all of us, at the same time
is…it’s like waiting for a net to be thrown on top of us. We’re sitting
ducks, Hank.”
“You’re right. Let’s pack it up.”’
“When?”
“Right now!” Captain H slipped on some pants then began emptying
the dresser drawers in a fury while Rad followed suit on his side of the
room. A sudden sense of urgency and panic came over them. It was the
first sobering moment either of them had had in a while. “But let’s keep
a good eye on Muffin.”
“For God’s sake, he’s just fuckin’ studying! Trying to get an
education!”
“I don’t like education.”
“You don’t like education?”
“It convolutes the thought process.”
“I see.”
“You two are tight. Just let me know if he does anything weird.”

Rad took another bite of his pear. “Anything weird? He’s been doing
weird things nonstop for the past eight years. This is the first non-weird
thing he’s done!”
Captain H pointed his finger up at Rad’s face. “I don’t trust him
anymore!”
“Fine,” Rad said, not taking his eyes off him. “I’ll keep an eye on
him…I’ll watch him like a hawk…CAPTAIN!”
Captain H turned around and resumed to his packing. “Good.”
Rad was still gnawing at his pear, contemplating, staring intently at
Captain H’s back.

Take Me to the River

I

t was a cool autumn day without a cloud in the sky; the sun beat
down hard upon Frank and Mahdakis who drifted ever so casually
down the Delaware, powering the motor only once in a while to change
their fishing location. They had poles in the water with lures tied to them.
Mahdakis caught an eel at one point but threw it back. Other than that,
neither one of them had more than a couple of modest bites. They were
content nonetheless. Frank grabbed a pole, reeled it in, and said
nonchalantly, “Where are we, anyway? You know we should be hugging
the shore more instead of floating way out here. We can get lost this
way.”
“Nah,” Mahdakis assured him as he pointed behind Frank’s back. “That
right there is Moss Island which means Purchase Shore would be right
around the corner. When we get there we’ll turn around and head back.”
“Yeah that’s cool. Maybe we should stop at Moss Island and get some
gas. They have a filling station on the docks.”
“Fuck it.”
“I don’t know man, this tank’s pretty low. And who knows if this
gauge is even right.”

“So maybe it’s full.”
“I doubt it. And whatever is in this tank is probably not very fresh.”
“You plan on drinking it, or something?”
“No, smartass! It’s just that it won’t last as long.”
“Whatever…we got any beer left?”
Frank considered his fishing pal for a moment. “You know, Pablo’s
right; you got a bad attitude…and you drink too much.”
“Me? What about you? You’re the one who…”
“And you interrupt people all the time! Stop it! Now…what I’m sayin’
is…you seem to have your priorities all miscombobulated and whatnot.
You know? Like, here we are drifting around aimlessly, about to run out
of gas, and all you want is another beer. Huh-huh….that’s funny and all,
but not really….Huh-huh-huh-huh. Actually, it really is. Huh…but
seriously man, I mean, we gotta start worryin’ about shit once in a while.
Don’t you think?”
“I guess.”
Mahdakis was despondent and Frank took a stab at his friend’s spiritual
ailment. “You still hung up on her or somethin’?”
“Jez?” Mahdakis displayed an exaggerated face of disgusted surprise.
“Dude, I’m long over that. She’s got a new life with Petunia and
whatnot. I don’t care. But the experience killed me, man. She ripped my
fuckin’ heart out. And what bugs me is, I don’t think I’m ever going to
be able to love like that ever again….at least not as much.”
“And that bugs you, huh?”
“Yeah Frank, because somewhere out there is someone deserving of the
love I gave to Jezebel but now that I’ve given it, I’ve very little left to
give to that special someone….if there is such a thing.”
“There is. And you’re worried about nothing because love is
recycabubble, you know? Like it never goes away or disappears, you
know….like how molecules change into all sorts of stuff, but never
dissipate?” Mahdakis listened as they drifted into the Moss Island port.
Frank wasn’t the brightest bulb, but he meant well and he had a big heart.
Most of the time, the words he didn’t know how to say, were more
pertinent and relevant than the succinctly spoken, but otherwise insincere
words of others. “You just got to wait until your heart gets fueled up
again. You’ll have plenty to give then. This is just a…a temporary thing,
or whatever. Reinvent yourself, like asshole said. That’s not a bad idea
for any of us. I’m thinking of doing it starting tomorrow.”

“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah. But I’ll be damned if I’m gonna build anything for people to
come in.”
With the motor sputtering, it was painfully obvious to them that the
time had flown by much faster than they thought, as they suddenly
became aware that they were not pulling into the Moss Island Port. Had
either one of them possessed the sobering observation to realize that they
had gone under the twin, eight-lane Delaware Memorial Bridge that
connects Delaware to New Jersey, eleven miles past their destination,
they could have been able to turn back an hour earlier. But they were too
drunk, and now they were screwed. “There’s no pumps here dude.”
“No shit there’s no fuckin’ pumps here dude!” Frank yelled. “Where
the fuck are we? Did we pass under the Memorial?”
Mahdakis thought for a moment. “You know I seem to remember going
under something.”
“Why didn’t you say something? That’s way out of our way!”
“I was deeply engaged in enlightening conversation with an
acquaintance of mine.”
“Stop being so fucking flipper, or whatever. We’re lost. And this
thing’s officially out of gas. How the fuck did we get way down here so
fast?”
“We’ve been out here for three hours.” Mahdakis grabbed one of the
oars and looked to his right. “Damn it.” Not only had they unknowingly
drifted too far down the river, but they also managed to, unknowingly,
drift across it as well. “That’s Delaware, way over there.”
“That’s where we want to go.”
Then Mahdakis looked to his left. “But we’re right here, on land
somewhere in Jersey; I say we row ashore and call someone to come and
get us.”
“How are they going to get us if we don’t know where we are, stupid?”
“Let’s just row towards that patch of sand. Maybe there’s a sign.”
Indeed, there was a sign that was readable as they approached the
shore. They had drifted sixteen miles down and across the river to Fort
Apple New Jersey State Park. There would be a pay phone nearby and he
could call Nicki to come and pick them up. She would be pissed, but
delighted just the same, as it would give her something to do on an
otherwise boring day. As they approached the shore, they pulled the

motor up and dragged the boat onto the sand of a freshly combed beach.
Mahdakis took off the thin tennis headband he had been wearing to keep
the hair out of his eyes. Frank burst into laughter and pointed at his head.
“HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA! Dude! Look at your forehead!”
“What’s the matter?”
“Your face is beat red, man.”
“The sun is out. I burn easy. It’ll go away in a month or two.”
“Yeah, but you have a big white stripe going across your forehead,
where your band was. Ha-Ha-Ha-Ha! That ain’t going away any time
soon, buddy. Ha-ha-ha-ha.”
“Shit.”

Dust in the Wind
umpkinhead put the 1978 Chevy station wagon in park as Kim
P
Scungilli and Polly Waggle stepped out to stretch on the gravel
driveway. As they did, Snowy McPeet came hastily out the garage door
of his grand-birth-givers, who let him live rent-free in a loft bedroom
above it. “What the fuck….” Cough-cough-cough, Shake-shake-shake
“What the fuck is this?” he said, hacking up red and yellow fluid, and
then spitting it on the ground. “What happened to your el Camino there,
Cheech?”
Pumpkinhead raised an eyebrow and spoke, “Ancient history bro….that
motor went months ago, man.”
“You couldn’t fix it?”
“Carl and Floyd tried to drop a new motor in for me, but something
went wrong……fuckin’ car went up in flames and shit.”
“Ha-ha-haaaaaa! Why am I not surprised?”
“It wasn’t funny man; we could’ve all died, yo.”
“You’re right. It’s wrong of me to laugh at your pain…..Ha-hahaaaaaa! Hey,” Cough-cough-cough “you’ve changed. There’s

something different about you.” Snowy was observing Pumpkinhead’s
attire, which consisted of nothing more than a hooded grey cloak and
sandals on his feet. “But I’ll…” Cough-cough-cough, “but I’ll be damned
if I can put my finger on it.” Cough-cough-cough, Shake-shake-shake.
“It’ll come to you.”
“Are you alright?” Polly asked Snowy.
“Oh he’s fine,” Kim said coolly. “It’s just par for the course with him;
you’ll get used to it.”
Polly Waggle was new to the scene; she hadn’t hung out with Snowy
McPeet and therefore wasn’t used to the way his body shook
uncontrollably like an epileptic (most likely do to the drugs and well
deserved extreme nervousness that riddled him), nor was she accustomed
to his incessant coughing (most likely due to his chain-smoking, which
most likely stemmed from his well deserved extreme nervousness in the
first place). Snowy was a bizarre looking specimen. He had brown eyes
and light brown skin. He was not African-American, South American or
Italian. He was just dirty looking…perhaps a little Bohemian in him. His
hair was frizzy and light brown and sat on top his head indifferently. It
was a bad New Wave haircut that looked like a raccoon had curled up
and gone to sleep on his head, its tail dangling down in front of his face.
He lit up a cigarette and took a drag, as he always did, between most of
his words (inhale-exhale) “Par for the course, my ass.” (inhale) “I’m
dying over here and no one gives a slimy rat’s ass,” Shake-shake-shake
“diagnosed with six ulcers, a benign tumor in my stomach, and
now….my doctor says he thinks I’m going blind.”
“See? All that jerking off’s caught up with you now.”
“Very funny, Kim.” (exhale) “But the sad truth of it is, there’s no
mercy for the wicked.”
“Rest. It’s no rest for the wicked.”
“Hey. Whatever the fuck it is,” Shake-shake-shake “I just ain’t gettin’
any.”
“That explains all the jerking off, I guess.”
(inhale-exhale) “And they wonder why so many comedians are in the
unemployment line.”
“Who?”
“What?”
“Who wonders?…Specifically, I mean?”
“Wonders what?”

“Why they’re in the unemployment line.”
“People! People wonder! I don’t know….it’s just a saying.”
“I’ve never heard it before.”
“Yeah, me neither. Have you, Polly?”
“Not really. Is it a Canadian thing?”
“Aaahhhh!!!!! Why are you people here? And when did you become
the ball-busting crusade?”
“Calm down, dude. We’re just fucking with you.”
“Calm down? I’m about ready to have a stroke….but then again that
would just be ‘Par for the course’ huh Kim? Can you believe these
insensitive wiseasses, Polly?” (exhale) “Or is it Holly?”
“It’s Polly, dickface.”
“Polly Dickface? What’s that, like German?”
“My God. You don’t look well,” said Polly. “Maybe you should be
lying down.”
“No,” said Kim, “that might tempt him to start jerking off, and we
wouldn’t want his sight to get any worse.”
“Up yours. Here, spark this up,” Snowy handed a joint to
Pumpkinhead.
“Guys! He’s in bad shape; don’t make fun.”
“Polly, he’s fine,” Pumpkinhead assured her with a grim look as he
took a hit off the joint.
“Really fine there, Pumpkinhead! I’d like to see one of you
wisenheimers endure the physical and emotional torment I’ve endured
this past year or so!”
“Where have you been, anyway? I haven’t seen you around forever,”
Kim asked, taking a hit off the joint.
Shake-shake-shake “I’ll tell you where …I’ll tell ya” (inhale) “but
you’ll never believe me.”
“We don’t believe anything you say anyway, so you might as well,”
Kim handed the joint to Polly Waggle.
“Yeah, yo...at least it’s something to talk about while we drive. C’mon,
let’s get going.” Pumpkinhead motioned to the car. “You can tell us on
the way to The Beer Factory.”
Snowy got into the wagon, as everyone did, rolled down the window,
took a long nervous drag off his cigarette, and exhaled it out the window
before continuing. “Okay, it’s like this…and remember, what I’m about
to tell you is highly classified. You can’t tell a soul. Is she cool?” Snowy

pointed at Polly Waggle; the petite, beautifully big-nosed blonde with the
mouth of a truck driver.
“I’m cool,” she confirmed and handed him back the joint.
“Okay then. Your word’s all I need.” Snowy continued, “It’s like
this…God, I don’t know where to begin…..I mean, it’s bad enough we
have to pay these fuckers taxes, but now these scumbag cocksuckers
have gone too far. They came and took me away…kidnapped, I was!
Against my will!”
“Aren’t all kidnappings against a person’s will?” Polly asked.
“Yeah man, it wouldn’t be very sporting otherwise,” Pumpkinhead took
the joint from Snowy.
“Who kidnapped you?” Kim asked.
“Who? Who do you think? The…
“The government,” Pumpkinhead interrupted. “He thinks the
government kidnapped him and held him hostage for six months.”
“THEY DID! And they ANALLY RAPED ME ON A DAILY
BASIS!”
Kim looked at him with severe suspicion and took a slug of Jack
Daniels. “You sure you weren’t having a wet dream?”
“He-he-ha-ha-huh!” (snort), Polly laughed.
“It’s not funny, you dumb little whore.”
“HEY!”
“Give her another hit off that joint, will ya Kim? She needs to calm
down.” Snowy then looked over at Pumpkinhead. “How the hell did you
know what happened to me, anyway?
Pumpkinhead thought, “Mmm…Floyd told me.”
“How the hell did Floyd know? I don’t associate with that loser.”
“He heard it from Frank Slate.”
“Christ! I don’t hang out with that asshole either; (exhale) “he’s twice
as stupid. How’d he know?”
“Well, Frank hangs out with Cannoli.”
“Cannoli?? How the hell does she know? I thought she didn’t hang
around anymore.”
“Ya got me.”
“The only person I told so far was your brother,” (inhale-exhale) “and
you know why I told him?”
“Mm,” Pumpkinhead was uninterested.
“Because he can keep a secret! Unlike you ungodly farfanooogins.”

Truth of the matter was, Cannoli knew because her college roommate
at Princeton University, Charlotte Cummings, told her so. Charlotte
knew because Mahdakis told her so during one of their latest secretive
sexual trysts. But because nobody knew that Mahdakis was fucking
Charlotte, they could not put two and two together.
“Alright…anyway…can we focus on getting the beer?” Kim pleaded.
“Yeah man, where’s this fuckin’ beer?” Polly pleaded to know.
“Hold up; I’m not done with my fuckin’ story!”
“What story? The kidnapping thing?”
“Yeah, that! Jesus Christ, Kim, it doesn’t happen every day ya know.”
“Fine,” Kim said, irritated. “So the government took you away, fucked
you in the ass and then brought you back. So you’re here now. What’s
more to the story than that?”
“What’s more? Aren’t you the least bit concerned as to why?”
“Not really. Who has that joint?”
“Right here dude,” Pumpkinhead reached into the back seat while still
driving and handed it to her.
“Do you know why they kidnapped and tortured me?”
“Hey dude, are we getting a keg, or are we going to get some cases
instead?” said Pumpkinhead, struggling to keep his eyes on the road.
“Huh? Oh…ah…a keg……a half keg…..Kim, these fuckin’ jokers
wanted me for the flying machine I was creating in my garage.
Remember that?”
“Vaguely….here…you want some more?”
“Can you believe it?”
“Now, do we need a tap for the keg? We need a tap, right?”
“Yeah. We’ll need a tap, Pumpkinhead,” said Polly from the backseat.
“It’s true. They had me in some kind of underground sort of hospital
chambers. It was very white….very twilight zone. It…”
“You wanna pass that joint.”
“Mm.”
“I was strapped to beds and fed through a tube, and while…”
“You don’t just want to get a beer ball instead?”
“It still needs a tap device,” said Polly, inhaling a hit. “And besides,”
(exhale) “those beer balls are full of some nasty ass fuckin’ beer. Fuckin’
Schmitz and Schlitz and all kinds of shit.”
“And while I was there, they threatened the lives of my grand-birthgivers and even….”

Pumpkinhead looked in the rearview mirror. “That’s right man! I
always get the shits the next day after I drink that crap.”
“Garbage in, garbage out,” Kim said, trying to escape Snowy’s story.
“You guys honestly don’t give a fuck, do ya?”
“You got money to throw in, right Snowman?”
“What do you mean, ‘throw in’? I’m not some worthless freeloading
cum-sucker. I’m…”
“Hold up. Hold up,” Polly demanded attention. “Why is that a bad
thing?”
“Why is what?”
“Let me just ask you all this,” said Polly. “Who here likes to have
someone else suck their cum?”
“All the time.”
“Right here.”
“I’m down with that.”
“Okay, me too.” Polly smiled. “So why is being a cocksucker, or
whatever, a bad thing? I love it when someone eats me out. Why do we
say it about people we hate, huh?”
“Yeah man,” Pumpkinhead said, nodding his head slowly, far beyond
stoned. “That’s odd. We use it as an insult when the whole time, we
really desire that person’s expertise. How’d that ever start?”
The car was silent for a few minutes as the buzz had suddenly caught
up with everyone and the four of them needed a moment to just sit back
and soak it in.
“Right,” Kim finally said. “So ah….what the hell were we talking
about?”
“Nothing.”
“Cocksuckers.”
“Pumpkinhead asked if I had money to throw in and one thing led to
another and well, here we are.”
“Where are we?” asked Polly.
“Holy shit. Are we in a parking lot? I thought we were still moving.”
“Here.” Snowy handed Pumpkinhead some folded bills out from his
shirt. “I’m paying for the fuckin’ thing. My treat; not that any of you
deserve it, but I’ve missed you all. And don’t ask me why.”
“We won’t. I think I’d be afraid to hear the answer.”
“Shut up back there!”

“Hey, what about the tap for this keg, man?” Pumpkinhead asked.
“They’ll loan us one when we get there. We just have to give them a
deposit. When we bring the tap back, we get our deposit back. Simple,
like popping a pimple.”
“Wh-what?”
“Nothing, never mind….just drive, Gandalf.”
“Dude, we’re here. We’re parked, man.”
“What’s that? Holy shit!” Snowy’s entire body jerked upright. “We
are!”
“We’ve been sitting here for like ten minutes, man.”
“When did that happen?” Polly turned her glassy eyes out the window
and examined the landscape, as if just landing on Mars. “I didn’t even
think we left the house yet.”
“Whoa,” Kim said, trying to keep her head up. “What’s in that pot?”
“Yeah Snowman….that ain’t just pot, is it?”
“Hell no. This is a special occasion, so I laced it with angel dust.”
“What the fuck?”
“Dude.”
“Holy shit, man!”
“Don’t worry; you can all thank me later.”

Animal Magnetism
fuckers owe me twelve bucks!” Nicki demanded before she
“Y ou
would allow either of them in the car. “Four for the fuckin’ bridge
toll and eight for gas!”
“Eight bucks?” Frank questioned.
“You wanna walk, cocksucker? Be thankful I don’t charge you both an
idiot fee; floating all the way down here to Jersey.” Then, noticing
Mahdakis, laughed, “Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha! Hey, what the hell happened
to your forehead, man?”

“Never mind that. We’ll square up later; let’s get out of here.”
Mahdakis looked in the backseat before entering. “Hey!”
“What’s up brother?” White Tom said, getting out of the car. “Been
awhile. How ya been?”
“I’m doin’ alright,” Mahdakis lied with a smile. “Good to see you!”
White Tom had been a great friend of Mahdakis’s since the third grade.
The two of them also played and recorded in bands together for the past
five years. Somewhere along the line, White Tom developed a strong
liking for women’s fashion and never looked back. It had become such a
common site over the years, to see him decked out in feminine attire that,
like Pumpkinhead’s superhero and wizard garb, no one referenced his
appearance but to give praise or dislike for the actual outfit itself; as one
might normally do for any other woman. Today he was showing off
some of his ugly white skin by wearing a vivid red nineteen-twentiesstyle lace Flapper dress with matching elbow-length satin gloves and
beaded tribal headpiece. “Good to see you, too...You like?” White Tom
posed like a model.
“You look like you walked straight out of an F. Scott Fitzgerald novel.”
“Very perceptive; this piece happens to be from Chanel’s Daisy
Buchanan line.”
“Hey...I’m doin’ good, too,” Carl Scungilli said sarcastically from the
front seat. “Thanks for asking.”
Mahdakis ignored Carl and gesturing towards White Tom said,
“Where’d you find him, Nicki?”
“He was walking to your house.”
“I’m not there.”
“That’s alright, I needed the exercise. Say, what’s up with the white
stripe across your forehead? You making some sort of a political
statement or something?”
“Sun burn.”
“Listen, I need to buy…or borrow your wah-wah pedal. I have a gig
coming up next week and it would sure come in handy. Do you still use
it?”
“Hey guys!” Frank yelled. “Give me a hand with this boat, will ya?”
Carl promptly got out of the car and stared at Frank’s situation. “A
hand doing what?”
“We gotta plop this on the roof or something.”
“Dude. There’s a motor still in it.”

“Yeah, I thought we could stuff that in the trunk.”
“BULL SHIT!” Nicki screamed out the window. “You ain’t ploppin’ or
stuffin’ nothin’ on or in this car except for your fat ugly body!”
“Nice…What are we supposed to do with it, then?”
“Push it out to fuckin’ sea; let it sink for all I care.”
“Yeah dude, it’s not a canoe or something,” Carl said. “You need to
tow that. My truck’s got a trailer hitch on it. Maybe we could borrow
someone’s boat trailer.”
“Who do we know with a boat trailer?”
Nicki yelled, “How about the poor bastard you stole the boat from? I’ll
bet he’s got a boat trailer sittin’ there doing nothing…and just that size!
Why don’t you go find out who owns the fuckin’ thing and knock on his
door, ‘hey dude, we borrowed your boat and got stranded in Jersey. Do
you mind if we borrow your trailer to bring it back?....We’d hate to be
disrespectful and leave it there…..Oh yeah, you’re out of gas, too.’”
Frank stared blankly and said, “You know, it just might work.”
“What a bunch of assholes! And you,” she said, pointing at Carl, “what
truck with a hitch? The truck sitting on four blocks in your sister’s
backyard?”
“All it needs is a sway bar. I can throw that on in a jiffy; then it’s good
as gold.”
“If it’s that easy, why haven’t you done it yet then?”
“I-I was waiting for the right time!” Carl said, starting to redden.
“And what about a pair of those fancy blue and yellow Delaware
license plates? You think you might need some of those? Or are you
waiting for the right time to acquire some of those, too?”
“Will you shut the fuck up? Frank, we’ll come back tomorrow and get
it. Let’s cover it up for now.”
Frank looked around. “With what?”
“How about some brush and trees.”
“Brush and trees?” Nicki laughed. “What are you, fuckin’ Rambo or
something, camouflaging your boat in the Congo or somewhere, so the
natives won’t know you’re here? Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! What a bunch
of assholes.”
“You never know, this might not be such a good neighborhood,” White
Tom said, tossing the right half of his black deluxe feather boa over his
left shoulder.

“Oh no? That structure right there is a fuckin’ country club, dumbass!
The people in there pick their teeth with boats like this.” She smacked
the side of his head and got in the car. “C’mon you Robinson Carusos, I
got some acid. Who wants to trip?”
*****
Of course, everyone wanted to trip but decided to wait until they got
back to Norford so Nicki wouldn’t have to drive while dosed, and
because Carl wanted to stop and pick up Dakota at Nicki’s Moms’ house;
explaining that if he had tripped without her, she would’ve been upset.
No one minded the wait, and it allowed them to witness Dakota’s and
Carl’s new lifestyle.
Dakota began living at Nicki’s Mom’s a couple years back, as she and
her female-birth-giver were at odds with one another. And now that Carl
was off the street (but still at odds with his female-birth-giver), he too
took permanent residence at Nicki’s Mom’s house. Ironically, the one
person who was rarely there was Nicki.
As they arrived at Nicki’s Mom’s, Nicki turned the car off in the
driveway and warned everyone, “Be careful not to step in poop.”
“What kind of poop?” asked White Tom.
“Poop….shit. The kind that comes out of assholes. That kind!”
“But what kind specifically?”
“Dog, cat, goat, bird…take your pick. Does it really matter, Tom? Poop
is poop. If you see some, don’t step in it...unless that’s your thing.”
“No, it’s not; and poop isn’t just poop. It comes in all different colors,
sizes, and shapes.”
“Flat and green, round and brown, whatever; you still don’t want to
step in it.”
“No. I just wanted to know what to be on the lookout for.”
“You’re looking for poop.”
“What about human poop?” Frank chuckled.
“Don’t laugh, big boy; considering Carl lives here, it’s more than likely
you’ll find some of that inside the house.”
“Shut the fuck up, will you?” Carl said, opening the back door of the
car. “What’s your problem with me today, anyway? Besides, if there’s
human poopies out here, it’s most likely from those scum-bag boyfriends
of yours you bring home at night.”

Nicki glanced anxiously over at Mahdakis and caught him looking
despondently down at the glove box. Then glancing at Carl in the
rearview said, “Du-u-ude, c’mon, I haven’t done that sort of thing in
months now. Don’t say things like that.”
“Stop busting my balls then!” Carl said, exiting the vehicle.
Nicki looked up at Mahdakis, grinning, “He’s crazy, huh?”
“Mm.”
“MOTHERFUCKER!” Carl screamed.
White Tom got out next to him. “You okay?”
“Fuck me, man!”
Everyone except Mahdakis got out of the car to see Carl standing on
one leg and examining the bottom of his sneaker on the other foot. “You
dumb ass!”
“Fuck you, Nicki!”
“Hey, hey, hey,” Frank pointed, “don’t yell at her. You’re the idiot who
stepped in your own poop.”
“It’s not my poop, asshole.”
“Whose is it then? One of her midnight John’s?”
White Tom noticed Nicki turning red again and sensed something
between her and Mahdakis, who was still staring at the glove box in the
car. “Dude, you comin’?”
“Yeah,” Mahdakis said, finally getting out of the car as they all headed
inside to greet Dakota, their heads hung low, scanning the walkway for
poop.
Dakota Wells had become a little less sociable and more introverted
since the rape, and rightly so. She still enjoyed company at the house,
and loved being around small groups of good friends, but no longer was
present at the large bon fire-type parties held occasionally at Southpoint
Beach, and most assuredly wanted no part of the Captain H. madness
going on over at Yogi’s. She no longer went to clubs to see her friends
play in their bands either. Another more noticeably odd development was
her recent passion for the animal kingdom. Where before there wasn’t
more than a cat in sight, Nicki’s Mom’s home had suddenly become
riddled with wildlife. There were cats and dogs (which all came with
their own litters), but there were also farm animals such as a goat and a
hog. There were birdhouses in every tree and two birdbaths in the yard. It
attracted everything from orioles to blue jays to cardinals, to sparrows, to

yellow finches, and squirrels. At night, these same pleasantries attracted
bats, skunks, moles, and raccoons. Carl joined the fun by purchasing
some talking parrots that flew about inside the house, and a large boa
constrictor that lie in a glass tank in their bedroom. It ate mice. So in a
separate glass tank were tons of white mice, feasting on scraps of this
and that, getting prepped for a good devouring. Carl built the garage-barn
in the back yard that housed the goat and hog. It also gave shelter to any
and all stray animals in the neighborhood, of which there were now
plenty.
But aside from these seemingly innocent changes, she was nonetheless
the same old Dakota, still dressing in her tight blue jean shorts, a thong
riding the small of her back, nothing on her feet, and a loosely fit t-shirt
or bikini top. Mahdakis still admired her sexually, and thought her one of
the most beautiful of all his friends. He never pretended to have a chance
with her. Besides, she was Carl’s girl. But regardless, her long brown
hair over her soft supple skin drove him mad. Who cared if she barely
had tits? Only nursing babies needed tits. Mahdakis enjoyed feasting on
other parts of the female anatomy, parts more demanding and deserving
of attention…he would definitely feast on her…starting with the bottoms
of her dirty feet and working slowly to the top of her scalp, making a
very long pit stop about half way through the journey, directly above and
in between her athletically designed legs…
“DUDE!” Carl yelled. “Hello!?”
“Huh?” Mahdakis said, snapping out of his daydream.
“Are you here, with the rest of us? What do you say?”
“To what?”
“To Barney Park. You wanna go to Barney Park and do these trips?”
“Yeah, sure. That sounds cool.” Mahdakis had no idea what they were
talking about but he followed the pack anyway, now with Dakota, out to
the car again; their heads hung low staring at the sidewalk, scanning for
poop.

Elephant Talk

T

ony Ravioli came out of the steamy bathroom still wet with only a
maroon colored towel wrapped around his waist, revealing the bear
rug of a chest that accompanied his short Italian body. He picked a pack
of smokes up off the bar and lit a Marlboro. Focusing his attention on
Rizzo he said, “So….what do ya think?”
“Seriously?”
“Yeah, seriously.”
“I think you need a wax.”
“Not that! THOSE!” Tony’s short furry fingers pointed to a pair of
concert tickets that lay on the coffee table directly in front of Rizzo.
“Oh wow, what’s this?” She read them then yelled, “THE BOSS! Cool!
We’re going to see The Boss?”
“Next month.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Up at the Meadow
Wastelands.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble.
“That’s a long ride.”
“I’m aware. I used to live there, remember?”
“Yeah.” Rizzo looked concerned.
“Is that alright?”
“But who’s driving back? We won’t be in any shape; you think?”
“No worries babe. I got us a hotel room. We’re gonna stay the night.”
“Cool! Just us?”
“Of course; who else would be going?”
“I don’t know, you and Mahdakis like to go to concerts together.”
“Yeah, but this isn’t his thing. If it’s not moody, mind-altering
psychedelic space rock, then he don’t want to know about it.”
“Good.” Rizzo clasped her white hands and pursed a smile as Tony
dressed in front of her. “So….have you mentioned anything about us to
him yet?”
“In all honesty we haven’t seen each other all that much lately. Kind of
sad. I think he still has a lot of junk to work out in his heart, you know
what I mean?”
“Whatever.” Rizzo rolled her eyes and scrunched her round Japanese
face. “She was a bitch. What did he ever see in her, anyway?”
Tony smiled, “Am I detecting jealousy?”
“A little…sure. I mean, what the fuck did I ever do that was so wrong
that he leaves me and goes back to that miserable blood-sucking cunt?

And an ugly one to boot!” Tony smiled even more, recognizing the envy
in her tone as she took a drag off her cigarette and continued, “You know
the two of them cheated on each other all the time, don’t you?”
Tony exhaled his drag and said coyly, “I’ve heard rumblings.”
“What kind of fucked up relationship is that, anyway?”
“Sounds like a good one to me!”
Rizzo continued to shake her round white head as she concluded her
thoughts, “Dumb bastard.”
Tony slithered up next to her, still not wearing a shirt, and stroked her
purple and black hair. “Yeah well, don’t worry about any of that; he’s
got bigger fish to fry now. I think our lil’ buddy has more worldly issues
to conquer yet.”
“Oh? Like?”
“Like what he’s going to do with the rest of his life.”
“Ha. Don’t we all?”
“Sure.” Tony sat up straight and pointed at her. “But you’re at least
going to school.”
“Hair dressing school; I’m not exactly going to set the world on fire
with a scary PHD or something.”
“It doesn’t matter; at least you have some sort of direction and purpose
in life. At least you know what the fuck you want to do.”
“I guess.”
“No guessing about it. I’m proud of you Rizzy. You’re growing up,
taking on responsibilities, which is more than I can say for him...and
many others, for that matter. He seems to just be fading away, out there
in Norford, drinking all day. What a waste; destroying his brains with
alcohol.” Tony picked up the Jim Morrison mirror that Jezebel had given
him after the fire. “Wanna do another line?”
“Sure.” Rizzo grabbed the mirror and snorted a white line of powder
off the painted face of the legendary rocker. “It sounds like you’ve seen
him lately.”
“Yeah,” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “we hung out last night; first time in a
while. It was nice. We had a long talk afterward.” Tony paused to get her
attention. “He mentioned you….us….I think he suspects.”
“So? I don’t understand the big deal! Me and him went out for a short
time. We were best of friends before that and really good friends now
again. It just didn’t work; the romantic thing. I dated Pablo and he didn’t
care.”

“I’m his best friend, though. There’s a code.”
“Oh, fuck that! Code my ass. It might be a little different if we actually
did something.”
“You guys never did it?”
“Not really. Not fucking, anyway. I was a virgin and he stopped half
way through...couldn’t get it up or something. I don’t know, it was weird.
We were in the back of Pock’s van.”
“Not the night of the Happyfunland gig?”
“Yes! I was hanging out the back door as we drove up 95. It was sick!”
Tony shook his head. “Fun times….you know I jammed a pack of
smokes up Boodles’ boyfriend’s ass that night.”
“Jason!”
“Yeah. That was his name. Whatever happened to him?”
“He got into a car accident that left him incapacitated so Boodles
dumped him.”
“Nice girl.”
“Mm.”
“Whatever happened to her for that matter?”
Rizzo swallowed a sip of beer then answered, “I still see her a lot, but
she’s got different friends now; she’s decided to distance herself from us.
She thinks we’re getting a little weird.”
Bobble-bobble-bobble “Not a bad idea. Seems to be a lot of that going
around.”
“Pablo’s leaving too, you know.”
“No shit?”
“Going to race cars in Connecticut or something.”
“Good for Pablo, I always liked him.”
“Yeah...me too.”
“I think the best thing any of us can do is stay away from those
degenerates out in Norford. That’s exactly what I was telling Mahdakis
last night.”
“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah. I’m sorry, but like I told him, I know you guys grew up there
with them and all, but nothing good can come from hanging out with any
of them anymore. They’re lost souls…..and all they do is hang outside in
parking lots and in parks, drinking beer and doing drugs and shit. That’s
not for me anymore, that’s kid’s stuff.”
“Oh….I see.”

“Is there a problem? You don’t agree?”
Rizzo was quiet as she chose her words carefully, “Let’s just say I
don’t think he’s listening to your advice.”
“How’s that?”
“Because he and the gang are going in on half a keg tonight. They’re
going to be hanging out in the parking lot behind the old Paper Factory.”
“A half keg?”
“Yeah.”
Tony thought for a moment and then sprung up on both feet. “Well
then, let’s get to The Paper Factory parking lot pronto!”

Spreading the Disease

“C

’MON! Let’s get moving!” Rad yelled from the car, beeping the
horn as he did.
“What’s he doing?” said a softer voice to his right. The voice of course
belonged to his once very beautiful girlfriend, Lori, who was nervously
studying herself in the rearview mirror.
“I don’t know,” he answered. “C’MON!”
“Hold your horses!” Captain H yelled back from the front stoop of
Yogi’s house, where he was standing, finishing a very intense
conversation with Bobby Bobo and Sham Rock.
“What’s he talking to them about?”
“Who knows? Most likely a new job.”
“Couldn’t he have done it inside?” she said, applying blush to her
cheek.
“I’m just glad he’s got something for us to do. I was starting to wonder
if he had any motivation to do anything anymore; other than of
course….” Rad stopped and stared at Lori, who was desperately trying to
hide the blemishes on her face. “How you feel, baby?”

“I don’t know. What am I supposed to say, Bradley? I got fuckin’
mysterious bruises or whatever the fuck they are, growing all over me.
Look at me! I’m fuckin’ hideous! This isn’t the way life was supposed to
be for me!”
Rad pet her hair affectionately. “Don’t worry, pumpkin, we’ll get
through this.”
“WE? What’s this WE fuckin’ shit?! I don’t see you shooting diarrhea
out your ass all day long, or physically unable to pick up a fuckin’
suitcase…and look!” She gestured at her neck, face, and armpit region.
“What are these tiny friggin’ spots and shit? I got one right in the middle
of my ass now too! I don’t deserve this!”
“No one does. It just happens.”
“It just happens? What the fuck kind of attitude is that? Am I going to
have to live with this?”
“The alternative is worse; don’t you think?”
“This is your fault somehow. I’ve been pretty much faithful to you.
And besides that, have only stuck with certain people before you. God!”
“Pretty much? Pretty much faithful?”
“I’ve had very few other experiences, and those were with close
friends!...or people…or people you made me be with because you
wanted to get off watching. Or did you conveniently forget about those
great times? I hope you got your fuckin’ jollies.”
“Maybe you got it from a needle or some shit?”
“I don’t use needles.”
“I heard people sharing needles can pass it.”
“Only through the same needle.”
“I don’t know about that. What if a person uses a bad needle then gets
it and passes it on to you through some other means?”
“Whatever. There’s just too much they don’t know about this thing yet.
Half of what they tell you is bullshit. You’re only supposed to get it from
going down on someone who’s bleeding, or taking it up the ass! Christ,
this is supposed to be a disease for the fuckin’ homos! How the hell did I
get it?”
“Did you ever fool around with Captain H?”
“That’s funny.”
“Not really. He goes both ways sometimes.”
“Eeew.”

“There are people that can be carriers and not ever get the full effects of
it.”
“How the fuck do you know? Our government only gave it a name
three or four years ago! For Christ’s sake, Bradley!”
“Calm down, Lor.” He looked away, and then back to her, trying to be
as understanding as possible. “There are other ways…”
“Calm down? I’m dying! I’m fucking dying over here!! At the ripe ’ol
age of twenty!” Lori screamed and began crying in an outburst that was
heard well down the street. Captain H, Sham Rock, and Bobby Bobo
stopped their conversation and stared at her through the car windshield
with sympathy.
“Shh….shhh….” Rad cradled her head in his armpit. “I’m here with
you.”
Lori stopped crying abruptly. “But you won’t fuck me anymore. You
barely even touch me.”
“Really? You think that’s a good idea?”
“I need love and affection now more than any time ever, asshole!”
“Lori, seriously…”
“Have you gotten tested yet?”
Rad rubbed his chin as he looked out the window, then back at her
again, his eyes never meeting hers. “No.”
“No?...Fuckin’ no?......What are you, stupid?”
Rad backhanded her across the face and the side of her head hit the car
door window. Bobby Bobo saw it and took a step forward. “That ain’t
cool, right there.”
Rad collected himself and said, “I’m sorry Lor, I’m…”
“FUCK YOU!” She yelled, and punched him square in the jaw, hard
enough to make him bleed.
Sham Rock burst into laughter. “Now that’s funny, mayon!”

A Day in the Park

B

arney Park was your atypical suburbanite park with hand-carved
wooden benches, a pond, a baseball diamond and plenty of paved
pedestrian paths for jogging or biking. It was located in the center of Old
Norford. Yet, despite its location, it was pretty much secluded; and if you
were on a certain edge of the park, nobody noticed you at all. That’s
where The B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. hung out; in a concrete pavilion on that
particular edge of the park. Even on the rare occasions when cops did
drive by, they didn’t bother them for some reason; perhaps they were just
grateful to see them not doing something outrageously stupid.
Nicki’s car was stuffed with people when it finally pulled up to a grassy
area next to the pavilion. Carl and Dakota had been lap sitting in the
front seat while Mahdakis, White Tom, and Frank Slate were wedged in
the back. White Tom remained in the car when everyone got out. “You
coming?” asked Nicki.
“Well, truth of the matter is...” White Tom took the gold-plated
cigarette holder out of his mouth and held it to the side as he spoke. “I
have to get to work. And even more importantly, I really need to borrow
Mahdakis’s foot pedal for that gig I have.”
“Alright,” Nicki said, looking a little hurt but understanding, “I’ll give
you a ride. Where do you work these days?”
“The arcade.”
“Oh alright….HEY...MAHDAKIS! TOMMY WANTS TO GO TO
YOUR HOUSE AND GRAB SOME FOOT PEDAL SHIT. IS THAT
ALRIGHT?”
Mahdakis came jogging down the hill to them. “Yeah sure, man.
You’re not stayin’?”
“Gotta go to work, then band practice.”
“Alright. Here.” Mahdakis reached deep in his pocket, took out a house
key, and handed it to Nicki. “The door should be open but just in case.”
“Cool.” Nicki kissed him on the cheek and handed him a baggie with a
folded sheet inside it. “Pass the trips out; no more than two for
anyone….THAT MEANS YOU TOO!”
“Okay. You really can’t stay, man?”
“Dude, he has to get to work. You remember what that is? Or has it
been too long?”
“Shut up. You’re one to talk.”

“Stay and do what anyway, dude? Trip? Again? I got a decent job at the
video arcade and, while this band I’m in isn’t what I’ve always wanted a
band to be, it pays. We have upcoming gigs at some upscale places; no
need to watch my back or play in those seedy bars anymore…..I met a
girl, too.”
“Ahh…there you go, now we get to the crux of the biscuit.”
“So, what do you say? How much you want for that foot pedal?”
“Take it, man. I haven’t used it in a while.”
White Tom reached into his lilac-colored faux leather quilted handbag
and pulled out a twenty. He shoved it in Mahdakis’s front pocket “Here,
you need it more than me. See ya ’round, dude.”
“C’mon, let’s go!” Nicki yelled, already in the driver’s seat of her car.
Mahdakis was too embarrassed to think of anything to say. He did need
the money, and all he could do was clench a fist around the bill and
watch as White Tom drove out of his life, just as Pablo had done hours
earlier.
‘How did White Tom pull ahead in the race towards successes? It
shouldn’t be like this…..or should it? Usually we get what we ask
for…and work for.’ But then again, Mahdakis had wasted all those years
playing House with Jezebel Crowley while other people his age were
getting on with this intimidating, yet delightfully curious thing called
life. White Tom was one of those people. No one ever saw where he
went at night’s end, and no one ever saw where he came from before the
night began. He would just appear…and disappear. And no one gave
thought to where he was popping in and out from. Most everyone
assumed for the most part, that he was probably out with other
transvestites in the Philadelphia area doing perverted transvestite type
stuff. Truth of the matter was, White Tom did not do so much of that as
he did take care of his lonely female-birth-giver by helping her out
around the house; cleaning, doing the bills, tending to the car
maintenance, making sure she got to her doctor’s appointments on time,
and even throwing in some money to help her with the rent whenever he
could. This was in stark contrast to how Mahdakis was earning his keep
at the home. White Tom had been a saint in the eyes of the Lord and that
was why he was where he was.
But Mahdakis, in his self-righteous vanity, did not see it quite like that.
He saw yet another sellout musician giving in to the pressures and

temptation of pop culture for a fast buck… lazily conforming for
mainstream society’s ideals instead of continuing the battle for
individuality. He saw White Tom as a guy who saw an easy way out and
took it. He saw a guy riding someone else’s wave because he was either
too afraid, too tired, or not motivated enough to continue the battle by
himself. He wasn’t alone either. There were plenty of musical P.O.W.’s
around. He saw Violet-Basia mold into the same exact thing right before
she left for New York City to go live with Miles Savage, the lead singer
of the F.A.G.G. Metal band, ‘Open Fly’. ‘Yeah, she was a miserable
sellout cunt, too.’ Instead of two warm-loving people who had been his
friends since the third grade, he now saw two despicable human beings.
The fourteen years they had spent together were suddenly as significant
to him as a mound of dirt. The years of playing and fighting together as
children, skipping school and tripping together as teens, touring in bands
together after high school, simply bonding together all along the journey,
went right out the window as Mahdakis was entering a stage in his life
that, for whatever twisted defensive reasoning, was forcing him to shut
down any loving memories or sentimental feelings; White Tom and
Violet-Basia being amongst those casualties.
“Dude,” an arm wrapped in dark brown leather smacked him across the
chest, “they’re coming back, right?”
“Nicki is. Tommy has to be an adult.”
“Don’t you hate that?” Carl smiled playfully. “So she left with the
trips?”
“Nah,” Mahdakis said finally breaking out of his trance. “I got ’em
right here. Let’s go hand them out.”
Mahdakis and Carl walked up to the pavilion. “But Nicki said we only
get two a piece.”
“Two?”
“That’s it.”
“Dude, that’s all I need. One for me,” Carl said, then walking over to
Dakota, who obediently opened her mouth as he put a small square of
paper on her tongue, “and one for her. Two hits would wipe me out.”
“Me too,” said Frank leaning against one of the stone pillars.
“Babies.” Mahdakis put two squares in his mouth.
“Babies nothin’, man,” said Frank, hastily swallowing his hit. “I’m just
kind of sick of it all, you know? I mean, this shit used to be cool, but here
we are, growing up with responsibilities and nonsense.”

“Responsibilities?” Carl looked at Mahdakis. “Who has
responsibilities? You got responsibilities? I don’t got responsibilities.”
“I’ve got nonsense. That’s gotta count for something.”
Frank ignored them and carried on, “Fuck man, you know what? I wish
I hadn’t taken that hit. I really don’t want to trip.”
“Well now’s a fine time to think about it, stupid,” Dakota scolded.
“Eat me, will ya?”
“That’s right, dumbass, you swallowed that shit. You’re fucked for the
next five hours or more. Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha.”
“Fuck you, Carl.” Frank Slate walked over to a corner and lay himself
down on the knee-high stonewall that circled the pavilion. “Maybe I’ll
just go to sleep so I don’t have to deal with anything.”
“Are you sure you don’t have some French ancestry in you?”
“Say what?”
“Nothing,” Mahdakis took a drag of his cigar, “sweet dreams. And take
heed of the Wild Things.”
“Feed the what?”
“The Wild things, Frank,” said Carl, grimacing. “Feed the Wild
Things.”
“What do I feed ’em?”
Carl smiled again. “Pecker juice. What else?”
“Yeah, that’s right. Put your cock in their mouths.”
“And see what comes of it.”
Dakota joined the silliness, “Because you really haven’t lived until you
gotten a blowjob from a hairy wild beast with sharp teeth and scalding
hot breath.”
“You guys are really sick, you know that? None of that even makes
sense….like your lives. You need help,” Frank said, and rolled his body
over so that he wasn’t facing them anymore and tried to go to sleep.
“Besides, I’ve dated someone like that before already.”
Carl sat down on the wall and pointed in the general direction in which
Nicki’s car left. “So….you and her…..you’re doin’ the nasty now?”
Mahdakis followed the direction of Carl’s finger. “That old lady
feeding the pigeons?” He shook his head. “No. But it’s worth
considering I guess.”
Carl stared unamused at him, as Dakota laughed and said, “Don’t give
him any ideas, Carl. I heard he’s weird that way.”

“He is man,” Frank’s muffled voice said from the other side of the
pavilion with his back to them.
“Is that right, Slate?”
“Yeah….he ate out grandma’s pussy earlier today to pay off his liquor
tab while Pablo watched.”
“Pablo watched?”
“That’s even stranger.”
Mahdakis looked helplessly at Carl and Dakota. “I don’t know what
he’s talking about. Acid kicking in, Frank?”
“Don’t listen to him. He told me so himself! He says old ladies are
easier to fist in the ass…or somethin’.”
“YUCK!”
“Dude!”
“Don’t look at me!”
“But I am!”
“He said it.”
“Yeah, I know,” Carl said, putting a cigarette to his lips. “I also know
that’s exactly something you would say.”
“I don’t know what he’s talking about.” Mahdakis grinned.
“Hmm…” Dakota took a drag of weed. “Maybe Frank’s dreaming
aloud over there.”
“Shut the fuck up, you assholes. I’ll come over there and fist all ah
ya….at the same time.”
“I’d like to see that.”
“Not me.”
“He’d look like a puppeteer on steroids.”
“So c’mon, what’s the deal?” Carl chuckled. “Are you guys dating?”
“Me and Grandma? Nah, it was just a one-time thing.”
“SEE! I told ya so!”
“Don’t be an asshole,” Carl pointed. “I’m talking about Nicki, asshole.”
“You know, all this talk of assholes is making me hungry.”
“I thought you were supposed to be sleeping over there!”
“I am!”
“I told you, he’s dreaming out loud.”
“Well?” Carl said to Mahdakis. “What is it?”
“I don’t know.” He displayed a puzzled look and said, “I wonder what
his folks feed him that triggers an appetite when mentioning ass.”

“Rump roast, most likely,” Carl laughed aloud at his own joke, which
was good because no one else did.
“What do you mean, you don’t know if you’re dating or not?” Dakota
said defiantly. “You’re hugging and kissing each other. She’s got the
keys to your house.”
“Yeah, I know.”
“You guys do it yet?” Carl pried.
“You mean recently? This year?”
“Ah…..ah…yeah…I, I guess.”
“Sure. All the time.”
“Oh okay, well, then generally speaking, people who have sex with one
another on a regular basis are typically seeing each other, or going out;
however you want to put it.”
“Unless one or the other, or both, are complete assholes and don’t give
a fuck about the other’s feelings.”
“And that’s it right there in a nutshell, Dakota” said Mahdakis smoking
his cigar. “That’s why I really don’t know.”
Carl and Dakota gave each other questioning stares. Dakota asked,
“Well, don’t you think if you’re fuckin’ each other that you’re going out?
Huh?”
“Huh?” Mahdakis mimicked. “I don’t know….yeah, I guess…it’s
just…”
“It’s just what?”
“We just both like to fuck a lot.”
“Meaning?”
“It’s not what me and Jezebel had.”
“So it’s normal then?”
“No! It’s just like being friends with benefits or what have you, you
know?”
Carl exhaled, “Whatever. I think that’s a scumbag way to be towards
someone.”
“Hey man, she feels the same way.”
“Are you sure?”
“Positive. Ask her when she gets back.”

*Lori DiSalvo*
Aiding & Abetting

W

hile Mahdakis was trying to comprehend why he wasn’t getting
what he asked for…or wished for….or felt he worked for out of
life, Lori was going through a devastating time of her own, with many of
those same questions on her mind.
The thing of it is, we don’t get everything we work for, pray for, ask
for, or think we deserve. If we’re lucky, we get one of the above and one
only. We don’t get to pick which one either. Although, the life we choose
to live can drastically alter which one will be chosen for us.
While Mahdakis may have come from a less fortunate background than
some, he still had enough physical ability, resources, and brainpower to
be working harder at his goal, and doing more inspiring things towards
achieving it than he was, but he let himself fall victim to the addictions
of alcohol and sex which was now paralyzing his common sense and
plaguing his motivations. One positive thing about him was that, up until
this recent bit of unemployment, he usually worked every day. Yet it
wasn’t the kind of work that pertained to his goal, thus he was essentially
living each day in vain, and now he was being rewarded for the fruits of
his efforts. It was payday, and he was to receive all that he had worked
for thus far...which was nothing…and he was being given a lot of it.
Lori DiSalvo grew up in a modest-sized, yet wealthy home, and was
never in fear of going broke. No matter what path she or her siblings
would choose in life, there would always be a safety net for them should
any of their endeavors fail. Their birth-givers had seen to that well ahead
of time.
Perhaps growing up with such a safety net was her ultimate undoing.
While growing up in such a manner has its obvious advantages, it also
has its downsides; such as, never knowing what it feels like to be afraid,
or to experience the genuine consequences of failure. After all, it is fear
that makes us think about things we normally would not consider, and
balances out the power between astute humility and pompous
impudence. Moreover, failure forces us to prepare a plan B for the next

time - should all else fail yet once again. Preparing one’s self for such
hardships helps to shape the reality we will live in. Lori never had to
worry about such hardships…or reality. She never had to worry about
being alone, or the origins of her next meal, never had to worry about
what it would cost to make it in the world on her own, never had to put
thought into a career - and then deciding upon one that she would be
happy performing day in and day out. And aside from her birth-givers,
Lori never knew what it was like to have to rely on another human being
for anything of a serious nature. Not having to rely, and therefore
interact, with other human beings will thicken the skin and dull the
senses while manufacturing a general sense of distrust and detachment
from humanity; the end result is usually a very disturbed individual with
disassociative behavior patterns.
Love…..Love is a word not even in the vocabulary of such people,
except when referring to a pet or a car, or an artifact that they simply
must have. Sometimes these pets and artifacts can take the form of actual
people. When that happens, and these Lori-types fall in ‘love’ with other
human beings it is not due to a yearning passion or desire, but an evil
gluttonous need to absorb whatever quality it is that the other possesses;
qualities that the beast deems essential to nourish their own existence,
and nothing besides.
An extremely good-looking person, for instance, will feed the vanity of
one of these lecherous creatures for up to a year, or until that beauty and
happiness is sucked out of them by the said Lori-type. They attach
themselves to these unsuspecting people almost instantly and begin the
feeding process immediately, as they know the relationship has an
expiration date – a piece of information they of course never share. And
because of the short time, they never allow themselves to be inquisitive
about what the other wants out of life, or what the other’s aspirations
may be, or how the other came to be in the clutches of thee in the first
place. It is irrelevant, extraneous information. They are a parasite taught
to never care or become too emotionally involved......never to love or
yearn…never to learn about trust and know what it is like to have to take
a leap of faith…and prosper…never exercising or nurturing the heart
muscle, rendering it weak, motionless, and cold.
With all the choices she had before her, Lori, like Mahdakis,
succumbed to the road of addiction. Cocaine, heroin, and alcohol were
main stays in her diet but her most fatal addiction was the rush of leading

a life of crime….to kill for the thrill. She was addicted to the ‘never
knowing what’s going to happen next’ feeling one got after robbing a
jewelry store or mugging some rich fat cats coming out of Maury’s Steak
& Lobster House, or stalking someone back to their apartment without
them knowing then jumping out of nowhere and assaulting them on their
front doorstep. This sort of thing would happen on the rare occurrences
that a member of the female species owed a debt to Captain H, or was
threatening to talk too much; Captain H and the guys weren’t
comfortable with working over a woman, and sexual assault was not an
option as that sort of thing came too easy for the woman to accept and
interpret as compensation for a five-thousand-dollar loan or more; no
pussy was worth that much.
It all began when Lori was a young girl, sitting on the edge of the
couch, watching Wild Kingdom with her male-birth-giver. Wild
Kingdom was the original animal show that took its hosts, Marlin
Perkins and Jim Fowler, into the jungles of Africa, the mid-eastern
deserts, the ocean, and other places around the world so they could
observe the lifestyles and behavior of various non-human creatures.
Regardless of the feature animal that night, Lori would always be
captivated by the hunt and the absolute finesse, patience, and ingenuity
involved in tracking its prey. She told her male-birth-giver that she
wanted to be a cheetah, or a lioness of the jungle, a force to be reckoned
with. So for Christmas that year, Santa brought her a full body pajama
suit of a lioness, which she wore around the house whenever she could,
trying to scare any houseguests that came through the door.
Lori longed for that look in the eye of a victim when they were alas
forced to acknowledge her superiority over them. As her job over the
years had been to drive the getaway vehicle or take care of some
unassuming legwork on the street, she didn’t get to see this sort of thing
as much as she would have liked. Rad always trying to shield her from
such things didn’t help either. And while she didn’t mind her roll,
nothing ever beat the overwhelming feeling of supremacy and the rush of
power she got on those rare, joyous occasions when she was asked to
hunt down another human and or be present to watch a well-deserved
beating, rape, or killing unfold. The smell of terror and fear exuding from
the victim’s body as they ran with all their might, frantically searching
for a way out of the nightmare made Lori euphoric. The expression of

fear on their faces when ultimately caught was just a nice little bonus.
Surprisingly, the actual pain they experienced while going through any
of the aforementioned atrocities was nowhere near as exhilarating, but
still a good show. For her, it was all about the thrill of the chase.
The most uninteresting part of it all was when it was over, and they
knew they were possibly taking their last breath on this planet; the look
of helplessness and uncertainty in their eyes, as they would beg for life,
shouting the typical pleas for mercy. There always seemed to be some
family member or spouse that they had in their pathetic lives that was
supposed to make the hunter feel like letting them go safely, as if they
really gave a shit about someone else’s problems. Maybe the prey should
have thought of that person before they decided to set foot in the Wild
Kingdom amongst the lions.
Lori DiSalvo was going through a very painful and uncertain time in
her life right now. She had a disease with no cure. Her body was literally
falling apart before her eyes. Yet still, one cannot help but wonder what
kind of thrill another species might get from watching the HIV mystery
virus chase down its prey to what would inevitably be her bitter end, all
the while Lori expressing those same aforementioned looks of fear and
helplessness; exuding the stench of panic from her blotchy skin.
But this is not a TV show hosted by the late Marlin Perkins and
sponsored by Mutual of Omaha; this is God’s personal show, which He
and only He directs. He is the one behind all of this, He is the one who
chooses that one option for us, and He decides what will be the feature
presentation for His enjoyment for the evening; and He liked Lori; He
liked her a lot. So much so that He was going to give her all she
deserved.
****
Captain H finally finished his conversation with Bobby and Sham Rock
and walked back to the car. He got in the back seat. “Okay, let’s get out
of here.”
“What was that all about?”
“Nothing. I was just advising them to do the same thing we are; you
know, getting away from Yogi’s and laying low somewhere else for a
while.”
“That’s it? That’s all you said?”

“Of course. What else would I say?”
“I don’t know, but how come it took you ten minutes to tell them the
same sentence you just told me in five seconds?”
Captain H scratched his ear. “Bobo wanted to talk about last night’s
Fliers game.”
“Since when do you care about hockey?”
“I care about what any of my men care about. And if they wish to
discuss hockey for a minute, then so be it.”
Rad stared at him via the rearview. “Are you on somethin’?”
“No! Let’s just get going, alright?”
“Alright.” Rad gave his partner another skeptical look, bit into a fresh
nectarine and held it in his mouth, blood running down the outside of the
fruit as he prepared to back out of the driveway.
“How you doing, honey?” Captain H said in an otherwise
condescending tone.
“I’m okay,” Lori said. “Just a little tired and nauseous is all. I get tired
and nauseous a lot these days.”
“It’s a hard life we live, my dear. You’re not alone.” As flippant as he
sounded, Captain H was sincerely trying his best to reassure her and
make her feel loved. “We’ll get the two of you back to your apartment,
and you’ll feel better after a week’s rest with no interruptions. Trust me.”
“Sure.”
As the car pulled out to the road, the bedroom window above the front
porch stoop shut quietly, and the silhouette of a body that had been
eavesdropping, quickly drew the curtains before anyone could see who it
was.

The Green Manalishi

I

t was six o’clock when Nicki returned to find Carl, Dakota, and
Mahdakis sitting silently at the far end of the pavilion. “What’s up
with Rip Van Winkle over there?”
“He’s afraid of tripping so he went to sleep.”
“He’s still gonna trip.”
“Oh, we know.”
“Just while he’s asleep. Fuckin’ aye, HOW DO YOU FUCKIN’
SLEEP WHILE DOSED ON ACID?” she screamed in his ear. “Jesus
Christ this guy’s a mess. You know he’s probably gonna die right there,
in his sleep; dreaming of some fucked up shit, like the headless horseman
stealing his lunch money so he can pay for a hooker who turns out to be
Frank’s grandmother.”
“Mmm.”
“Dumb fucker’s gonna have a heart attack any minute.”
“HEY! I DON’T FUCK OLD LADIES, ALRIGHT?” Frank sprung up
screaming.
“Fuck you, asshole.”
“Don’t say that. You’ll make him hungry.”
“Say what?”
“He likes ass.”
“You are what you eat I guess, huh.”
“Don’t get snotty with me, Nick. This all started because Carl was
talking about your ass and fisting it….or somethin’.”
“You wanna fist me, Carl?”
“Yeah sure. Right here, right now.”
“Fine. Let’s do this, man.” Nicki got up, bent over and started to pull
her pants down. “C’mon big boy, show me what you got. Dakota, you
get off on watching? That’s your sort of thing? This is what the two of
you do at nights? Rent movies and fist the neighbors?”
“He does!” Frank pointed at Mahdakis.
Nicki stood up straight, tears of laughter running down her cheek. “You
fist people, dear?”
“OLD LADIES!” Frank yelled.
“I’m jealous.”
“Okay, okay, okay,” said Carl, “so…so like are you two…an item?”

“An item?” said Nicki. “An item is something you find in your purse or
at a store, or what have you. If you mean are Mahdakis and I dating,
yes.” She put her arm around his waist, rubbed the palm of her hand on
his ass, and said, “We’re going to get married….at least if I have my
way.”
“Ahh,” Dakota nodded. “Benefits.”
“What’s the matter? Didn’t he tell you?”
“Yeah, I told them,” Mahdakis lied. “But they didn’t believe me; they
wanted to hear it from you.”
After that, they sat quietly for the better part of half an hour, waiting for
the elusive ‘high’ to begin. They were sitting upright jiggling their legs
and looking at one another, bored with suspicion. Mahdakis was standing
up pacing. Carl spoke first, “Who’s tripping? Cuz…ah…. I ain’t feelin’ a
thing.”
“Me neither.” Dakota shook her head.
“I must say, these are not the best hits of acid I’ve ever had,” Nicki
apologized.
“Are you feelin’ anything, dude?” Mahdakis asked her.
Nicki shook her head. “No. I mean I feel good, but I might as well be
stoned.”
Carl stood up, took a drag off his cigarette and studied it as if it were
about to bite him, then said, “I don’t mean to sound unappreciative, but
ah….I might as well be drunk.”
“Now you’re talkin’.” Mahdakis pulled out a bottle. “Anyone?”
“Dude! What the fuck?” Nicki yelled at him.
“Yeah alright,” Carl reached over, “got to get buzzed somehow.”
“I’ll be right back; I gotta take a piss,” Mahdakis announced as he
relinquished the bottle to Carl and walked out of sight, Nicki’s eyes
following his every move.
Carl took a healthy gulp and held it out for Dakota. “Babe?”
“Nah. We got the keg party to go to soon. I’ll be really fucked up if I
drink whiskey.”
“But dropping acid’s good for you?”
“It’s not the same.”
“It’s supposed to be worse.”
“Fine!” Dakota yanked the bottle from his hand. “Gimme that.”

Dakota offered the bottle to Nicki. “Do you think that we did so much
acid, we’re immune? Maybe that’s why nothing is happening?”
“That’s a scary thought.” Carl raised his eyebrows. “Could be, though.”
“That’s precisely why I started doing coke, and why you guys should
too.” Nicki screwed the cap back on the bottle and started walking over
to where Mahdakis was still pissing.
“Yeah, right; that’s all we need. Another fuckin’ addiction.”
“Well if ya change your mind Carl, I got….Ahhhhh! Holy Shit!
Mahdakis! What the fuck is that? WHAT’S COMING OUT OF YOU?!”
With Nicki’s scream, Frank jumped straight up again as he, Carl and
Dakota ran over to Nicki and stared at the puddle of urine that had just
come out of Mahdakis. It was a thick neon green substance with a
foreign shine to it that made it shimmer as it oozed its way along the
sidewalk.
“Jesus Christ dude,” Frank observed. “You need to go see a doctor or
somethin’.”
Mahdakis, still holding his cock out said, “So you guys see it too, then.
Right? I’m not hallucinating this?”
“Ah…no,” Dakota laughed and observed his penis, “Hee-hee…those
things look kind of funny when you’re tripping.”
“DON’T LOOK, ASSHOLE!” Carl yelled.
“Hee-hee, it’s all shriveled up like a turtle.”
“Put it away, dude!”
Mahdakis mindlessly tucked himself in, still staring at the puddle of
thick green liquid. “It looks like anti-freeze.”
“And moves like a milkshake.”
“Like the ones you get at McDuff’s around St. Patty’s Day.”
“Hey,” Dakota addressed everyone, “you guys wanna get going on
down to The Paper Factory and drink some beers?”
“There you go!” Nicki slapped Mahdakis playfully. “That’s what you
need; some beer to dilute that…whatever the fuck is inside of you.”
“Alright then, let’s hightail it out of here and get to that kegger.”
“That is if you’re okay over there, Mahdakis.”
“Yeah I’m fine. Go ahead to the car. I’ll be right there.”
Nicki looked at him with genuine concern. “Fuckin’ glowing in the
dark piss, man. I think it’s a sign that it’s time you stopped using LSD,
my love.”
“Hmm.”

She put her arm through his and led him away, back towards the
pavilion. “Are you alright?”
“Yeah, I feel fine. In fact, if I didn’t see that, I wouldn’t know that
anything might be wrong.”
“Hmm. What’s up with that bottle? I thought you were done with that
stuff. What about your stomach and all that shit? Didn’t the doctor tell
you that you ate your stomach liner away and to keep off the serious
stuff….and spices?”
“Yeah. He also said it would grow back, too.”
“So it grew back I guess?”
“Yeah.”
“And you just can’t wait to burn this one out too, huh?”
“Shut the fuck up!”
“You shut the fuck up, asshole!”
“You wanna get laid tonight or what?”
“Me?” Nicki stared at him in disgust. “You’re a real piece of fuckin’
shit, you know that? I can get laid anywhere, by anyone; and don’t you
ever forget it.”
“Maybe that’s my apprehension.”
“Fu-u-uck you.”

*Sham Rock*
Blood on the Tracks

T

he unfamiliar names you may be reading are only unfamiliar
because I have not mentioned them before. They are not unfamiliar
to any of the characters. They have been here the entire time, decorating
the background like graffiti, filling in space, or in the case of Sham Rock,
busy doing time for the past year after being tried as an adult for assault
and attempted manslaughter.
Sham Rock was one of the craziest looking motherfuckers on the
planet.
He was a white, half-Irish, half-German, five foot nine monster that
bulged with muscle from head to toe. That in itself was not the crazy
thing; the craziness was in the eyes. He had steel color eyes that each
looked in a different direction. To classify them as ‘lazy eyes’ would be
inaccurate as they were anything but. They were wide, bulging eyes that
never blinked. If you didn’t know better, and strangers didn’t, you’d
think he was undergoing shock treatment at the precise moment. His left
eye sat emotionless and dead center, never giving way to reaction while
his right eye, which seemed to never stop absorbing information, was
jammed as far into the right corner as could be without becoming part of
his cheek. And in between those crazy shock-riddled eyes was an
unusually perfectly round Santa Claus nose. The reddish-brown afro on
top of his head was not the oddest thing either, but his lips definitely
were. He had big full lips like inner tubes and when he wasn’t talking,
his lower lip extended out and up, over the top of his mouth, as if he
were trying to eat his face. While Captain H had a great deal of strength,
he also possessed a degree of sense and knew when to exercise caution
or grant leniency. Sham Rock, on the other hand, had the thought process
of an animal and ten times the brawn as Captain H.
Mahdakis and he were friendly but Mahdakis knew to keep a good
distance from him. Sham Rock always wondered why. Sham Rock liked
Mahdakis and found him funny and clever. He would never have laid a
hand on him….but who knew?

Mahdakis was never part of any of these circles yet always seemed to
be within throwing distance from them, as he was on the fateful day
when Sham Rock earned the assault and manslaughter charge. He was
still working at Ebenezer’s Auto in Little Italy when the shit was going
down…
It was a sloppy winter day and Mahdakis sat inside the gas station
office on an oil-stained vinyl chair directly in front of the glass door
waiting for cars to pull up to the pumps. He sat with the owner’s son to
his right, who sat at an empty desk staring blankly out the glass window
all day. The owner’s son was a man in his mid-thirties who possessed the
mentality of a fourteen-year-old boy. His primary duties (because it was
all he was capable of) were to dispatch the tow truck drivers on Triple A
calls and pump gas when it got too busy, or when Mahdakis was too
busy plugging tires and pocketing the cash to take care of the pumps.
The two of them were sitting in the small office that lead into the
garage when Sham Rock came barging in, his BMW mechanic’s overalls
covered in blood and dirt and ripped from the left armpit down to the
waste, exposing bare skin and underwear. “Hey mayon! What’s going on
Mahdakis?” he said, as his bottom lip immediately began to engulf the
rest of his face. Mayon was the bizarre way he pronounced, or better yet,
sang, the word ‘man’; almost as if he were trying to rhyme with crayon
or pronouncing only the first two syllables of mayonnaise.
“Not too much,” Mahdakis said, keeping his hands in his coat to stay
warm. “What are you up to this fine morning?”
“That’s funny. You guys need any help? I’m looking for a new job
now.”
The owner’s son, noticing the BMW logo on his overalls, asked, “What
is it you do?”
“I fix cars, mayon.”
“Where have you worked?”
“I used to work up the street at BMW but my boss and I just had a
falling out a few minutes ago.”
“Oh?”
“Yeah mayon; he was getting on my nerves, busting my balls and
whatnot; you know…making me do stuff.”
“And you didn’t like that?”
“Hell no. Would you?”

“I guess if it were my job, I’d have to.”
“Yeah well fuck that. He was a real dick, besides.”
“So what happened?”
“What do you mean? I had to take him out. See those sirens?” Sham
Rock pointed out the window to a couple of racing squad cars. “Those
are for me, I think.”
“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah. So here,” Sham Rock leaned over to the owner’s son’s desk and
scribbled on a piece of paper, “give me a call later if you find yourself in
need of some good help around here, okay?” He slapped the owner’s son
on the shoulder jovially and then gave Mahdakis the stupid-secret
handshake. “I gotta get going now. You understand.”
“Sure.”
“See you later, guys.”
As Sham Rock walked calmly down the busy road, jingling the change
in his pocket, Mahdakis and the owner’s son stared at one another for a
moment. Finally, he said to Mahdakis, “You really know that guy?”
“Yeah,” Mahdakis confessed. “Known him for years. He’s part of a
group I hang around with once in a while.”
“Was he serious about all that, or are you and the guys in the shop
playing another joke on me?”
It was no joke. Sham Rock was indeed serious, at least in his own
mind, and found nothing strange about barging into a place, inquiring
about employment while half naked, bloodied from head to toe, and then
announcing that he had just pummeled his former boss…almost to death.
The owner of the BMW dealership was not joking either, and was
serious about putting Sham Rock away (getting the shit beat out of you
in front of your employees and then slammed in the head with a fire
extinguisher while you lie helpless on the concrete floor will do that, I
suppose), and a month later, Sham Rock was in jail doing hard time for
the next year or two.
*****
“Why are we stopping?”
“It’s a dead end, Muffin. Where do you want me to go?” Bobby Bobo
put the stolen car in park.
“We’re gonna meet these dudes down here, with all these street lights?”

“Nah mayon. This is too much out in the open. Look at all the houses
around us. Early yet; lights still on and shit, mayon. This ain’t a cool
spot. We told them to meet us up a ways.” Sham Rock pointed to the
westbound train tracks, nodded his head in affirmation, and grabbed his
face with his lower lip.
“In the old abandon freight car; you know the one,” Bobby said coolly.
“Yeah. Yeah, I remember. I know the one,” Muffin Man said, getting
out of the car from the back seat and glancing curiously but quickly at
both of them. “It just seems a little odd.”
“You’re a little odd, mayon,” Sham Rock laughed as the three of them
walked away from the car and towards the tracks.
It was cold and dark out on the tracks but everyone who was anyone (at
least the B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S.) knew their way around the train tracks
because it was where they all played as kids….much to the chagrin of
their parents, of course. There were four active tracks that ran the
distance, and up around the bend, where they were going, were two more
dead tracks that lay to either side. Once upon a time, those particular
tracks, and that area was used as a place where all the trains that weren’t
running, or needed fixing, went to dock. ‘The Yard’ is what they called
it. Back then, it was mostly an occasional Amtrak or freight train that ran
through. However, with the demand for local trains in and out of Philly,
Washington, New York and everything in between, train traffic was
rapidly growing - due in large part to a strong economy and commuters
tiring of driving their cars. As a result, The Yard moved up a few miles
to East River for tax purposes, yet they never retrieved this one particular
freight car; it was just left there like an abandoned stepchild. As
youngsters, a lot of them used it to hideout, make out, and get stoned out
of their minds in, without the worry of anyone finding them - ironic how
things find a way to eventually come full circle.
“I remember coming here a lot when we were in our teens,” Muffin
Man smiled and looked up at Sham Rock, who had lost his smile and
was simply staring ahead. Muffin Man, growing nervous, kept talking, “I
fucked Lori here….first time…that’s why Rad’s always getting on my
case, you know.” Muffin looked at Bobby, then to his left at Sham Rock,
and to his right again and saw that neither one of them were responding.
They were emotionless, as if he were talking to himself. “Yeah…Captain
H and I came here once when we were in the fourth grade to have it
out…a fight…you know…you know what? I beat his ass! He’ll deny it,

I’m sure but ahh…but….” and instinctively, Muffin Man found himself
sprinting down the tracks, running for what he sensed was his life. But he
didn’t get far before the two others grabbed him by either side and held
him in the air. “WHAT THE FUCK? WHAT THE FUCK, MAN?
WHAT’S GOING ON?”
Sham Rock picked him up by his right arm and tossed him over his
own head, body-slamming Muffin Man on the middle track (track one),
injuring him to the point where he could no longer feel his legs. “What
the fuck! I can’t move! I can’t move! What the hell? This isn’t funny!
We can get run over!”
“Oh yeah?” Bobby said, looking down on him and pressing a pistol
into his stomach while Sham Rock tied him to the track with an
extension cord. “What’s the matter? They don’t teach you how to get out
of situations like this in that fancy legal college you go to?”
“Huh? What the fuck man! I’m just….”
But he was silenced by Sham Rock, who began wrapping duct tape
around his head and over his mouth. Bobby Bobo put the gun closer to
his face. “You’re just too smart for your own good is what’s just. You
shouldn’t be snitching to the D.A. about us.”
As Muffin Man lay on the tracks struggling to break free of the ropes
and desperately trying to be heard, Sham Rock punched him in the gut.
“A lawyer? Really mayon?”
“How stupid are you? Do you really think The Captain is going to let
you work for the other side when you know all of our secrets?”
“Someone ratted out Gary to the feds and now look at the mess he’s
in.”
“School,” Bobby spit his gum out on him, “how smart do you feel
now?”
Sham Rock shook his head sadly, as he stared Muffin Man in the eye.
“We love you, you know. You just lost your way is all. And we have a
job to do and an enterprise to protect…so don’t take any of this
personally, or anything. Okay?”
“Yeah, we’re still friends and all that.”
While Muffin Man lie struggling and mumbling on the tracks, waiting
to die, Sham Rock asked, “You got a smoke?”
“Sure…here.” As Sham Rock lit up, Bobby said, “I hope they don’t
have a track change. Sometimes they do that, you know.”

“That would be a drag, mayon. Then we’d have to move his body all
over again?”
Muffin Man tried to yell through the tape.
“And wait for another train to come.”
“I ain’t waitin’ around…what we gotta wait around for, mayon?”
“We have to sit tight until it’s done. We need to get rid of the cords and
anything else we may have used….like the tape. It’s supposed to look
like an accident, or a suicide…you do remember that part, right?”
“Yeah. So?”
Muffin Man continued to try to yell and roll his body from side to side.
“So it’s kind of hard to commit suicide or have an accident with a cord
and tape all around you.”
“Oh man, wait! So we gotta peel the tape and shit off his mangled
bloody body?”
“That’s the idea. Unless the train engineer notices and stops.”
Muffin Man’s body began to jerk violently and he tried to scream
through the tape.
“Why the hell can’t we just shoot him? Why do we have to do all this
sick elaborate crap, mayon?”
“Pay attention, Sham Rock. Captain H said he wanted revenge for the
fight the two of them had here ten years ago. Remember?”
“Yeah. I guess. But it’s stupid. Hey, what the hell are you makin’ noise
about over there?” Sham Rock yelled at Muffin Man. “You don’t have to
clean this shit up. You got it easy. All you got to do is lie there.”
“Come on,” Bobby said, leading away from the tracks. “Let’s go wait
up in the woods. Take care, Muffin. Keep a seat warm for us in Hell.”
Sham Rock walked far ahead of Bobby and was in the wooded area
when Bobby, walking slowly and still on the tracks yelled, “Hey, did you
secure that cord to the track good enough?”
“I think so, mayon.”
“I’m gonna double check. Wait right here.”
“Alright.”

The Paper Factory

T

he Paper Factory was just that, a dingy, tucked away factory in
South Norford that produced paper on rolls the size of small trucks.
As kids, Mahdakis, White Tom, Captain H, and a few other adventurous
souls, would play in back of the factory near a slightly wooded area that
had what was called a swamp. It was called a swamp because it was a
small body of murky thick liquid that resembled quicksand. In retrospect,
and with all that we know these days, it was most likely toxic waste from
the factory. No one had been near the place since they were kids, almost
ten years ago, but they were running out of places to hang out and
someone remembered this place and all its seclusion.
The keg party wasn’t near the swamp, however. It was on a brightly lit
loading dock platform that ran alongside the back of the building and
faced the railroad tracks, away from civilization, but only a quarter mile
from the spot where Muffin would make his last stand. Snowy McPeet,
Polly Waggle, Pumpkinhead, and Kim Scungilli arrived at the spot hours
earlier and set up the keg but weren’t drinking that much, having already
been so high on dust. Tony and Rizzo had shown up a little while ago
and were helping themselves to their second beer, as Sham Rock and
Bobby Bobo now appeared mysteriously from off of the train tracks.
They were bruised and covered with dirt and blood.
“Jesus Christ Sham, what the fuck happened to you?” Tony remarked.
“What do you mean, what happened to me?”
“He means you look like shit.”
“I don’t look like shit; you look like shit.”
“No, you look like shit.”
“Do I look like shit, Bobo?”
“You look fine.”
“See? I look fine.”
“But you don’t look fine. You look like shit.”
“Bobby’s lying to you. Sham.”
“Why you lying to me, mayon? They say you’re lyin’.”
“I’m not lying to you. They are.”
“What do they have to gain by lying to me? Huh?”
“What do I have to gain by lying to you?”
“I don’t know. But if you had something to gain, I sure as hell wouldn't
know about it.”

“I like his reasoning.”
“It’s actually very astute,” said Rizzo.
Bobby extended his hand to everyone, doing the stupid-secret
handshake and exchanging casual pleasantries as he did. “What’s up
dudes?”
(inhale-exhale) “Hey asshole,” Shake-shake-shake “how the fuck you
been?”
“Nice to see you too, Snowman.”
“The…” Cough-cough-cough “The…” Cough-cough-cough “The cups
are over there.” Cough “Grab a brew.”
“Easy for you to say,” Bobby Bobo walked to the keg, poured himself a
beer and took his place by Polly, kissing her on the forehead and rubbing
her long blonde hair. “Hey baby.”
“What’s up? Where you guys been, rolling around in the hay together?”
“Just work. Nothin’ out of the ordinary. And don’t ask dumb
questions.”
“Whatever.”
“Hey mayon, give me one of them beers,” Sham Rock demanded as he
walked up to Pumpkinhead and studied him only an inch away from his
face, feeling Pumpkinhead’s face with his hands like a blind man would
do, as if Pumpkinhead were an inanimate object or a painting being
observed by an artist. “What’s the matter with you, Pumpkinhead? You
look spaced out.”
“Fuckin’ high on angel dust, bro. I’m buggin’.”
“He-he-ha-ha-huh!” (snort)
“Don’t laugh, Polly,” Sham Rock scolded. “You gotta be careful
messin’ around with that stuff. It’ll kill ya you know.”
“Yeah man, I can dig it,” was all Pumpkinhead could say.
“Where’d you guys score dust?” Bobby asked, sipping his beer.
Kim took a drag and said, “Snowy put it in our pot.”
“Say what? Did you guys know?”
“He-he-ha-ha-huh!” (snort) Polly laughed. “No.”
Bobby rushed over to Snowy, grabbed his shirt, and pressed him
against the cement wall of the factory. “YOU GAVE MY GIRL
FUCKIN’ ANGEL DUST WITHOUT HER KNOWING?”
“Calm down, slick. It was just a little.”
“FUCK YOU, JUST A LITTLE!” Bobby punched him in the gut and
Snowy fell to the ground writhing in pain.

“Easy man!”
“STAY OUT OF THIS, TONY!”
“Oh my God,” said Rizzo.
“...AND THAT WAS JUST A LITTLE PUNCH!”
Pumpkinhead observed Snowy rolling around the cement platform in
excruciating agony. “Oh wow man, that’s far out.”
“DON’T YOU EVER GIVE POLLY THAT SHIT AGAIN, YOU
UNDERSTAND?”
“Mm-hmm.”
“WHAT THE FUCK’S THE MATTER WITH YOU, SNOWMAN?
PEOPLE CAN DIE FROM THAT SHIT!”
“It’s dangerous stuff, mayon!”
“I’m okay baby,” Polly assured him. “I’m not even high anymore. I’m
fine.”
“So what the fuck’s wrong with Pumpkinhead over here, mayon? He
looks fucked up, dude. I don’t think this person should be driving,” said
Sham Rock, still standing nose to nose with him.
“Or standing, for that matter.”
“I’m hip.” Pumpkinhead nodded in agreement.
“Probably not. I’ll drive us back later,” Kim said as she took a sip of
beer and explained, “He was Bogarting the joint and hoggin’ all the
weed. That’s why he’s in the shape he’s in. Stupid ass. He’ll come down
soon enough.”
“Okay.” Bobby Bobo nodded as he and Sham Rock helped Snowy get
back up on his feet.
“Jesus Christ, Bobo!” Snowy said, his eyes slightly welt up. “All we’ve
been through and you got to pull that shit?”
“Enough!” Bobby pointed at him sternly, then leaned into his face and
whispered, “Can you get any more of that shit, or what?”
“Like a few ounces?” Sham Rock turned and whispered in his other
ear.
“Just a phone call away.” (inhale-exhale)
Just then, Mahdakis, Dakota, Frank, and Kim’s brother, Carl, came
schlepping down the driveway, looking like they were on their last legs.
“Where the fuck have you guys been?”
Carl aimed his thumb at Mahdakis and explained, “Dummy here
decided to get into an argument with Nicki so she kicked us out of the
car and made us walk all the way from Old Norford.”

“Nicki’s not coming?”
“Oh I’m sure she is...somewhere.”
“Ha! No shit!” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Now it’s your turn, buddy.”
“But to answer the question…no, she won’t be attending our intimate
little gala.”
“Whoa…wait a minute, mayon. I thought we were just here to drink
beers.”
“We are.”
“So who’s gay here?”
“What?”
“I am.”
“Me too.”
“I could be.”
“I should be.”
“I used to be.”
“I wanna be!”
“Well I ain’t!” Frank Slate said, vehemently.
Sham Rock nodded his head in acknowledgement. “You and me Frank,
we gotta stick close together…away from these queers.”
“Yeah, that’s it,” said Rizzo, “stick close together. Share a sleeping bag
if you have to. Just don’t let any of those queers touch you.”
“You’re a wiseass Rizzo, you know that?”
“Mm.”
“So Mahdakis, what happened with Nicki?” Bobby asked.
“She’s a little perturbed with me for something or another. I’m not sure
why, really.”
“I think it might be because you called her a fat little cocksucker.”
“That’ll do it.”
“He-he-ha-ha-huh!” (snort)
“Women are sensitive like that, mayon. You should know better,”
Sham Rock said. “I know you probably meant well, but you gotta choose
your words more carefully.”
“And let me guess,” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “not one car between the
four of you.”
“Yeah, that’s right,” Carl said, defensively.
“Mm.”
“Jesus.”
“Carl actually has two or three in Kim’s backyard.”

“Myself, I’m in between cars right now,” explained Frank. “I’m lookin’
at a truck, actually.”
“So am I. It’s parked right over there in front of the garage...it’s mine.”
“Funny.”
“Not really. You guys gotta get your shit together, man.”
“Whatever. Who the fuck are you, anyway? My father?”
“No, I’m just sayin’...”
“So you walked all the way? That’s terrible,” Rizzo said with spurious
concern.
“Yep.”
“We tried to hitchhike, but it’s hard to get picked up nowadays.”
“Go figure,” said Polly. “Four so upstanding looking citizens.”
“I don’t get it either,” said Carl, missing the jab at him. “We used to get
picked up all the time, no problem.”
“Maybe it’s because you’re fuckin’ twenty years old now and pretty
damn scary looking!” Kim yelled.
“And not a hot young teenage stud that some perv thinks they can have
their way with.”
“You talkin’ to me?” Carl took offense.
“He sure ain’t talkin’ to me,” said Frank. “I don’t do weird shit.”
“You don’t do any shit, is what I heard.”
“Fuck off, Kim.”
“Three ugly bastards and a dumb bitch,” Bobby chuckled.
“Hey...watch it.”
“I can see it on prime-time Friday night television.”
“What’s wrong with being a cocksucker?” Sham Rock blurted out.
“Huh?”
“Again....this guy and his gay stuff.”
“Nicki, I’m talking about. Why would she be upset with being called a
cocksucker?”
“Yeah really, what’s her problem anyway?” said Rizzo. “I love it when
people call me a cocksucker. Especially when it’s a complete stranger
driving by and I’m standing on the side of the road with a large group of
friends. Or better yet, family members.”
“Family members call you cocksucker?”
“That’s not right.”
“Oh it’s fine. They do it all the time! In fact, that’s how they address
my birthday cards. ‘So, you’re one year older….Happy Birthday

Cocksucker’. Hell, I even had a shirt made up for myself when I was at
the mall once; it said ‘Call me Cocksucker’”.
“Maybe it was because you called her a fat cocksucker,” said Dakota.
“Girls don’t like being called fat,” said Kim.
“Oh yeah...that’s a real sticking point.”
“Cocksucker’s one thing,” Kim lectured on, “but to call a woman
fat...well that’s just asking for a beating.”
Ignoring them, Sham Rock continued, “But being called a cocksucker
only means that she’s useful and well liked.”
“It’s derogatory, man.”
“Derogatory shmogatory. Isn’t sucking someone’s dick a nice thing?”
“Sure is.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Why, you feel like being nice right
about now?”
“You’re a wiseass too, Tony. You and her are made for each other.”
“And it’s good for the environment,” Pumpkinhead said.
“And fun for the whole family!”
“That’s disgusting. What’s the matter with you anyway, Rizzo? And
Sham, why the fuck do you ask?”
“Contemplating a career change?”
“Shut the fuck up, Bobby. You too, Riz.” Sham Rock turned and
studied Mahdakis. “And I don’t know what the hell you’re thinkin’ about
over there, but I don’t like that grin on your face. Somethin’ tells me I
should bust your head wide open right now.”
“I think you should, too.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “But if you wait
until later, it’ll feel a lot better.”
“Yeah? Why’s that?”
“Because.”
“Alright then,” Sham Rock smiled at Tony and let his lower lip
swallow his face.
“Besides you’ll never know.”
“Never know what?”
“What I was thinking about.”
“Ah-ha! So you were thinking!”
Mahdakis took a puff off his cigar. “It happens.”
“Sometimes.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble
“Hey wow, man. We just had this same conversation earlier,” said
Polly, spilling beer. “Didn’t we Pumpkinhead?”

“Yeah man. Yeah, it was heavy, yo……wait…what are you talking
about?”
“You guys were shovin’ dust up my girl’s nose and talking about
sucking cock?”
“And eatin’ pussy! Mmm,” Polly laughed.
Bobby rotated his dark Italian head, looking around at everyone. “Jesus
Christ, what the fuck kind of people do you have for friends, anyway?”
“The kind that like to suck cock and eat pussy!”
“So which ones like to do which?”
“Oh that’s funny.”
“Why? You got a problem with any of that?”
“I don’t, Kim; but you do.”
“No I don’t.”
“Sure you do, or have you changed your selfish ways over the years?”
As Kim stared at Bobby, thinking of what to say, Polly lost her smile
remembering that the two had dated for a very short time a long while
ago. “You’re talking about sucking dick?”
“No. I’m talking about not sucking dick…because someone has a
problem with that.”
“So?”
“So,” Bobby Bobo continued, “you’ll accept a man’s face in your lap,
but you won’t suck his cock?”
“It’s not my thing; I just don’t like it.”
“Hey dudes, let’s just drop it,” Tony said.
“And you really think a guy loves munching on that smelly mound of
meat?”
“Gross.”
“Who the fuck cares what she does or doesn’t do?”
“It’s not smelly.”
“Really people, who cares?” Rizzo echoed Frank’s statement then
whispered in Tony’s ear, “No wonder Pablo didn’t stay with her very
long.”
“It’s about the principal of it all,” Bobby persisted. “You love it when
someone eats you out, but you won’t return the favor? That’s shitty.”
“You know, you never went down on me either!”
“That’s because you wouldn’t suck my dick! You didn’t deserve it!”
“How do you know I wouldn’t have if you had gone down in the first
place?”

“Because you just said so!”
“But you didn’t know that then!”
“What a fuckin’ scene in that bedroom,” Mahdakis surmised. “A
genuine oral sex showdown.” Then, holding his Tijuana Small cigar in
his mouth, he mimicked, “Folks, this-is…How-ard-Co-sell…com-ing to
you live…..from-the-bed-room…of Bob-by Bo-bo…and Kim-Scungilli…..where I assure you, no-body-is-com-ing at all, as we lay witness…..to a real….oral standoff. Yes, look at these two…..naked as jay
birds and just standing there like mannequins, waiting for the other to
make the first move…and they say youth is wasted on the
young……I’m-not-so-sure.”
Nobody laughed at his parody of the late sports announcer, Howard
Cosell, or even commented, as they were suddenly overcome with
throbbing embarrassment for knowing him in the first place, and
allowing themselves to breathe the same air as he. Sham Rock broke the
awkward silence, “So except for Kim, we all like sucking cock then,
right?”
“Ah…no…not really.”
“Yeah…me neither.”
“Dude, what the fuck’s wrong with you?”
“A big fat NO on that, thank you.”
“You like sucking cock, bro?”
“I didn’t mean that! I meant we all like getting stuff done to us, right?”
“Sure.”
“There’s a big difference between doing stuff and getting stuff done,
though.”
“He’s right Sham, look it up.”
“Or you may find yourself in an awkward situation someday.”
“I got it, wise asses.” Sham Rock smiled with embarrassment. “So why
is it bad to be a cocksucker? I mean like….where did that name come
from?”
Tony observed Mahdakis’ eyes squinting as he took the thin cigar out
of his mouth. They had been together for too many years for Tony not to
recognize that he was about to go into one of his lame, self-serving
comedy routines. Tony also knew it a signal for him to step into sidekick
mode. Mahdakis said, “Most likely, a long time ago, it was someone
whose last name was cocksucker.”
“Someone who lived in a small village...”

“Marseille, France, perhaps.”
“...or just outside of...”
“...where she was considered a…”
“…or he...”
“...or he was considered a cheat or a liar.”
“Or someone who did the job only half way.”
“Which then of course begs to ask the question, which came first, the
cock or the cocksucker?”
“The cock came first. The cock always comes first.”
Dakota broke their routine and said solemnly, “I always thought it was
because they tease you by giving you oral until you’re hard and then
leave, never finishing you off, or letting you fuck them. And that’s why
people hate cocksuckers.”
“Oh.”
“Well sure, then there’s that.”
“Makes sense to me.”
“Mm.”
“What would life be like if we greeted each other like dogs?”
“We probably wouldn’t French kiss that much.”
“Do dogs give oral?”
“Not to other dogs.”
“So who do they give it to?”
“People.”
“People?”
“Yeah, I seen that in a movie or two once,” said Frank.
“Jesus, what a fuckin’ perv you are, man,” Polly laughed.
“How could you have seen it once if you saw it in two different
movies?”
“Maybe it was the same scene.”
“Doesn’t matter. He still would’ve seen it twice.”
“What the fuck kind of movies are you renting, Frank?”
“Regular kinds.”
“Regular, my ass.”
Shake-shake-shake, (Inhale-exhale) “I got shit loads of those kinds of
movies, Frank….a lot of cool imports from Germany and whatnot.”
(Inhale-exhale) “Grandmas and black dudes, dominate fat chicks with
submissive oriental business men, hot teens in locker rooms, gay bikers
on acid, famous athletes who worship feet while masturbating, big-titted

blondes with horses, midgets who eat shit,” (inhale) “you name it. I’m
watching one at home right now called Anal in the Antarctic. It’s about
an Eskimo love triangle.” (exhale) “If you ever wanna borrow
something, just let me know.”
There was an extremely long, disturbing silence that followed and
finally Sham Rock smacked himself on the forehead. “Hold up. I almost
forgot...Mahdakis!”
“Mm?”
“My brother Sleaze has been trying to get a hold of you.”
“What’s he want?”
“He’s got this band together and they need a bass player. He thought
that maybe since you and him recorded this past summer together, and if
you weren’t doing nothin’, that you might like to join, or try out, or
whatever.”
“He’s in high school still, right?”
“Senior. They all are. But he’s real good, and the guitar player is nuts
out of this world.”
“What’s his name?”
“Nigel Noodles. They play a lot of F.A.G.G. metal, but they sound
good, and if you aren’t doing anything maybe I can tell him to pick you
up next practice on Friday.”
“It’s not as though you’re doing a hell of a lot.” But Tony’s words were
drowned out by the speeding Amtrak behind them.
“WHAT? WHAT DID YOU SAY?”
“I SAID, IT’S NOT AS THOUGH YOU’RE DOING A HELL OF A
LOT ANYWAY!”
Mahdakis caught Tony’s look and said, “ALRIGHT, FINE!” As the
passing train made its way further down the line, there was silence again.
“Fine, I’ll give him a call tomorrow. You got his number?”
“Right here.” Sham Rock handed him a piece of bloodstained paper
with the number. “Now if you’ll all excuse me a moment, I think I
dropped my watch back near the abandoned train car somewhere. It
belonged to my male-birth-giver; I’ll be right back.”
“Why don’t I come with you?”
“You stay here, Bobby,” Sham Rock ordered.
Mahdakis also walked slowly away from the group, staring at the
phone number and contemplating the absurdity of playing F.A.G.G.

Metal with snotty high school kids. He had officially hit a low point in
his life.

Sham Rock returned to the tracks to untie Muffin Man. Sham Rock had
come to the conclusion that Captain H was nuts, and if he wanted this
done to Muffin, then he could do it himself. A bullet to the head, or the
snapping of a neck in self-defense was one thing, but this was too
calculated and bizarre for Sham Rock’s mind to comprehend. While
Sham Rock could be extremely violent when provoked, he only ever
acted on primal instincts and never planned ahead for these things.
“What the hell?” The body of Muffin Man was gone; all that remained
was an orange electrical cord.
“I cut him loose,” the voice of Bobby Bobo came from behind him. “It
wasn’t my style. But I told him to disappear, and that if he ever showed
up again, we’d cut him into pieces with a rusty saw.”
Sham Rock’s lower lip swallowed his upper one and he nodded.

Charlotte the Harlot

B

eing the creature of habit that he was, he did what he always did
when he was feeling insecure and uninspired; he called the one
woman whom he knew could make him feel like a man at the drop of a
hat and never charge a dime, the one woman who never judged him
beyond the strength of his own libido, the one woman who could keep
his darkest secrets to herself and never be phased by their cruelty, the one
woman who knew where every button of his was but never pushed any
unless asked, his beautiful dark-skinned African Queen and secret
longtime liaison, Charlotte Cummings.
Charlotte and he had seen less and less of each other since she started
college and was now buckling down with her studies seventy miles away

at Princeton University. Besides, the distance, the other hindrance was
her life-long boyfriend and soon to be husband, Alexander. Whereas
before, when she lived at home with her birth-givers, Alexander was
rarely allowed to be there and therefore could not keep track of her. She
never had to explain her whereabouts to him because he never knew
when she was home and when she was not. But now that Charlotte had
her own dorm room (shared with Cannoli Spitzer), Alexander was there
all the time, making free time for her virtually impossible. Mahdakis got
lucky and just happened to call her at one of those impossible times.
Reluctantly, she agreed to meet him at Wayne Park in Central Norford.
There was a secluded spot beneath a small cliff, next to a pond, where
they often liked to engage in one another’s special comfort. But Charlotte
seemed a little distant today. She sat further away from him than usual
and avoided most eye contact as she tiresomely listened to his stories and
updates of what was, what should be, and wasn’t; stories which, to her,
sounded more like excuses for not measuring up to what he should be at
this point in his life.
After pouring his heart out to her in hopes that she could shed some
light on his situation, or make him feel better about it. He raised his head
and awaited her comments. But Charlotte simply sighed in relief that he
was done with his babbling. “So do you wanna fuck, or not?”
Of course, he did, but he wasn’t accustomed to such bluntness from
her. Their ritual was to talk awhile, maybe light a joint, discuss such
things as mutual friends, aspirations, music, and then get down and dirty.
Her curt demeanor took him by surprise as she started to undress herself
before he could even answer. “Yeah, of course. Why wouldn’t I?”
“So let’s do it. I have to get going soon.” She pulled her panties, the
last of her clothing, down to her ankles and stepped out of them, then laid
her brown body back on the rock she had been sitting on, opening herself
suggestively. “Would you mind going down a while? It’s been quite
some time.”
“No problem,” he humbly agreed as he took his place kneeling before
her, cupping her ass in the palm of his white hands as he began
devouring her moistness. Charlotte reveled in this particular act because
it was something she didn’t get from Alexander. Mahdakis was very
giving this way, and never came up quickly. He always waited for her to
let him know she was done by gripping his long hair and pulling his head

up by it, which she was doing now, but with a further request; she turned
herself around and positioned her behind into his face. “You mind?”
“Mm-hm,” he agreed, knowing exactly what she was demanding of
him. She was in one of her dominant moods today and felt like putting
him in his place...for whatever reason.
When she was satisfied that he had proved his worthiness to her, she
turned her body around again and let her knees fall to either side of her.
“Fuck me now boy,” she said matter-of-factly.
Mahdakis didn’t need to be told twice. He gave her a good pounding
right there on the rock in broad daylight as truckers and other motorists
drove by on the highway on the other side of the pond, beeping their
horns with ecstatic endorsement. “How’s that bitch, huh?” There was no
need to ask other than to feed his ego; he could see her eyes rolled in the
back of her head as if it were her first time. “You don’t get it this good at
home, do you?” And there was no need to ask that either, as he knew
very well what her sex life with Alexander was like. He knew he was
doing the job better than she was used to getting, and she loved it, but he
wanted to hear her acknowledge it. And normally she loved playing
those games, yelling out crazy things and talking dirty, but today she was
in no mood to give in to his sexual narcissism. She loved his cock….it
was her favorite, and she loved how he ate her pussy; most guys didn’t
and the ones who did weren’t all that spectacular, let alone even think of
polishing the back door. The fact that he was white was a nice little kink
sometimes, too. But the only sounds that came out of her mouth today
were restrained moans of ecstasy and hushed sighs of satisfaction.
They finished and got dressed in silence; Mahdakis couldn’t help
feeling a bit inconspicuous as he put his cabby hat back on. “Is there a
problem?”
Charlotte finished wrapping her shirt around her and stood up. “I guess
it depends on ones interpretation of problem.”
“Just say what’s on your mind.”
“What’s on my mind? You want to know what’s on my mind?”
“I think so. You’re acting weird.”
“You’re making me act weird.”
“How am I doing that?”
“Because I feel like….I feel like we’re in high school or
something…What’s up with that …facial hair anyway?”
“I don’t have the beard part anymore. See?”

“Whatever….it’s still so passé. You look like you’ve been living in the
woods for a decade.”
“Thanks.”
“Did you ever think that maybe that’s why you can’t find a new job?”
“What is this?”
“This is me telling you what’s on my mind because you said you
wanted to know.”
“You don’t like our arrangement anymore?”
“I don’t like what you’ve not become anymore. For Heaven’s sake,
look at you. We’re on the verge of becoming adults. I’m mingling with
college people now. People who look and act like respectable,
responsible human beings, and you’re…..what….joining a high school
rock band?” She grabbed her purse and slung it over her shoulder. “Get
your shit together, my man. And I do mean that….you are my man. But
lately it’s getting more and more embarrassing admitting that to myself.
No one touches me like you do, and maybe no one ever will, but Lord
have mercy, please…..pull yourself out of whatever funk or time capsule
you are in…..do it for your own sake, if nothing else.” Mahdakis sat on a
rock staring at the ground. He wanted to leap up and choke her to death,
but then he’d have to choke Tony….and Nicki….and Pablo…and
Frank….and Jezebel…….and his birth-giver to death also; for they too,
expressed similar sentiments of disapproval. Not wanting to lose her, he
stared at the ground and took it in. Charlotte looked around. “Where’s
your Chevy?”
“Needs a head gasket. I thought you knew that.”
“That was a month ago….why isn’t it being fixed?....Oh
wait…..because you have no money……and you have no money
because….oh wait,…..you have no job.”
“I’ve only been out of work a few weeks Charlotte, my dear!”
“Okay, and where’s all that money you made working for the past two
years?”
“I couldn’t save it.”
“Why not?”
“Because I’m not privileged like you, Miss High-and-Mighty. My
money’s spoken for the minute I make it.”
“No, you’re not privileged. Not at all, and that being the case, you’d
think you’d have enough brainpower to know better than to spend money
the way you do.”

“Spend it on what?”
“How about all those hotel parties, for starters? How about all that
booze and food that’s in your system? The drugs. Those things cost
money; I know because I buy the same things, but unlike you, I have
much more money to do it with. You’re trying to live like a Rockefeller
when you should be scrimping and saving every last dollar you can. How
about investing some of that money?”
“I don’t have enough for that.”
Charlotte sat down next to him. “You don’t need a lot to make some
more. You just need a little bit; maybe five hundred…..then it becomes a
thousand and that becomes ten thousand, sometimes overnight!”
“Well, I don’t have five hundred dollars.”
“That guitar you bought over the summer, how much was that?”
“Six fifty.”
“Where’d that money come from?”
”I gave the owner of the music store a little bit every pay day.”
“Like fifty….or a hundred?”
“Yeah, like that. Whatever I could afford.”
“Well, there you go. Just put away that same money in the bank until
you’ve accumulated a bit and then invest it in a CD or an IRA or
something, and watch it grow.”
“I don’t even know what those things are. Besides, I’m not going to
live forever. I’m not even going to see my thirtieth birthday, for God’s
sake. Why do all this bullshit when I won’t be around.”
She stood up and pointed down at him in anger. “That’s just an excuse
to not take on responsibilities and you know it. What if you are alive?
Then what? How are you going to live? You need to start thinking about
these things for Christ’s sake.” Charlotte took a long pause. She said
what she needed to say and didn’t want to beat it into the ground.
Besides, he still had his uses and she didn’t want to burn that bridge. She
lit a cigarette casually and said, “So what’s up with you and Nicki? Is it
serious yet?”
He thought for a moment and said, “I don’t know. That’s a good
question. It’s weird. We’re best of friends who fuck each other and have
a mutual love for one another yet….”
Her eyebrows went up. “Hmm?”

“We talk about being in love and how we’re a perfect match, and that
maybe someday if we’re still together…we might….I don’t
know…whatever…who knows? But...”
“There’s that but again. What’s wrong?”
“She takes off for a week…sometimes two.”
“Where to?”
“I don’t know. Maybe just here in Norford, but we don’t see each other
for the longest time and then all of a sudden we’re together again and we
resume right where we left off; as if nothing happened. I know she’s
probably out doing blow with her coke friends and stuff, but if we’re
supposed to be a serious couple, as I think she thinks we are, shouldn’t
we be doing that stuff together, or at least be seeing each other more
often?”
“You would think so. Maybe she doesn’t take you as a serious couple
then.”
“No, she does. She wants to fuckin’ marry me someday,” he said,
rolling his eyes.
“Well how does that make you feel, about her being gone for so long
and not saying anything about what she does or where she went?”
“That’s the other weird thing….I don’t care…so I don’t ask. Is that
wrong?”
Charlotte giggled, “No. It’s not wrong; it just means that you really
don’t care about her.”
“But I do,” he insisted.
“Search yourself. If that were Ms. Crowley, you’d be all over that
situation until someone was killed or severely injured.”
“But I’ve changed now. I don’t care about women the same way.”
“Yes you do. You’re just decompressing. Your emotions have been
rattled around and now they need to regroup before they are of use to
anyone, so in the meantime, the relationships you encounter are not as
heartfelt by you as they could, or should be. You’ve unknowingly
desensitized yourself in retaliation for what Jez put you through. Your
heart doesn’t want to experience that sort of pain again so it has gone
inside its shell for a while; until it feels safe to come out again.”
“When’s that going to be?”
“Could take a year, could take a month...well, obviously more than a
month, but who knows? It all depends upon the degree of hurt you felt.
Some people will let things like this affect them for the rest of their lives

and never love or trust again. I think that’s horrible. But you’ll be alright;
you have too much to give.”
“You think?”
“Sure. Why not? It sounds good. Besides, you just tongued my butt for
five minutes; you care about women.” Charlotte grinned seductively as
he began following her out to the parking area. “Maybe this thing with
Nicki is good. Great even. Think about it; instead of curling up into a ball
and dying, or jumping back into the fire, you get the luxury of
maintaining a relationship with someone who is just as carefree and
casual about it as you are. So while you are not committed to anyone,
you still get to exercise your heart muscle for when the big game does
come to town. Eh?”
“Sure. Why not? It sounds good. Besides, you just let me fuck you in
front of some horny truck drivers for ten minutes.”
“About that,” she said and paused before getting into the car.
“Yeah?”
“Mondays like this, around this time are cool for the next few weeks or
so, if you’re into it...” Her eyebrows raised in hopeful anticipation.
“I don’t know,” he rubbed his chin and said coyly, “Do you really want
to be seen with me?”
“I’ll put a bag over your head. All I want is your dick.”
“Nice.”
“Oh c’mon…..please?”
“Do I have to shave?”
“Anything you want, just meet me here again.”
“I guess I can squeeze it into my schedule.”
“Awesome. I’ll call you next week to firm up.” Charlotte got in her car
and drove off smiling as Mahdakis headed out on foot the other way,
deep in thought; determined to figure out what Nicki wanted from their
relationship and determined to make heads or tails out of what he wanted
from it and how it actually got to this point.
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Remembering Cincinnati

I

t had been a spur of the moment idea for Mahdakis and Nicki; an idea
no doubt triggered by the well-deserved relentless boredom and
brutal monotony of everyday life that had been rewarded to them both
for making it as such. All that toppled with the feelings of loss,
insecurity, and heartbreak these two horny individuals had endured over
the past couple of months…and Walla! Instant relationship….Just add
cum and stir.
Neither one of them were yet sure if they were dating the other or not.
What they did know is that they were very good friends helping one
another get over the loss of a loved one. They also knew that the other
was both horny and vulnerable and therefore an easy target for a sure lay;
something they both found out about each other only a week after
Jezebel had left him.
They had been in his room, talking and sitting on the single mattress
that lay on the floor, when she turned to him and bluntly said, “Let’s
fuck, man.”
“Huh?” he chuckled with embarrassment, knowing exactly what she
said.
She gripped him around the waste and rubbed his flat stomach. “You
heard me; let’s fuck the sorrow out of each other…..right now
Mahdakis.”
“I guess,” he grinned unassumingly.
“You guess? Ha…guess this.” Nicki furiously pulled down his zipper
and put him in her mouth.
“Mm,” he moaned.
“Mm, my ass,” she retorted. “Watch this, I guarantee you never had a
blowjob like this before….watch….and learn.”
“Why? I have no intention of ever doing what you’re doing.”
Nicki laughed and spit him back out of her mouth. “Stop it, you
asshole! Don’t make me laugh and shit.”
“Oh I’m sorry.”
“Mm-hm.”
“I didn’t know you had a propensity to soil yourself when bursting into
sudden laughter.”
“Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! What’s the matter with you? Do you want to
do this or not?”

“Sure.”
“Then stop goofing around, man.”
Nicki was not a true nymphomaniac, not in the medical sense anyway.
She didn’t need to be hospitalized or put on medication for her sexual
desires, but she sure loved having it all the time, anywhere. She loved
cock. Period. But she was a woman, so shouldn’t that be normal? Why
do we not think twice about a man who loves to fuck women all the time,
but we find it shameful, or think that something is wrong when a woman
has the same drive towards men? A very odd, age-old, double standard
that surely won’t get resolved in this stupid book, but you get the point.
Nicki simply loved to have sex with people she knew, and therein lies the
difference between her and a true nymphomaniac; I believe a
nymphomaniac would not be able to control themselves around anyone;
a stranger, a friend, or even a family member. Nicki just did friends –
albeit almost all of them, but still…she limited her behavior to just
friends. She wasn’t so addicted however, that she couldn’t say no to the
more undesirable ones; ones she found hideous or unkempt. Or, if she
did screw them, it was a secret well kept.
Whether it was because he loved Jezebel more than God, or because
Charlotte was such a sexual dynamo, or maybe just because he was
simply still feeling a bit removed from the rest of the world, whatever the
reason, he didn’t really consider the sex with Nicki Tater anything more
than just that…sex. She gave a blowjob no better or worse than the
middle-aged Creepy-Perverted-Bastard had given him years ago, in the
middle of the woods. In fact, Mahdakis had yet to receive a bad blowjob
from anyone...of any age, race, or gender. Was there such a thing? And
who gave them? Mahdakis struggled with this concept. Someone was
sucking and licking the most sensitive part of your body in an attempt to
get you to orgasm down their throat. How could that be bad, regardless
of whom was on the other end? Maybe someone with braces or a serious
down bite? Perhaps. Maybe an epileptic going into a seizure? Most
definitely. But even then, the gesture far outweighs the possible
discomfort. Does it not?
And he was grateful for Nicki being there, restoring his pride, blowing
him back up into shape to be the man he was, yet also letting him cry on
her shoulder as she repaired his heart with praising words of confidence,
mild devotion, and overall good humor. She was feeding his ego back to
its fat self. He made sure to let her know that he appreciated all of this by

repaying any favor she extended to him, yet never being first to make the
offer. He loved that she loved to fuck him. That was a turn on all in
itself. It didn’t matter that she was short and a little more than slightly
overweight. She had a beautiful face with uniquely shaped cat-like
eyes…green, which always seemed to sparkle with a glimmer of
mischief. Her wavy brown hair was shoulder length but playful looking,
and her enormous breasts help cover up any areas of extra weight. While
her thighs were thick, they were muscle thick….not fat thick, and she
wore tight jeans like no one’s business. They hadn’t had sex with one
another since last year on his birth-giver’s waterbed, when she was still
seeing Tony; and he, still with Jezebel.
He was on top of her, pumping away. Nicki had a very welcoming,
extremely moist vagina that was always on standby and ready to go at
the drop of a hat. Cum poured out of her like the Niagara Falls. So while
Mahdakis wouldn’t have minded giving her oral, it was never a
necessity, and not really her thing anyway. She liked the dick. Period. He
could see in her eyes that she was ready to come….again. He had already
come but because of the puddle they were already swimming in, she
didn’t notice. He enjoyed the look of her beneath him, so he kept going
to see how many more times he could make her come. “Fuck me baby,
fuck me….oh, oh God that’s so good,” Nicki moaned, sounding like an
A-typical porno movie. “Yes, more, more ahhh…I love your cock,
baby.” It was just too perfect and Mahdakis decided to throw a wrench
into her routine because it was freaking him out.
He was still driving deep up inside her, pretending to be on the brink of
orgasm when he whispered in her ear, “So a priest and a donkey walk
into a bar with a Jew and cocker spaniel.”
“STOP IT!” Nicki began laughing.
“The bartender…..ahh….looks at the donkey and…..ah yeah,…..and
says….”
“Stop it, Mahdakis!
Her cunt began to grip him tightly from the laughter and he stopped
moving. “He says, ‘Hey fella, why the long face?’”
It was an old dumb joke, but the absurdity of its timing was enough to
crack up Nicki, dissipating any sexual energy she had left, which is what
Mahdakis was trying to do. “You came already didn’t you?”
“A while ago,” he said.
“Why didn’t you say something?”

“You looked like you were having a good time.”
“Good time? I was doing that all for you, asshole.”
“You were faking that?”
“Of course. Who the fuck talks like that for real?”
*****

T

he dark, unassuming vehicle pulled over to the side of the highway.
The driver leaned over and rolled the passenger window down.
“Where you headed?”
“That way,” Goiter said, pointing north without making eye contact.
“That way? Huh, what a coincidence, I’m going that way. Get in.”
The man behind the wheel was Curtis Bolio, originally from Ohio. He
was a decent looking, clean-cut white man in his late thirties or possibly
mid-forties. It was hard to tell because he was a gym enthusiast and took
extremely good care of his body. Curtis had a wife and kids back in
Cincinnati, but they weren’t missing him. They weren’t missing him
because they were dead; dead because he killed them after raping his
son’s buddy in the middle of the night during a sleepover and then
stabbing his wife and son to death when they discovered what he had
done. It was of no consequence to Curtis Bolio however. He had done
this before when he was much younger, to another young lad long before
he was married…..before the days of the institution…..and he was eager
to do it again….maybe with Goiter, maybe not. Goiter was a bit older
than his usual prey, but perhaps he would be a willing participant in
gratifying his needs so that Curtis would not have to kill him. He didn’t
look forward to the killing aspect of it all, but sometimes it was a
necessity in order to keep him out of jail. He did enjoy the raping
however; he loved the way they screamed and squirmed and tried to fight
back. It aroused him tremendously. In his mind it was the same tough
love that his father had enforced upon him when he was younger;
enforced so Curtis would grow up and be tough. Tough enough anyway
to hold down a young boy while riding his backside. What an absolutely
delicious treat he thought it was, to be rewarded with such a welldeserved pleasure after a usually well-fought battle. The battle of course
being the boy’s struggle to get away. And it was the struggle that made it
all such great fun; It was the struggle that gave Curtis Bolio the rush of
exhilaration he so desired on a daily basis. But how nice it would be if he

could just find someone to play the rape game with him on a regular
basis so he wouldn’t have to go through the killing process afterward.
Curtis Bolio had boys like that but he grew tired of them after a while
and had to ‘set them free’. “So what do you say we both go that way
together?” he smiled and looked over at Goiter.
“Wherever. I don’t care. Just get me out of here.”
“Going through a bad spell?” The man looked over at Goiter and
eyeballed his crotch, raising his eyebrows happily, as he did. “Growing
up isn’t easy, especially when you’re different than everyone else. And
that’s the core of it all, isn’t it? You’re different and they don’t
understand how to play with you; right?”
“Something like that,” Goiter nodded his head. “How’d you know?”
“It takes one to know one.”
“Know one what?”
Ignoring his question, the man continued, “But every once in a while
we get sent a reminder from God that….you believe in God, don’t you?”
“Sure…why not? Sounds good.”
“No why nots about it. He’s here……and he’s queer.”
“Ha-ha-ha….Huh? Say what?’
“Never mind.”
“You were saying something before though.”
“Right…every once in a while God drops us little reminders to let us
know that we’re not alone in our suffering. That there are others who
share similar pains and doubts about who we really are and where we’re
going. If nothing else, it’s comforting to know that we are never alone in
our loneliness.”
“That’s deep. I know a guy in Norford who talks like that.”
“Really?”
“He’s a poet…or a rock musician….or something. Ha! Actually, right
now he’s just a drunk. Ha-ha-ha-ha.”
“You like to laugh. That’s good; it’s good to have a sense of humor.
Hold on to it, you’ll need it.”
“How so?”
“Hmm.” The man once again ignored his question and stared at the
highway ahead, pretending to be thinking long and hard. “You wanna
play a game?”
“A game? Hey man, I ain’t funny like that.”

“Oh I assure you this isn’t funny. No sir-ee, there’s nothing funny
about anything I do.”
“That’s good,” Goiter nodded his head and finally looked at the man’s
face while he wasn’t looking. “So what’s your story?”
“Heh,” the man forced out a laugh. “You took the words right out of
my mouth. I have a good mind to make you put them back in there.”
“Huh?”
“Okay fine, I’ll go first. But there’s really not much to tell, so let me
know when I start to bore you.”
“Yeah, alright. Mind if I smoke in here?”
“As a matter of fact, I do.”
“Sorry.”
“We’ll pull over at the next rest stop.”
“Cool.”
“So anyway, the usual suburban home life, good birth-givers, good
neighborhood…”
*****

I

t had been nearing a month since Nicki and Mahdakis began their
relationship and now they sat in his downstairs living room across
from one another, neither one smiling, Mahdakis talking low and
carefully, trying to establish some ground rules for any future
relationship while Nicki sat across from him, impatiently tossing a set of
keys up in the air with one hand and then catching them in the other. “So
what’s your problem?” Nicki asked.
“My problem is, I don’t know where you and I stand for real so I need
you to tell me where you think we stand.”
“How the fuck do I know? I didn’t think we had an issue until now. I
mean, what is this, just fucking? I thought we had some mutual love for
one another Mahdakis. I thought you cared for me.”
“I guess I do. It’s just that I wasn’t…ready to love…..or care for
anyone…at least not yet. So I can’t guarantee I’ll be the best boyfriend
right now, if that’s what I am. Am I?”
“Yeah,” she laughed uneasily, as if she were embarrassed by the
thought. “Of course you are….duh.”

“Duh, nothing. If we’re boyfriend – girlfriend, and we’re in love, then
why the fuck do you disappear for days on end and never tell me where
you are, or at least where you went?”
Her face crumpled and she looked away. “I don’t have to tell you
everything; this isn’t like that. I’m not going to start logging a fuckin’
journal for you as to my whereabouts, justifying my every second.
Christ, slow the fuck down with that shit.”
“Fine. But let’s not pretend we’re boyfriend and girlfriend if you’re
going to have secrets like this.”
“It’s not really that big of a secret!”
“Well whatever it is, it’s something you won’t tell me.”
“I’m not out screwing other guys, if that’s what you’re wondering.
You’re the only one right now; swear to God.”
“Well then just tell me where you’re going to be so I don’t think you’re
out with other guys.”
“This is bullshit.”
“…and so I know where you are in case of an emergency.”
“You don’t need to worry about that. I’m always around plenty of
people.”
“People doing coke?”
Nicki stared at him and thought about her answer before answering.
“Yeah…people who do coke. Is that all right with you? Christ sake man,
everyone’s doing it. Your best friend does it….oh but not you, no, you’re
a fuckin’ saint. You with your White Label scotch and LSD. Yeah, okay;
whatever.”
“I lost Jezebel to that fuckin’ shit; I don’t want to lose someone else to
it.”
“Maybe you lost her because you’re boring.”
“Shut up! That shit’s a game changer, man. Do you know what it’s like
to feel helpless and stupid while watching a friend go through it?
Watching this drug take over their character traits and better judgment to
the point where they no longer know right from wrong and choose the
drug, and the people associated with the drug, over the company of their
true loved ones? To sit and watch them morph into an unrecognizable
monster? Well I do…and it sucks! So excuse me if I keep a distance of
heart, but I’m not gonna sit around and wait for you to dump me in
exchange for that lifestyle. Someday Jez will realize what she did and
hopefully feel extremely stupid, but by then it will be too late. We would

have gone our separate ways and long been done with each other. So if
that’s what you’re up to, I don’t want any part of it. Understand? Let’s
just be normal friends again and don’t let me know.”
“And that’s why I don’t tell you.”
“Are you fuckin’ other guys?”
“No. No, I’m not fucking other guys, Mahdakis.”
“Do you want your precious little white powder more than me?”
She exhaled, “Of course not.”
“Then let’s go.”
“Go where?”
“I don’t know.” Mahdakis looked up in the air then at the television;
the Phillies were playing the Reds. “Cincinnati. You want to go there?”
“And do what?” she asked, joyfully intrigued.
“Get jobs…..get a place to live….start life anew.”
“Just the two of us?”
“Just the two of us; a fresh start. Away from all of this and all of these
people.”
“Oh my God, that would be so cool! I have some money saved up that
we can use until we get work.” She grabbed his cheeks and kissed him
on the lips. “Is this for real? You really want to go? With me?”
“Yes. Now. Right now. Let’s get in that car and just go……to
Cincinnati…and see what it has for us.”
“Alright.” She leaped up, hugged him, and gave him another big kiss
on the lips. “This is going to be excellent. I just know it.” Then she
picked up her purse and started out the door, pausing only to say, “I’m
gonna go down to my house and get just what I need. I’ll come right
back to pick you up. How long do you need?”
“Just a few minutes actually. Do you want to wait and we’ll just leave
together?”
“Nah. I have loose ends and shit to tidy up real quick.”
Mahdakis looked sternly at her and pointed. “See? That’s the sort of
shit I’m talking about, right there. What loose ends?”
She shook her head back and forth but reluctantly succumbed. “Fine,
get what you need. I’ll wait for you in the car.”
*****

L

ater that same day, Pumpkinhead and Curly Schaefer each drove
their own car to Southpoint Beach to meet one another and get
high. As they each lived only a few blocks from the park, and less than
that from each other, there really was no reason to drive, let alone two
cars. But they did, and now they stood outside their perspective vehicles
on the filthy parking lot of Southpoint Beach. Pumpkinhead was dressed
in his usual grey hooded cloak with a rope of hemp tied around his waist;
his unlit lantern rested on the ground and his wooden staff lay diagonally
against a guardrail as he casually rolled a joint. “So what’s up, man? You
sounded kinda buggin’ on the phone. Everything alright?”
“I don’t know, man.” Curly Schaefer ran his fingers nervously through
his curly hair. “Sometimes I think this chick is more trouble than she’s
worth.”
“What chick is that?” Pumpkinhead inquired, lighting and inhaling the
first drag.
“What are you talking about? Felicity; you know, my girlfriend. You
hang out with us every day!”
Pumpkinhead’s eyebrows scrunched together as he gave languid
thought. “Oh yeah, of course; yes, I do…I knew that. I…I guess I
thought maybe you were talking about your birth-giver.”
“Say what?”
“Nothin’ man. Here, have a hit.” He handed Curly the tightly rolled
bone.
Curly accepted the bone in his right hand and looked hard at the
pavement while he inhaled. He finally looked up, exhaled slowly, and
handed it back to Pumpkinhead. “We’re goin’ to Carlisle in a few hours.
Here.” Curly handed Pumpkinhead a folded up sheet of paper.
“Carlisle huh? How’s he doing anyway? What’s this?”
“How’s who doing?”
“No, this here; what is this?”
“That’s an address of where I’m going to be, just in case.”
“Oh, far out. Where are you going?”
“Carlisle.”
“Yeah right. But where is he?”
“Where is who?”
“Just in case what?”
“In case something happens and I don’t come back. I want someone to
know that I’m in Pennsylvania.”

Pumpkinhead exhaled, “Pennsylvania, huh? What’s out there?”
“Carlisle! That’s where Felicity’s relatives live.”
“Oh cool.”
“Yeah, but Yogi’s been on my ass again, and I think he’s finally
snapped.”
“Again? What’s up with this guy? Just let it go already will ya? My
God. Felicity broke up with him months ago!”
“I know, but he still wants her back.”
“What does she think of all this?”
“Honestly? I don’t really know. But I think she’s getting off on the
attention.”
“Sure.”
“You know what we did yesterday? We hung out at Yogi’s!”
“That’s weird, man.”
“Yeah it’s weird, but hold on; it gets weirder. She told me there was a
party over there and hey, since I was low on herb, why not? Maybe I’ll
mingle with the other people and not have to be bothered with him at
all.”
“Right. Low on weed. Makes sense.”
“Yeah, but have you been over there lately?”
“Yogi’s? Nah man, not really my scene.”
“It’s not anyone’s scene! Everyone’s gone, dude! Captain H and those
guys hightailed it out of Dodge so there’s no more prostitutes and hard
drugs. Dude! We get there and Yogi was the only one there!”
“No shit, what’d you do?”
“Well hold on man. So, we get to the door, ring the bell, he answers all
fuckin’ aglow to see her and then points at me and says, ‘What…..is
he…….doing-here?’ like he had no idea I was coming. So I start to
excuse myself and motion to Felicity that maybe it’s a good idea that we
get out of there, but she goes inside. We all hang out on the couch and
get high, listen to some tunes, but the whole time, Yogi’s got his head in
his hands!”
“Wow man, that’s a heavy trip.”
“And just a tad uncomfortable because this guys knows that I know that
he wants to fuck my girlfriend and beat my ass. He thought Felicity was
coming over alone. He thought he was going to fuck her.”
“He was bummin’, man.”

“Him? I was bummin’ man! Shit. So finally, this dude gets up, leaves
the room, and never returns!”
“Wow yo. That’s some crazy shit. But wait, why did she want to go
over in the first place?”
“Well she told me it was a party.”
“But it wasn’t. Did she know that or not? Maybe Yogi told her it was,
just to get her over there, not thinking you’d show up with her.”
“Right, but either way, once we got there and saw that it wasn’t…”
“She should’ve left with you.”
“Exactly! Instead, she goes right in the house as if nothing’s wrong.”
“Attention man. She wants the attention.”
“Yeah well, I don’t think this Yogi McNugget dude is too fuckin’
stable. I think he might come after me again, so I want someone to know
where I went in case you don’t hear from me for a while. You know?”
“Right. I think you’re being a little paranoid though, bro. I don’t think
he’s going to kill you or anything.”
“Maybe not, but just in case.”
“Just in case.”
“I gotta get going.” Curly walked over to the driver door of his car and
got in. He rolled down the passenger window. “Thanks for the buzz,
man. I’m going to pick her up. I’ll see you in a couple of days.”
“Alright, brother….and say hi to Carlisle for me!”
*****

“B

ut she just couldn’t deal with the late hours and all the travelling
I have to do for my job.”
“That’s too bad,” Goiter said, staring out the passenger window, not
really listening. “It sounds like you two really could have had a good
thing.”
“Yes.” Curtis Bolio, the sexual predator-slash-killer, looked down,
deep in thought then raised his head suddenly and said cheerfully,
“Okay, your turn….you do like to take turns, don’t you?”
“What’s that mean? Take turns?”
“You know, I went first telling you my story, and now that I’m done,
it’s your turn to tell me why you’re on the side of the road hitchhiking
with, what appears to be, your worldly belongings.”
“Oh, okay…that.”

“What else would I be referring to?”
“I thought you were hitting on me.”
“Oh no, but not because you don’t deserve to be hit on, I assure you.”
“Thanks.”
“So? Why are you running?”
“Hey dude, it’s like this…..”
Most people assumed Goiter an only child because of the way he
presented himself and never talked about his home life. But Mahdakis,
having been best of friends, and occasional lover, with his older sister
early on, knew better. He knew that Goiter had an older sister up at BU
and an even older brother working with his male-birth-giver, learning the
family business, which he would one day inherit. Their birth-givers were
divorced, the female-birth-giver in Florida somewhere and the malebirth-giver there in Norford, raising them while making quite a name for
himself with a successful HVAC company and buying up real estate all
over the Norford area. There was even a street named after him; Knight
Street, where he purchased the only three houses and one empty lot on
that road. Goiter, for whatever reason, distanced himself from family
success and anything having to do with responsibilities, conformity, or
civility for that matter. He wanted to be his own person, stick out from
the others and not be such an expected follower. This would have been
all right had he some sort of alternate plan in mind. But alas, he did not.
The anger and resentment he harbored stemmed from having to live in
the shadows of the aforementioned older siblings. They were smart,
responsible, enterprising people who knew what they had to do to get
ahead in life, or at the very least, knew they had to do something to get
ahead in life. So, in an attempt to define himself, Goiter rebelled by
becoming just the opposite of them. Making matters even worse for him
was the recent news that Angelica, his sister, was finishing school at
Boston University and would be returning home awhile until she found a
place of her own. Goiter wanted no part of that.
In one aspect, he was a bit like Mahdakis in that his troubles were
mostly self-created, although the one glaring difference between them
was that Goiter gave himself no direction in life whatsoever, and hung
his head low, never looking in front of him while he moved. He had set
no goals for himself to attain, was not inspired by anything, was an
extreme pessimist, wasn’t interested in learning any skills, and therefore
was not motivated or even prepared to accomplish much in life at all; at

least not at this point. And even if a golden opportunity did arise for him,
he would pass it by for fear of it never amounting to much, or maybe for
fear that he would have to work to make it so. Goiter hated to work.
Heck, even the killer he was sitting next to had liked to work and had
goals and aspirations….albeit raping and killing young boys; they were
aspirations nonetheless. Every human should have them.
On top of all that mess was also the fact that he was not a very
appealing spectacle. He was white, but from a distance, you wouldn’t
know. His skin was a weird olive/brown color, as if he hadn’t bathed in a
month…but he did. Goiter had good hygiene if nothing else. He had
deeply set black eyes, black as coal with dark bushy eyebrows running
over the top of them. So thick, that once again, from afar, it looked like
one eyebrow ran across the width of his forehead. He never got much
sleep and therefore always had dark circles around his dark hairy eyes.
His scrawny frame was topped with a head of dark curly hair. He looked
like an assistant for Doctor Frankenstein.
But looks cannot be blamed for his misfortunes, as there were far more
hideous people in Norford than ol’ Goiter. The problem with him was he
had a bad attitude, and negativity followed him like a dark cloud over his
head wherever he went. He carried his attitude, insecurity, and sadness
on his sleeve for all to read. And no one enjoys being around such
people, not even Mahdakis and Nicki, who had extremely bad attitudes
but carried themselves through life laughing and enjoying the company
of others. They were also very secure with themselves, whether they had
the right to be or not.
Curtis Bolio let out an exaggerated sigh, “Hmm. Sounds like you need
something to cling on to, my friend. Something you can look forward to
every morning.”
“Maybe.”
“No maybe’s about it. A man’s got to have purpose in life – be able to
rest his head at night with a degree of satisfaction, and it sounds to me
like you haven’t found that yet.”
“You got that right.”
The man paused for a while then said, “You want a job working with
me?”
“Doing what?”
“Selling vinyl siding. I’ll give you five percent and seven bucks an hour
to start.”

“That’s not bad; I’ll need a job anyway. Where are you going? Where
would we work?”
“All over. We travel…look for homes that need a good siding or paint
job then talk to the owners and convince them that they should go with
siding instead of paint, and of course, go with our company for that
siding.”
“It sounds easy, but I’m not sure if I’d be a good sales man.”
“Well you’re in luck. You can learn some inside tips right away.”
“Oh yeah? From who, you?”
“Not just me. As it so happens, I’m on my way to a convention up in
Lancaster, Pennsylvania tomorrow night.”
“A convention huh? Like a bunch of vinyl siding guys?”
“Mm…my colleagues….yes…yes, a bunch of guys…..interested?”
“Sounds alright.”
“We’re meeting informally tonight for drinks and food; dress is casual.
But tomorrow is the real deal. We need to be on our toes and look the
part. I could drop you off at a hotel somewhere near where I am staying,
pick you up in the morning, and then we can leave together.”
“Where are you staying? Are there any vacancies there?”
“Maybe; we can check. Is money an issue for you?”
Goiter raised his eyebrows. “Uh, yeah…a little, you could say that.”
“Hmm.” The man rubbed his chin.
“You can drop me off at a bus stop or a train station instead.”
“To sleep at?”
“Yeah.”
“No, no, no. That’s no good. You’ll look like hell for the convention.
You need to get a good night’s rest and look presentable tomorrow night
or they’ll never even consider you….tell you what….”
“What?”
“You can stay with me…there are two beds in the room. God knows
why they always do that when you tell them you’re only one
person…you don’t snore do you?”
“Not that I know of.”
“And there’s no smoking or loud music, got it?”
“Ah.”
“Agreed then?”
“Um.”
“Or do you want me to drop you off somewhere else?”

It was to be the first, and last time, Goiter would ever agree to take
advantage of a good opportunity. “Yeah sure. That sounds great. I can
pay you back later if I get hired, or whatever.”
“No whatever’s about it. You’ll be hired as long as you do what I say.
Got it?”
“Do what you say…got it.”
Curtis gave him a wink.
*****

T

hey had only driven a hundred and fifty miles or so before they
decided to pull off the highway and grab a hotel room for the
evening. It was getting dark, and driving would be better in the daylight
considering they really didn’t know the way to Cincinnati. But more to
the truth of it all was that it was nearing seven o’clock and neither he nor
Nicki had had a drink or a hit of pot yet. They settled on a hotel in
Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, a bit off the beaten path of I-76. He leaned
back on the queen size bed and closed his eyes. “This is gonna be great.
We really needed to get away from that whole scene. I couldn’t deal with
it anymore, Nick; it’s like running on a gerbil wheel…every day the
same thing, the same thing, the same thing. Ugh. Take me away from all
that.” He took a sip of beer.
Nicki was washing her makeup off at the vanity. “Well this should do
it. I don’t know what we’re going to find out in Cincinnati, if anything at
all, but one thing’s for sure, we’ll have a whole new set of people to do it
with.”
“And that’s the key. Sometimes you need to hang around people who
are different and have something different to offer.”
“But don’t forget, those types of people are way different than the types
of people we’re used to hanging around.”
“Yep,” he nodded. “But that’s a good thing because too many times we
settle for people who are similar to ourselves; similar in what we like,
what we listen to, what we find funny, happy, or interesting.”
“Exactly Mahdakis, my dear.” Nicki chugged down a Budweiser
quickly. “And if everyone finds the exact same thing interesting, then
you’re always doing or enjoying the same exact things you were the day
before!”
“Mm-hm. And I think that’s where I am now…maybe you, too.”

“Oh for sure, my love.”
Mahdakis stared at her for a moment then sat upright on the bed. “Look
at us, sitting around listening to the same music and commenting on it in
the same manner. We hate most of the same things, we dress similar, shit
man, we’re not much better than the fuckin’ conformists we belittle.”
“We are…somewhat.”
“We’re a different team for sure, but I think we play in the same
arena.”
“Just not the same sport.”
“Right! How the fuck is someone supposed to grow from within with
mirrors all around them?”
“I don’t know if that’s a great analogy, my dear.”
“It is. And…”
“But I get what you’re saying. We, and when I say we I mean us as
human beings, tend to keep particular friends around because they feed
our vanity and validate our insecure existence.”
“Like a slightly fat girl who hangs around a tremendously fat girl to
make herself look better.”
“Well,” Nicki pointed and swallowed another sip, “more like a
tremendously fat chick who hangs around another tremendously fat chick
to make tremendously fat appear normal. I mean, it’s not like we’re
hanging around each other looking any better, you know?”
“Right. And then, when it comes time to grow up a little and move onto
new things, it’s virtually impossible with the group of friends that we’ve
acquired. Look around; who do we have that offers us something
different, who brings fresh food to the table? Who plays a different song
with the same instrument?”
“Say what?”
“Or plays the same song on a different instrument, so we may hear it
again, yet in a more refreshing manner. Maybe our lives aren’t that bad,
maybe we are just very colorful people who have placed ourselves in
equally as colorful surroundings, making it difficult to stand out and be
recognized as individuals.”
“You sound drunk, Mahdakis my dear. But anyway, when you say we
need to hang around different people, you mean we need to hang around
people who are more boring, less outgoing, and maybe a little square, so
as to enhance our colors, and make us look better than we really are.”
“Exactly! And smarter…God knows we can use that.”

“But if we hang around smarter people, than we will be exposed for
how stupid we most likely really are.”
“Hmm. So we need to hang around dumb people who are boring, less
outgoing, and a bit square.”
“Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! You’re a kick in the ass, my love.”
“Could you stop that?”
“Stop what?”
“Calling me ‘dear’, ‘my love’…Mahdakis!”
“But that’s your name, asshole!”
“Actually, it isn’t!”
“So you want me to call you…what then?”
“I’m the only person here! There’s no need to address me by any name!
…and please, stop with the ‘my dear’, ‘my love’ shit once and for all,
will ya? You’re freaking me out!”
“Well fuck you too, asshole!”
He didn’t answer, but shook his head impatiently and looked away.
“I’m taking a shower,” she said, removing her shirt over her head.
“You might want to do the same when I’m done…..DICKHEAD!”
Nicki stormed into the bathroom and closed the door. Mahdakis could
hear the water running as he sat on the bed finishing his beer in otherwise
silence. Was this really happening? Was he running away…..again? It
didn’t feel right, but neither did the first time he ran away…from The
Mountains. Maybe something is to be said for that. Perhaps this entire
sojourn in Norford was not right. Perhaps he was not living the life he
was meant to live and that was why he was so restless and angry….and
resentful deep inside. There’s some food for thought. Nah….that’s
ludicrous. He had to run away to avoid the authorities; he killed Roger
Daniels, and people generally frown upon murder.
But this move to Cincinnati was different somehow. He was dropping
everything…again….and starting over. Yet, he didn’t need to, the way he
did when he left The Mountains. This almost seemed too forced a
cowardly move, yet a move he was excited about nonetheless. He was
eager to get a fresh start in a new place with completely different people.
It would be fun. But would it be fruitful? As he was contemplating all of
this, the shower stopped running.
He got off the bed, still lost in his thoughts and walked towards the
bathroom door where the small refrigerator was. He bent down and got
himself another beer. As he did, he noticed a box on the ground beneath

the coat rack. It was full of Nicki’s essentials from home. He had brought
something similar, but he already knew what was in that one. He wanted
to take a peek and see what she found important enough to bring. But as
his hands grazed over the top of the box, a voice came from behind,
“What the fuck are you doing?”
Quickly he spotted a record album within the box and pretended to be
interested in that one item. It was a F.A.G.G. Metal album by the biggest
F.A.G.G. Metal band in the world, Penis Poison. This album would be
their Magnum Opus and, much to the chagrin of Mahdakis, one of the
bestselling albums of the decade. It was called, ‘Look What the Cat Did
on the Rug’. He picked it up and examined it, “Man, these dudes look
just like chicks. In fact, if I didn’t know better, I’d probably have sex
with the bass player.”
Nicki laughed, “It’s a great album. You know half those songs, too.”
“I do?” He looked at the unfamiliar titles.
“You should. They’re on the radio all the time.”
“Oh.” he put the album back, “I don’t listen to that thing.”
“Well you should. You are a musician after all.” Nicki chuckled and
grabbed a beer out of the fridge. “Not all F.A.G.G. Metal is bad ya know.
Those guys are really quite good and put on a great live show.”
“So what?”
“So what. Listen to you. Why don’t you try something before you shit
all over it?”
“I don’t have to. It has no substance. There’s nothing astounding or
essential to this music in regards to our existence, our troubles, our
being, and I’d imagine, not one lyric or original idea about how to solve
any of the crises this planet is going through. It’s all about fucking and
having nothin’ but a good time. No one cares anymore about what the
government is doing to us, or is concerned with what laws are being
passed while we’re asleep. These idiots don’t help the cause any by
encouraging our younger generation to put on blinders…...fuckin’
pathetic.”
“You don’t even read the fuckin’ newspaper. What the fuck do you
know?”
“I know what’s going on in the world, Nicki. I watch the news in the
morning.”
“When the cartoons are in a commercial, I guess, huh?”
“I turn those on when the news gets too depressing.”

“For me, that’s right from the get go. The news is depressing, man! At
least the news they show us. And that affects people. People get
depressed and despondent when they watch that crap….and you know
what?”
“What?”
“That’s why we need to get different friends; everyone we know is
fucking depressing, man. Depressing and negative.”
“I can’t disagree with that.”
“Of course you can’t! You’re the fucking ringleader! Ha-ha-ha...Ha-haha-ha!”
He rubbed his temple tiresomely and gave her a look of despair. “Well
this is how I am, and I’m not about to change now…..my dear.”
“Why not? Change is good….my dear. Isn’t that what we’re doing by
leaving and starting anew? If you intend to go to Cincinnati with the
same piss poor attitude as before then just forget about, man, because
that’s why we are where we are. I know. I have a bad attitude as well.
I’m bitter and sarcastic. But I know that is partly the reason I am where I
am.”
“And that is?”
“Fuckin’ nowhere, man. Fuckin’ nowhere with nothing and no one but
you.”
“And your cokehead friends.”
“You’re an asshole. You know those cokehead friends of mine have a
very positive effect on me, I’ll tell you. When I’m around them, we don’t
talk about dark, negative stuff. We laugh and talk about a positive future
and encourage one another to be better.”
“Very easy to do when you’re zoomed out of your skull on blow. Let’s
see how those same people behave when they’re sober. You know the
reason they encourage you to be better is so that you’ll make more
money and be able to buy the eight ball next time around.” Mahdakis
took a drag off his Tijuana Small.
“Man. You are just the bottom of the barrel, aren’t you? I mean, shit
dude, we need to start surrounding ourselves with positive thinking
people. The negativity back in Norford is killing me…you too, you just
don’t realize it.”
“You could be right. It would be good to surround ourselves with
positive people…because we are negative. Now…..if we change and
become positive, as you hinted we should do, then it’s all for naught

because we’d be surrounding ourselves once again with people just like
us, and that’s no good. Not to mention that we’d be doing the other
people a grave disservice as well, seeing as how they are probably
surrounding themselves with us because they are far too positive and
need to be brought down to the gutter once in a while to properly balance
out their personalities.”
“You’re completely fucked up, you know that?”
“So I think it’s very important that we make a pact now to not change
our ways,” as he finished talking he lifted his shirt over his head,
revealing well-toned abs. Nicki could not look away. She loved his body.
Seeing her reaction, he unsnapped his pants and unzipped, “How about a
blowjob for the road. That would be positive.”
“Indeed it would.” Nicki stared at his bulge and despite feeling
humiliated by the blunt request, could not resist. She fell helplessly to her
knees and did as he asked.
“Dude,” he said pulling on her blouse. “Take off your top when you
service someone. It’s only right.”
She looked up and giggled. “Oh yeah? That turns you on, baby? I’ll try
to remember that. Anything you want.” She threw her shirt on the floor
and let her gigantic tits fall about her as she sucked the confusion out of
him.
When she was done, she stood up, wiped her mouth with her sleeve,
and buckled his belt obediently. He rubbed the top of her head. “Thanks
dude. I needed that.”
“Dude? Do I look like a dude?”
He cupped her right breast and gave her a long passionate kiss. “Nope.
Sure don’t.”
“That’s why I’m here for you, my love….and anything you want me to
do, just ask.”
Mahdakis stretched and walked back over to her box of personal items.
“Okay…I want you to get rid of your F.A.G.G. Metal albums and never
play this shit again.”
“Yeah, I don’t think so, man. You should listen to it sometime.”
“Whatever…what are these?” Mahdakis picked up a pile of notebooks.
“Don’t touch those! Please put those down,” she said, buttoning up her
blouse, her tits flopping all about as she did.
He put them down, looked at her apologetically, and said, “Sorry. Are
they personal?”

“Are they personal? That’s my box of personal items. What do you
think? Everything in there is personal, stupid.”
“Shut up.”
“You shut up, and leave those alone.”
“Okay. Sorry.” he said, moving away from the box.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to yell at you,” she said. “And it’s not really
that big a deal; it’s just a little project I thought I might start someday,
but it’s incomplete and wouldn’t make sense to anyone. So, I don’t want
anyone to see it until I’m done…...whenever that is.”
“What kind of project is it?”
“I write, baby. Those are my journals….sort of.”
“Sort of?”
“They’re stories….about us.”
“You and me?”
“You, me, Tony, Floyd, Rad…everyone we know...even Jez is in
there.”
“Like a documentary chronicling our moves?”
“Sort of, but not really because some of the stories are real but involve
people who were never a part of that story, and some stories I made up
but include real people in them. Either way, all of the stories go nowhere
and are just meant as a chuckle.”
“So there’s no plot; the stories reflect the truth of our real lives.”
“Ha! I guess so.”
“But there is a plot somewhere? Right?”
“Yes and no, I guess. You see they’re short funny stories...to make
people laugh.”
“What if you make a plot by demonstrating in these stories how our
lives have no meaning to their existence?”
“Huh?”
“The plot to the story then becomes that there is no plot to the story.”
“That’s genius!”
“I have my moments...but why is someone going to want to read these
stories?”
“I don’t know...to laugh...feel better about themselves?”
“Nice. Maybe you should thread these stories together and make a real
book out of them.”
“I don’t know if I have the patience for that. Besides, do you have any
idea how hard it is to write a novel?”

“Not a clue; I don’t even read now that school’s out. But putting a book
together can’t be that difficult.”
“Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! You’re an idiot you know that?”
“I could do it.”
“Yeah right; I’d like to see you try.”
“Fine,” Mahdakis said, lighting another cigar indifferently. “You know,
one problem with it is that few of our friends read; whether it be because
they can’t or because they haven’t got the attention span.”
“I know.”
“So who’s the target audience?”
“I don’t know!” she said, beginning to feel berated. “It’s just something
fun that I like doing. I probably won’t ever release them. Fuckin’ aye.
Leave it alone. Let’s move on.”
“Fine.” But he couldn’t leave well enough alone, and said, “So why
bother starting something if you have doubts about following through?”
“Hey asshole, you have your dreams, I have mine. Is that okay with
you?”
“Okay.” Mahdakis gave her project consideration. “What will you call
it? The book or the short stories? You have a name for it yet?”
“I don’t know.” Nicki paused and shook her head dubiously. Her face
flushed. “The Burnouts…..or some shit like that.”
“The Burnouts? What the fuck kind of dumbass name is that?”
“It’s just preliminary, fuck-head! God, why are you being such a dick?”
“Because it’s a stupid title that implies the author is most likely just as
stupid, which must mean that the story or stories are ten times as stupid.”
“So? It’s about burnouts; it’s supposed to be stupid.”
“Because burnouts are stupid?”
“Yes!”
“I don’t think we’re stupid.”
“Well, think again.”
“Maybe some of us, but I take offense, number one, to being called a
burnout and, number two, being considered stupid.”
“I didn’t say you were stupid.”
“But you said this book was about us.”
“Sort of…yeah….you know what….it’s not even a book yet…or even
anything that makes sense, it’s just an idea; a bunch of short stories that
go nowhere.”
“Nowhere or not, I don’t like your opinion of me.”

“Then write your own fuckin’ book about us!”
“Maybe I will, mother fucker.”
“It’s supposed to be funny! It’s supposed to be a mockery of our lives,
and shit.”
“I think you should concentrate on how we fight the system and how
smart we really are, but that no one listens to us because of the way we
look.”
“No one listens to us because we’re burnouts.”
“Maybe you are, but not me.”
“Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! My dear, you’re on top of the fuckin’ list!”
She put her hands onto his chest and pushed him, “You’re the main
character, baby! Ha-ha!”
“Get out of here.”
“I’m serious.”
“So am I. I think in light of this up and coming empty headed,
superficial, F.A.G.G. Metal generation that is right on our heels, you’d
like to leave something of us behind for a time capsule. You know, we
are the last of the freaks, the last of the real and original hippies and
original metal heads, punks, and new wavers. I think you should write
about the contrasts between the two generations; like how we did a lot of
drugs, but at the same time, were concerned with serious issues. That’s
the major difference between Us and Them.”
“Another difference between Us and Them is that these younger people
wear condoms.”
“How would you know that? Tapping into some of that teen beat meat,
are you?”
“Fu-u-uck you!”
“Just sayin’; I wouldn’t read something like what you’re talking about.
Let’s see a story.”
“Let’s just drop it, okay?”
“Fine. You wanna get out of here and grab a bite somewhere?”
“You’re not going to shower?”
“I’m good.”
Nicki paused at the door and turned her head slightly. “Before we go,
um…would you mind fucking me?”
“Cool.” Mahdakis took the last sip of his beer and threw the empty can
in the wastebasket as Nicki anxiously peeled off only her tight jeans,
leavening everything else on. With her panties still around her ankles, he

jumped onto the bed and he immediately shoved himself inside her damp
love. “You know, before we left, I was thinking about trying out for a
high school F.A.G.G. Metal band.”

*Rob Burry*
Listen Like Thieves

O

n the other side of Harrisburg, Rob Burry’s thin, inconspicuous body
walked through the train station with a backpack over his shoulder, a
shoulder which he was looking over every few seconds; his hazel eyes
darting nervously every which way. It would’ve been nice to stay inside
the warm Amtrak station and catch a snooze on one of the many empty
benches before his connection the following morning, but he couldn’t
chance it. What if someone had followed him? He’d be a sitting duck. So
he walked to the opposite end of the station, farthest from the tracks, and
opened the exit doors slowly before poking his head outside and looking
around precariously. The coast seemed clear. He was probably being
overly cautious. But just in case, he would sleep outside under an
inconspicuous tree, or behind a rock; somewhere out of sight. He had his
watch with him, and he slept lightly, so it was unlikely he’d miss his
connecting train. He found an embankment, threw his backpack down,
and withdrew his pistol. He looked around again before crouching down
behind a rock, ran his fingers through his curly dark red hair, and made a
nest for himself in the grass. His firearm lay firmly against his chest as
he cautiously closed his eyelids.
Not long after falling asleep, he was rudely awoken by the sound of
someone pissing very near to his head. Then splashes of urine began to

hit him on the face and he sprung up quickly, hiding his gun, and said,
“Hey man! What the…”
“Whoa!” The startled blonde haired man fell backwards, pissing all
over himself as he did.
“Floyd?”
“Huh?...Rob?”
“What are you doing here?” Rob pointed the gun straight at his chest.
“Are you following me?”
“EASY DUDE! WHAT THE FUCK?” Floyd screamed as he picked
himself up slowly and put himself together. “Why would I be following
you?”
“You tell me.”
“I wouldn’t be. You’re the last person I expected to run into out here.”
“You don’t find it a little strange that you’re way out here in
Pennsylvania at the same time I am?”
“Yeah, I do…that is fucked up. But I’m not following you. I’m on my
way back to Norford from a convention out in Ohio. Dude I haven’t been
in Delaware for weeks. Please tell me someone noticed.”
Rob and Floyd stepped under a street light and continued, “What kind
of convention?”
“I was looking for aliens.”
“Aliens? You’re still with that? Is Pumpkinhead with you?”
“No, it was just me man. I’ve been doing a lot of research and Ohio has
had the highest number of UFO sightings in the past five years.”
“Probably because they have the highest percentage of crazy people
that live there. You know it’s the serial killer capital of the country, don’t
you?”
“I think I heard that. But anyway, I just thought I might get lucky and
be able to hang out with the Martians again.”
“Again?” Rob Burry lit a cigarette. “You want one?”
“Sure.” Floyd grabbed it out of his hand as Rob lit another.
“Pumpkinhead says they’re on their way to Norford this spring, but I
can’t wait, man. I’m jonesin’.”
“So you were at an alien convention. What do they talk about there?”
“I was at a dream convention.”
“Dreams? What happened to the aliens?”
“I staked out many places for a while but didn’t see anything. Then, on
my way out of Columbus, I saw a sign advertising a dream convention

with a one-time admission that included free seminars and dream
interpretations.”
“Hmm.” Rob nodded skeptically. “Dreams and aliens…Columbus you
say?”
“Hey man, what the fuck? Yeah. I was in Ohio…Columbus. Here,”
Floyd said and withdrew his ticket from Ohio to Norford, “read it
yourself.”
Rob studied the ticket carefully. “This says you have to change here in
Harrisburg six hours ago.”
“Yeah man, it’s a bummer. I dozed off on one of the benches and didn’t
hear them announce the boarding information.”
“If they even did; sometimes they don’t. You got to be more alert.”
“Now I have to wait until tomorrow before I can get another one.”
“That’s a rash, man, a real rash.”
“Yeah…what about you? What’s your story? Are you following me?
Hee-hee-hee-hee.”
“Hardly. I’m on my way to…Nashville,” Rob Burry lied. “I met a girl
last year who’s from there. She called the other night and said she was
free for a week. So…”
“No shit? That’s cool. Kind of a roundabout way of getting to
Nashville, isn’t it?”
“It’s not too far out of the way. The thing is, this train will get me there
sooner than the one that runs a straight direction to Tennessee,” Rob lied
again.
“Ahh….well it’s still early man. Were you sleeping?”
“Only for lack of nothing better to do. Besides, you never know when
the next time will be that you get a chance to.”
“Well if you’re not tired, do you wanna grab a bite to eat?”
Rob was extremely hungry. He had cracked into a vending machine
and emptied it out for all it was worth seven hours ago, but it was all
junk food. He scratched his head, hesitating whether or not he could trust
Floyd. “Alright then. Sure. I could use a steak to be honest.”
“You know a lot of the clan believe that’s the reason aliens come
around; they like to eat us…make steaks and burgers out of us and
whatnot.”
“That’s an old Twilight Zone episode, ‘To Serve Man’. Not a very
original idea.”
“But what came first, the episode or the steak?”

“You’re an idiot Floyd; you understand that much, right?”
“Right.”
They began to walk down the street. “So why the interest with the
dreams? You having nightmares or something?”
“I’m not sure. Maybe. It’s this reoccurring dream, over and over. I’ve
been having it for over a year now and every time I have it….”
“It get’s longer,” Rob Burry guessed.
“Exactly!”
“How does it start off?”
“I’m driving…..in a city…lots of work horses and barricades….a
construction site maybe. Then all of sudden, I’m flying through the air in
some sort of……vessel or vehicle…looking down at what I think is that
same spot in that city. And below is also a river…or a lake……some
body of water. It’s supposed to represent something, I think….and this is
all happening extremely slow.”
“And that’s it, you wake up?”
“Or the dream ends….but this time the song ‘I Did It My Way’ was
playing.”
“The Sinatra song?”
“Yeah.”
Rob took a cool drag off his cigarette. “Well, it’s usually a premonition
of something to come, or your conscious remembering something from
the distant past; maybe even a past life. Now if it’s a premonition of
something bad, the worst thing that can happen is you figure it out;
because once you do that, the dream becomes reality, and you don’t want
that.”
“No.”
“So my advice would be not to put too much stock into it, because we
can’t change what’s going to happen to us.”
“Sure we can, man.”
“Yeah…we can. But not through mediums like that. Fortune telling and
dreams, astrology, all a waste of time because at the end of the day, we
have to actually live the life. Like the talking heads on the sports
networks that predict the game based on stats. Fact is they’re only right
half the time. You still gotta play the game no matter what.”
“But maybe if we know, we can do something to alter the bad thing
from happening.”

“Maybe the reason that the bad thing happens is because you tried to
alter it in the first place.”
“Ah…so again, which came first?”
“It doesn’t matter, is my point. If you believe in destiny, then it’s
foolish to try to change it because it is going to happen either way. If you
don’t believe in destiny, then you probably don’t believe in any of the
other crap either. In which case, we’re not having this conversation right
now.”
“But we are.”
“But we wouldn’t be.”
“You’re confusing me.”
“It doesn’t take much. C’mon, it’s starting to rain. I think I see a
barbecue ribs sign down there by that gas station.”
Rob Burry walked next to his old buddy, catching up, laughing and
contemplating the various absurdities of the world, but never taking his
eyes off of him the entire time. In the early days, Floyd had been one of
The Crew but hadn’t the stomach for the more violent crimes. He parted
ways with Captain H amicably and stayed good friends with them all. In
fact, he and Carl were stealing radios and cars for Captain H just up until
a few months ago. So there was concern on Rob’s part. There was
concern because it was Rob’s silhouette that had been in the window
above the stoop at Yogi’s when he heard Captain H give orders to Sham
Rock and Bobby Bobo. What troubled Rob just as much as the planned
assassination was the code in which Captain H used to communicate. It
was a new code that Rob had not yet been made privy to. No one thought
it necessary to educate him on the new lingo. That was very troubling
indeed.
Rob could’ve saved Muffin Man’s life. He was just downstairs, but so
were Sham Rock and Bobby. He would have had to blast them, which
was more than possible and would have been very easy to do. But then
what? First off, there was a house full of people and then he would have
had to make it past the cops to the state border. Even if he did, he would
have the wrath of Captain H over his shoulder forever. He would
eventually be found and killed. At least this way, he did not take
anything that didn’t belong to him and maybe Captain H wouldn’t go out
of his way to find him.

As Muffin Man was leaving the house that night with Bobby and Sham
Rock, Rob Burry got his attention at the doorway and stared
telepathically into his eyes. He would not blink, hoping that Muffin
would get the warning. Rob recalled his last words, Muffin Man smiled
playfully, blew him a kiss and said, “Don’t wait up for me, sweetheart.”
“I’ll keep a light on…..just in case,” Rob said to him gravely.
Rob wasn’t going to wait around to see how it ended, or if indeed, it
did. He needed to get out of there immediately, and as soon as Captain H
and Rad left the house with Lori, Rob packed up, took a local bus to
Philadelphia and the next day boarded an Amtrak headed for Detroit,
only miles from his place of birth, Dearborn Michigan, where his father,
an attorney, and his older sister both still lived.
For all the years Rob Burry had lived in Norford and been a part of
Captain H’s crew, no one knew this about him. The story he told was that
he was from Baltimore. His parents having died in a car accident at a
young age, he was raised in a foster home, which he ran away from as
soon as he was old enough. The part about an accident was true; his
mother did die in a car accident when he was young, but his family was
very well to do and his sister was doing her internship at St. John’s in
Detroit. As a young boy, Rob was lonely and detached from other kids
his age. Although he liked them and played with them, there was never a
real sense of attachment. To combat the loneliness, Rob took to learning
magic tricks and giving shows to some of the neighborhood kids and
their parents. As he got slightly older he gravitated towards puzzles and
games and became a master at the Rubik’s Cube (look it up). He had a
sense of adventure to go along with it.
Rob knew his destiny after seeing the movie, Thief, in which James
Caan and several others plan an elaborate and successful bank heist.
They manage to sneak in the bank by digging an underground tunnel,
avoiding cameras, alarms, and other surveillance equipment. With them
was a top-notch safecracker who made it all happen.
Rob started with picking locked doors and worked his way up. He
became decent at what he did and needless to say, was in demand. He
enjoyed stealing, but he hated it when he found out that he had stolen
something of sentimental value from someone. He wished that people
would keep their sentimental jewelry in a separate box marked
SENTIMENTAL, so he and other thieves with a conscience would know

better. But then he surmised that everyone would keep all of their
jewelry in that one box and that wouldn’t be fair either.
He got involved with Captain H along the way and made good
money….a lot quite frankly. But he never wanted to be the violent type.
That just happened. He was not keen on the occasional murder or the
beatings that they did for fun. He hated the rapes. While he had killed
several times before and would do it again at the drop of a hat if he had
to, he preferred to avoid it. He would surely kill Floyd right here and
now if he had the slightest inclination as to any ill will on Floyd’s part.

*Felicity Feulgude*
Roads to Madness

I

t was pouring rain by the time they got off the exit ramp into town.
“Stop! Go back! Go back!” Mahdakis yelled to Nicki.
“What the fuck man?” Nicki cautiously pulled over and stopped the
car.
“Dude…that car back there, sitting on the side of the road, next to the
gas station.”
“Uh-huh?”
“It was a seventy-five Bonneville…with Delaware plates.”
“We’re not the only people from Delaware allowed in this state you
know.”
“How many Bonneville’s of that color and year have you seen in
existence?”
“I don’t know; a couple maybe?”
“Curly’s is the only one I know of.”

“Well that better not be his fuckin’ car or I’m gonna smack him across
the fuckin’ head….this is our time. What the fuck would he be doing
here anyway?”
“I don’t know, but we should go back and check…just in case.”
“Fine!” Nicki turned the vehicle around and let out an impatient sigh,
not because she didn’t want to help out a friend, or even a stranger, but
because she had a real bad feeling about that car, and knew deep in her
heart that it would indeed turn out to be their good pal from Norford,
Delaware. That was just how things went for her. The more she tried to
get away from something, the more that something found her, and the
more she chased something, the more it eluded her.
As she pulled up alongside the vehicle, Mahdakis rolled down the
fogged-up window. “Hey! What the fuck are you guys doing here?”
Curly stared at him, unamused, through his own cloudy glass window,
and before rolling it down, turned to Felicity and said, “Another fuckin’
asshole from Norford? What the fuck’s going on with these people? Why
can’t they just leave us alone?”
“I like Mahdakis.”
“So do I, he’s one of my best friends, but this is supposed to be our
little vacation…away from these idiots.”
“What’s he saying dude?”
“I don’t know,” said Mahdakis, “he won’t roll his window down.”
“Can you blame him?”
“Dude!” Curly finally shouted through the glass. “Pull over into that
parking lot. Let’s get off the road.”
“That one?”
“No, the one over there with the crazy sign.” Curly pointed. It was
impossible to miss the neon sign that blinked the words - Texas Joe’s
Steaks & Ribs - over and over again. They pulled into the packed parking
lot, got out of their cars, and immediately took cover from the rain under
the restaurant awning. Mahdakis and Curly lethargically did the stupidsecret handshake. Curly was a thin, white, lanky, Irish-Italian with big
brown bug eyes that never blinked and an afro nest of curly brown hair
on top of his head. He was a senior in high school. “So what are you
guys doing out here anyway?” Curly asked with curt demeanor.
“We’re trying to get away from all of you.”

“Hey I know the feeling; you’re the last people I’d thought I’d see
around these parts.”
“We’re on our way to Cincinnati,” Nicki said. “Just stopped here for
the night.”
“What are the odds?” Curly said dryly. “What’s out there for you, in
Cinci?”
“A new life, we hope.”
“You’re moving?”
“Oh no,” Felicity said.
“Yeah, we’re gonna give it a shot; see what’s out there anyway.”
“We thought we’d crash here tonight. You guys hungry?”
“Hungry?” Curly exclaimed. “Dude, you have no idea what we’re
going through. First things first though, we….What the fuck’s up with
your forehead?”
“It’s sunburn…with a twist.”
“You look silly.”
“Thanks Felic.”
Curly continued, “Oh…..well listen, we gotta get to Carlisle, about fifty
miles that way. Her aunt and uncle are expecting us…..like hours ago.”
“I should go inside and call them; let ’em know we’re alright.” Felicity
scurried off inside in search of a phone.
“C’mon dude, let’s get inside.” Mahdakis pulled on Curly’s arm.
“I can’t stay.”
“Fine, fine. Let’s get inside anyway. I want to get a table.”
Nicki went to the maître d’ and gave their name then huddled by the
coat rack waiting to be called. As Felicity was on the phone, Mahdakis
asked Curly, “So…what’s up with you? You don’t look good.”
“Nothing man, I don’t wanna talk about it right now. Okay?”
“Alright.”
“Listen, I hate to be rude, but we really got to keep moving.”
“You guys running from the law or something?” Nicki said jokingly.
“No, nothing like that. It’s…..So, what’s up?” Curly’s attention went to
Felicity, approaching them with a large smile on her round face.
“I told my aunt we were fine but got a late start then ran into friends in
Harrisburg and that we’d probably crash here for the night.”
“Say what?” Curly was infuriated; his big wide bug eyes bulging at her
in disbelief.

Felicity, a little taken aback said softly, “Curly, these are our friends.
Let’s spend some time with them. Why are you in such a hurry to hang
out with my aunt and uncle?”
“I’m not! It’s just that it would be polite to be with them since they
invited us. We should show up when we’re supposed to!”
“It’s my family, not yours. If I say it’s cool, then it is!”
“Fine. I was just hoping to get as far away from here as possible…if
you get my drift.”
“What the fuck’s going on with you two, anyway?” Nicki blurted out.
“Do you want us to leave? You got some personal shit going on?”
“Madam, a table for two is ready.”
“Make it a table for four now.”
“Oh…well then that changes things a bit. It’ll be another ten minutes or
so.”
“Okay fine.” Nicki waved off the maître d’. “So what’s the deal with
you two? You want to be alone?”
“No.”
“Sort of, yeah.”
“Which is it?”
Mahdakis shook his head and gave Curly a stare. “Dude, what’s up?”
Curly looked at Felicity for approval before answering. “Fuckin’
Yogi’s up, that’s what’s up.”
“Yogi?”
“Yeah, the crazy fucker. He...what the….what the hell?...Floyd?”
Nicki followed Curly’s stare. “Holy shit. What the fuck are you two
doing here?”
Rob Burry looked nervously at all in attendance. This was getting too
weird for him. He wanted to pull out his gun and shoot everyone in sight,
but instead he held his hand out as he, Mahdakis, and Floyd did the
stupid-secret handshake.
“Well, truth be told,” said Floyd, “we’re fuckin’ starving. That’s what
we’re doing here. Hee-hee-hee-hee!”
“This rib-joint is that good, huh? You folks traveled a hundred and fifty
miles to come here?”
“No it’s….”
“Ma’am, your table for four is being cleaned right now. Follow me if
you will.”

“We need to make that six,” said Nicki looking at Floyd and Rob. “Or
do you queers want to be alone tonight?”
“It is a large booth; I think it will accommodate all of you, unless you
prefer to wait for an empty table?”
“Nah, we’re good. We’ll take it.”
As they sat down, Rob and Curly continued to look nervously around,
their eyes catching one another’s as they did and Curly reached his hand
out and said, “Hey, I’m Curly….good friend of this dude’s over here.”
He pointed to Mahdakis.
“Rob,” said Rob Burry, reluctantly returning the handshake. “So….you
guys come here often, or something?” Rob said.
“We’re on our way to Cincinnati. Gonna make a new life.”
“No you’re not,” said Floyd. “I just came from Ohio…went to look for
aliens and attend a dream convention.” He pointed at Mahdakis. “That
reminds me dude, I keep having that dream over and over again.”
“The one where you’re flying over a river?”
“Yeah. That’s the one..But Frank Sinatra was singing in it this time.”
“That doesn’t sound so bad.”
“No….oh but ….yeah, there’s shit in Ohio dudes. If you’re going out
there to look for jobs, good luck because you’ll need it. And the people
there are weird, too.”
“We’re used to that.”
“And you two?” Rob continued to interrogate all in attendance.
“We’re on our way to see my relatives in Carlisle.”
“Then we ran into these bums off the exit and decided we’d hang out
with them for the evening.”
“Just like that. So the four of you didn’t come here together?”
“Nah. Just a fluke thing.”
“I’ll say, so you were off the exit? For what? Getting gas or
something?”
“You ask a lot of dumb fuckin’ questions Rob,” Nicki said,
observantly.
“No!” Curly shouted. “Not getting gas. But if you must know it’s
because of that asshole, Yogi!”
“Yogi?”
“Don’t tell me he’s here.”
“Fuck that. No!”
“Phew…that would be too much.”

“We left his ass back up on 283! That fucker’s crazy!”
“Yogi’s up on the highway?”
“Doing what?”
“Probably walking!”
“His car died while he was chasing us,” Felicity explained.
“Chasing you? Why was he chasing you?”
“Dudes, what the fuck is going on?”
“Because he’s nuts! He thinks that he and Felicity are still a couple and
that I’m not allowed to be with her!”
“Huh?”
“Yeah, the fucker followed us all the way from Norford.”
“Hee-hee-hee-hee!”
“It ain’t funny, Floyd.”
“What’s the deal?” Rob looked at Felicity. “Are you guys still
together?”
“No!”
“He’s dating someone else, if you can believe it.”
“I can.”
“But he wants her too? Hee-hee-hee-hee.”
“Would you stop that already?”
“Yeah man, you’re really getting on my nerves!”
“Ooohh, check out Curly getting all mad; Hee-hee-hee-hee. Someone
needs a hug.”
“The dude’s out to kick my ass!”
“Is he insane?”
Nicki leaned over and whispered into Mahdakis’s ear, “She must give a
hell of a blowjob.”
“Mm.”
“Probably takes it up the ass too.”
“I’ve heard things.”
“Okay,” Felicity took a deep breath, “It started last spring, right after
Yogi and I split up; and when Curly and I started dating. Yogi threatened
to kill him if he took me to the prom.”
“So I didn’t…..In fact, nobody did! I never went to my own prom
because of this knuckle head….and that shit burns my ass!”

“From what I’ve heard you’re not missing much,” Mahdakis said. “All
they do is dress up, spend entirely too much money, go to the dance for
about an hour, embarrass themselves with a Who’s the Most Popular
ceremony, and then hit the real party at the hotel room. The way I see it,
we do that a couple times a week, but we save money by bypassing all
the pomp and circumstance.”
“And there’s never a question about whether or not you’ll be getting
laid,” said Nicki. “The only question is who it will be.”
“And I for one think that’s far more interesting of a time,” said
Mahdakis.
“You went to the prom alone?” Rob asked Felicity.
“I didn’t go.”
“Jeez, that sucks.”
Curly continued, “But the bastard never goes away! He shows up at
weird places and weird times.”
“Usually drunk.”
Mahdakis held his head in his hand and whispered to Nicki again,
“See? This is the shit I wanted to get away from.”
“Mm.”
“So…..where is he now?” Rob was very concerned.
“I think he had a blowout,” said Felicity.
“You think?”
“I don’t know. His car went off the road.”
“Off the road? Is he alright?”
“I’m sure he’s fine, Floyd,” Rob said, trying to be assuring. “He’s a
pretty resourceful kind of guy.” The last thing Rob needed was for Yogi
to run into him, go back to Norford and tell Captain H or Rad, or anyone,
that he saw Rob at a rib joint in Pennsylvania.
Floyd got up anyway. “Well we have to go make sure. He could be in
some real trouble. C’mon.”
“I’m not going anywhere.”
“Me neither. I’m starving.”
“He’ll be fine,” Rob Burry reiterated.
“Nick, can I borrow your keys?”
“Floyd, you don’t even know where he is.”
“Dudes! What if it’s more than a blowout? What if he passed out and is
dying and bleeding?”

Curly looked around nervously. “Shit, you know….I didn’t even
consider that. Alright.” He got up and threw some money on the table.
“Order me a full rack and some fries. I’ll drive, Floyd. I know where he’s
at.”
“Cool.”
“Hey!” Rob yelled and ran to them before they could get out the door.
“Don’t tell Yogi I’m here,” he smiled and pat the pocket where his pistol
was kept. “As a matter of fact, never tell a soul that you saw me here, as
long as you live, or I’ll hunt both of you down and kill you in your
sleep.” He looked at Floyd, knowing he knew of serious matters like this.
“No joke, Floyd. Make sure this guy understands. Got it?”
“Yeah,” Floyd said, visibly stunned, “alright.”
“Sure,” Curly said, equally as shaken up.
Rob walked back to the table and looked at Mahdakis, who looked
back; Rob was making him aware that something was up. “I gotta hit the
bathroom,” he said. “Be right back.”
“I’m right behind you.”
“Did you see that?” Nicki said to Felicity. “Those two are worse than a
couple of bitches…QUEERS!” she yelled across the restaurant, getting
attention from half the room.
Felicity, however, was not amused. She was frightened by what Rob
was inferring. “Is he packing heat?”
“Of course,” Nicki said casually. “Why wouldn’t he be?”
Felicity Feulgude was much younger than they were, barely out of high
school. She was part of the up and coming F.A.G.G. Metal generation
and had the tall hair and protruding, supple breasts to prove it. If
anything good came out of the F.A.G.G. metal generation, it was that
their women….girls…..were very fit and very pretty and didn’t mind
showing it. To walk by any of them and not get a hard on would mean
you were dead, or that your name was Mahdakis. Mahdakis did not fall
for all that. He knew what was under those clothes and in those heads;
the eyes and words they spoke said it all. Nothing….nothing is what
filled the heads of most these girls, and ironically, it was their heads that
were in such high demand. These F.A.G.G. Metal girls were on the
average, the dumbest bitches on the planet and he wanted nothing to do
with them. He had no respect for that lifestyle and would feel no remorse
if they were to be stomped to death by wild horses right in front of him.
To Mahdakis, these were snotty little bitches who, because of their

beauty were just as untouchable and unapproachable to him as the pretty
girls who he grew up with in The Mountains…..or so he incorrectly
assumed.
Felicity was different from the other F.A.G.G. Metal bitches. She was
in between a F.A.G.G. Metal bitch and a down to earth metal head like
The B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S., and he liked her for that because she offered a
different flavor…literally, if you believe all the talk. Felicity Feulgude
had a reputation for getting around, but so what? Perhaps the reputation
wasn’t true, and if it was, who really cared? It was about supply and
demand. There was a demand for getting laid and perhaps she was
helping by supplying it, and if the reputation was true, she wasn’t selling
herself or doing any backseat bartering. She liked sex and that was that,
she wasn’t going to play games or hard to get. That, he thought, was very
noble and real. Perhaps Felicity was just lucky enough to know what an
orgasm was way before others did…if they ever did.
Mahdakis didn’t see the sexuality in her like others did. He simply
liked her because she represented something new and fresh to him. She
had an innocence about her, yet she was a devious little thing just the
same. She was an artist who didn’t talk all that much, but when she did,
it was usually intuitive or funny.
Felicity’s generation knew only of partying and having a good time;
there was none of that long-winded philosophizing about why we were
here or wondering what was on the other side of life. With them, it was
all about the moment, and the moment was always great. They didn’t let
themselves get wrapped up in such things as politics and current events.
They viewed it a waste of precious party time…if they viewed it at all.
Felicity and her peers had their growing pains for sure, but they did not
grow up having to beat up people for lunch money or join a gang in order
to survive. For the most part, they were well taken care of by their
wealthy birth-givers. So this incident with Rob Burry jolted her a bit.
Maybe that was what Mahdakis liked about her. She was a ray of
sunshine in an otherwise gloomy world, a light at the end of the tunnel, a
reminder that there were good people out there…who were also cool.
Maybe not street tough cool, but cool just the same. Why had being a
street tough, conniving hoodlum always been a prerequisite to being
cool? He didn’t know, but times were surely changing in that regard and
while on the outside he expressed his disgust towards her generation’s
limited brain capacity, internally there was a certain giddiness to him

about it all; a sigh of relief from the darkness of which he came. He knew
all this about Felicity because it was in her eyes, beautiful brown eyes
that longed for only the good things in life, as opposed to being obsessed
with abusing the bad ones.
*****
“What’s up?” Mahdakis let the men’s room door close behind him as
Rob carefully checked the stalls to make sure they were alone.
“You seen Muffin in the last day or two?” Rob asked.
“Mm, no.” Rob made no sound, but continued to stare into his eyes.
“Then again, I don’t hang around Yogi’s all that much. And as you
know, I only see Captain H when I need to. Why? What’s up?”
“You owe me.”
Mahdakis lowered his eyes in acknowledgement of this fact. Rob had
shot and killed a guy who was trying to stab Mahdakis during a fight
many years back. “So what do you need?”
“Your sworn secrecy is all.”
“Done.”
“Here’s the deal…I’m…”
“Yeah?”
“What’s that white stripe across your head for?”
“I was wearing a headband in the sun.”
“Oh. I thought maybe you were involved in some sort of crazy
solidarity movement.”
“Huh?”
“You never know with you…..Anyway, listen; I’m going out through
the back fire exit. It’s imperative that Yogi never know I was here. So
talk to your friends out there…Floyd too, and make sure they understand
the severity of this. None of you ever saw me. None of you. Man, if I
have to kill one of you to make my point, I will. This is no joke.”
“What exactly is the severity? And what’s this with Muffin? And why
are you hiding?”
“I’m not hiding, I’m running. There’s a difference.”
“Running from what?”
“Not just what, but from who.”
“Then who?”

“The ‘who’ you know, and have for most of your life. The ‘what’ is
what I hope will someday very soon be my past…Listen, you’re not
going to see Muffin Man ever again, not if what I heard that was
supposed to go down went down the way it was supposed to.” Rob took
a nervous drag off his cigarette. “And you’re most likely going to start
hearing some shit about me.”
“Like what?”
“I can’t imagine what yet, but I’m sure they’ll create something to help
justify their wrong doing.”
“What wrong doing, Rob? What the fuck is going on?”
“I really can’t tell you…for your own good. But I need you to
remember that whatever they say about me or Muffin Man is not true.
Just keep your mouth shut and your eyes wide open.”
“Hank fuck you over or something?”
Rob Burry took a long pause and considered before answering.
“C’mon, let’s head outside.” Mahdakis followed Rob Burry out the
bathroom door and down the hall to the backdoor. Rob took a drag off
his cigarette and said, “I’m a little apprehensive discussing this with you
because you’ve known Hank for so long and when all is said and done, it
will be his word against mine.”
“And that is precisely why you can trust me Rob. Because I have
known Hank for such a long time, I’d be more inclined to believe anyone
else’s side of a story over his.”
“Always with the jokes.”
“What am I going to tell my friends?”
“Not what I’ve told you.”
“That should be easy considering you haven’t told me anything.”
“Hank had Muffin killed you dimwit! Focus. Connect the fuckin’ dots
please!”
Mahdakis looked at the stained tile floor and rubbed his beardless chin.
“Wow, that sucks man…What’d he do?”
“Nothing! Fuckin’ nothing man; just tried to better himself by going to
night school. And for some reason or another, Hank wouldn’t hear about
furthering his education.”
“We fear most what we know not of.”
“Exactly.”
“Wow…That’s kind of fucked up.”

“Kind of? There’s not a thread of a rational thought involved with any
of it. So you understand my personal worries, right?”
“You think he’s gonna get you?”
“Who knows? I haven’t done anything either. Why not?” Rob threw his
cigarette butt out the back door and onto the wet parking lot. “But I sure
the fuck am not going to wait around and see!”
“Yeah.” Mahdakis continued rubbing his chin, deep in thought. “Yogi
could be a problem because he is around them a lot, but I’ll tell you this;
if he were to know what went down, he could keep it a secret. One thing
I know about him is that he can keep his mouth shut when he wants.”
“Still, I can’t risk it. He gets free coke and sometimes whores for the
use of his pad. He isn’t going to jeopardize all that.”
“I don’t know. Yogi has a rather moral and ethically sound side to
him.”
“I thought he used to fuck Jezebel behind your back.”
“We also share similar taste in women…..yes, there is that.”
“I don’t trust him. Not now. Maybe he is all that you say, but I think his
head’s in a bad place. For Christ’s sake, he just followed that poor girl
almost two hundred miles and threatened that dude’s life. How moral and
ethically stable is that?”
“Not very….Not very like him either.”
“Maybe at a later time he can know the truth; not now, Mahdakis. Not
on my dime. Got it?”
“Got it.” Mahdakis watched as Rob made a move towards the exit door.
“You’re going now?”
“Got to get out of here before he gets back; as close as he is with Hank
and Rad, I’m sorry, I just can’t trust him.”
“Man, what should I tell these people?”
“I don’t know. But make sure they don’t know the entire truth, yet still
know enough not to tell another soul.” Rob Burry put his hand on
Mahdakis’s shoulder and assured him, “You’re creative, you’ll think of
something. Be creative. And the less you let on that you know, the better.
I know you’ve always had a little bit of ‘the in’ with us, but trust me, you
don’t want to jeopardize your future by letting it be known that you
know any of this. It can’t help.” Rob moved back close to him, face to
face. “And if you want a little advice, I’d be thinking about creating
more of a distance between you and Hank.” Rob shook his hand and
said, “Take care, my friend. Good luck in Cincinnati.”

“You too, man…wherever it is you’re going.”
Rob waved a finger in his face. “I’ll be looking for you on MTV,
motherfucker. Make us proud…I’d hate to think I saved your life for
nothing.” Rob Burry dashed across parking lot, into the rain and out of
his life forever.
*****
Mahdakis returned only to find a family of five sitting in the very booth
where he had left Felicity and Nicki. He stood in the center of the
restaurant looking confused. “May we help you?” One of the women
asked.
“There were two girls sitting here a minute ago.”
“Oh, they were escorted out to the parking lot.”
“Oh Christ.” He turned and saw Nicki outside the window, jumping
and waving to get his attention. He was irritable as he walked outside and
approached them. “What the fuck’s the matter with you? Why are you
guys outside here in the rain?”
“Because the queer ass maître d’ said we were being difficult. He said
that he needed us to order something immediately or leave so someone
else could have the table.”
“Well that’s reasonable.”
“We tried to explain that you guys left because there was an
emergency.”
“He wouldn’t let us drink, either.”
“And that’s why you got thrown out?”
Felicity looked over at Nicki. “Sorta.”
“Sorta?” He put his face into Nicki’s, “What the fuck did you do?”
“Nothin’, man. I just told him that he might not be so fuckin’ uptight if
his boyfriend would give him a reach around once in a while.”
“And he got like all mad and stuff,” Felicity giggled. “Can you believe
it?”
*****
Floyd and Curly found Yogi’s car on the side of the road. He was
nowhere around but had sense enough to leave a note for any stickerhappy state troopers who might stop by and want to slap one of those

annoying, impossible-to-remove, orange stickers on the window. The
note said, ‘flat tire, went to find a jack, be right back: 6:45 pm’ “It looks
like his jack doesn’t work.” Floyd said, observing the jack and lug
wrench on the ground, next to the flat tire.
“Gee, you think? Man, you’re brilliant…a regular Perry Mason.”
Floyd scratched his head. “You got one in your car?”
“Yeah…hang on.” Curly returned with a jack in his hand and threw it
at Floyd’s feet.
“What the fuck?”
“Hey, if you think I’m gonna lift a finger to help this asshole, you’re
nuts. You want it fixed? Go right ahead. But when you’re done I need
that back.”
“Fine. I’ll change this thing.” Floyd crouched down and went to work.
It only took five minutes to change, as Yogi had removed the spare and
everything else from the trunk. Floyd tightened the last bolt, stood up,
and kicked the small donut tire. “There…. that ought to get us back to
Norford.”
“Us?”
“Yeah, here.” Floyd handed the jack to Curly, “hungry or not, I’d really
like to get home as soon as possible, and my bus doesn’t come in until
noon tomorrow. I’m gonna wait here in the car for him. When he gets
back, I’ll have him head back to Delaware and leave you two alone.
Maybe once he knows that I know, he’ll realize how stupid he’s being.”
“Maybe.”
“Either way, he’ll have to go home with me. I’ll see to it.”
“You want me to wait here with you, then? Until he comes back?”
“Nah, go ahead; enjoy your ribs.”
“They’re gonna be cold as hell anyway.”
“Whatever. Just go and have a good time. I’m tired. Maybe I’ll grab a
nap here. I’ll see ya back in Norford, okay?”
“Alright then.” Curly extended his hand and they did the stupid-secret
handshake.

Buds ’n Suds
to say, Curly was a smidgen livid when he got back and
N eedless
found them all outside. His first thought was they had all eaten and

not bothered waiting for him. When he found out why they weren’t
inside, his next inclination was to bust in and give the place a piece of his
mind. Mahdakis and Felicity calmed him down and she suggested that
they all head to Lancaster, where there were some pubs that she and
Curly were able to drink in the last time they came back from visiting her
relatives.
It was a quick thirty-minute drive and in no time, with steam rising off
the cobbled street like a scene in an old-fashioned horror movie, they
were walking the quiet damp streets of Lancaster looking for the familiar
pub that had once served these two minors. Curly leaned into Mahdakis
and said, “Hey dude, I don’t know what’s going on later, but like, I ain’t
got enough scratch to s’port no hotel room, bro.”
“Mm….Hey Nick,” he yelled to his girlfriend who was walking well
ahead of him with Felicity. “They don’t have a lot of money; can they
crash in our room?”
“Sure. What the fuck, man? I planned on that anyway. We have two
friggin’ beds for some fucked up reason; why not?
“Yay!” Felicity cheered. “It’ll be like an old-fashioned sleep over!”
“Cool, thanks. Felicity, right here.” Curly pointed at a pub and read the
name of the place aloud, “The Salty Pickle; I think this is the place.”
Felicity turned to her right and studied the entrance as Mahdakis and
Nicki hung back staring in through the large window. “I don’t think so,”
Felicity said. “This doesn’t look right.”
“I think it is,” Curly said, growing argumentative. “Either way, with a
name like that, they got to have food. And that’s all I need right now.”
Felicity looked helplessly at Mahdakis. He looked back then glanced in
the window again. “Why aren’t there any women in there?”
Nicki laughed, “It’s a fuckin’ sausage factory. Is that what you’re in the
mood for, Curly? Some sausage? Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha; fuckin’ homo,
you.”
“Maybe it’s guy’s night. Maybe the women are all in the back or some
shit.”
“Oh my God,” Felicity said, looking through the window as Curly
began walking through the doorway. “I think every night’s guy’s night in

there. No Curly! Don’t go in….” But it was too late. Curly was being led
by his stomach and not taking notice of his immediate surroundings. He
walked up to the bar, placed an order of some kind, and sat down at an
empty stool. The bartender slid him a draft beer. Curly turned toward the
window, raised it in the air, and waved for them to come in. “Well, at
least we’ll get served,” Felicity said.
“I think Mahdakis and him are gonna get served more than alcohol
though.”
Nicki and Felicity noticed Mahdakis still staring through the window as
they walked toward the entrance. “See something you like?” Felicity
giggled.
His eyebrows scrunched together. “Dudes, is that Goiter?”
“Where?”
“No way.”
The two young women ran to the window and followed his stare. “See
the guy nearest the stage, dancing in the sailor outfit with the two older
guys?”
“With the dog collar around his neck; it is!”
“Holy shit,” Felicity gasped.
“What the fuck, man?”
“I dated him once,” Felicity confessed.
“You did?”
“Maybe that’s how he got to where he is,” Nicki instigated.
As all of this was going on, Curly was slowly beginning to realize his
situation as he finally started to look around; guys dancing with guys,
guys having dinner in booths with guys, guys to the left of him, guys to
the right of him, a guy serving him. All the while, every nuance of his
slow horrified reaction being observed by the three of them through the
glass window. “C’mon, let’s get in there and keep him company.”
Mahdakis led the way in as he sauntered to a stool next to Curly.
“Howdy part’ner! Ya come here often there, big fella?”
Curly leaned into them and whispered, “Dude, this isn’t funny! I think
this is a joint for queers!”
“So what’s the problem?” Nicki laughed at him. “You should feel right
at home.”
“Yeah…..Goiter’s got no problem with it.”
“Goiter? Don’t tell me he’s here, too. What the hell?”

Felicity pointed to the floor. “Right there, sandwiched between those
two older gentlemen.”
“Holy crap! He’s a queer?”
“The word is gay gentlemen,” a scratchy rough voice with an Irish
accent said from behind the bar, “Yer female companion had it right duh
first time. I suggest ya follow her lead in duh manners department.”
“I’m gonna go over and say hi,” Felicity said, leaving them.
“No offense, man. I just didn’t know where I was. I’m a little shocked
is all.”
The bartender nodded and said, “Hunger will do that. But remember,
we’re all people, the food’s just duh same and we’ll tolerate ya if you
wanna eat in our establishment so long as ya keep yer ’pinions to yerself.
I came to tell you we’re out of fries, though. How about a baked potato?”
“Huh? Yeah, that’s fine.”
“What about you? Are you eatin’?”
“I’m not really hungry,” Mahdakis said. “How about a burger?”
“I thought yuz wasn’t hungry.” The Bartender nodded. “Fine. Cheese
on dat will ya be havin’?”
“Yes please. I’ll take a Busch, too.”
As the bartender went about his order, Curly shook his head in
befuddlement. “So what are we supposed to do? Who knew Goiter was
gay like this?”
“Did you think he was gay like something else?” Nicki took a sip of her
vodka and laughed, spilling some on her shirt. “Shit. What’s the big deal
with what he wants to do with his pecker anyway, man?”
“Or someone else’s…”
“Exactly. Who really gives a flying fuck?”
“I do!” Curly exclaimed. “It’s weird not knowing something like this
about one of your best friends. It ain’t right, either,” Curly whispered the
last part so as not to offend the bartender.
“I’ll tell you what….it does explain a lot of things though, doesn’t it,
baby?”
“It does,” Mahdakis said, nodding in agreement while shooting her an
evil glance. “It’s a shame he has to come way out here just to get his
freak on, though.”
“But there’s queers in Norford,” Curly said. “Can’t he find one or two
he likes out there and get his freak on with them? Why is he way the fuck
out here?”

“That’s the thing, there’s only a small percentage out there. Maybe
being here increases his luck. Think of how hard it is for us normal
people to find someone suitable and desirable.”
“What’s your definition of normal?”
“Yeah man, think about it,” Curly said, not hearing her comment. “I
imagine if you’re queer, the odds of hooking up with someone decent are
like one in a thousand…or more.”
“Or more.”
“Maybe he’s out here because he doesn’t want any of ya to know his
business,” the raspy voice behind the bar sounded again. “Ya know, for
fear of losin’ such good quality friends such as you all must be cause you
think he’s…..‘not right’.”
“Trust us dude,” Nicki said. “He’s not right for a lot of reasons. This is
just one more log for the fire. Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! Hey, how about
another one these vodkas, man?”
“Honestly though, I’m not shocked that he longs to be the pivot man in
a circle jerk.”
“Nice friends, the lot of ya are indeed.” The bartender handed Nicki
another Sex on the Beach drink and put Curly’s plate of ribs under his
chin.
“Thanks. These look really good.”
“Of course they do; who knows ’bout good tastin’ meat better den
fagz?”
“Mmm,” Nicki antagonized, “make it with your own special sauce, did
you?”
“You betcha missy.” The bartender winked at her and left.
As Curly hung his head and stare dubiously at his food, Mahdakis took
a sip of beer and grimaced. “What’s up with that navy outfit, anyway?”
“He’s a seaman! Ha-ha-ha...ha-ha-ha-ha!”
“Dudes, I’m not hungry anymore.”
“Hey!” Felicity came galloping off the dance floor with Goiter in her
hands. “Listen to this! We gotta get Goits out of here fast.”
“Dude, what’s up?” Curly and he did the stupid-secret handshake. “I’m
sorry you’re gay but is everything else alright?”
“I’m not…”
“You’re not alright?”
“Don’t worry, you will be soon. This sort of thing takes time.”
“What sort of...”

“Goiter!” Nicki hugged. “Sorry we barged in on your personal life like
this. I feel so bad.”
“Say what?”
“Dude,” Mahdakis stood up and also did the stupid-secret handshake
with him. “Who’s your tailor?”
“Always with the wise cracks,” Goiter nodded. “Long fuckin’ story.”
“And unbelievable I’ll bet, too.”
“Nicki!”
“Hey, you guys got this all wrong,” Goiter defended himself. “This
dude picked me up hitchhiking a couple states back and said if I wanted
to get somewhere, then I had to do what he said.”
“Man, if I had a dollar for every time I heard that,” said Nicki.
“And obliged,” Felicity acknowledged.
“But….you get used to it after a while.”
“Mm-hmm, it’s true; you do.”
Curly looked at Felicity. “What do you mean ‘Mm-hmm’? What the
fuck does that mean? You like turning tricks for rides and shit?”
“I didn’t say I liked it!”
“Oh that’s funny; you better be just fuckin’ around, woman!”
“Woman? What the fuck decade are you living in?”
“You know, it really isn’t that bad once you get past the taste,” said
Nicki.
“Hey asshole,” Curly addressed Mahdakis. “Do you hear how your
woman’s talking over here? Are you gettin’ what she’s saying?”
“Sure am.” Mahdakis lit a slim cigar. “How do you think we met?”
“Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! What an asshole, Curly!”
“Fuck you, Tater.”
“It’ll cost ya.”
“And don’t forget, I get a percentage of that.” Mahdakis took a sip of
beer.
“Guys! Please, listen to Goit’s story,” Felicity pleaded.
“Sorry ah...dude, why didn’t you just run?”
“Because….he was gonna give me free room and board and buy all
kinds of shit for me.”
“Like that outfit?”
“Have you always wanted one of those? You know, like since you were
a little kid or somethin’?”
“Or was it more of an adolescent coming-of-age thing?”

“Nicki, please!”
“And if I had a dollar for every time I heard that.”
“You’d be broke; no one says please to you.”
“You’re a fuckin’ douche bag, you know that!”
“Guys! Goiter’s in trouble here!”
“Oh.”
“Sorry man, very insensitive of us; do go on.”
“Ha-ha-ha!”
“Curly!”
“I can’t help it! These two are crackin’ me up!”
Goiter put his hand up in the air. “You know what? Just forget I was
here, okay….sorry I bothered you guys. Just go about your sarcasm and
mocking everyone you meet.”
“Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! Okay.” Nicki was fighting to keep a straight
face.
“I’ll just go back there and fade out of existence, once and for all.”
Felicity swelled up with tears. “You guys are a bunch a dicks!”
“Well c’mon!” Mahdakis yelled, “The dude’s a little over the top, don’t
you think? And besides that, he’s lying.”
“I am not!”
“So answer the question! What kind of a dickhead doesn’t fight back or
run, in a situation like that?”
“Have you ever been in a situation like that?”
“As a matter of fact, yes!”
“What did you do?”
“He gave me sixty bucks and I let him blow me…but then it was over. I
didn’t drag it out for hours on end.”
The uncomfortable silence that fell after those words was accompanied
by four faces going into quiet contortions and finally broken up by
Goiter, “I didn’t do anything because up until now, he didn’t do
anything! Everything was cool!”
“Well now it’s payday, dumbass,” Nicki yelled at him. “Whadaya think
he did all that shit for, his fuckin’ health?”
“The dude wants to fuck you in the ass, man. That ain’t cool. You gotta
get out of here…I mean, you know...unless you want it up the ass?”
“NO, CURLY! I don’t want it up the ass!”
“Then come with us. We got a hotel room out in Harrisburg.”
“We?” Nicki said. “You guys can sleep in the fuckin’ car, man.”

“What are you guys doing out here, anyway?”
“Me and Felicity are going to her relatives out in Carlisle.”
“I know that…these two idiots, I meant.”
“These two idiots are on their way to Cincinnati to start a new life.”
“No shit. The guy who picked me up says he’s from Cincinnati.”
“What’s he doing out here?”
“Starting a new life.”
“Well he’s off to one hell of a start, huh?”
“He says it sucks out there in Cincinnati.”
“That’s what we heard.”
“So you wanted to go?”
“Never mind.”
“Let me go get my things. I’ll be right back. This may take a minute.”
“Okay. Go. Hurry up.”
As Goiter walked back to the others on the dance floor, Mahdakis and
Curly paid the bartender for the food and drink. Mahdakis looked at the
others skeptically. Nicki noticed his look and said, “You thinking what I
am?”
“That he’s full of shit?”
“Yeah.”
“Mm-hm.”
“Well he’s not,” said Felicity. “He’s scared!”
Mahdakis began pacing back and forth alongside the bar. “A couple of
things trouble me.”
“Do tell oh wise one.”
“When we saw him through the window, he had a grin from ear to ear.”
“Maybe he was crying; sometimes it looks the same as laughter without
sound.”
“Oh that’s funny.”
“Hey, you’re not the only one who can say funny stuff, Nicki.”
“Apparently I am.”
“And number two, he never called anyone from anywhere to say he
was in trouble.”
“That’s true. What’s up with that?”
“What do I think? I think we got a classic case of sexual denial right
here is what I think.”
“I’m not so sure about that,” said Curly.

“Oh I’m sure. I know. I also know that we won’t be helping him grow
or….come out of the closet as he should be, if we cater to his insecurity
of being who he should be.”
“What are you saying?”
“I’m saying, I think we should bolt and leave him here.”
“That’s crazy.”
“No way!”
“Tell you what, dude,” he said to Curly, “why don’t you run to the back
door, making sure nobody sees you, open it, and run to the pay phone
across the street. Call the phone here at the bar and tell me what you
see….and again, make sure nobody sees you go in or out.”
“Are you buggin’ or something, man? Let’s just get Goiter and get him
the fuck out of here.”
Mahdakis grabbed him by the collar and shook him. “Because
man….we’ll be doing our sexually confused friend here a grave
disservice if we don’t interject with a little tough love right here….right
now. Now go, Curly! Run like the wind, man!”
Felicity looked at him abhorrently. “What the fuck’s your problem,
dude?”
“Listen, my older brother is gay and is happy about it…now. But it
wasn’t always that way. Before he came out of the closet, he was a
miserable bastard hanging around the wrong people. All of this affected
the way he lived which affected his attitude, self-confidence, job, and so
forth. Goiter is afraid of coming out because he thinks he will lose some
of us as friends…and he might…who knows? But it has to be done. He
has taken a gigantic step towards his overall happiness and we should be
proud of him. Our presence here, however, has interfered with his
objective and now he is caving into the insecurities of losing us as
friends or being looked at as an outcast.” Mahdakis took a long drag as
Felicity and Nicki considered such a possibility. “For his own good, we
have to leave him here so he can iron out the wrinkles of who he really
is.”
“Wow, I never thought of all that…probably because I’m not in his
shoes.”
“He’s not wearing any.”
Ignoring his comment, Nicki said, “He’s right you know. One hundred
percent. We got to ditch him.”

“Hey…Sherlock Holmes,” the raspy voice bellowed from the bar, “this
phone’s for you. Make it quick, will ya?”
Mahdakis grabbed the receiver. “Thanks. Hello?....right…so you made
it across the street then, with nobody seeing you?.....uh-huh….now sneak
back in and I’ll tell you what.” He gave the phone back to the bartender.
“Thanks again, man.”
“That was Curly?”
“Mm.” Mahdakis leaned back on the bar, patiently awaiting Curly.
“Okay, so what the fuck did I do that for?” said Curly, slightly out of
breath.
“Who cares? From the sound of your huffing and puffing I’d say a little
exercise wouldn’t hurt you anyway.”
“Shut up Nicki.”
“I had you do that to prove how easy it is to slip out of here for a
minute and make a call for help if you had to.”
“More like, if you wanted to.” Nicki nodded.
“You couldn’t just fuckin’ explain that? You had to have me run across
the fuckin’ street in the pouring rain and shit?”
“It’s pouring shit outside?” Nicki said.
“What’s that matter with you? Are you some sort of lunatic?”
“Forget all that,” Nicki said. “Let’s go man. We’re not helping his
cause at all by being here.” She grabbed Mahdakis and together they ran
out the door. “Let’s go!”
“But dudes, that dumb ass example don’t prove anything. Just because I
got out without being noticed, doesn’t mean he could. He’s got dudes
fawning all over him and whatnot.”
For whatever reason, Curly’s logic fell upon deaf ears as Felicity
grabbed him. “C’mon! I’ll explain in the car.” She grabbed her purse and
scurried him out the door.
“What’s to explain? He’s…”
“He’s in love! We’re intruding. If you really love him, you’ll leave him
now.”
“Well I don’t love him in the first place…”
“Then this should be easy! Hurry! Before he gets back!”
They were long gone and out of sight when Goiter returned to the bar
with his duffle bag in hand. “They left?”

“They went thataway, they did.”

She’s a Little Runaway
deed goes unpunished, and nobody had learned that over the
N opastgoodfifteen
years like Raven Dowd, a young eighteen-year-old girl

from Madison, South Dakota. She was just out of high school and
heading east now in hopes of starting a new life. Hoping to put behind
her the years of emotional suffering and physical pain inflicted upon her
by her evil step-monster, a vindictive, grotesque woman of questionable
humanity who married Raven’s male-birth-giver after God took her real
female-birth-giver away from her at the age of three. Needless to say,
Raven was not big on God. She was also not big on wasting her life
squeezing out puppies and becoming some redneck’s bitch in South
Dakota, which is the road her evil birth-giver and step-monster laid out
for her after graduation.
Raven was a studious student who also participated in many different
athletic programs. She graduated at the top of her class with a very high
average, and looked forward to furthering her education in
college…anywhere. She knew money was tight and that a great school
was out of the question for her factory working male-birth-giver, but so
long as she could continue to put her mind on learning, she’d be happy.
She’d be happy because absorbing herself in education and reading
books took her mind off the memories of yesterday, the reality of what
presently awaited her at home, and the very real chance of a bleak,
lonely, dismal and worthless existence of a future in nowhere land, USA.
But before graduation, Raven found out that college was going to be
out of the question when her male-birth-giver sat her down and explained
that they only had enough money for one of the kids to go to college, and
that lucky kid was going to be her step-monster’s real daughter, the one
with a C average in high school.

Raven sat on her bed and cried. She desperately needed a way out, a
plan that would take her far away from this so-called family that treated
her no better than the family pet…sometimes worse; at least the pet was
fed on a regular basis. She didn’t want to be left at the house, alone with
her evil step-monster all day. Her two older siblings had escaped already;
a sister who was stationed in Japan after joining the Marines, and a
brother who had moved to the other end of Dakota and was already
starting his own family; neither one of them any longer communicating
back to anyone at home …or each other for that matter. They were young
without many options; it was every man for themselves.
Raven had tried to escape once, but it didn’t work. When she was just
sixteen, she packed a small bag of essentials and went out through the
second story bedroom window in the middle of the night. She hit I-29
South, hitchhiking, not knowing where she was going, just knowing that
she wanted to go somewhere in another direction…any other direction.
In a desperate prayer to God, she pleaded that she would do anything if
he would take her from this pain and suffering. As I’ve said before and
always will, God answers all prayers, we just don’t always know it. So
you have to be careful what you wish for because, as I’ve also said
before, God is an evil son of a bitch with a twisted sense of humor.
Raven was picked up that night by an extraordinarily horny truck driver
who did in fact take her. He also took her self-respect, dignity,
confidence, and what was left of her innocence, as he held her captive
and raped her for two days in his rig, threatening with a promise to kill
her if she tried to run and reminding her that if she wanted to get
somewhere, she’d have to pay the price.
It wasn’t even five miles after she got in, that he pulled over and told
her to open up her shirt so he could see what she was made of. She was
hesitant but also fearful and desperate, so she reluctantly did as he asked.
Moments later she found herself slammed against the window, the man
pulling on her jeans, telling her over and over to ‘Do what I say, and I’ll
take you where you want to get.’ She cried and screamed a little as he
pushed himself up inside of her virgin body over and over again, blood
trickling down her leg. “Ah, a newbie!” he declared triumphantly. “I
knew it! I could tell by the look in the eyes! The truth’s in the eyes!” He
continued the savage deflowering and when it was over, took the wheel
again and continued to drive them down the long dark highway,
occasionally forcing her head in his crotch while he drove throughout the

night. “It helps me stay awake. You wouldn’t want that I crash and kill
us both now, would you?”
When morning came, she got yet another brutal fucking before the long
ride. It was at a rest stop shortly thereafter that, while he went to the
men’s room, an older woman, who was picnicking with friends, noticed
Raven looking helplessly at them through the glass with her hand pressed
against the window. The woman, sensing something gravely wrong,
corralled her friends and, with the help of another truck driver, was able
to get the locked door open and free her.
The woman brought her back home to Madison where she was swiftly
beaten and berated by her step-monster and male-birth-giver for having
left the house and running away as she did. They said the entire incident
embarrassed them beyond comprehension, and that she probably got
what she deserved out there…whatever that was. They could only guess,
as to this day she has never told this story to anyone but one person.
This present attempt at freedom however, promised to be safer; unless
of course the plane she was sitting on was to go down in a fiery crash.
But lo and behold, God was feeling in good spirits this day that Raven
Dowd boarded the small passenger plane at Sioux Falls Regional
Airport, saying good-bye to her friends and family forever.
Her rationalizing, and ultimately her motivation, was that since
education was not going to be in her foreseeable future, and she was
going to have to become a working girl, why not be a working girl
somewhere else? Somewhere far away, for that matter. Through a friend,
she heard about an increasing demand for nannies out east. It seemed that
wealthy East Coasters were looking for nannies to clean up after their
kids, and preferred the nannies to be from the Midwest region…..or
Southern…..West Coast was acceptable too….Actually, being from
anywhere in the United States except the east was just fine. Being East
Coasters themselves, these folks knew what kind of vile, belligerent,
assholes those raised in the same area as them could be. So Raven
managed to hook up with a couple who had three kids, two of which
were in their teens and would require little attention. Perfect, she thought.
And after many lengthy interviews, she was hired to go out east and be a
live-in nanny for Mr. and Mrs. Wellington.
Raven Dowd was petrified as she sat alone with her thoughts on the
plane; thinking about the big cities she would now be so near to, and the
inevitable personality change she would have to make in order to coexist.

It was going to be a brutal culture shock to her and she was frightened
not knowing what it would entail or what she was getting into. She was
frightened about what the people would be like (and rightly so), and if
they would like her. Would she make new friends? What if the job didn’t
pan out and she had to go back to South Dakota? That was the thought
that really panged at her more than any. And it was a conceivable one
considering that for starters, she didn’t even really know how to drive a
car yet…a little something she neglected to tell the Wellingtons. But they
would soon know. She felt like a child on the first day of kindergarten –
wide-eyed and excited, but nervous as hell. Yet, as her white-knuckled
fingers gripped the familiarity of a pillow in her lap, she began to
establish a certain feeling of serenity knowing that, if nothing else, her
sadistic birth-givers would not be able to harm her anymore. She would
be safe from that hell. This is the thought that engulfed her with the
determination to make sure this job (and move) worked out. No matter
what, she could not go back home.
And if anyone had a right to harbor these thoughts and remain
pessimistic and grim, it was she. But contrary to what Raven could have
been like, she always managed to eventually flush these thoughts out of
her system and be the smiling, pleasant ray of sunshine everyone knew
her to be. She remained hopeful in the eye of the tornado and went into
situations with a healthy and positive attitude by making herself
concentrate on only the good things that could possibly happen. Maybe
she would strike it rich out east, maybe she would meet some famous
people and hobnob amongst their ilk, maybe she would fall in love with
an aspiring artist...or musician, maybe she was going to be somebody
after all. The possibilities were endless. Who knows, maybe her soul
mate awaited her out there…..out east…...in that strange little mixed up
town…of Norford, Delaware.

Don’t Dream It’s Over

T

he ride home was a quiet one, as their hopes and dreams all but
vanished into the thin air - aborted in the womb before ever seeing
the light of day. Neither Mahdakis nor Nicki really believed in their
hearts that they were gone forever or that they were seriously going to
start a brand-new life, but they did envision the journey lasting more than
twenty-four hours and they did believe that they had left Norford behind
them….at least for a while. But Norford not only followed them, it
headed them off at the pass. And with all its sinister amusement, was
waiting for them like a stalking butler when they arrived in Harrisburg.
“Well that sucked,” Nicki said from behind the wheel.
Mahdakis stare straight ahead at the road, barely acknowledging her.
“Yeah.”
“And what was up with those two horny toads last night, anyway?
Jesus Christ, it wasn’t even their room. That’s some fuckin’ gall, huh?”
“Hmm?”
“Felicity…and Curly; going at it like rabbits all night. Don’t tell me
you didn’t hear anything! Christ, it sounded like someone was slapping a
five-pound London broil against the wall. Fuckin’ aye, you think they’d
have the courtesy to try to be a little discreet, but no; there they were like
two wrestlers. You seriously didn’t hear any of that?”
“I remember looking over and seeing her giving him a blowjob, but she
was under the covers and since I couldn’t see anything, I went back to
sleep,” he said matter-of-factly, still staring ahead.
“And what’s your fuckin’ problem? I mean besides the fact that
everything we set out to do just blew up in our faces. You on the rag, or
something?”
“Nah.”
“Nah? Yeah well, I really didn’t think you were I just….I don’t know.
What’s Rob’s deal anyway? What the fuck was he buggin’ about?”
This got Mahdakis’s attention. He had been thinking all last night on
how to approach the truth about Rob to her. He wasn’t sure if he could
trust her or not with the truth, because Captain H and her were closer
than most people knew. They had a sexual history that dated back to
when they were in the sixth grade and quite frankly, Mahdakis wasn’t
convinced that it was yet history. “He said, and I really don’t know the
specifics….”

“Right…”
“…that he got word about some dude they used to deal with who they
thought was dead, was now in fact, still alive in Tennessee and had all
kinds of evidence, or something, on Captain H and the crew; so much so
that he could turn States on them if it were ever to come to that. So...”
“So Rob’s gonna find him?”
“I think Rob plans to do more than just find him.”
“Oh my God.”
“Yeah so….for whatever reason,” Mahdakis spoke very succinctly,
“the less Rad, Captain H, or anyone know about what he’s doing…and
where, the better. He was very serious about that.”
“I see. So then some shit’s about to go down. Otherwise, he wouldn’t
be concerned. He’s protecting them in case they get busted or something.
Is that it?”
Mahdakis grunted and threw his hands in the air.
“Shit, the cops must be planning to use this dude soon, then.”
“Exactly,” Mahdakis lied. “But no one except us are to ever know.
Even when it’s over. Although I’m not sure why, it’s just what he said.”
Nicki waved her finger in the air as she drove. “Rob’s smart, man. Let
me tell you something about him, Mahdakis. Rob doesn’t get nearly
enough of the credit he should for all the heists and jobs they pull off. He
seems like some quiet dude who just does what he’s told, but he’s often
more than not, the brains behind the whole plan; the unsung hero. I
would trust what he says and do just as he asks. If he says it’s best no one
know, then so be it.”
Her observations did not elude what was left of Mahdakis’s rational
thought process. How did she know this much about the group? It was
occasional comments like these that made him leery about ever taking
the big plunge with her….even if that big plunge simply were the
acceptance or her love in his own heart; a heart he was still protecting
like a mother hen.
“Right. So we don’t tell a soul, okay? Not even Floyd or Yogi…and
especially not Hank.”
“Well duh! I know, my love…my lips are sealed…unless you need me
to suck your cock, or something.”
Mahdakis leaned back in the seat and smiled. “That sounds like a good
idea.” He undid his zipper. “I like the way you use your head.”
“Dude, I’m driving! I can’t do that while I drive.”

“Other girls can.”
“Who? Tell me who!”
“Um …Trust me; I’ve had it done to me before…..on the highway.”
“Oh yeah? Well that bitch must have been crazy, hard up, or both!” She
was quiet for a moment and then suggested, “Hey, you wanna get a room
and stay the night?”
“Where are we?”
“I don’t know but we don’t have to go back right this second, do we?”
“Hell no. Sounds like a good idea.” He buckled himself up again.
“Let’s grab some beers and a bottle, and settle in somewhere. I’d like to
spend the rest of the night alone with you.”
“Cool, man. Cool.”
Sadly enough…or not…this trip was also the closest the two of them
would ever come to starting a serious life together. For as soon as they
got back to Norford, Nicki pulled another vanishing act and was off on
one of her excursions, leaving Mahdakis without her presence for several
weeks.
The timing couldn’t have been better. Shortly after their return to
Norford, Mahdakis was hired by a Shell gas station to work fulltime.
After he got home and showered, a knock came at the door; a knock that
was about to change his life forever......

Somebody
Save
Me

*Sleaze Rock*
Join Together in a Band

A

s a matter of courtesy, Mahdakis had called Sham Rock’s younger
brother the week before about joining his little band and politely
declined the opportunity. Sleaze Rock was desperate and pleaded for him
to reconsider. There was band practice the following Friday and Sleaze
Rock would pick him up at his house…. ‘just come and check it out.’ But
Mahdakis stood his ground for reasons known only to him, and refused
the offer one last time. Then the inane Cincinnati debacle happened and
he had forgotten about the entire conversation. Sleaze Rock did not,
however, and despite Mahdakis’s wishes, Sleaze Rock and the singer
showed up at Mahdakis’s house immediately after school and delivered
the aforementioned knock to his door; you remember, the knock that
would change his life forever?
“Huh-huh…...hey man! You ready for practice?”
“Say what? Dude, I told you I couldn’t do it.”
“Couldn’t or wouldn’t? There’s a big difference you know.” Sleaze
Rock was a young slim, seventeen-year-old with short wavy blonde hair.
And despite his Pinocchio nose, did quite well with the girls. Not so
much because of his wit and charm, although he did possess a degree of
charm, but mostly because he had a knack of beating something into the
ground and wearing people down with an acutely exasperating
persistence that more often than not, would persuade a person to
succumb to him out of sheer exhaustion, as opposed to any real sincere
consent. The idea being to give in to his demands in desperate hopes that
he would simply shut up and go away once they complied.
Mahdakis was being given the same treatment, as Sleaze Rock stood at
the door babbling on and on, “Dude, we’ll help you carry your amp,
throw it in Elijah’s car and be on our way. C’mon, times a wastin’.”
“Elijah?” Mahdakis held his hand out for the teenage stranger who
stood quietly behind Sleaze Rock. “I’m Mahdakis.”
“Yep, I’m aware of that,” Elijah said, holding his hand out to return the
shake. Elijah was a short dude with glaring white skin who possessed
contrasting dark features; black eyes and a frizzy black afro that was

already receding. He had a very nice smile though, and seemed very
friendly. Neither of them were drinkers or did hard drugs. You could tell
by the liveliness in their voices and the whites in their eyes.
“C’mon dude!” Sleaze Rock badgered. “We came all this way from
across town to pick you up and now you pull this? You don’t want to go
all of a sudden?”
“All of a sudden? I told you over the phone I wasn’t interested.”
“He did?” Elijah looked at Sleaze Rock with speculation. “I thought
you said he was all excited about it and everything?”
Sleaze Rock began twirling the back of his short hair with his pointy
finger, a habit he did when he was nervous or in the middle of a lie, and
said, “No…that’s not true at all. Heh-heh…hey man, I thought you said
you’d try out if we learned some heavier stuff, and we did!”
“But I didn’t.”
“Didn’t what?”
“Say that.”
“I thought you did.”
“You thought wrong.”
“Sorry. My fault. But here we are, so you wanna come, or what?”
“Man, like I hope we didn’t waste our time,” Elijah said, starting to
question his drummer’s credibility, “but perhaps you could just check us
out for an hour or so, if you don’t mind. Sorry this idiot misunderstood
but if you don’t like what we’re up to after a few minutes, I’ll give you a
ride back right away.”
“He’ll give you a ride back anyway, he’s just sayin’…”
“I know what he’s sayin’, Sleaze.”
“Right; I mean if you really can’t stand it, we can stop sooner than later
and pack it up.”
“That is if you’re not doing anything right now. I hope we’re not being
presumptuous but my drummer here….gave us the impression that you
were excited about trying out.”
“He was!” Sleaze Rock tried to defend himself. “Remember? You were
all like, ‘Great! I think that’s awesome!’ and shit.”
“Awesome for you. Not because I wanted any part of it, asshole!”
“Awe see….now why do you have to get like that? All angry and bitter,
and stuff.” Sleaze Rock started smiling and giggling, and then pointed in
Mahdakis’s face. “Look at him, Eli…arrgghhh! Arrgghhh! Ha-ha-ha!
Angry old man. Ha. You know what you need?”

“For you to be the victim of a drive-by shooting right now?”
“Besides that.”
“Ha-ha. He’s funny.”
“You need some fresh young pussy. High school pussy; little underage
girlie girls you can bend over your knee and give a spanking to while
they lick chocolate syrup off your ball sac.” He put his hand on
Mahdakis’ shoulder again. “That always works for me.”
“Mm-hm.”
“Come on, man. If you don’t try out, then we’re going to have to find
someone else to make a million dollars with. You’d like a million
dollars, wouldn’t you?”
“Mm.”
“And all the girlies that go along with it, doing whatever you want
whenever you want. I guarantee it.”
“Why do I feel like you’re trying to sell me a car?”
“Come on, tons of naked teenage girls; that’s Heaven isn’t it?”
“That’s one slice of Heaven. Another slice of Heaven would be the
peaceful solitude I’d experience if you walked away and left me alone.”
“Ha-ha-ha-ha!” Elijah laughed. “Bust, dude!”
“C’mon, man. Don’t talk to me like that. You and I go back too far for
that.”
“Back? The last time I saw you was at McDuffs awhile back, trying to
score some weed.”
“That’s right! And you and Cannoli took off with my money and never
came back!”
“Ha-ha! That’s hysterical!”
“No it’s not, Eli. So the way I see it, you owe me twenty bucks still.”
“I’ll get it to ya.”
“Forget about it; just come to practice with us and we’ll call it even.
My God, it’s only a couple hours! What do you have to lose?”
“A couple hours.”
“I like this dude,” Elijah said, with a large smile on his shiny white
face.
Mahdakis couldn’t stand the puppy dog look Sleaze Rock was giving
him and, like everyone else, was getting worn down from his robust
perseverance. He knew Sleaze Rock would never leave until he got
something….anything. “Fine. I’m not really that busy. Come on upstairs
and give me a hand with my shit.”

“Cool.”
Sleaze Rock slapped him on the shoulder. “I knew you’d do it.”
*****
Along the way, Elijah stopped to pick up a friend of theirs, another high
school kid whom they called Thrasher. Thrasher took on the role of
roadie or groupie, whichever position needed to be filled at the time;
basically, he had nothing better to do with his time. Thrasher dressed
more like Mahdakis than he did the other kids in the F.A.G.G. Metal
circle. He was tall and thin with straight long black hair, down to the
middle of his back and he had just violently thrown a metal pale of ice
water through the doorway at someone inside the house when the
threesome pulled in his driveway. As he climbed in the backseat with
Mahdakis, Sleaze Rock turned around twirling his hair and asked,
“Dude, what the fuck’s with that bucket? What were you throwing that
at?”
“My female-birth-giver, man. She was being a real cunt. She wanted
me to clean my room before I left so I threw a bucket of ice water at her
head and told her she needed to chill out. I hate when she gets like that,
you know? Hey dude, what’s up?” he said extending his hand to
Mahdakis.
“Not much, how you doin’?”
“So you’re trying out for their band huh?”
“I guess I’ll see what it’s all about, if nothing else.”
“Yeah. That’s cool. Huh. So you’re into F.A.G.G. Metal? I didn’t think
you were. Huh.”
“We’ll see. What about you? You like this stuff, right?”
“Huh. Hardly man. I’m into thrash; you know….Thrasher, that’s why
they call me that. I’m a drummer.”
“Cool man.”
“Yeah, I wouldn’t be caught dead playing this sissy music, dude.”
“Mm.”
*****
Nigel Noodles, the guitar player, did not immediately look at Mahdakis
when he walked into the band room. They had met over the summer on

the golf course late one night and it was not the most comfortable of
situations, as Mahdakis made Nigel relinquish his friend’s guitar to him
and then proceeded to damage it and give it back, leaving Nigel the
assumed guilty party of the destruction. The friend who owned the guitar
was Paul Antonelli, who was absent because he was busy fucking
Mahdakis’s girl, Jezebel, out on the ninth hole.
Nigel was then a shy, frightened, shorthaired little nerd so Mahdakis
never made the correlation because Nigel Noodles now had very long
wavy hair with some curls. He was a very good-looking youngster; tall,
slim and fit, and the girls were crazy about him. He also played guitar
like no one’s business. In fact, Mahdakis had never heard anyone play
guitar as flawlessly as he.
They were playing some current heavy standards because Mahdakis
knew them already. But the band did teach him two new F.A.G.G. Metal
songs on the spot, which he learned without a problem and was able to
play perfectly the second or third time around. Elijah was a weird little
bastard of a singer. He sang in a very, very high, falsetto voice. It was
kind of creepy and goofy; almost as if he were joking around, but he
wasn’t. Regardless, it was better than nothing. And on top of it all, his
birth-givers allowed them the use of the entire basement to practice in
and had purchased Elijah top-notch PA equipment to use.
After forty-five minutes into it, and Elijah aside, there seemed no doubt
that there was a pretty solid thing going on here. Sleaze Rock was a
decent drummer yet executed sloppy fills. This however worked out
great because Mahdakis was also a decent bass player with equally
questionable fills. Mahdakis and Sleaze Rock were both doing their fills
and rolls at exactly the same time, just as horribly as the other, and
ending them at precisely the same place, and playing them at exactly the
same speed, which varied from minute to minute. It was uncanny how
they inadvertently slowed down or sped up the tempo at same time, all
the while making it sound intentional…..brilliant as a matter of fact.
People who didn’t know better would probably consider the two of them
musical geniuses. Mahdakis liked Sleaze Rock’s drumming in the studio
months before when he had filled in for Pock, but this was even better;
they locked in on one another without so much as eye contact or any
verbal communication. Nigel and Mahdakis were the only ones verbally
communicating. Nigel would tell him the chords to play and when. As
well, Mahdakis was making Nigel aware of key and time changes that he

had been missing; each of them listening to one another with strong
reverence. It was tight and comfortable and moreover an awesome
rhythm section; and nothing beats a tight rhythm section. Nothing.

*Nigel Noodles*
EZ Come, EZ Go

R

egardless of the style, it was refreshing to be playing with someone
serious about making it in the music biz, and Nigel Noodles was
that guy. In the weeks that had past, he presented himself as a ditsy,
carefree, forgetful, fun-loving puppy dog only out to please. But only
two things in that description are accurate; he was a dog of sorts, and he
was out to please…. himself. He was indeed ditsy in a way, but very
calculating and callous in others. He came from a wealthy family of
professional musicians, so making minimum wage the rest of his life was
not on the radar. He was also extremely superficial. Looks and beauty
were what mattered to him; be it in regards to himself, or someone
else…..looks were the key to survival and getting ahead in this world.
Looks opened doors. If you looked good, you were worthy of
conversation with him, if not, well…so be it. And on any day that he
didn’t look good and something went wrong in his world, it was because
he left the house too hastily and didn’t look right.
Two weeks into the rehearsals, Nigel made an announcement following
the ending of a song, “Dudes.” He made sure to have everyone’s
attention. “Guess what? Guess fuckin’ what?”
“You got that sex change you’ve been dying for?” Sleaze Rock did a
comedic drum fill followed by a cymbal crash.

Nigel stared at his buddy, unamused, “Not quite. But I got us a real
cool second guitar player. His name’s Mike; I met him at Avenues over
the weekend.” Avenues was a popular nightclub in Philadelphia where all
the best F.A.G.G. Metal bands played. If you were playing Avenues, then
you had arrived. More importantly, Avenues was where you went to get
laid by the anorexic F.A.G.G. Metal sperm dumpsters with pancake
makeup, hair teased to the moon, and boobs sticking out like rockets.
How could a growing boy resist all that? “What do you think? You
wanna try him out?”
“I guess.”
“Have you heard him play?”
“Yeah, how do you know he’s any good?”
“Dudes.” Nigel made a cutting motion with his hand onto his lower
back, “he’s got hair down to here!”
It was true; Mike did have hair down to ‘here’, and looked like a fine
piece of ass from behind. That is to say, he looked like a chick….but
with a dick, as did many of these hardcore F.A.G.G.’s. But hey, it’s what
the girls of that time were in to; squatting on mirrors with a dildo. (Think
about it awhile)
Mike was indeed all of that and a horrible guitar player to boot. After
one try out, in which he couldn’t follow the most basic of progressions or
even stay in tune, he was gone. And as Mike pulled out of the driveway
never to return again, Nigel said. “I don’t know what happened, he
looked so cool.”
The people who saw these harsh, shallow, and overly judgmental
qualities in Nigel Noodles often saw a very immoral, shallow,
disgustingly selfish human being; and while their assessment would not
be completely off target, Mahdakis was otherwise intrigued by his
overall arrogance. He was accustomed to these cold conniving
mannerisms and it made him feel at home and more relaxed with his
strange new F.A.G.G. Metal world surroundings. He was delightfully
surprised that F.A.G.G. Metal people could indeed possess the same
elements of egotism and insensitivity that Captain H had, but yet use it
for other purposes, like hell bent on having a fun time.
Moreover, Nigel’s personality challenged Mahdakis and gave him new
life to feed off. Mahdakis vaguely sensed these qualities in Nigel the first

couple of weeks he was there. But by the night of their first gig together,
all of his suspicions were confirmed, as Nigel Noodles’ true colors came
into the light.
The band, still having no name, played a house party of some kid’s
from the high school. As they needed to do a warm up show before their
scheduled gig next month at the Y-DOG, they felt it an excellent
opportunity to work out the kinks.
There were droves of Norford high school kids in attendance, running
around half-naked, smoking pot, dirty dancing, and drinking illegally,
but otherwise behaving themselves no better or worse than normal
teenagers. That is to say, they were not wrapped up in any deviant ploys
that would earn them some quick cash at someone else’s expense, or land
them six feet under. They were not prostituting themselves out to
complete strangers for food either. Nor did any of them have needle
tracks on their arms, and while they liked sex just as much as anyone, at
least the F.A.G.G. Metal guys carried rubbers in their wallets; for that
matter, at least they had wallets. But they also had no point of view on
anything going on in the world either, most likely because they didn’t
know what was going on in the world. They wore the ‘Badge of
Ignorance’ prideful on their sleeves. But hey, they were what kids were
supposed to be…..happy. An emotion commonly found in young people;
an emotion that Mahdakis had forgotten about or just never understood
in the first place; a quality he sacrificed in the name of superfluous
individualism.
Besides the band members, Thrasher, and his two loyal roadies
(Pumpkinhead and Frank Slate), Felicity and Curly were about the only
ones there that he knew. Curly had become Mahdakis’s roadie as well,
and no one minded. Curly knew Nigel from church when they were
young, and he knew Sleaze Rock from around town; yet, while Curly and
Pumpkinhead were about the same age as Nigel and Sleaze, their tastes
in music were vastly different. Pumpkinhead and Curly hated F.A.G.G.
Metal…and all the people who liked it (Felicity being the exception). So
in between songs, the five of them stayed huddled together in a corner by
Mahdakis’s four-foot bass cabinet like homeless people around a burning
garbage can, sipping keg beer.
Frank and Pumpkinhead did have penises though, and nothing was
more tantalizing than the F.A.G.G. Metal sperm dumpsters that walked
around the party with thongs riding up their backs and tits falling out of

their loose-fitting shirts. Frank and Pumpkinhead needed to mingle and
sniff some of that out, so they eventually emerged from the corner and
left Mahdakis alone with Curly. Felicity was also sizing up the F.A.G.G.
Metal sperm dumpsters, most likely taking mental notes and gathering
wardrobe ideas.
Mahdakis felt out of place and a little insecure, although he never let on
and no one could tell because he maintained an obstinate poker face. He
needn’t have worried so much however; fact of the matter was everyone
there thought he was excellent and one of the better bass players they had
ever seen. But they couldn’t tell him as much to his face because they
were afraid to approach him. To them, he looked more like a mass
murderer than an entertainer. Giving him an even more formidable
presence was his dry humor and dark sarcastic demeanor. They thought
him bitter and angry, character traits that honestly had no place in
F.A.G.G. Metal. Of course, no one said anything to him for fear of being
killed. Another reason he never heard any of the compliments from his
new young audience was because he never made eye contact with any of
them, and as soon as the band played the last song, he and Curly packed
up his gear, threw it in the car and were about to leave unseen without so
much as a good-bye, when Nigel spotted him and grabbed him before he
hopped in the car, “Hey dude, I think they liked us. Don’t you?”
“They seemed enthusiastic,” Mahdakis nodded.
“I think we played awesome.”
“It felt good.”
“Good…but not great, huh?”
“Well hey; it’s our first time playing together in front of people.”
“It’s not my first time.” Nigel poked his pointy finger into Mahdakis’s
chest. “Or yours. I don’t know about Sleaze Rock, but I know he ain’t
shy.”
“Yeah? And?”
Nigel looked at the ground and to his right. “It’s Eli, isn’t it? He’s no
good. The way he sings,” Nigel did an insultingly humorous imitation of
him while holding his right hand on his chest and his left hand up toward
the sky, “‘aahhh-oohhhh-aahhh’…What the hell is that shit, anyway? I
think he wants to sing opera or something, you know?”
“Mm, yeah. I don’t know. I’m the new guy here and unless you have
another singer what are we supposed to do?”

“New guy or not, I’d rather keep you in the band than him.” Nigel
poked his pointy finger into Mahdakis’s chest again. “What’s your
opinion? Of his singing?”
“It’s kind of weird and goofy,” Mahdakis nodded in agreement. “But so
is F.A.G.G. Metal, so how do you measure the degree of goofiness?
Where do you draw the line between stupid and real stupid?” Mahdakis
poked his pointy finger into Nigel’s chest. “That’s for you guys to
decide.”
“It’s a joke, bro,” a tall deep-voiced kid with long blonde hair said,
while holding an overfilled cup of beer. “A fuckin’ joke. I think you
should talk to him first though and then get rid of him if he doesn’t
change. Who knows? Maybe he can change and be more of an integral
part of your band, but I’ll tell you what…even if his singing style
changes,” the tall blonde guy gulped down some beer which ran down
the side of his face, “that hair of his won’t. For Christ’s sake, I can see
my reflection in his forehead! I think you should get rid of him because
he’ll be going bald soon and more important than anything, is hair! If
you don’t have hair, you don’t have it. So it’s all for naught. I say get rid
of him or make him wear a wig. He’ll find work later in a wedding band,
or a barber shop quartet, and eventually forget all about this failed
experiment.” The tall blonde doing the talking was Nigel’s best friend
and cousin of the lead guitarist for Open Fly, Girlie-Boy DiNardo.
Girlie-Boy was an extremely effeminate looking F.A.G.G. Metal purist
who was also rather foreboding because of his extreme height and build.
He could easily have been a tight end for the Pittsburgh Steelers.
Girlie-Boy grew up in East River with Curly, who presently slid out of
the driver’s window and yelled across the roof of his car. “Hey dickhead,
you comin’, or are ya gonna hang with these sissy faggots all night?”
“Sissy Faggots?” Girlie-Boy DiNardo grinned. “I’ll show you a fuckin’
faggot! Right up your asshole!”
“Yeah? I’ll bet you’d like that, too. Huh, faggot?”
“That’s it!” Girlie-Boy dropped his beer and ran playfully over to the
car. “I’m gonna kick your ass!” He ran to the car and yanked Curly out
by his waist and the two of them began to wrestle lightheartedly.
Nigel leaned into Mahdakis and held his wrist to get attention. “Dude.”
“What the fuck? You wanna get married or something?”
“Be serious. You know I’m not the marrying type.”
“Well I’m not that easy either.”

“That’s not the word on the street.”
“You hear wrong.”
“So I guess we have a little problem then.”
“Stalemate.”
“Huh?” Nigel crunched his face together in confusion as two bodies
could be seen behind him flying through the air, their arms entwined.
“Listen…I’ve been working with a singer out in East River who also
plays guitar…and get this…” Nigel backhanded Mahdakis on the
shoulder and said, “He writes his own songs.”
“No shit?”
“No shit. They’re pretty good, too. We’ve been rehearsing some of the
covers and learning some of his original shit, too. This dude’s got like
twenty of his own songs already. Dude,” Nigel put his thumb in the air,
“we’re in.”
“F.A.G.G. Metal originals, I assume?”
“Well….yeah, man. What else would it be? Jazz?”
“Something thought provoking would’ve been nice. But alright, at least
it’s a step in the right direction.”
“Thought provoking? Take a look around you, dude. These bitches
don’t even know who the vice president is. All they want to do is be
adored. And how better to be assured adoration then to suck some dude’s
cock……my cock….your cock,” Nigel pointed to an elderly man
walking his dog, “his cock. Now that’s a step in the right direction.”
“That’s deep, man.”
“Hmm…….”
As Nigel’s thought process went into recirculation, Curly, behind them,
was dragging Girlie-Boy by the neck, Girlie-Boy’s feet kicking out from
under him. “Let go of me you fuckin’ asshole!”
“Ha-ha-ha, I don’t think so, dickhead!”
“Anyway…the dude’s a year older than me so maybe you’ll feel better
having someone a little closer to your age around.”
“I’m not a hundred you know.”
“Yeah, I know; I’m just sayin’. So what do you think?”
“Sounds cool. What about Eli?”
Nigel pointed his thumb over his shoulder. “Ancient history.”
Mahdakis rubbed his bare chin for a moment, pleasantly overwhelmed
with Nigel’s heartlessness and nodded. “Okay, what about the gig at the
Y-DOG?”

A bottle smashed and profanity echoed near Curly’s car, as Felicity
screamed, “Guys! Stop it!”
“I say you go talk to that Peter guy who does the booking over there
and see if he can push the date back a few more weeks and in the
meantime, we learn a new set list with Slappy.”
“With who?”
“Slappy…Slappy Joe. That’s the dude’s name in East River….pretty
coal, huh?”
Coal was how Nigel and Girlie-Boy pronounced the word COOL; it
was a feeble attempt at some sort of fake Californian, F.A.G.G. Metal
accent; usually uttered with a thumb up in the air…. ‘Coal man, coal.’
“Yeah…I guess but ah…what does Sleaze Rock think of all this?”
“I haven’t told him any of this yet.”
“Say what?”
“I didn’t want him to panic. He hates the idea of screwing people over,
even when you have to, or they deserve it. So I wanted to get your okay
first; that way when I talk to Sleaze tomorrow, I’ll tell him that Mahdakis
said Eli’s no good for the band and wants him out…and that I agreed.
He’ll have to go along with it because there’s two of us and one of him.”
“You’re gonna tell him it was my idea?”
“I’m gonna tell him you thought it was a good idea and that I
concurred.”
“But it’s your idea in the first place.”
“And you thought it was a good one. You just said so.”
“Right, but you thought it first.”
“Okay… now you’re just nitpicking; and that won’t get us anywhere.”
“Sleaze Rock should know…”
“Don’t worry, he’ll understand.”
Two THUDS and some grunts were heard behind Mahdakis and Nigel,
setting off car two different car alarms. “OKAY! WHAT ABOUT ELI? I
KNOW HE’S BEEN LOOKING FORWARD TO THIS GIG!”
“WELL…WE’RE GONNA TELL HIM THAT YOU QUIT. SO
BRING YOUR STUFF HOME. DON’T BRING IT BACK TO ELI’S
TONIGHT! I’LL DO THE SAME!”
“GOTCHA!”
“THEN, BECAUSE WE HAVE NO BASS PLAYER, WE WON’T
HAVE ANY CHOICE BUT TO MAKE ELI BELIEVE WE HAVE TO
CANCEL THE GIG! NOBODY CAN LEARN ALL THE SONGS IN

THAT SHORT OF TIME. AFTER THAT, I’M GONNA TELL
SLEAZE ROCK TO START BAD MOUTHING ME BEHIND MY
BACK IN FRONT OF ELI…”
“I THINK HE’LL ENJOY THAT!”
“…AND MAKE IT SEEM LIKE HE’S PISSED AT ME FOR YOU
LEAVING!”
“WHY WOULD ALL THIS HAPPEN??”
“BECAUSE, YOU AND I ARE GOING TO HAVE A BLOW OUT
TONIGHT AND NOT BE FRIENDS ANYMORE….OR SOMETHING
LIKE THAT. BUT ANYWAY, THE POINT BEING THAT SLEAZE
AND I WON’T BE FRIENDS ANYMORE EITHER SO THERE
WON’T BE ANY BAND. MEANWHILE I’LL BE LEARNING
SONGS WITH SLAPPY JOE! THEN SLEAZE ROCK AND YOU
QUIETLY JOIN US AND WE KEEP A LOW PROFILE FOR A
MONTH OR SO BEFORE THE GIG!”
“WHY DON’T WE JUST KICK ELI OUT INSTEAD OF
EXECUTING THIS DECEPTIVE, ELABORATE PLAN?”
“WELL…BECAUSE...” He scrunched his face together again. “I
DON’T WANT HIM TO THINK I’M A DICK OR SOMETHING…YA
KNOW?”
He considered Nigel for a moment as the car alarms stopped going off.
Was Nigel so conniving that he would pretend to be executing this long
drawn out process only in order to get rid of him? Mahdakis knew damn
well that they were upset with his unwillingness to conform to the
F.A.G.G. Metal ways and that, as a band, he stuck out a little (i.e., the
absence of a poufy hairdo and some tight spandex), and perhaps was too
daunting for them. Had the groupies complained? Yes, that was it. This
was an elaborate scheme to get Mahdakis out of the band. ‘Bring your
stuff home; don’t bring it back to Eli’s.’ That would make it much easier
to carry on without him. “How do I know you’re not trying to get rid of
me, by not having me bring my shit back to Eli’s and thus being out of
the picture?”
“WHAT? Are you nuts? You’re the first good bass player we’ve had!”
“I’m not nuts. I know how shit works sometimes. But if you are, you
need to tell me to my face, right here and right now, and not play silly
games like you’re talking about playing with Eli. The end result is the
same, but you’ll be a better person for it. Besides,” Mahdakis lit up a
Tijuana. “I can take it.”

Nigel was visibly upset and a little insulted as he stared at his bass
player. “You want proof? Here.” Nigel turned around and picked a guitar
case off the ground and handed him his backup guitar. “Take my guitar.
I’ll be back for that I assure you.”
Mahdakis took it from him and held it as he studied his eyes. He
handed it back to Nigel and said, “Fine. But we should play the Y-DOG
gig as scheduled with Eli. It’s not right that we yank it out from under
him. Nothing good will come of it. Besides, it’ll give the three of us a
little more experience with each other.” Mahdakis was received with an
indignant silence. “And number two, you should tell Eli he is out and tell
him why. There’s no credibility earned in playing games like this with
people. It’s only a week or so.”
Nigel took the guitar back. “Fine. I’ll meet you half way. After I talk to
Sleaze Rock, we’ll tell him Monday after school. But we’re not playing
with him again. What’s the point? We know what we’ve got, and what
we’ve got is embarrassing. nothing good will come out of embarrassing
ourselves again.”
“Fine. I was planning on going camping anyway. So that will give us
all some time to clear our heads and keep the ball rolling with
ah…..Slappy Joe? You said?”
“Yeah; that’s his name.”
“What kind of name is that?”
“He’s Italian.”
“Oh.”
Just then, Curly’s lanky body came crashing down, rolling, and then
stopping on top of Mahdakis’s feet. The afro-ridden, bug-eyed face with
trickles of blood upon it, looked up at him. “Dude, we gotta get movin’
soon. You ready to go or what?”

Going Up the Country

T

he campgrounds were damp with a slight drizzle in the air when they
arrived just a little past sundown. The seven-hour drive had them
feeling like caged animals and as their vehicles came to a stop, the four
young men sprung hastily out on the grounds and began to set up their
tents. Once they had secured their sleeping quarters, Tony started a fire
and Mahdakis and Pumpkinhead collected sticks and assorted wood
while Snowy did something privately mysterious far away from them.
Afterwards, the four of them squatted in front of the roaring fire.
Mahdakis waited only five minutes before placing a portable metal-grate
grill directly over it.
“What are you doing?” Tony asked.
“I’m hungry, man. Let’s do up some of those dogs we got in the
cooler.”
“I’m down with that, yo.” Pumpkinhead echoed.
“You can’t do it now! They’ll burn. You have to wait until the fire goes
down a bit….or…or raise that thing somehow.”
“Fuck that, dude,” Mahdakis quickly and carelessly dumped a package
of hot dogs on the grill, two of which rolled off into the dirt of the fire.
“Dude! C’mon man, be careful. You shouldn’t cook them yet; they’re
gonna burn.”
“I hope you guys brought kraut. I love kraut.”
“What’s that, Snowy?”
“Sauerkraut. How could you not know what sauerkraut is?” Coughcough-cough “Are you guys civilized or what?” Shake-shake-shake.
“I know what it …..”
“Grab the dogs! They’re on fire!” Tony screamed.
Mahdakis reached into the blazing fire and pulled off three black rubber
cylinder objects. “I got some.”
Like a hockey player, Pumpkinhead swatted at the other hot dogs with
a long stick and they went flying into the tall grass near Tony’s feet. He
chuckled as he said, “Dinner’s served, dude.”
“You two are fuckin’ assholes! I’m not eating this shit. You guys eat
this crap.”
“I will.” Pumpkinhead walked over cheerfully, picked up the dogs,
wiped the grass and sand off one, and began eating it. “Mm…nice

texture; just like mama used to make. Here.” He shoved one of the
unrecognizable food products in Tony’s face. “Try one.”
“Fuck you. That’s disgusting.”
“He-he-he-he.” Pumpkinhead walked over to his brother, who was
already devouring a second black dog. “Hey bro how about a bun and
some ketchup?”
Snowy stood up and looked at Tony. “I don’t know where these two
grew up Tone, but not to worry; I know what to do…” Snowy then
reached down the front of his pants and started tugging inside his
underwear.
“Dude!” Tony gasped. “Can’t that wait?”
“Shut up, wise ass. I’m getting something to eat.”
Mahdakis spit his food up. “Ha-ha-ha-ha! I didn’t know you could live
off that stuff.”
“Now that’s a friend, yo.”
“A friend in need is a friend indeed,” Snowy said, as he yanked a twopound Hillshire kielbasa from within his pants. “Dinner, my friend. Hot
dogs are for children. Cook this up.” He threw the meat at Tony, hitting
him square in the face with it.
“Ow! What the fuck? Yuck! It touched my face! What the hell man?”
“It’s just meat.”
“Meat that’s been down your pants. I ain’t eatin’ this! What are you,
fuckin’ crazy?”
“Then eat the black rubber tubes sautéed in finely aged grass, I don’t
care. But I’m cookin’ that up!”
“You’re insane!”
“And you’re hungry!” (inhale-exhale) “You know you are.”
Tony stood up, stared at the meat with apprehension, and then finally
unwrapped the kielbasa. “Alright, let’s eat this thing. Where’d you get
it?” He said, gently pulling it out of the plastic with tongs and placing it
on the grill.
“Who cares where he got it,” said Pumpkinhead. “Why the fuck is he
carrying it around in his pants? That’s the question.”
“Maybe it makes him feel complete.”
“Funny….I stole it from that Grade A down the street when we stopped
for ice and beer.”
“You stole it?”
“I thought you brought money with you.”

“I did. But why pay for something when you can get it for free? Ha-hahaaaa!”
“Nice.”
“So what else you got in there?”
“Check it out.” Snowy reached into his pant legs and pulled out
sausages, two Cornish hens, a box of spaghetti, a bunch of radishes, and
a flank steak.
“How the fuck did you fit all that in there?”
“Experience, my little friend.”
“I think more to the truth is that you must have a very little friend
inside those pants.”
“Ha! No shit. That’s how all the food fit in there.”
(inhale) “You jokers wish you had my cock.” (exhale) “The stories this
fucker could tell.”
“Like having to share living quarters with meat byproducts.”
“And being strangled by its owner on a daily basis.”
“Shut up you fuckin’ degenerates!” Shake-shake-shake “Just shut the
fuck up and let’s enjoy some Goddamn peace and quiet!”
After dinner, the four of them relaxed by the fire listening to music and
observing the constellations; debating the meaning behind the musical
conceptual recording that was playing in the background. “It’s about his
father and why he hates him.”
“No it’s not, Tony.” (Inhale) “It’s about him having a bad acid trip and
thinking he’s his father’s daughter instead of his father’s son.” (Exhale).
“Say what?”
“It’s clearly about his dad; he says so right in the beginning. The
album’s called Dada, for Christ’s sake!”
“He’s referring to Dada art!”
“I think it’s supposed to be a little of both, guys. And then at the end he
kills a bunch of people before killing himself.”
“Whoa, that’s heavy, man.” Pumpkinhead contemplated as he took a hit
off a joint. “Look at that right there; it’s the Little Dipper.”
(Inhale-exhale) “That’s the Big Dipper; we can’t see the Little Dipper.”
“We can from here.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “That’s why it’s so cool.
Look over there.” Tony pointed to the horizon behind him. “That’s the
Big Dipper. We see that fucker all the time.”
“Oh yeah.”

“You can’t see these other stars down where we live.”
“Lights and shit, right?”
“Exactly. Living that close to Philly and New York makes it
impossible.”
“Baltimore too.”
“Baltimore? Baltimore’s dark during the daytime, dude. Fuckin’ place
is like North Korea.”
“How you boys doin’?” A strange adult voice asked from behind them.
“Fine.” Tony stood up to acknowledge the presence of two park
rangers. “Just fine thanks. What’s going on? We paid at the gate.”
Pumpkinhead immediately extinguished his joint and stood up, pulling
the hood of his wool cloak off. “Yeah, we’re cool.”
“I’m Ranger Rob and this is my assistant, Deputy Dale. We saw you
boys pullin’ in a few hours ago and just wanted ta gives ya a friendly
warning; now, I really don’t care if ya sit around and smoke dope all
night.”
“So long as you keep to yerselves and keep the music down.”
“Off at ten though.”
“Sure. No problem.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble
“But that ain’t why we come.”
“Nope, nope, nope,” Deputy Dale affirmed.
“We come ta make sures you stay in line. You see up yonder there,” he
pointed up over the hill, “is the arcade.”
“There’s an arcade here?” (Inhale-exhale) “Cool.”
“Not cool for you cuz there be lots a girls in dare who ain’t quite olds
they look, if you get my drift?”
“Yeah, okay. I didn’t even know there was an arcade here.”
“Fer the parents with kids….gives ’em all something tuh do.”
“Stay away from the arcade.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Got it.”
“There ain’t nothinn’ fer ya’all tuh do up there, understand? If you
really wants to get a game of pinball, or whatever, in then fine. I can’t
stop yuh none. But I’d suggest you keep peace far away from there.”
“Lot’s uh duh girls are local….and…well…”
Ranger Rob shook his head and looked disapprovingly at Dale. “The
girls here in upstate New York go through puberty rather early and
whatnot. So they don’t look as young as they really are…”
“And tend to say and do stuff they might later regret...”
“Ya know what we mean?”

“Sure; no problem.”
“Not interested in that tonight,” said Mahdakis.
“You got my word on it; scouts honor.”
“Fine with me, I’m not interested in girls…” Then Tony burped
unexpectedly so nobody heard the last two words of his sentence, - “that
age.”
The ranger and his deputy looked skeptically at Tony and asked,
“So….what? Ya’lls don’t like to take a gander at a fine piece of young
tail?”
“With big titties!” said the deputy, cupping both his hands in front of
his chest.
“That’s right….big-chested gals with tight little bottoms that not even
the good lord himself could resist!”
“That’s ….that’s why we askin’ ya’s tuh stay away; we don’t want you
ta get into any trouble just doin’ what men s’posed tuh be doin’.”
“Not gonna be a problem,” Tony assured them.
“And why the hell not?” The Ranger said, getting angry.
“Because…it’s just…
“It’s just not our thing tonight, officer.”
“And just what is your thing, if it ain’t chasin’ fresh pussy? Hmm?”
“I don’t know,” Tony said nervously.
“It should be your thing every night! You are a man, aint’ ya?”
“Yes…but..”
“But what? You mean to tells me you’re not the least bit tempted to run
over yonder dare and stick your manly hood so far up where the sun
don’t shine, that she ’members your face fer the rest of her life?”
“Can’t…can’t say as I am.”
“Not at the moment.”
“Are you sick or something?” Mahdakis said angrily at the rangers.
“Me? I ain’t the sick one. My hunch is ya’ll are the sick ones. Oh yes,
Dale, I gots me a hunch that what we got here is nothin’ but a bunch of
city-slickin’ queers. Mm-hm.”
“We’re not queer, dude. We’re just cool sitting here.”
“Jerking each other off by the campfire under the moonlight, I s’pose.”
“Not quite.”
“I don’t like the tone of their voice, Robby.”
“Me neither, Dale. Perhaps I should throw you all into the back of the
truck, take you over to the arcade and show you exactly what I don’t

want you to see! Is that what you queers need? Ya need me to shove your
nose into one of them fresh underage pussies so as you are clear what
exactly it be that you ought not be touchin’?”
“C’mon Rob, let’s do it!”
“Huh?”
“Just some peace and quiet would be nice.”
“Peace and quiet,” the ranger repeated back to them, as he began to
slowly retreat to his vehicle. “Listen to them, Dale. Some peace and
quiet. Well alright ladies, carry on with your….peace and quiet.”
“And knitting,” Dale said, trying to be funny.
The ranger then mumbled, “Goddamn, it makes me ashamed to be a
man bein’ ’round people like that. How could they not be tempted to
rustle up some spanking new pussy?”
“I don’t know, Robby. Just queers, I s’pose.”
“Well alright then,” the ranger yelled back to the group of young men.
“That’s all we wanted to say; just keep yer distance.”
“Ya’ll have a good night now.”
“See ya.”
“Later.”
As they walked away, Ranger Rob looked at Deputy Dale and said,
“What do ya think?”
“I don’t know, but the short furry fellow sounded like he might be all in
fer some fun later on.”
“What the fuck was that all about?” Tony asked the group.
Cough-cough-cough, (inhale) Cough-cough-cough, Cough-coughcough. “I don’t know, but I’m gonna check out that arcade. (exhale)
Who’s in?”
“That’s not a good idea Snowman. Let’s lay low and be chill.”
“How much fuckin’ chiller can we be? Any more calm and we’ll be six
feet under.”
“I thought you wanted peace and quiet.”
“I did….then…..now I’m ready to take on the real world again. What
the fuck with this seclusion from society shit?”
“It’s called camping, you asshole.”
“Whatever.”
“I’m with Snowy, man. Let’s do something at least,” Pumpkinhead
suggested. “You got any games we can play?”

Mahdakis looked at Tony and motioned to the back of the truck. “I
brought that track ball game; you know, the one from home?”
“Oh yeah, cool…that’s something. Let’s bust that out.”
“Let’s move the cars out of the way so we have room to run around.”
“Alright. I’ll back up my wagon.” Pumpkinhead backed his car up as
far as he could, giving plenty of space while Tony, for whatever reason,
drove his small truck into the woods.
“Dude! Where you goin’?” Mahdakis yelled.
“I’M GONNA PARK IT IN HERE! THIS WILL GIVE US PLENTY
OF SPACE! BESIDES, IT’LL BE SAFER IN HERE FROM THIEVES
AND SHIT!”
“Thieves?” Snowy questioned.
“I GOT ALL MY TOOLS IN THE BACK!”
“Oh, alright.”
“ARE YOU SURE THAT’S A GOOD IDEA?” Mahdakis yelled back.
“YEAH, IT’LL BE FINE. I JUST……SHIT!!”
“What’d he say?”
“He said he just shit himself.”
“Wow man, that’s not kosher.” Pumpkinhead said, toking on a joint.
About thirty feet into the woods, Tony’s truck had stopped moving and
his engine revved while his rear wheels ineffectively spun in the wet
mud. He yelled out the window, “GIVE ME A PUSH HERE, WILL
YA? I’M STUCK!”
“FUCK THAT! YOU JUST SHIT YOUR PANTS! I’M NOT GOING
ANYWHERE NEAR YOU!”
“WHAT?! GET OVER HERE, NOW!”
The three of them ran to the truck and pushed as Tony gunned it but
that only got the truck deeper into a hole. “STOP! STOP!” Pumpkinhead
yelled. “You’re making it worse!”
Tony got out and surmised the situation, and then walked with the rest
of them to the edge of the woods. “Shit, we’re gonna need a fuckin’
winch.”
“There’s a whole bunch over yonder at the arcade.”
“The word is winch, not wench, Snowman. It’s spelled differently.”
“Don’t be an asshole! I’m talking about a chain.” -Bobble-bobblebobble- “Damn it!”

(inhale-exhale) “Fuck you too. You’re the dumb cocksucker who
decided to take a Sunday drive through the Congo and ran into
quicksand. What did you expect Indiana Jones?”
“So dudes, we gonna play this game or what?”
Tony looked at Pumpkinhead who was tossing the plastic ball up and
down with the plastic scoop. “I think we got bigger issues here, don’t
you?”
Pumpkinhead glanced nonchalantly at the abandoned truck deep in the
woods and said, “That?”
“Yeah!” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “That!” Tony then looked at
Mahdakis and slapped him on the shoulder. “C’mon, let’s go find the
ranger station. Maybe they can help get this out.”
Mahdakis looked around, “Where’s that, man?”
“I don’t know, but bring that flashlight. We may have a walk ahead of
us. You two stay here and keep the fire going so we know how to get
back.”
“Don’t worry there, Tonto,” Shake-shake-shake “we’ll be sending up
smoke signals for your dumb ass.”

Can’t You Hear Me Knockin’?

I

t was a newly rented, meagerly furnished home with a fresh coat of
grey paint on the outside. It was wedged in between two other
colonial style homes in the suburbs of Norford, Delaware. Nicki walked
confidently up to the front door and banged the large gold knocker
against the door three times, then paused, then banged once more, then
four times very rapidly, another pause, then banged twice again rapidly,
three times very slow, then an extra-long pause, then, with all her might,
she gave it one last solitary…BANG! Captain H flung the door open
from the other side. “What the fuck’s the matter with you? Are you
trying to put a hole through the fuckin’ thing?”

“Fuck you, dick-wad! You said to knock three times, then pause, then
once, then four times fast, a pause, then twice again rapidly, three times
very slow, then an extra-long pause, then one last loud one! That’s what I
did!”
“No I didn’t. We agreed that it would be three knocks, then a pause,
then once more, then four times fast, a pause again, then twice again
rapidly, three times very slowly, then an extra-long pause, then ring the
doorbell once! That’s what we decided on. Get inside now, let’s have
some fun.”
Nicki stepped in and gave him a kiss. “Okay fine, I’ll remember the
doorbell for next time…promise.”
Captain H put his arm around her waist and led her inside. “So, how’s
are boy, Mahdakis, making out, anyway?”
“Oh, you know. He’s still so unsure of himself, still very needy. He has
a ways to go yet.”
“Well I think it’s rather noble of you to help him along like this, the
way you are. I hope he knows what a valuable friend he has in you.”
“He does.”
“So he still doesn’t know about you and me, then?”
“I think he suspects something, but I’m not going to tell him. That
would just break his little heart.” The truth of the matter was, it would
break Nicki’s heart because Mahdakis would then leave her, but she was
not going to let Captain H detect the least bit of insecurity on her part. As
far as he knew, the only reason she hung around Mahdakis so much was
to help him get back on his feet emotionally. The last thing Nicki needed
was for Captain H to know she was in love with Mahdakis.
“I see. God, I hate to see a soldier down like this; and all over a woman.
My God, Jezebel must have been one hell of a nice lay.”
“I’m starting to think that myself.” Nicki walked into the brightly lit
kitchen and sat down at the table where fifteen neat lines of cocaine were
cut up on a mirror. “Fifteen? What, eight for you, seven for me?”
“Actually I was thinking more along the lines of ten for me, five for
you, since you’ll be busy under the table, shining my nob most of the
night.”
“Shining your nob, huh? Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! Boy, you sure know
how to sweet-talk a girl. Nicki snorted two lines up alternate nostrils then
quickly took her place under the table.

Captain H peeled off his leopard skin Speedos and placed his dark hand
on her head. “Take your time. I’m in a mood.”
“A mood? What the fuck’s that mean? Gimme another line, you horny
fuck.”
“Get naked first.” Nicki attempted to stand up from under the table.
“No! Stay there, under the table. Just get naked.”
“It’s a little cramped down here with all these fuckin’ chairs and what
not.”
“Figure it out. I want to see you butt naked on all fours.”
“Yes sir.” As Nicki proceeded to ‘figure it out’, Captain H tossed a
two-inch piece of a straw under the table and carefully laid out two more
lines on the floor. She looked up at him feeling degraded. “Seriously
Hank? On the floor? You want me to snort of the dirty floor?”
“Like a dog; my dog. If you don’t like it, there’s the door, but you’re
going to finish suckin’ my dick before you leave.”
“Don’t worry baby; I’ll play along.” Nicki snorted the lines off the
floor, her deliciously humungous boobs sweeping along the cold
linoleum from left to right, and then she went back to work on Captain
H’s nob.
After some time, he pulled his chair out and suggested a change of
scenery, “You wanna try out my new couch?”
“Sure.”
“Follow me…..stay on all fours!....Into the living room here.”
“Yes sir.” Nicki crawled her naked body to the front and center of a
new red velvet couch in the next room then obediently placed her face
deep down into the cushions and her wide ass up in the air. She knew
what he meant by being his dog. They had played this game together
before…………………

…………….Captain H finally let out a tremendous sigh of relief and
held her waist as he let go. “Aaaahhh, nothing like coming up someone’s
ass! Is there, precious?”
“I wouldn’t know.”
“That’s what sex is all about.” He smacked her butt and gave her a kiss
on the cheek as he stood up and addressed the tears running down her

face. “Don’t be such a crybaby; I owed you that for this past summer, or
did you forget?”
“You mean when you got down on your knees in front of me and
begged me to fuck you in the ass like a little school girl with my mom’s
dildo?”
“Yeah, that time. See? Do onto others and what not.” He pointed at her
and walked out of the room.
“Jerk off,” she said softly and then got up, walked to the kitchen and
dressed herself while he cleaned up in the adjoining bathroom. She sat
herself back down in front of the table with three lines still on the mirror.
Confidently, she snorted them all. They were hers; she earned them.
Captain H walked out to the kitchen and was about to speak when a
noise interrupted. It was the sound of three knocks at the front door, a
pause, then another knock, then four fast knocks, a pause again, then
twice again rapidly, three very slow knocks, then an extra-long pause,
then a loud ‘THUD’! He whipped the door open in a fury and found
himself staring at Bobby Bobo. “God Damn It! What the fuck’s the
matter with you? You wanna break the door down or something?”
“That’s the secret knock, you told us to use it. Security and all,” Bobby
said coolly.
“No I didn’t!”
“Yes you did. You said to knock three times, then pause, then once,
then four times fast, a pause, then twice again rapidly, three times very
slow, then an extra-long pause, then one last loud one! That’s what I
did.”
And so on……

Who Tends the Fire?

“A

aahhh!!” Tony shouted, as he opened the door of the ranger
station, his jaw hitting the floor with disgusted surprise as he lay
witness to Ranger Rob sitting on a wooden chair with his pants and
underwear around his ankles while his deputy assistant, Dale, stood on
his knees sucking the ranger’s member like a ferocious animal. “Holy
shit!”
The ranger waved nonchalantly at Tony. “Wait your turn, will ya?
Dare’s plenty to go ’round.” Then looking at Deputy Dale on the floor,
said, “I told ya he’d be back, didn’t I?”
“Mmm.”
The ranger rolled his eyes into the back of his head for a moment and
let out a sigh of relief, “Ahh.”
“Christ, you guys are a bunch of queers!”
The Ranger stood up and put his pants on. “There’s no need to be
derogatory. That’s not very neighborly like. And don’t you city folk
knock on closed doors?”
“And don’t take Jesu’s name in vain.” The deputy stood up, wiping his
mouth with his sleeve. “He died for our sins!”
“Well he didn’t die enough!” -Bobble-bobble-bobble. “This is what you
guys do? Suck each other’s dicks all night?”
“There’s no time during the day; what with all the folks requiring our
attention and whatnot.”
“Right.”
“Besides, Dale here is the underling. I don’t suck dick; he does.”
“I see.”
“What is it you want anyway, hippie?”
“Ahh…my truck’s stuck in the mud. I thought maybe you’d have a
chain or something?”
“A chain or something…and what are you fixin’ to do for us?
“Not that!”
“What’s wrong with that?”
“That’s not my thing!”
“No. That’s Dale’s thing; and it needs attention.”
“Like I said faggot, I don’t do that.”

The ranger took a couple steps forward, slapping his billy club into his
palm. “Well that’s what we want. Dale here works hard and doesn’t get
much of that in return, if you get my drift.”
“Yeah, I get it. But that’s his problem.”
“And your truck’s in the mud; that’s your problem. Now I understand if
you’re not a connoisseur of fine man meat, lots a folks find the taste a
little salty, but maybe if you just place your palms over on that there
table and lets Dale do a little cavity search…”
“Oooh...oohh…..he’s got a cute little bottom, too!”
“…we can all gets on with our night sooner than later and get that girlie
vehicle you call a truck, out of the mud.” The ranger put a cigar in his
mouth. “What do you say?”
“I say you guys are a bunch of queers. Fuck you!” Tony ran out the
door, down the wooden steps and to the tree Mahdakis was leaning
against “C’mon! Let’s get the fuck out of here now!”
“What happened?” he asked, moving along briskly with Tony.
“They wanted me to take it up the ass for a tow!”
“And I thought Triple A had demanding rules. That’s funny, man!”
“It’s not mother fuckin’ funny, asshole! Shit, they were sucking each
other off when I walked in!”
“Well there you go.”
“There I go what?”
“If you hadn’t been in such a hurry and just waited a few minutes, you
wouldn’t have interrupted and maybe they wouldn’t be so horny and
angry with you.”
“You’re a fuckin’ asshole, you know that.”
“So…..What did you finally agree upon?” Mahdakis took a drag off his
Tijuana Small cigar. “Are we getting a tow or not?”
*****
Tony was flustered when they got back to the campsite. “God dammit,
where the fuck is the campfire? These fuckers let it die out.” Mahdakis
was still grinning, finding all kinds of humor in the situation. “Will you
stop laughing? It’s not fuckin’ funny!”
“Yes it is.”
“No, it’s not. We got two queer rangers in there that think we’re out to
rape fourteen-year-old girls. The shit’s gonna hit the fan somehow….and

soon! We need to get out of this fucked up place now!” Tony noticed the
campfire that had burned out and looked around to either side of him.
“Where are these assholes? I gave them one fucking job…keep the fire
burning.”
“Maybe they took a piss.”
“Together? Look at this fire,” Tony poked it around with a long stick,
“no one’s touched this thing for ages.”
“Maybe they were kidnapped by aliens, or…the government!”
Tony darted him a sideways stare. “I’m glad you’re so amused by this
situation.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “We’ll just see how amused you are
when those two horny ranger fuckers come out of there, chasing us
around with their cocks.”
Mahdakis withdrew the knife he kept in his shoe since he was fifteen.
“I’m ready.”
-Bobble-bobble-bobble- “They have guns, idiot.”
“Yo, what’s up?” Pumpkinhead and Snowy came slowly out of the
woods, their faces glossed over with rapture.
“Where the fuck have you guys been?”
Snowy pointed in one direction, Pumpkinhead pointed in another and
they said in unison, “Over there.”
“Where? Fuck it; it doesn’t matter. We have to get out of here. The
park rangers are queer.”
(exhale) “Par for the course around these parts, Jack.” (inhale)
“Yeah? Is that why you wanted to come here?”
“I’m just sayin’.”
“Me too….I’m just sayin’ too… “
“What do yo got against queers, anyhow?”
“Nothing. Not until they try to rape me anyway.”
“Ah man, yeah, I see your angle; that’s not right.”
“Let’s get the fuck out of here!”
“I’m hip to that.”
“Fine; let’s blow this chicken coop.” (inhale-exhale) “Before we get
stuck blowing something else.”
Pumpkinhead and Snowy studied Tony carefully then Tony returned
the stare, finally seeing a certain look in their eyes, he said, “What’s
wrong with you guys? Are you stoned?”
“Stoned on love, man.”
“Yeah…nice fresh love.”

“Say what?”
“Dudes.”
“Sorry. We banged some chicks in the bathroom.”
“I didn’t bang anyone,” Pumpkinhead explained. “I just made her give
me a blowjob.”
“A blow….you made her?”
“No, no, no; not really. I mean, she started it. The trouble was, she
didn’t want to finish it. So I had to use some friendly persuasion.”
“I fucked one,” shake-shake-shake, “right over the Goddamn sink. Hahaaaaa! (inhale-exhale) “She started to bleed. I think she might have
been a virgin.”
“They were of age, weren’t they?”
“They looked it.”
“That’s not what he asked,” Mahdakis said. “The queer ranger dudes
said they might look older. Do you know for sure how old they were, or
not?”
“They had to be at least eighteen; and that’s one year older than me.”
“Snowy?”
(inhale-exhale) “Sounds good to me.”
“Sounds good.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble “Does jail sound good, too?”
“Come off it, we didn’t do any underage girls. There are tons of women
in there old enough to be our mothers.”
Tony and Mahdakis exchanged glances, both of them thinking the same
thing. “Maybe to be on the safe side, and in light of our newly found,
sexually liberal park rangers, we should hightail it out of here just in
case.”
“I’m with Mahdakis. C’mon, let’s give this truck one more try.
Everyone give it everything you got.”
Maybe it was because the rain had stopped and given the ground a
chance to dry or maybe they really were putting more effort into it than
before; either way, they miraculously managed to wedge the truck out
from its spot in the woods, and Tony drove it right to the tents and began
breaking everything down.
“What are you doing man?”
“Dude, I’m serious…now! We have to go fuckin’…now!”
“You don’t want to wait till morning?”
“It’ll be too late; cops might be here arresting you two, and those
rangers would have had their way with Mahdakis and I already.”

“Speak for yourself.”
“What part about this don’t you guys get?”
“Ah man.”
“Is everyone okay to drive?”
“Yeah,” said Pumpkinhead.
“We’re gonna have to be,” said Tony, throwing the last of the poles
into the bed of the truck, “we gotta make some tracks and find another
campsite. I just hope there’s someplace that’s open this late.”
“Not a good idea,” Mahdakis said, putting the cooler full of beer in the
truck with Snowy’s help. “We’re gonna draw attention if we check into a
campsite this late. We should drive somewhere, pull off the side of the
road, and sleep until morning. Then we can make our way and find a
campsite.”
-Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Good thinking. I’m with that.”
“Ah man, what the fuck? We come way out here just to crash in our
cars? Fuckin’ aye.”
“Maybe you shouldn’t screw with little girls.”
“And maybe you shouldn’t shake your ass for old men.”
*****
Because of all the band rehearsals he’d engulfed himself in, Mahdakis’s
drinking skills had become rusty and he found himself very out of
partying shape. With the exception of an occasional beer, he had been
straight for almost three weeks. This accounted for his massive hangover
the following morning as they arrived at yet another camping spot further
south. While it was not Lake George, it was beautiful and it was still on a
lake; a lake with fishing and swimming.
“Are you sure you don’t want to go?” Tony asked his weary friend.
“It’s another fuckin’ gorgeous day. Shit man, not a cloud in the sky.”
Mahdakis simply rolled over on the tent floor without response. “Well,
alright; if you change your mind, follow the path down to the bottom and
go to your left, we’ll be somewhere over there. You really shouldn’t
waste the rest of the day in this damn tent. Tomorrow it’s going to rain
like hell and we’re gonna be stuck in the cars for six or seven hours.”
Tony shook his head. “Whatever. I’ll see ya later.”
Tony was right; he really shouldn’t be wasting the day but he couldn’t
function. But for that matter, why waste any other day? Why was this

day so special? Maybe because it was here and any other day was
not…or even a guarantee to show up at all. It was the first time in a long
time that it had occurred to him that the last four years were packed with
a plethora of wasted days, and each day was wasted because of the days
before the wasted days; the days of heavy abuse that rendered one
incompetent the next; like he was now. But the day after that, all would
be well and what better way to celebrate good health than to abuse it
again…..and be spent the next…and then celebrate, abuse, die…..at least
for that day. He had a problem; a drinking problem. But lately he hadn’t
drunk at all…and not missed it, so did he really have a problem, or had
he been trying to fill a void in his life that was finally now being filled?
He couldn’t think straight. His mouth was dry. The water was on the
other side of the tent. He couldn’t reach it, nor did he have the strength to
try. He lay tormented by thirst, scrambled thoughts plaguing his
mind…….

Without noticing, he had let a very significant door in his life slam shut
behind him while unconsciously stumbling through another; the door
behind him sealing off the negative background noise that for so many
years had plagued his heart terribly. The door behind him also shutting
out expired friendships and fruitless romantic endeavors. More
remarkably, escaping such a life unscathed, a life that had been riddled
with hostility, crime, deceit, betrayal, and over all ill fate. This is not to
assume that anyone affiliated with such a lifestyle suffers the same
emotional torment. It is the right life to choose for those who like the
style. It is just the wrong place to be for those who honestly don’t belong,
and Mahdakis did not belong. Either he had fooled himself into thinking
he was something he was not, or he had simply outgrown whatever he
was. Perhaps his senses were warning him to change course, or maybe
he was just finally listening to them.
Either way, Mahdakis now found himself completely indulged with his
music and his new band, as it should have always been. There were no
distractions except for the growing distant memory of distractions. There
was Nicki, she would return to him at some point and Mahdakis and she
would love like husband and wife for a few weeks, and then she’d be
gone again, never over-extending her welcome or giving him a chance to
become addicted to her. She liked cocaine. Everyone liked cocaine. That

is, except for this young, weird group of kids that Mahdakis was stuck
hanging around with now. Young kids just barely out of high school,
many of them still in. They were groupies that hung around the band
during practice, after practice, and were at the after-practice parties,
which were filled with kids drinking and smoking pot, catching a
harmless buzz.
Although he was annoyed by their arrogance and shallow thinking,
there was a refreshing innocence about them that made him feel safe. In
their own minds, however, they believed themselves to be bad-asses who
had seen a lot of shit and felt the world owed them something. Maybe it
did….just a different world. A world much different than what he had
grown accustom too. For the most part, they were of decent wealth and
behavior. The tough front they tried to uphold always seemed to recede
when Mahdakis was around; they knew he had fought real battles on real
battlegrounds and had the scars to prove it. But he kept his war stories to
a minimum and focused solely on more humorous topics of conversation.
He was beginning to learn that the more he made fun of himself, and the
people and places from whence he came, the easier it was to let go of
those things, and accept who he was now becoming. Maybe he would
write a concept album about his life later…..or a book…..Hate was
another emotion that made it easier for him to let go of his past. He tried
to restrain the hate as best he could, but it would pop out in the most
bizarre places and times, thus isolating him from ever sincerely
becoming a part of that younger F.A.G.G. Metal group. Perhaps letting
the hate out a bit more than he did would have been a good idea.
The thing was, is that, with The B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S., while they were only
twenty, they felt like, and came off like thirty-five year olds. They felt they
had already lived a full life, and while some felt that the time had come
to get serious, most felt too afraid to let go and leave sight of their youth
that hard living had stolen from them. They were determined to either
take it back, or hold on to the insanity that was their life so the phantom
feelings of it never went away. In doing so, they became hell bent on selfdestruction and tearing down anything and everything in their path of
that self-destruction. Oh how we long for that fountain of youth even in
youth.
Typically, when one turns the age of twenty, there is a ten-year
rejoicing period; a period where one runs rampant, yet careful and wideeyed. The world is new and refreshing. But to Mahdakis, the world had

already become old and gray; simply a place to exist until he died…a
staging table for his inevitable failure. He had seen too much and been
let down too often to be wide-eyed and full of excitement. He wanted to
move to an island somewhere and live all alone with no people and no
society. He had grown to hate the world…and the world? Well, it wasn’t
very fond of him either.

Ride the Tigers

C

annoli Spitzer was finishing up an essay paper for her psych class
when her tattered and tiresome roommate poured through the door
like a load of wet cement. “What the fuck happened to you?”
“Is Alexander here?” Charlotte whispered.
“No. Why?”
“Jack?”
“Nope.” Cannoli’s face contorted with concern. “Are you okay,
Charlotte?”
“Yeah, I’m fine.” Charlotte Cummings rubbed something on the side of
her cheek and continued numbly into the makeshift kitchenette area. “I
just need some water. I ah…I had a rough night; that’s all.”
“You look like you just got the shit kicked out of you.”
“Close; wrong adverb.”
“Wrong adverb? What the hell are you saying?” Once Charlotte
Cummings was under the hanging mahogany droplight, Cannoli Spitzer
saw the ripped, soiled clothes clinging to her shoulders for dear life; a
look of exhaustion and torment beset her face. “Charlotte, what
happened? Do you need medical attention?”
“I’m fine.”
“Who did this to you?”
“Some guys.”
“Some guys? Were you raped?”

“Yes and no. I was making good on a bet.”
“What the hell kind of bets do you make?”
“You can’t tell Alexander any of this, or anyone. You understand,
right?”
“No, not really. I don’t get it. A bunch of guys rape you and you’re fine
with it?”
“Like I said, I made a bet…..with the football team.”
“With the….with...are you fucking serious? Our team? The Tigers?”
“Yes. I thought I could handle it but…” Charlotte took a large drink of
water. “…but I guess I don’t know the sport as well as I thought,” she
said matter-of-factly. “How many starters are on a football team,
anyway?”
“I don’t know exactly. A lot, because you have the guys playing
defense, however many that is, and the guys playing offense.”
“Yeah,” Charlotte reflected, tapping her fingertips on her chin, “that’s
where I went wrong.”
“That’s where you went wrong?”
“I thought it was the same guys each time on the field. I didn’t know
there were over twenty starters.” Charlotte plopped down in the orange
loveseat. “My God, this has been a very tiresome learning experience.”
“Learning experience? Charlotte, let me get this straight.” Cannoli
walked her plump body over to the loveseat and sat next to her. “You
mean to tell me that you told the football team they could fuck you?”
“No! I simply promised each of the starters a blowjob if they won this
week against Villanova.”
“And we won, I guess?”
“Didn’t you hear the cheering or at least have the campus radio on?”
“Um, no. I was busy studying! Remember that stuff?” Cannoli rubbed
Charlotte’s arm affectionately.
“Yeah. Yeah so we won.” Charlotte pulled her arm away politely.
“Don’t worry, I’m alright. I just didn’t plan on...all this.” Charlotte
motioned to her ripped and dirty clothes.
“By this, you mean...”
“Getting fucked…and by so many of them.”
“What did you think was going to happen, walking into a locker room
and undressing, Charlotte?”
“I thought I’d be giving head to like ten guys or so. I thought it’d be
fun, and it was at first. I figured they’d want me topless, but when they

started ripping everything off me like a bunch of savages, I kind of
freaked a little.”
“I would have freaked more than a little.”
Charlotte thought for a moment and then gave an exasperating look. “In
a way I guess I’m grateful….”
“Grateful.”
“Grateful because it helped to get it over with sooner as opposed to
later. You know, like while I was sucking off one dude, another….”
“Yeah, yeah….I get the picture. Another guy was busy doing you from
behind.”
“Not always. A couple of times I was lying on my back, on the bench,
and someone would stick it to me that way. They said they wanted to
remember the look in my eyes...”
“That’s sick.”
“...while another sort of squatted above my face and stuffed my mouth,
if you get the picture.”
“I do,” Cannoli said with puzzling contempt.
“Kind of thrilling when you think about it. I wish I had it on video or
something so I could enjoy it for what it really was.”
“What do you think it really was?”
“A gang-bang, Cannoli. A good ’ol fashioned, hardcore, tribal gangbang,” Charlotte giggled with pride.
“So….what is it….they all form a line and wait their turn while you’re
busy with two guys?”
“Four.”
“Four?”
“I was also able to jerk off the next two guys at the same time.”
“Jesus Christ, who are you? That’s repulsive.”
“Not really. And it was quite the timesaver, too. One or two guys
accidently came before their official turn, so I didn’t have to bother with
them.”
“Four guys at a time.”
“Sure. This way, when it was their turn, they were all ready to go;
whichever end they picked. None of that waiting for some dude to get
hard shit.”
“Are you making all this up? If you are, it’s okay. We all have twisted
fantasies like this, but we don’t normally act on them.”
“Maybe I’m not normal.”

“Maybe not; so is this just fantasy talk?”
“Yesterday it would have been, but not anymore.”
“Do you hear yourself?”
“Yes, I do. Do you hear me? It’s sex, Cannoli. Wild sex; I love wild
unbridled sex. I love weird kinky sex; always have. Bethca didn’t know
that, huh smarty pants?”
“It’s sex with twenty-some-odd strange men that you don’t know!”
“I know them now...and more importantly, they know me!” Charlotte
smacked her breasts proudly. “And obviously like me.” Charlotte rubbed
something off her pecks.
“Eew! They like you for all the wrong reasons, you stupid ass!”
“Any reason’s a good reason to be adored, even if it is just because of
your knack for giving good head,” Charlotte took another large swallow
of ice water and continued, “and then some.”
“And you don’t mind?”
“Two guys tried to get me up the ass. That’s when I screamed.”
“It’s nice to know you put your foot down somewhere.”
“Exactly. How about buying a girl a drink first?”
“My God, you’re easy and loose. You think you know someone.”
“I did mind it a little because they didn’t ask; they just took liberties
that weren’t theirs to take.”
“Charlotte, you’re naked in a locker room full of jocks. What do you
expect?”
“I really didn’t mind the actual fucking; it was quite liberating, truth be
told.”
“Liberating?”
“Jesus, lighten up a little will ya? It was the surprise of the fucking that
threw me off. Their attitude and sense of entitlement. I just wish they’d
have asked me first.”
“Maybe they knew you’d say yes.”
“But I didn’t.”
“So it was rape.”
“I guess….in a roundabout way. But I liked the attention...and the
orgasms. Dick is a good.”
“I can’t believe I’m hearing this, from you of all people. You’re
supposed to be an upstanding, preppy little faithful do-gooder. This isn’t
like you at all.”
“You don’t know me at all, so drop it!”

“I know you normally don’t engage in bizarre sexual acts…”
“No you don’t.”
“…and that you’ve always been faithful to Alex!”
“Ha! Shows what you know!” Charlotte stood up and pointed her finger
in Cannoli’s face. “I’ve been fucking Mahdakis once or twice a week for
that past four years! Stuff that faithfulness up your fat ass!” Cannoli’s
mouth fell open. “And if you don’t think anything bizarre is going on
when his clothes come off, think again!”
“Oh my God,” Cannoli said with shock. “You’re not kidding, are you?”
Charlotte turned away. She hadn’t meant to blurt that out, but Cannoli’s
condescending attitude and disdain for her activities had really upset her.
She was holding her flush face in her hand, beginning to cry. She had
just broken the number one rule...‘Never tell’. Although she did tell Jack
a couple years back when they were both in a bad spot, exchanging loveand-war stories, but that was different; Jack was solid. Cannoli would
spread this news to someone. But who? And how? “Please never tell
Alexander, please. It’s just...it’s just my way of being...an individual, of
expressing my true self.” Charlotte had tears running down her cheeks. “I
never wanted to be the girl in the ivory tower, the goodie-two-shoes that
lives a clean life and does her homework every night, or cooks and
cleans for her man every night. The thought of that lifestyle just sickens
me!”
Cannoli stood up and wrapped an arm around her waist. “Those are
good things, Charlotte. Well, except for the cooking and cleaning shit.
You should feel proud, and you should feel grateful to be with such a
family that can offer you all this world has to give. You should want to
be that girl. Great things await you in life; things that will never ever
confront most of us.”
“Screw that! I want to be a rebel like all of you!”
“Why? There’s nothing cool about that.”
“It’s a sign of strength and independence.”
“It’s a sign of ignorance and stupidity!”
“Mahdakis is a rebel.”
“And he’s stupid! Just how is he doing these days, huh? Also, what
does it tell you if he’s sleeping with you?”
“I wouldn’t call it sleep.” Charlotte stopped sobbing. “But I don’t
follow that second part.”

“Nothing.” Cannoli shook her head. “I guess I really don’t know the
situation between you two, but if all he wants is a piece of ass, you’d
think he would shack up with someone else.”
“Why?”
“I don’t know what I’m trying to say; it just seems that if the two of
you have been at this for four years, that there’s probably more to it than
just sex.”
“No, not really.”
“And if there is,” Cannoli ignored her, “then one has to wonder what
bonds the two of you. You just said you liked him for the rebel thing, or
whatever. Maybe he likes you for who you really are, that prim and
proper, well-educated, well-mannered woman. In which case, changing
who you are would alienate him from you. Don’t you think?”
“I think he likes dark meat is what I think.”
“Nice.”
“But either way, I’m not doing this to impress him. I’m doing this for
my own wellbeing.”
“Letting twenty-some-odd guys come all over you is not being well.”
“Maybe in your eyes because you’ve seen stuff like this before.”
“I beg your pardon; no, I haven’t! In fact, I think you would give the
whores at Yogi’s place a run for their money.”
“Really? Ya think?”
Shaking her head, Cannoli continued, “Back to my point, I think maybe
there is some love between you and Mahdakis; some love you are in
denial of. And if there is, doesn’t that tell you that you’re doing
something right, and to change anything would jeopardize your
relationship…or whatever the hell it is?”
“There is some love; yes. But we have an agreement to fan those
flames when they spark.”
“You guys are morbid.” Cannoli shook her round blonde-haired head,
turned around and walked her squat little body to the other side of the
room.
“But I don’t believe my activities, if that’s what you are referring to,
would alienate Mahdakis in anyway; he’d probably be more turned on!”
“Don’t count on it.”
“Listen to you! Who the fuck are you, anyway? Have you even fucked
him before?”

“No. And I don’t have to.” Her blood was boiling inside but she didn’t
want it to show. She knew things about Mahdakis that Charlotte
obviously did not. She walked briskly back to Charlotte and pointed her
tan finger in her face. “He adores me regardless.”
“He adores you, huh? Well he licks my ass out! How’s that for
adoration? Beat that, bitch!”
“That’s just fuckin’ gross and unsanitary! Fine,” Cannoli huffed. “Do
you think he’d do that for just anyone?”
Charlotte was silent for a moment, as was Cannoli; both of them giving
hard thought to the question. “I would hope not, I guess. Okay, so maybe
you have a point.”
“Maybe? I know a lot more than anyone thinks about our dear rebel
friend, and I know this...unlike other guys we know, he doesn’t just put
his dick anywhere, and if he is doing it with you, it means that you
possess qualities he admires deeply; you’re not just some piece of ass.”
“Don’t say things like that. I like the thought of being used.”
“Huh?”
“Besides, what you just said makes little sense if you look at who he’s
dating now. Nicki? Please! What is that all about?”
“Yeah, I know. I heard.”
“Do you know how degrading that makes me feel? What the fuck’s
with that?”
“He’s going through a bad spell right now. At least that’s what I hear.
We don’t see much of each other anymore.”
“Why not?”
“Besides being seventy miles away you mean? I guess because I’m not
a rebel anymore, but you know what?”
“What?”
“And this stays between the two of us also, got it?”
“Spill it Spitzer, what is it?”
“He’s madly in love with me.”
Charlotte giggled a little. “Really? No way.”
“Yeah, really! What’s so funny?
“I don’t know. I just don’t see it.”
“Yeah? Watch this.” Cannoli went to the phone and dialed “Hey,
Skeets! I’m looking for your brother; is he around?.......No not
Pumpkinhead, the other idiot..........No? .....Oh he will?...Cool. Tell him
to call me. I need to see him right away…...alright…...you too…...bye.”

“That was Skeeter?”
“Yeah. Now just wait. You’ll see. He’ll call back the second he gets
that message, and not a moment later.”
Charlotte looked admiringly and seductively at Cannoli. “Well, there is
a lot for him to admire and....”
“And you know why?” Cannoli brushed off the obvious flirtation. “It’s
because he likes women with brains, finesse, and a sense of class and
purpose...Nicki excepted.”
“Ha-ha...no kidding. But explain Jezebel. She was nuts.”
“Still is...but.”
“But what?”
“Never EVER tell anyone that I said this, please.” Cannoli shook her
head and continued speaking. “That nut has more class and brains than
most people combined. That nut and I were best friends at one time for a
good reason. If she’d get over her identify crisis and maybe off whatever
drugs she’s on, she’d be quite a remarkable woman. There is a lot about
her to be admired; a lot. She not only possesses the ability to charm and
hobnob with any class or ilk, but she is also a genuine rebel; more so
than Mahdakis will ever be.”
“I know. I think that’s why I’ve always been so fucking jealous of her.
God! The least I could do was steal her dick every now and again...and
again!...Damn bitch. I don’t know how she does it. I guess she’s just born
with it. She is very cool and very witty, and very smart. I hate that! And
admire it all at the same time.”
“But she’s only all of that when she chooses to be…which isn’t often
these days. Besides, opposites attract, Charlotte. So don’t try to be a rebel
for his sake. I think he looks down on anyone who is like him.”
“Because they’re trying to be like him?”
“No. No, because I think deep down inside, Mahdakis is an angry selfloathing soul who can’t get out of his own way, looking for something or
someone different than he is to come along and take him away from all
of this.”
“All of what; life?”
Cannoli raised her eyebrows and grinned. “What do you think?”
“Yeah I know; he is a real fixer-upper, in’t he? But as I said, I wasn’t
doing it for him, anyway. I was doing it for me. You know? I want to
experience something different out of life every once in a while, to break

out of that cookie cutter mold my birth-givers have boxed me in. I know
they mean well, but it’s so stifling. I feel like a fucking veal.”
“Well, this was definitely something different. I hope you’re satisfied.”
Cannoli was being sarcastic.
“Overly satisfied, I would say.” Charlotte nodded and smiled.
“You’re weird.”
“I know. But oddly enough, while there was a real fun and adventurous
side to it, I can’t help but feel slightly demoralized at the same time.”
“Slightly? Ya think?” Cannoli shook her head and walked towards the
ringing phone. “Are you sure you don’t want me to call a cop, or campus
security? Hello?”
“Campus security; are you kidding me?”
“Mahdakis!”
Charlotte whispered, “I had to suck off one of those sick bastards so he
wouldn’t arrest us all!”

*Change*
To deny change is not to grow,
Or ever pass go, and never to know
The answers to questions you long for today.

Head of clay, you can say that today
You don’t care
To be aware
As long as you stay- - - - - -the same
remain
vegetablized,
minimized
- - -emotionally paralyzed.

Frozen memories of a yesterday
That you once knew
Never to digest or recess
Inside of youThere is unrest.

You hate your life but you love yourself so.
Soundly impossible, they’re one in the same bro.
As the world changes, so must our causes and views.

It is changing now......turn on the news.
I used to believe in justified homicide;
A life for a life, an eye for an eye.
But, Change soon found me
With its merit and zest……
….. And now, jaded heart of failed test’s,
I believe life eternal would be best.

C

hange has an uncanny knack of surprising the crap out of us by
sneaking up when we’re not looking and letting out one ferocious,
‘Boo!’. Although Mahdakis wouldn’t figure it out for years, this is
undoubtedly, what was happening to him. Few of us rarely do recognize
it’s happening while it’s happening. Change is just something that you
unknowingly go through while searching for success, purpose,
companionship, or a way out of whatever miserable mess it is that you
presently happen to be stuck in. But in order for Change to make an
appearance in the first place, and then to sustain any significant
longevity, the obligatory style-of-living alteration must be implemented.
After all, it is because of our current lifestyle that we desire that Change
in the first place, isn’t it? See how this works now?
Those who do not adhere to the necessity of Change, seldom do
change…or at least not for the better. And they are not always the bad
apples or lazy slouches you would expect to be the subject of nonchange, either. Sometimes the victims of non-Change are the happy
outgoing ones you knew as kids; the ones who ran around the schoolyard
with bright shiny faces; laughing, singing, and living in the moment,
always a good word for everyone and never without positive outlook –
you remember the ones, right? Point is, good or bad, Change needs some
sort of a push in order to get rolling, and you don’t need to be a happy,

fun loving soul in order to make Change either. Adolph Hitler and
Genghis Khan come to mind. While words and attitude can be great
motivational inspiration, it is action that gets things moving. Simply put,
talk is cheap. And unless you do something about the issue of Change
besides talk about it, your life is most likely going to be the same
tomorrow as it was today and the day before that, and the day before that,
and the day before that……unless some misfortune Changes it for
you…like rape, murder, bankruptcy, a tornado, hitting the age of 45, and
all kinds of other heartbreaking travesties. Shit like that will definitely
Change you. Good fortune would Change your life if it ever made an
appearance, but it doesn’t because it’s lazy. How many Powerball
winners do you know? And don’t give me that ‘Money means nothing
without happiness’ crap because fact of the matter is, money can assure a
degree of happiness while happiness alone does not necessarily assure
any degree of wealth. And when you’re poor.....life sucks.
Nor do I want to hear that, ‘Oh, but I am so lucky to have such a loving
and supportive family’ shit. And don’t give me any of that malarkey
about having a positive attitude and that if you believe in yourself,
anything is possible. General Custer believed in himself. So it’s all a
blind crapshoot. These aren’t the issues at hand anyway, and you know
it.
Now, getting back to the aforementioned kids, the ones who ran around
the schoolyard with bright shiny faces, laughing, singing, blah, blah,
blah? You remember. These are sometimes people who, because of their
comfortable lifestyle, did a lot of talking and not enough doing, and now,
because of their lack of initiative, find themselves in their mid-thirties
with faces of dower skepticism; their hearts filled with resentment and
spirits jaded by betrayal and failure in reaching their shining star
because…..because they never Changed the manner in which they tried
to attain that shining star. Fact of the matter is, the only Change that is
ever assured to us, is the physical one; the one that hits us in our 40’s and
reminds us that we are mortal and must soon make space for younger
beings. Write a will. Move to Florida. Buy a plot. It’s not impossible to
Change when you’re older, by any means. But the lifestyle modification
needed to reach that goal of Change at such a point is very difficult to
adjust to….So, not impossible, just a tad more difficult.
In saying all of this, let’s not forget that some people’s lifestyles never
alter whatsoever and they are perfectly happy with it. This is because

they never wanted to Change in the first place. They have great lives.
Well goody-goody gumdrops for them. But for the rest of us tormented
spirits, and as your best friend and lifelong pal, I would strongly suggest
that if you desire any Change in your life right now, you modify your
style of living. Then, for better or worse, some sort of Change is
inevitable. I guarantee it.
Mmmm .... (sniff-sniff)...what’s that smell? You smell it too? (sniffsniff). Why.... (sniff)...It smells like someone’s cooking up a fresh batch
of Change right now........Mmmm.....C’mon, let’s go grab ourselves a
taste...........

*Slappy Joe*
Mangia, Mangia!

T

he house smelt like a pizzeria or a bakery……both; and with good
reason. Slappy Joe was one hundred percent Italian, raised by
second-generation old school birth-givers. Mahdakis was fascinated by
the concept of female-birth-givers who cooked real full course meals for
their families; it was an oddity to him. Tony Ravioli’s female-birth-giver
cooked almost every night, too…this after a hard day’s work in the city.
Curly’s female-birth-giver worked locally and was able to get home in
time to cook a humungous meal night after night for her family of four.
Sunday dinners were the best at Curly’s; they started at noon and ended
at eight; always an extra tray of baked ziti left over for the week. This
was the Italian way. It was no big deal to them; it was expected, night
after night.

Slappy Joe answered the door wearing a short ripped up t-shirt that
barely reached the top of his hairy, round belly, which hung proudly over
a pair of zebra print sweat pants. He had short curly black hair with gel in
it and was holding a large hunk of Italian bread in his left hand which,
judging by his round cheeks, he had just taken a bite of. “Hey
man….Bruschetta?”
“No man; I’m Mahdakis, the bass player.”
“Ha-ha! That’s funny, dude. C’mon upstairs; mom’s in the kitchen.
Have a plate of mon-e-gaut.”
“What the fuck did he just say?” Mahdakis whispered.
“Be damned if I know,” Sleaze Rock said, twirling the back of his hair
with his index finger. “You sure that’s alright, Joe?”
“Call me Slappy. Yeah, it’s alright! Throw your stuff down here for a
minute. You can’t play on an empty stomach.”
As they passed through the garage, which was apparently where they
were going to set up and practice, Mahdakis saw Nigel in the corner
tuning his guitar, a slab of some sort of baked pasta sitting on top of his
amplifier head. He looked over at Mahdakis and gave him the thumbs up.
“Coal.” Sleaze Rock and Mahdakis left their equipment there and then
followed Slappy Joe upstairs to the kitchen.
Mahdakis and Sleaze Rock were not raised like Nigel…or Slappy Joe.
Full course dinners were reserved for holidays and other special
occasions, like funerals. Finding something to eat at their homes was an
every-man-for-themselves sort of ordeal. The birth-givers shopped and
brought food home but the offspring were left on their own to figure out
what to do with it, and when. With Pumpkinhead and Mahdakis that
usually meant somewhere around one in the morning. With Sleaze Rock,
it was more difficult because of the abundance of siblings in the house –
six; and all very hungry all of the time. Sham Rock’s absence from the
house was the only saving grace. So typically, Sleaze Rock and
Mahdakis did not sit down for dinner and ate on the run, or fed off the
leftover scraps alone in their bedrooms.
This dinner was not only quite a treat, but also a bonding issue for the
two of them. They were both malnutrition and very wide-eyed and
thankful to Mrs. Slappy Joe when she came over and placed two plates
piled with pasta and sauce in front of them on the table “Mon-e-gaut!”

“Thank you Mrs. Joe,” Sleaze Rock said, observing his plate then
whispering to Mahdakis, “Manicotti. It’s manicotti. That’s what they
were trying to say.”
“Oh.”
“I guess they don’t know very well English.”
“Ah.” Mahdakis dropped a napkin in his lap and echoed the sentiments,
“Thank you very much, indeed,”
“Nah, nah, nah….we don’t have time for all that,” Slappy Joe yelled,
“Bring it downstairs. We’ll eat while we set up.”
“JOEY!” his female-birth-giver yelled, “LET THEM SIT DOWN AND
ENJOY THEIR SUPPER! Here.” She put a hunk of Bruschetta on a side
plate for both of them. “Man can’t live on pasta alone; you need some
bread! How can you have dinner without any bread?...Crazy kids.”
“But mah, we got work to do….”
“Joey, be quiet and get downstairs if you’re done eating! Otherwise,
grab another plate and join us at the table. Have some manners!”
Slappy Joe considered a moment, smiled, and grabbed another clean
plate off the counter. “Alright, don’t mind if I do. Did you eat yet, mah?”
“Not yet. You kids mind if I join you?”
“Here,” Slappy Joe handed her the plate he just made, “have mine. I’ll
get another one.”
“Thank you, Joey.” {muah} she kissed him on the forehead.
“Mah, stop it!” Naturally, he was embarrassed for fear the other two
would giggle, but they were not only too involved with their food to care,
they were also both in envy of him; to have such a loving birth-giver.
As everyone was seated, Sleaze Rock looked around and inexplicably
said, “Should we say grace or something?”
“Huh?” Mahdakis whispered in an annoying sounding tone.
“Do you normally say grace at your home, Sleaze?”
“I don’t usually eat at home. I just thought…I don’t know…that maybe
you guys did.”
“Nah. Never,” Slappy Joe assured him, as he and Mahdakis exchanged
puzzled looks at one another.
“Well go right ahead then, if it makes you feel better.” Mrs. Slappy Joe
dropped a napkin in her lap, lowered her head, and folded her hands
together. Mahdakis and Slappy reluctantly followed pursuit.
“Um,” Sleaze Rock said nervously, “it’s just that since you were
Italian, I thought you said a prayer or something.”

“We do,” said Slappy, impatiently waiting for some sort of a prayer to
be spoken. “When we’re at church, we pray. When we’re at the table, we
eat. See how that works?”
“Joey.”
Mahdakis, just wanting to eat, took a deep breath and said aloud,
“Thank you Lord for the food we are about to receive and for steering us
towards this newly found company. We thank you for the food and love
at this table. Amen.”
“Amen”
Twenty minutes later Nigel came wondering upstairs in search of
human life. “Hey, what’s up? What’s all this?”
“It’s called supper,” Mrs. Slappy Joe said. “You should try it once in a
while…put a little meat on those scrawny bones; all of you. My God, just
look at you all. You’re toothpicks! Here,” she placed a clean saucer plate
on the table, “sit down.”
“I’m good.” Nigel waved politely and gave impatient ‘let’s go’ eyes to
his bass player.
“I SAID SIT DOWN!” she scolded him and Nigel hastily grabbed a
chair and plopped himself in it. “You’re just in time for dessert. I made
chocolate cake.”
“I like chocolate cake.”
As Mrs. Slappy Joe was about to plop a huge piece of cake on a plate
for him, she asked, “Did you eat your pasta?”
“It was delicious; best I’ve ever had!” Nigel rubbed his stomach,
meaning well but coming off somewhat condescending.
“Here…..What’s your name again?”
“Mahdakis.”
“What the hell kind of name is that?” she plopped Nigel’s cake in front
of Mahdakis.
“Wait, isn’t that mine?” She dashed off to the kitchen not
acknowledging Nigel’s concern, only to return with another helping of
manicotti, which she placed in front Nigel. “Oh no, no. I couldn’t eat
another bite.”
“I thought you said it was the best you ever had!”
Slappy Joe darted him a look of contempt, which Nigel understood. It
was considered rude to turn down food in an Italian home, even if you

were stuffed to the gills. Nigel shook his head and painted a smile on his
face. “Hey, why not?”
It was nine o’clock by the time Nigel finished his second piece of cake.
Mahdakis and Sleaze Rock had gone downstairs to the garage already,
and were setting up their equipment. Slappy Joe stayed behind with
Nigel, taking the opportunity to talk with him as his female-birth-giver
washed the dishes. He leaned over and whispered (he always
whispered…even when he talked normally), “Hey, what’s with the
mustache and crap on that dude’s face?”
“Huh?” Nigel said, his mouth full of cake, trying to avoid the issue.
“That dude man, he’s got a mustache and crazy sideburns and whatnot;
he looks like he just stepped out of the Vietnam War.”
“He shaved his beard off recently. You should have seen him before!”
“I don’t care, that ain’t cool. Chicks don’t dig that now; we’re trying to
be a good-looking F.A.G.G. Metal band. We can’t have a hairy fucker
like that in the band,” the fat, hairy Italian protested.
Nigel swallowed his last piece and spoke nervously, “He’s a really
good bass player and he knows a lot of people. He’ll be all right. Maybe
in time I can get him to shave, but not now.”
“Why not?”
“You wanna approach him about it?”
“Are you kidding me? When I answered the door, I thought we were
being robbed. No way, bro. That guy’s scary.”
“Well…there you go. Me neither.” Nigel stood up, leaving his plate at
the table without so much as a thought to bring it to the sink. “C’mon,
let’s get downstairs and see what they’re up to.”
The four band members sat lethargically on the cold garage floor,
finding little energy to stand, let alone play anything. Slappy Joe
skeptically observed Mahdakis’s twenty-year-old bass amplifier head
and cabinet. “You got padding on your speaker cabinets. I never seen
that before.”
“Yep.”
“What’s up with that? Is that to protect yourself from getting hurt when
you get wild on the stage? I heard about you, you know.”
“Dudes, are we going to play a song or what?” Nigel asked impatiently.

“We can’t,” Slappy Joe belched. “I promised the neighbors we’d have
it all shut down by eight-thirty.”
“I have to be home no later than ten,” Nigel said.
“Ten?”
“It’s a school night. My birth-giver will flip out.”
“Me too,” said Sleaze Rock twirling his hair and letting out a fart.
“Dude!”
“Sorry.”
“It’s okay, that’s allowed,” said Slappy.
“Dude, this was a waste of time.” Nigel was angry.
“Not entirely,” Slappy Joe defended, “we got to meet each other. I
assume we all know the cover songs.” He pointed at Nigel. “You and me
got these originals down pat so…”
“You and I have,” Mahdakis interrupted.
“Huh?”
“You and I, you and I have; it’s you and I have these originals down
pat, not you and me.”
“Oh I see.” Slappy Joe was feeling even more uneasy around him.
“You always wear that hat?”
“No.”
“Good.”
“Do you always wear your pajamas this early at night?”
“Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!” Nigel laughed aloud.
“What’s the matter wit you; dese are stylish, bro!”
“You always do what style dictates?”
“No. I wear things that make me feel good.”
“And those make you feel good?”
“They do.”
“Okay then, I thought it was laundry day or something.”
“You’re a funny guy.” Slappy Joe turned his head away from him. “So
uh….yeah, anyway Nigel, all we have to do is teach these guys for next
time. Here,” Slappy Joe handed Mahdakis and Sleaze Rock each a
cassette tape and said, “some of my songs are on these.” He looked at
Mahdakis. “Give me a call if you have any questions about the keys or
bass lines. I can help.”
“Will do.” Mahdakis dropped the tape in his left breast pocket.
“Thanks.”

Blow by Blow

T

ony and Rizzo arrived early at the Meadow Wastelands Arena so as
to have ample time in the parking lot for essential pre-concert
activities. While it was a decent enough night to stand outside the car and
drink their beer, it would have been difficult to cut lines, so the two of
them remained inside the vehicle talking and feeding their drug-starved
brains. “This is some good shit.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble
“Go easy with that, I don’t have much,” Rizzo said nervously.
“Don’t worry, babe.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “I gotch yer back.” Bobble-bobble-bobble- Tony leaned over and took an over exaggerated
snort.
“As long as you have some more for later, I really don’t care what you
do with my back.” Rizzo sniffed a line off the armrest in between them.
Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Well I don’t; I was just sayin’ that.”
“Why?”
“Because, it’s what people say.”
“What kind of people?”
“People being polite.”
“What’s so polite about lying to me by telling me you have some blow
when you really don’t?”
“I’m not lying; it’s more like a fib.”
“A fib is a lie.”
“No, a fib is a fib; a lie is a lie. A fib is like, ‘Yeah, mah, I did my
homework. Now can I go out and play?’ A lie is like ‘Yeah, I inspected
that building, it’s good to go.’ – But the dude didn’t even go near it and
the building collapses two years later. You see the difference?”
“So…kids fib and adults lie?”
“Sort of.”
“We’re adults though.”
“No; that’s not….”
“Maybe you’re telling me that the kid grew into that man years later
and…”
“Say what?”
“And what used to be fibs became lies as he grew older and now a
hundred people are dead after their apartment building fell to the ground!
You’re one of those guys!”
“What guys?”

“The kind that tell fibs when they’re kids, but now…you’re an adult.
Did you used to fib to your female-birth-giver about having done your
homework? I’ll bet you did. And now you’re a grown man…..full of
lies!”
“Shut up!”
“Sorry.”
Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Do you wanna blow me nor not?” Rizzo’s
head disappeared and Tony’s eyes closed with satisfaction. “Oh God you
give the best fuckin’ head. My God I love your mouth Rizzi…..You
know…it’s the oddest thing; I had a talk with Mahdakis last week. He
asked if I’d be interested in being the band photographer again, like I was
for him before with Check Engine and the other band he had.”
“Gwohlm.”
“No, they haven’t asked yet for my services yet but get this…”
“Mwoogude?”
“Yeah, at practice. They sounded alright too, from what I could tell.”
“Gwohlm…..gwohlm.”
As Rizzo continued her feeding, making animal noises with her throat,
Tony continued, “Anyway, he leans over to me and says….out of the
blue, mind you... ‘Hey, you know…I don’t mind if you want to see
Rizzo. It’s over between us; I have no right to tell you what to do.”
“Gwohlm”
“I said, ‘Good, ’cause I’ve been seeing her for over a month now.’”
“Gwohlm…...gwohlm.”
“We laughed and exchanged a hug; it’s cool.”
“Gwohlm…..gwohlm.”
“But we got talking about you.”
“Gmm?”
“Yeah, and he said the weirdest thing.”
“Gwohlm…..gwohlm.”
“I said, ‘she gives great head, huh?’”
Rizzo pulled herself up suddenly and cleared her throat. “Uh-oh, what
did he say?”
“You’ve heard this story before, I take it.”
“I helped write it.”
“True. Anyway, he….you don’t have to stop….”
“I just want to hear what he said.”
“Fine; I’ll tell you, just keep on it, woman.”

Rizzo went back to task as Tony continued his little story, “He said you
were horrible at sucking dick, and the worst he ever had!”
“I may have been.”
“Stop it! Get back down there.” Tony shoved her head back down.
“How the hell do you go from being great with one person, and horrible
with another guy?”
Rizzo came back up again but continued jerking him off. She flung her
hair out of her face. “You gotta start somewhere. And besides, I only
gave it to him once…..maybe twice; I forget now. It was so long ago and
I was so green.”
Tony pushed on the back of her head until her mouth was full again.
“Yeah but still…..Once??? That’s it? No wonder you guys.….Aahh, ah,
ahhhhhhh…..Yeah…..baaaby!” Tony exhaled a sigh of relief as Rizzo
collected herself in the passenger side.
“He’s got a small dick or something, too.”
“Who?”
“Who do you think?”
“Mahdakis?”
“Yeah.”
“No he doesn’t.”
“How do you know?”
Bobble-bobble-bobble- “It’s not important…..we used to…do stuff
together.”
“What? What kind of stuff?”
“Not that kind you idiot! Stuff meaning like….people.”
“You used to do people together?”
“A couple times…maybe.”
Rizzo stared disgustedly at him. “You guys are really sick, you know
that?”
“Us guys?? How about you dumb cunts running around spreading
rumors about our cocks, that aren’t necessarily true?”
“What are you talking about?”
“Just now! You just tried to tell me about Mahdakis. I guess because he
said you give bad head or some shit.”
“His cock’s never hard...Honestly!”
“Really?”
“He has trouble getting it up or something.”
“Something tells me Jezebel would never have tolerated that.”

“Maybe that’s why they broke up.”
“Huh.”
“Or maybe he only gets hard in normal circumstances with bizarre
women or in extremely bizarre circumstances with normal women.”
Tony snapped his fingers triumphantly and declared, “Now that makes
a lot more sense!” He took a drag off his Marlboro and blew the smoke
out the window. “I’ll even go as far as to say he only gets hard with
bizarre women in bizarre circumstances! Although he’s never been with
a normal woman, so we have nothing to gauge it by.”
“Thanks.” Rizzo sat staring out the window looking dejected.
“I’m sorry babe, I didn’t mean anything.”
She shook her head avoiding further confrontation. “I know.” Wishing
to talk about something else, she quickly changed the subject, “How’s
your male-birth-giver? You did go and see him this last weekend, right?”
“Yeah, yeah,” Tony said, nervously fumbling weed into a bowl. “He’s
doing fine, thanks.”
“Are you okay with that?” Rizzo was referring to the bowl he was
trying to stuff and the pot falling all over the floor mats.
“Yeah, yeah, I’m good. Just give me a minute.”
The thing was this:
After last year’s house fire in which Tony lost all of his worldly
possessions, including all the paperwork that confirmed his trivial
existence, he had nowhere else to turn for help but to that of his
estranged male-birth-giver, a man who had left him, his two siblings, and
his female-birth-giver ten years previous while living in Ramsey, New
Jersey. He went out for a pack of smokes and never came back. Yeah,
believe it or not, that sort of thing really does happen still. Needless to
say, all of the offspring wrote him off and moved on with their femalebirth-giver, pledging to help her all they could. But right now, she was
going through some turmoil of her own. Her second husband, Dickbag,
had passed away in his sleep and she was left alone, once again, holding
the proverbial bag. So aside from Tony and her not having the greatest
relationship and considering what she was going through emotionally, he
couldn’t bring himself to badger her for help in getting back on his feet
again.

The estranged male-birth-giver, whose name was Caesar, had long been
remarried to a woman named Katrina, and the two of them were living in
the countryside of New York, near the Delaware River. They hadn’t any
offspring of their own and were living high on the hog; enjoying their
lucrative incomes.
Caesar Ravioli had laid the money down a year ago for Tony’s new
apartment and fronted him a loan for the truck he had now been driving
for quite some time. After Tony moved in, his male-birth-giver also
fronted the money he would need to refurnish his new apartment; stereo,
mattress, coffee maker, tables, clothes, etc. He briefly had an allowance
that let him get back on his feet without encountering too much
turbulence. Although his quote-unquote, allowance, had expired months
ago, Tony was still able to get a handout whenever he needed one with
the simple courtesy of a visit and short stay at their country home, which
was an experience none too difficult to endure since Tony was, deep
inside, becoming a country sort-a-guy. Being at his male-birth-giver’s
gave him a sense of purpose and more importantly, gave him reason not
to hang out in Norford, and an excuse to be sober. Contrary to popular
belief, not all B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. get inebriated because they have to,
some do it just because they want to; it’s a genetic thing that skips a
generation.
But Tony had told nobody except Rizzo about this little secret of his;
this secret of his generous and convenient income. Part of the reason was
because Tony was always harping on the Norford crew about needing to
get up and get jobs because nobody was going to help them in this world,
and that in the end, we all had to do everything ourselves. ‘What you
work for is what you get, you cocksucker,’ he’d say. ‘There are no free
lunches in this world.’ He scorned them constantly for being bums and
always looking for handouts. He said real men knew how to fend for
themselves and didn’t need to ask for help from other people unless it
were absolutely dire…..which this was, and nobody would have thought
less of him for doing so. But in Tony’s mind, it was shameful to have
gone crawling to the man who once abandoned him and ask for nothing
more than what the man owed him anyway. It would hurt his pride if
anyone else were to find out about his situation.

The bowl was finally packed and Tony lit and drew a long hit. He
handed it to Rizzo as he exhaled. She received it politely and asked, “Did
I say something wrong?”
“Nah. It’s just…my old man, and shit. He wants me to attend some sort
of formal dinner party he and Katrina are throwing; I don’t know;
something to with the people at work meeting everyone’s family.” Bobble
“Sounds like a bunch of shit to me.”
Tony inhaled another hit. “Maybe, but it’s shit I have to do.”
“Why?”
“What do you mean, why? I owe him for all that he’s done for me!”
“True, but you shouldn’t compromise yourself for it.”
“What? What do you mean?”
Rizzo exhaled and collected her thoughts. “I mean that, last week you
helped him paint the house; cool. That’s fine. Before that, he had you
install a new sink in the kitchen for him; also fine. But when he, or
anyone, asks something of you that isn’t you, you shouldn’t do it. A
formal dinner party? Somehow, I don’t see you in a suit and tie. And you
know why? It isn’t you, that’s why!”
“Maybe not, but it would be a favor to him.”
“So he can show off the son he left behind in Jersey?”
“Okay…that’s over with alright? We all make mistakes.”
“Mistakes? Oh, I had the story all wrong. I thought he left you kids and
your female-birth-giver for another woman and another life in another
state, but what you’re telling me now is, he made a mistake. Meaning
what? None of that ever happened and he accidentally got lost in the
suburbs of New Jersey and couldn’t find his way back home? I can
understand that. Yes, that is a mistake. Wow.”
“Will you shut up?”
“Well, what the fuck, man? A mistake is backing into a car while
parallel parking. This fucking guy left your entire family with no money
and no warning. He’s scum. And the money he’s showered you with
lately is only a fraction of what is owed to you by him. Mistake….what a
bunch of shit, Tony!”
“It’s not shit. I know what he did was douche, but it still was a mistake
in judgment. And you are wrong! There are other more significant
mistakes than car accidents and forgetting to tie your shoes. There is

another level of mistakes. He is legitimately sorry for what he did and
really wants to be a part of our lives again.”
“Sure, now that your female-birth-giver has done all the dirty work and
the three of you are basically grown up and fun to be around with. Huh,
isn’t that convenient for him.”
“You think I haven’t thought of all that? I know, but what am I to do?
He was there for me when nobody else was, when nobody else cared. No
one gave me anything except him…no one!”
“You didn’t ask anyone else.”
“Fine.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “But who am I supposed to ask? I’ve
wasted the last five years hanging out with degenerate losers. I’m
supposed to ask them?”
“You could try. We all would’ve pitched in together. I think you’d be
surprised at the degree of camaraderie that exists amongst us degenerate
losers.”
“Whatever; And I didn’t mean to lump you into that category with
them.”
“I noticed, so I corrected you because whatever you think of them is
what I am. Those are my friends and the people I grew up with, and
when I’m down and out, I guarantee you they will be there for me.”
Tony shook his head. “Okay fine, be who you want to be.”
“I will, which is a lot better than being who I don’t want to be, or doing
something despicable for the sake of money….like you.”
“Money’s what makes the world go around, bitch.”
“You shouldn’t be compromising your dignity in the name of money,
or anything for that matter! I thought better of you. And don’t call me
that. You’re being a fuckin’ asshole now.”
“Well don’t bring up my old man then! Understand?”
“Fine!”
“Let’s get out of here and walk over to the show. You ready?”
“Sure.”
“You don’t sound very happy.”
“That’s just me being a degenerate loser I guess.”
He got out of the car and walked around to open Rizzo’s door. She got
out and begrudgingly followed him into the arena. “This is gonna be
great. I hope you’re ready for this.”
“Oh yeah.”
“The Boss tends to play for three or four hours.”

“You’re kidding?”
“Nope, not at all.”
“Fuck.”
Tony stopped in his tracks...“What? What’s the matter?”
“We don’t have any more coke. I wanted some for the entire show!”
“You don’t need drugs to enjoy things, you know.”
“Yes I do; remember? I’m a degenerate loser B.U.R.N.O.U.T.”
“Fine!” Tony handed her a ticket. “This is yours. Ask one of the
scalpers if they know anyone selling. I’m sure they can help you. I’m
going to go find our seats.”
“Good idea.”
As Tony sped ahead, plowing through groups of people, in search of
their section, Rizzo fell behind, making her way gingerly through the
turnstile; her eyes desperately scanning the corridor for a would-be
dealer. “SECTION G’S UPSTAIRS!” she heard his voice yell from
down the hall as her gaze found itself focused on a long-haired white
man in jeans and a jean jacket standing outside the men’s room with his
left foot up against the wall behind him. He was rubbing his nose and
sniffling, often a sign of a dealer letting potential customers know his
intent.
Rizzo approached him. He was good looking and had good hygiene;
not often the case with a real drug dealer. “Are you a cop?” she asked, so
as to vindicate herself from arrest in the event he was. This was some
sort of an urban legend, as it was completely legal to lie to a person if
you were undercover. But the legend was so real that even most cops
believed it.
“No,” he said uninterested and looking away.
“Got any….you know….” Rizzo rubbed her nose.
“Follow me.” The man turned and walked into the men’s room.
Rizzo followed slowly but carefully behind him. “You always do your
business in here?”
“What do you need?” the man said indifferently.
“Just a little, not much; a half gram or so will do.”
The man looked at her with impatience. “Listen, if you want some
crack, go down the hall and talk to Jerome. This is fine stuff. I only sell it
in quantities of ounces or more.”
“I only have…”

“Shhh…..” the man grabbed her elbow and pulled her into a stall. “Get
in here.”
She went in and closed the door behind her. “I only have fifty-five
dollars. That’s all the money I have.”
“That won’t get you much….basically nothing with me.”
“I’m starting to see that now.”
“Fifty-five dollars huh?”
“Yeah.”
The man studied her up and down for a moment, as if he were kicking
the tires on a used car. “I’ve always had a soft spot for the Asian ladies.”
“Uh-uh.”
“Tell you what....”
“Yeah?”
“Give me forty-five dollars and a blowjob, and you got a deal.”
“You’re all heart.”
“And keep the extra five as a tip for a bottle of water. You’ll need it.”
Rizzo stared at his crotch and contemplated. “You want me to
swallow?”
“It’d look good on your report card.”
“I’m in.”
“At a girl.”
“Hey, I need the drugs so let’s just do this already.”
The man sat down on the toilet seat as Rizzo knelt down on the sticky
tiled floor and went about her business. “Mmm….” He placed his hand
on her head and said approvingly, “You really know how to suck dick,
you know that?”
“Gwohlm.”

Joe’s Garage

F

or the next month, he was consumed with nothing but work and
band rehearsals. Nicki’s abnormally extensive absence created a
welcome void in his life; a void he was filling with creativity and a sense
of accomplishment. Mahdakis went to work at the Shell gas station every
morning, came straight home to practice his bass playing, and was able
to accomplish more than he had in the entire past year. He learned the
F.A.G.G. Metal songs the other guys wished to play while coming up
with some nice bass lines for Slappy’s originals.
The four of them played in Slappy’s garage every other evening except
weekends. They were usually accompanied by an audience that consisted
of nothing more than Slappy’s girlfriend, Misty Schneider and her two
best friends, Babs and Roxanne. Misty and Roxanne were petite, curvy
young women with perky little breasts, ideally curved features, and short
haircuts, Misty with shitloads of hairspray in her spiky mess of a do.
Misty was a short blonde with thick pouty lips and blue eyes. She wore
her emotional vulnerability on her sleeve. For whatever reason, she felt
the world should know of her petty problems, to know of her existence.
Perhaps this stemmed from the insecurity of not knowing how to do
anything in life but suck cock and gossip...at least that was what
Mahdakis first thought of her.
Roxanne wasn’t anywhere near as transparent, or as trite. She was an
extremely cute brunette whose short wavy hair matched her soft Italian
brown eyes and accentuated her tan skin. She carried an air of upper
class with her that was somewhat ironic considering she was an orphan
adopted by a poor family. Yet, unlike her good friend Misty, Roxanne
was hell bent on making the best of this thing called life and never letting
anyone see her without a smile, a smile that displayed perfect white
teeth. Mahdakis was secretly infatuated with her and her perfectly shaped
ass.
Babs was a little different. Babs was a five-foot nine girl with an
athletic build and long black hair who displayed a witty sense of humor
and a sense of modesty. At a glance, Babs appeared slim and onedimensional, but fact of the matter was, she hid her well-toned features
under loose clothing. She was studying architecture and graphic design.
They were a pretty little bunch of chickadees; nothing you’d find in a
magazine, but definitely soothing to the eye, and the best thing that an

average Joe from East River was ever going to get. And they were well
behaved young women; the only indulgences they partook in besides an
occasional wine cooler or hit off someone else’s joint, were manicures,
tanning salons, and spending more money on trendy clothes and makeup
than they probably should have. So the presence of Mahdakis was a bit
of a culture shock to them. They saw guys like him selling drugs at the
high school and feeding pigeons in the parks but never talked to them
and were never put in a situation, like now, where they would have to.
On the flip side, Mahdakis had never hung out with the goody-goody
cheerleader types they represented either and he, in his pompous vanity,
was sure that every time they went outside of the cramped garage to talk
amongst themselves, they were talking bad about, or making fun of him.
Yes, he was sure of it.
He was wrong.
They were talking about the usual bullshit gossip that was spiraling out
of control at the high school; who was breaking up with who, and
why….who was going to beat who’s ass and when. If he had heard one
of the few times they actually did speak of him, he would have been
surprised. Sure, they thought he was bizarre, but they also thought he
was really very nice and quite surprised by his courteous demeanor. And
although she never let anyone know, Roxanne desired him physically Oh how history would have been re-written if she had ever given an
inclination.
Mahdakis was weird indeed, but the three of them felt safe and secure
in his presence, just the same. They were amused by the way he
performed – banging his head up and down and throwing his body
around on the floor like a mental patient, but always with rhythm and in
time. The truth of it was, this was how Mahdakis kept the beat and stayed
in time….with his neck and pelvis. The girls liked watching him and
liked being associated with him because it made them feel more worldly
and well rounded; the same reasons he himself was starting to enjoy
being around the three of them.
As the song ended, the chickadees clapped and yelled with
encouragement as they always did, as if it were the first time, and not the
fiftieth, that they heard the song played. They were cheerleaders; it was
in their nature to lend encouragement. Mahdakis never received this kind
of support from his own Negative-Nelly friends in Norford. They would
smile, nod their heads, and tell him privately how much they liked this or

that...or didn’t. But that was it. This new experience was encouraging,
even if he was playing wimpy F.A.G.G. Metal music; it still beat the
pop/country shit White Tom had resorted to.
The four musicians stared at one another as the song ended, nodding
their heads in mutual approval and satisfaction. They knew they had
something. They knew this was not just another garage band. Slappy Joe
was one year removed from high school and had played in a band with
some friends. That was it though, nothing spectacular. He managed to
make a demo tape of some of his songs, but never did anything with it.
Nigel had the same exact experiences with two other now defunct bands,
but had played in front of audiences more often. Sleaze Rock had never
been in a position like this, but could tell it was something unique.
Mahdakis was the most experienced in performing and touring but even
so, had never played amongst such keen professionalism. Nigel and
Slappy Joe were also extremely passionate about the F.A.G.G. Metal
songs they wrote, an optimistic quality that Mahdakis begrudgingly
began to feed off.
Perhaps it was everyone being sober that made it such a delightful
novelty to him. Four different people, four different backgrounds, four
different perceptions…..winding together to funnel into one common
goal - Stardom - It was an amazing sociological experiment if nothing
else. Each one of them having lent their own special ingredient to each
song, and more importantly, each one of them with their own
personality….something other F.A.G.G. Metal bands lacked…..and this
quality was something that would give an audience something to sink its
teeth into. Also, unlike other F.A.G.G. Metal bands, they made for a
more diverse audience. Slappy had his hotheaded Pisano’s and young
cheerleader type followers from East River, Sleaze Rock and Nigel
netted all of the Norford F.A.G.G. metal followers, and Mahdakis netted
all the Norford and East River metal heads of old. So in the fleeting
moment of silence in which the sounds of the last song ended, the four of
them, without saying so, acknowledged this to one another. “That was
good,” Slappy Joe said, bobbling his head like Tony Ravioli always did.
“I think it’s time we made a demo tape. What do you say?”
“Let’s do it!”
“Yeah man.”
“Coal.”

“Hey man,” said Sleaze Rock, “we need to get a promo picture of
ourselves; you know, one that we can put on fliers and stuff, man.”
“Good idea, dummy; good idea.”
“My best friend’s a photographer; he’ll do it for free.”
“Even better. How about we do a shoot down at the beach next
weekend or so?”
“Works for me.”
“I’m there…and Tony, too; my photographer friend.”
Nigel looked up skeptically at the three. “What do we all plan on
wearing?”
Slappy stared. “I don’t know; something cool, I guess.”
“Why?”
“I think we should have a band meeting on it, don’t you? I mean look at
us. We’re four completely different looking people. We look like four
random guys in a police lineup.”
“Not true. Police lineups tend to use people who look similar, people
who fit the general description of what the victim described.”
“Thank you for the correction, Matlock,” Nigel said sarcastically to
Mahdakis. “But you know what I mean, right? We really don’t have a
look yet.”
“You guys need a ballad,” Misty Schneider pouted, putting her two
cents in as she so often did, much to the chagrin of Nigel. “Girls like
ballads. Trust me. I know; I am one. Tee-he, he-he.” The petite, blueeyed girl with short blonde hair giggled at her own idiotic joke.
“That’s true,” Babs echoed. “You should write a ballad.”
“Well, I got a lot of stuff written, but I ain’t got no ballad yet.” Slappy
Joe reached above the refrigerator, grabbed a cold piece of pizza from a
day-old pizza box and began forcing it into his face.
“We need a friggin’ name, dudes! To heck with a ballad and a look, we
don’t even know what to call ourselves. What the hell do we call
ourselves for the show?” The show Sleaze Rock was speaking of was the
upcoming gig, which Mahdakis and Nigel were able to postpone.
“How about ‘Four Random Guys’?”
“That’s cool!” Sleaze Rock shouted.
“Nah, nah, nah. I thought of one,” said Slappy, wiping cheese off his
face with his bare arm.
“That’s gross, Joey! Don’t do that again!”
“Shut up, Mist.”

“What name did you think of?” Nigel asked.
“You shut up, or I’ll smack you in the head!”
“Oh yeah? You and what army?” Then, turning to Nigel, said, “I
thought we’d call ourselves Bogus Anxiety?”
“Bogus Anxiety? What the fuck does that mean?”
“Sounds like that feeling when you think you have to go to the
bathroom but can’t.”
“You’re a dickhead, Joey, you know that?”
“Bogus Anxiety; that’s kind of cool.” Sleaze Rock nodded his head and
twirled his hair from behind the drum kit.
“What do you think man?”
Mahdakis considered carefully and scrunched his face. “Sure, Bogus
Anxiety. It’s unique if nothing else. We can strategically place rolls of
toilet paper around the stage, like some sort of subliminal suggestion.
Who gives a fuck?”
“Who gives a fuck? I do!” Nigel cried out. “You like that? Bogus
Anxiety? What’s it even supposed to mean?”
“It means we got anxiety, but for no reason…so it’s bogus. You know,”
Slappy Joe chewed his rubbery pizza still, “like Bogus Anxiety.”
“Don’t you know anything, Nigel?” Babs teased.
Nigel turned his disbelieving stare at a crack in the foundation. “Fuck
it, why don’t we just call ourselves Hole in the Wall?”
“Hey that’s good.”
“I like it.”
“We can name the first album, ‘Peek-a-Boo’!”
“I can live with that.”
“What can’t you live with? Besides normality I mean.” Nigel looked
disappointedly at them all. “I wasn’t being serious about Hole in the
Wall.”
“Ah.”
“Oh.”
“Mm.”
“How ‘bout Glory Hole?”
“Hey, that’s kind of cool.” Sleaze Rock nodded in approval.
“People are gonna think we like it in the ass! What’s wrong with you
guys?”
“Some people might take it that way.” Slappy chewed mercilessly on
his crust. “Others who aren’t always having queer thoughts might take it

to mean that we like to give it up the ass. You got a guilty conscience
about something?”
“Joey!”
“Don’t worry, Mist; I won’t tell about our little secret.”
Misty folded her arms over her chest and huffed, “You’re an asshole!”
“She likes it up the ass, huh Slap?”
“Yeah Sleaze. Almost as much as you do.”
“I got it,” Mahdakis declared. “Pedophile Pete. We’ll call ourselves
Pedophile Pete & The Perverts.”
“Seriously?”
“That’s disgusting.”
“What’s wrong with you?”
“It does have a nice ring to it.”
“Joey! YUCK!”
“But we might have trouble finding places to book us.”
“I think it’s genius.”
Nigel noodled on his guitar and looked up unamused. “I hope you guys
are just joking around with all of this nonsense.”
“Maybe.”
“Maybe not.”
“Here.” Mahdakis took out a folded sheet of yellow lined paper from
his rear pocket and handed it to Slappy. “I got your ballad. It’s just
words, but maybe you can figure some music out for it.”
“You wrote a ballad? Tee-he, he-he.”
“I said shut up, Misty!”
“Yeah shut up, Misty.”
“You shut up, Joey! Screw you, Mahdakis.”
Slappy took a minute and read the words; he was delighted. “This is
cool, man. Everyone else is writing sappy love song ballads, but this is
dark, deep and depressing…”
“Girls don’t want that!”
“Shut up Misty.”
“You shut up, Sleaze Rock! Joey, don’t let him talk to me that way.”
“Get out,” Slappy Joe demanded of her. Misty got up off their stool and
went outside, followed by her two faithful sidekicks.
“Let me see that,” Nigel said, leaning over Slappy’s shoulder. “This is
coal. We should do something with this.”

Slappy picked his guitar back up and started playing an E minor, D
minor, C progression, and then began to sing a melody, “Lovers may go,
but new one’s will show………….as the faces change and the years go
by……..but I’m too…”
“By?” Nigel echoed the melody. “You can’t hit that note. Not right
there. It sounds like fuckin’ church music.”
“Alright then, pinhead, why don’t you stop over tomorrow and you and
I can work on this together, you know, just to make sure I don’t end up
accidentally turning this into some sort of ethnic gospel piece.”
“Probably a good idea.”
“Do you mind if I hold onto this?”
“No, of course not,” said Mahdakis.
“Finding My Way? That’s the chorus, huh? That’s the name of the
song?”
“Yeah, something like that.”
“What’s it about?”
“I guess it’s about picking up the pieces of a broken heart and moving
on again…Maybe becoming better than you were before…..The Phoenix
rising out of the ashes…shit like that. You figure it out.”
“I like that.”
“Mm.”

Fists of Fury

T

he concept of ‘laying low’ flew right out the window after only a
couple of tedious weeks of civility. Captain H could bare the peace
and quiet no longer, and despite the concern he should have had, he
could not resist the temptation of having people around him, adoring his
creepy existence. By the end of the second week, he was walking around
the house whistling Barbara Streisand’s, ‘The Way We Were’.

Inside the house, it was electrifyingly noisy with the pungent smell of
sex permeating throughout once again; drugs so disgustingly plentiful
they were being spilled on to the floor and trampled upon as if no more
significant than common carpet dust. Atrocities were being carried out in
backrooms that would have raised eyebrows of The Third Reich. The
gang was back in full swing and things were just as one had always come
to expect at these get-togethers. As well as the gang and other usual
suspects, complete strangers also wandered in and out of the parties on a
nightly basis. This was in large part due to the 24x36-poster board
secured on a drawing easel about waist-high right outside the front door.
It read, in a font large enough for the neighbors to read,
The Secret Knock:
1. three knocks
2. pause
3. one knock
4. four fast knocks
5. pause
6. two fast knocks
7. three slow knocks
8. extra-long pause
9. ring DOORBELL once!
Captain H walked into the kitchen area and found a young well-dressed
black man with a nice hair cut kneeling on the cold floor tiles; his face
buried with obvious opposition in the crotch of Lori DiSalvo, who sat on
the countertop next to the sink with her knees wide apart, vehemently
shoving the man’s head back and forth. “C’mon jig, don’t act like you
don’t know what the fuck you’re doing!” The young man struggled to
maintain composure. “If you want some Brown Sugar, you lap up some
white sugar first!” Brown Sugar of course being a term referring to the
low-grade heroin her and Rad were currently selling. Lori continued to
wrestle with his head, desperately trying to guide him to the proper area
of concern. She addressed Captain H. “Damn nigger doesn’t know how
to eat pussy!” She released the man’s head angrily and he dropped to all
fours, catching his breath and trying to control his temper, insulted by her
comments, yet grateful for the interruption.

“I am half black myself, you know,” Captain H reminded her, crossing
his arms and waiting for an apology that never came. “And besides,
there’s a reason for his ineptitude.”
“How so?”
He moved into her face. “He’s in unfamiliar territory, my dear.” He
grabbed her wrist and looked her sternly in the eye. “Watch your mouth.”
“Let go of me, dickhead.”
“Dickhead? What the fuck do you think you’re doing to him?”
“He’s short this week; and he still owes us from last month. I told him
if he did a little something for me, I’d give him a hall pass. It’s been
awhile since I had a man pay me that sort of attention, if you know what
I mean.”
“Yeah well, Myron’s not quite all man.” Captain H picked him up off
the floor and straightened out the wrinkles on the back of his shirt by
stroking him gently. “Isn’t that right, Myron? Isn’t that right?”
“Listen, I’m just as much man as the next guy. I just don’t go for
women, especially white trash like that!”
“Fuck you, nigger!”
“Shut the fuck up with that talk, Lori! One more ‘nigger’ out of you
and I’ll smack the shit out you, myself.”
“Nigger out of me? Isn’t that ironic since I’m lookin’ to put a nigger in
me!”
“I’m warnin’ you!”
“Best damn pussy he ever had.”
“Best? Pussy? That’s an oxymoron right there, girl. Mm-hmm.”
“Dumb cocksucker.”
“Listen bitch…”
“Easy, easy, my brother.”
“I can’t do this, Captain H; just tell me what else I can do to make it
right.”
“You want the heroin for today?”
“Yes. Please.”
“But you still owe for last month, and can’t pay. Is that what I
understand to be the truth?”
“Mm-mm, that’s right. I’m good for it though, I…”
“Okay. Since you don’t go…that way,” Captain H pointed to Lori, who
was putting her black-lace panties back on, “why don’t we…”
“Why don’t we what?” the man said, growing nervous.

“Why...don’t...we….” and with one violent movement, Captain H
shoved the man’s head under the murky dishwater in the steel sink and
grabbed him between his crotch and his ass. “Why don’t we just let Ms.
DiSalvo watch us boys play!”
The man’s soapy head came out of the water. “Huh?! Watch what?
Stop it! Get off me, man!”
“Yay!” Lori rolled back on a bar stool and clapped her hands like a
schoolgirl as Captain H struggled with the man’s pants. “Stop! Get the
fuck away from me! You can’t do this!”
“Oh I can,” Captain H pulled a revolver out and held it to the back of
the man’s neck, “and I will….you’re gonna love this.”
“Ah!” the man hollered as Captain H inserted two thick fingers into his
ass.
“You see Lor, you have to be more in tune with your customer’s
individual needs, so as to barter with them more successfully. And
this…”
“AAHHHHHH” The man screamed in pain as three fingers twisted
their way inside of him now.
“…..is what this particular gentleman is used to. Now, I’ll need your
assistance for this next step.”
“Sure!” Lori sprung up with sparkles in her eyes, walked to the sink,
put her hand under the man’s chin, and smiled. “I’m sorry honey. I was
being greedy, wasn’t I? If I had only known this is what you wanted all
along, I’d have been more giving.”
Captain H handed her the revolver. “Shoot him if he moves.” He then
rolled up his right sleeve like a surgeon about to perform an operation.
“I’m going in.”
“STOP IT! IT HURTS!! IT HURTS!! I’M SORRY, I’M SO SORRY!”
“Shhh, there there.” Captain H pat him on the head. “I know you are.
Shhhh, it’s quiet time now.”
“Fuck that, man! I ....”
“Shut Up!” Lori screamed and shoved his head under the soapy water
again with her free right hand as he fought for a breath of air. “I can’t
hold him with one hand. He’s too strong!”
“Here.” Captain H placed his left hand on top of her right hand and
together they held his head under water as Captain H began to rape the
man with his entire fist.

“Eeewww. That’s disgusting,” said Lori, with a curious smile. “I’ll bet
that really hurts a bit, huh?” she taunted the struggling man.
*****
Rad, meanwhile, was on the other side of the house having his way
with a fifteen-year-old aspiring junkie. She was up on all fours of the bed
as he thrust his pelvis into her from behind with slight indifference and a
sense of skeptical boredom. With his large hand, he applied the slightest
amount of force to the back of her head, keeping her chin on the
mattress.
Debbie Dumeé was a beautiful white girl with full breasts, a wellshaped ass and nice smooth skin…so far. Rad felt bad for her; he knew
her fate to be much more of the same….if she were lucky. Death sooner
than later would be more merciful. Rad had watched these junkies come
and go; most of them classified as ‘missing children’, but living in
shelters less than five miles from home. For the most part, they were
from good families with good parents, but they were proud and
rebellious, and they wanted to be themselves (or anyone who didn’t
resemble their parents). They wanted to stand out in the crowd…to be
someone; someone people would remember and talk about, and this was
usually the easiest way they knew how to achieve that – or so they
thought.
Rad held her bare hips now as he pumped slow and lazily inside of her,
staring out the window, mindlessly gorging on a container of fresh Maine
blueberries, which he had rested on the small of her back. He knew the
underlining irony of it all in that, in trying to become an individual and in
trying to become ‘someone’, these kids only ended up being a no one….a
Jane or John Doe…..another statistic…if that. Most of them blending
invisibly into urban society without distinction or relevance of any kind;
living in boxes, alleyways or abandoned buildings, and standing all day
in lines at meth clinics; eating at the soup kitchen; waiting for answers
that would never come.
Rad felt a degree of remorse and sympathy for her disposition, but he
wasn’t about to go sponsoring any charities on her behalf. It was her life.
She chose this….willingly. Good or bad, you had to respect how a
person chose to live their life. That was the rule. Don’t get involved.
Don’t show the willingness to help or you may get yourself involved

with something you can never get out of, or worse, you may be the one
to take the fall when the shit inevitably hits the fan. Everyone was young
and still finding their way. There was no time for holding hands and
being a big brother. Let them do what they wanted, or felt they needed to
do while extending to them the respect they so sought. Respect such
young people often misinterpreted as approval.
“Is something the matter?” Debbie asked.
“Shad up!” Rad smacked her on the ass several times while throwing
blueberry stems at the back of her head, his mind more on his future than
on the gorgeous naked body in front of him. How close was he in fact to
becoming another statistic, himself? In his gut, he knew Muffin Man
might have been in trouble, but what the hell happened to Rob Burry?
Captain H had nothing to do with his disappearance, he could tell by the
questions being asked. Regardless of all the teasing and ball-busting, he
and Muffin were tight. Someone would surely pay for his demise; maybe
not now, but later. Rad would never forget this and make sure the
responsible parties were ‘taken care of’.
And how long could this loveless sex go on? There was nothing
respectful at all with what he was doing to Debbie now, or Claire the
night before, or Trish last week in the tomato garden. He really wanted to
be with Lori, but he couldn’t let himself. Lori was diseased and
contagious, and for all he knew, he could die from thinking about her.
Rad was a creature of survival and his survival instincts were flashing
red warning signs all around him. Rad was still alive because he always
listened to his instincts. This time would be no different.
*****
In a room down the hall, Nicki was snorting off a mirror and yucking it
up with Bobby, Polly, Yogi and Sham Rock when a very anxious
Captain H busted in. “We got a problem, fellas.”
“Huh…..you don’t say. Would it have……anything…..to-dowith…….the blood….all-over-your …..forearm?”
“Eeww….that’s disgusting!” Polly was horrified at the sight of
shimmering dark crimson running down his right arm.
“Jesus Christ Hank, what the fuck, man?”

Captain H pointed his finger sternly at Nicki. “Nicki, take Polly and
leave the house…now!” Nicki, sensing the seriousness, did just as he
asked without question.
Polly looked at Bobby, who nodded casually. “Go ahead.”
“You too, Yogi.”
“But……this-is……my party……it’s…..my-birthday.”
“And it’s my house, so get out. Sorry buddy; happy birthday and all,
but it’s for your own good. Trust me on this.”
As Nicki walked to the door, she brushed up along Captain H. He
grabbed her chin with his bloody right hand, kissed her on the lips, and
whispered, “Thanks for spending the night, precious. You really came
through like a trooper when I needed someone…..again.”
“Hey, we’ve know each other since we were kids; I’d do anything for
you, baby.” With Polly already walking out the door, Nicki turned once
again towards it and yelled behind her, “Come on Yogi, let’s get
moving!”
As the door closed, Sham Rock stood up and nodded his head. “What’s
up mayon?”
“There’s been a little accident…Myron Davis is dead.”

Photograph

E

arlier that day, Nigel Noodles lagged far behind his band mates as
they trudged the terrain of a 1-acre thicket, commonly known as the
picnicking area in Coventry Park; the November wind whipping
furiously through the pines as he yelled directly into it, “DUDES! HOW
FAR DOWN ARE WE GOING?”
“DOWN TO THE BEACH…NEAR THE BIG ROCKS!” Slappy Joe
shouted back.
“CHRIST. HOW FAR AWAY IS ALL THAT?”

“WHAT’S THE MATTER WITH YOU? WE’VE ONLY BEEN
WALKING FOR A MINUTE!”
“IT SEEMS LIKE WE’VE BEEN WALKING A LOT LONGER
THAN THAT!”
“DUDE! THE CAR’S RIGHT THERE!” Slappy Joe pointed behind
him to the car parked in the parking lot, still in plain sight.
“OH. WELL THIS WIND’S REALLY FUCKIN’ WITH MY HAIR! I
SPENT ALL MORNING GETTING IT JUST RIGHT!”
Tony Ravioli, carrying his camera equipment looked back. “DON’T
YOU WORRY, NIGEL! THE WIND WILL DIE DOWN ONCE WE
GET OUT OF THE WOODS AND NEXT TO THE OCEAN!”
“REALLY?”
“YEAH! IT’S JUST ALL THESE DAMN TREES!”
“COAL!”
Tony leaned into Mahdakis who was walking with Slappy and said,
“That guy back there’s as sharp as a bowling ball, you know that, right?”
Slappy’s body convulsed as he burst into quiet hysterics and Mahdakis
replied, “Yeah, I know, but his presence accentuates my perceived
genius, which otherwise could be interpreted as somewhat pedestrian,
adolescently-facetious behavior.”
“That’s deep,” Slappy said, still grinning.
“Fuck deep.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “I’ll bet if I smashed this tripod
over Nigel’s head fifty times or more it would raise his IQ. Wanna see?”
“Why you so angry, bro?”
“I’m not angry. I just hate stupid people.”
“Ah. Okay then, go ahead; hit him over the head a bunch of times. I’ll
bet you five bucks that fifty isn’t enough.”
“Five bucks huh?” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “You’re on!”
Sleaze Rock walked ahead of everybody, feeling alone and dejected.
He had just been morally bitch-slapped by Tony, who immediately
recognized him from years past. As soon as he stepped out of his truck
he said, “Oh. So you’re Sleaze Rock. I remember you.”
“Yeah man, we used to….”
“You’re a dick.”
“Say wha-”
“No offense, but I have absolutely no use for you and furthermore, find
something very ethically repulsive about you.”
“It’s good to see you again, too.”

“I’m sure you probably get this a lot though, huh?”
“Get what? What’s your problem?”
“You must know that you’re an asshole, right? I mean, how could you
not?”
Sleaze Rock said nothing but twirled his hair with his index finger and
stared puzzled at the hairy pint-sized Italian.
“So let’s get this photo shoot done with so you and I can go our
separate ways sooner as opposed to later. Deal?” Tony pulled the last
piece of equipment out, slammed the tailgate of his truck, and walked
away.
Nigel came up behind Sleaze Rock and said softly, “Dude, what was
that all about?”
“I don’t know. The dude thinks I’m an asshole.”
Nigel nodded, content with the explanation, and walked away.
The one thing Slappy and Mahdakis did have in common is that up
until this point, neither one had given much consideration to wardrobe.
The music was always their main objective and neither one held
insecurities about how cool they were. But Mahdakis was still new to
this F.A.G.G. Metal environment and Slappy on the other hand, was not
allowed to dress in such a way. His hair was still short because his birthgivers refused to let him grow it long while still in school and living
under their roof.
They stopped walking as they approached a clearing just after the
woods. Tony kept walking out, however. “I can’t believe you guys are
dressed like that!” Nigel vented with abhorrence. “Slappy, you
look…you look like a mobster or something.”
This was true, even Mahdakis noted it. Slappy Joe was wearing a wife
beater t-shirt with only a jean jacket over it. His short curly black hair
was jelled and he was wearing black shades on his tan round face. His
stocky Italian body, wrapped in this attire, made him look more like
someone who would break your legs for not paying a debt, than it did
someone who played guitar and sang sappy love songs.
“He does look like a mobster, man. I like it.”
“And you!” Nigel pointed. “I thought you would wear something
different.”
“Different than what?”

“Something different than what you’ve been wearing for the past ten
years!”
“Fuck that,” Mahdakis said feeling a little shameful.
“Dude, you look like a Hell’s Angel biker hocked up on mescaline or,
or Charles Manson about to murder someone for God’s sake.” This also
was true and Slappy Joe took note of it. Mahdakis was still wearing his
black leather cabby hat tight over his long, wild, tangled up hair. He too,
wore a jean jacket with only the bottom button fastened, but with no shirt
at all underneath and the sleeves rolled up, revealing his studded leather
wristbands, which matched his studded leather belt. He wore black
leather, squared off engineer boots with a big silver buckle, something
you might see in an old Clint Eastwood western, with his jeans tucked
inside of them and the butt end of a knife sticking straight up from within
the boot. A red bandana was tied to his left belt loop for some reason,
and hung down his side to about knee-high. “The two of you look like
bouncers at a seedy underground nightclub,” Nigel lamented further.
“What’s wrong with being a bouncer at a nightclub?”
“We’re a fuckin’ band man; a F.A.G.G. Metal band at that! Slappy,
what the hell, dude? I seriously thought you were on the same page as
me.”
“Oh I’m on the same page; I’m just a slow reader.”
“Great. We’ll be the laughing stock of all the bands in Norford.”
“Well, that’s something,” said Sleaze Rock.
The band took position around a huge rock that was set on a small cliff,
fifteen feet above the beach. They waited impatiently as Tony, down on
the beach, set up the equipment by the edge of the water, almost half a
football field away. “DUDE, WHY YOU SO FAR AWAY?” Sleaze
Rock Yelled.
“I WANNA MAKE SURE I GET EVERYTHING.”
“What does he mean…everything?” Nigel asked. “All we’re supposed
to be concerned about is us.”
“Yeah Mahdakis, tell him we don’t need no nice panoramic scene or
nothin’,” Slappy said.
“Panoramic scene; that’s funny.”
“Shut up Sleaze.”
“ALL THAT’S IMPORTANT IS US; WE DON’T NEED THE
FUCKIN’ LANDSCAPE VIEW OF THE BEACH.” Mahdakis yelled.
“WILL YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP? I KNOW WHAT I’M DOIN’!”

“DUDE, WE’RE MAKING POSTERS, NOT POST CARDS!”
“YOU SHUT UP, TOO!”
“HOW COME HE ONLY HAS TO SHUT UP, BUT I HAVE TO
SHUT THE FUCK UP?”
“YOU WANT THIS GODAMN PICTURE OR NOT?”
“I’M STARTING TO WONDER!”
“VERY FUNNY. MAYBE YOU’D LIKE TO PAY SOMEONE FOR
THIS BAND PHOTO SHOOT INSTEAD?”
The band grumbled silently amongst themselves.
“I thought so. NOW JUST TAKE YOUR POSITIONS AND I’LL
CLICK AWAY.”
“ARE YOU SURE YOU CAN SEE US FROM WAY OUT THERE?”
“IT’S CALLED A FUCKIN’ ZOOM LENS! MAYBE YOU’VE
HEARD OF IT?”
“DUDE LOOK OUT! THERE’S A SHARK BEHIND YOU!”
Bobble-bobble-bobble- “That’s funny...NOW MOVE IN TOGETHER
A LITTLE AND POSE.”
“What’d he say?”
“I don’t know, man, I can barely hear him.”
“He might as well be on the space shuttle.” Mahdakis stood up to the
left of the rock and motioned out to Tony, putting his finger to his ear as
if to say they couldn’t hear him.
“I said, MOVE IN TOGETHER!”
“He thinks we should move in together.”
“Where?”
“I’m not sure.”
“I hear the rents are low down in the south end.”
“Shouldn’t we see if the band works out first?”
“If we moved in together we could save a lot of money.”
“We could save a lot more by living at home like we already are now.”
“So how come I’m broke?”
“Because you’re unemployed. That’ll happen.”
“Oh.”
“I’m not moving in with any of you assholes.”
“Oh nice.”
“We don’t even know each other that well.”
“My fuckin’ hair, man!” Nigel wrestled with the wind as it was
blowing the hair across his face.

“I think he’s clicking away.”
“You mean test shots, or is he taking actual pictures?”
“Shit we better take positions.”
“I’M NOT READY! MY FUCKIN’ HAIR’S BLOWIN’ ACROSS MY
FACE!”
“I THINK IT LOOKS SMASHING!”
“I’ll stand back here because I’m the singer and have to be above you
guys.”
Mahdakis took stance to the right of Slappy Joe.
“Why do you get to be up there, too?” Sleaze Rock complained.
“Because I’m older than you and can beat your ass.”
“Ha-ha-ha. There you go.”
“Hey man, why don’t you do a shot or two without your jean jacket?”
Mahdakis suggested to Slappy.
“Why?”
“Because I’m wearing one, too. We might look gay side-by-side like
this.”
“Alright.”
Nigel beckoned his drummer to the front of the rock and below
Mahdakis and Slappy, “Sleaze, get down here with me, in front of this
damn rock. It’s blocking the wind if nothing else.”
“Okay.”
“What are those?”
“My drum sticks.”
“What the fuck you got drum sticks for, man?” Slappy Joe asked.
“So people know I’m a drummer.”
“What people?”
“I’m the lead guitarist; you don’t see me carrying a guitar around
everywhere I go, do you?”
“You mean like people you meet at a coffee shop or at the hot dog
truck?”
“Or in the men’s room?”
“That’s funny.”
“Why do they need to know you’re a drummer?”
“Just the people who see this picture!”
“No one’s gonna even see us in this picture unless that dude moves his
camera in closer.”
“Let alone a pair of drum sticks.”

“Should I have brought my guitar? That might have been cool, now that
I think about it.”
“Yeah. Why don’t you run home and get it? We’ll be right here when
you get back.”
“Pick up mine too, while you’re at it…and a mic stand.”
“Why do you guys have to be such a bunch of dicks?”
“Because.”
“Yeah, because.”
“Hey,” Mahdakis said. “Why don’t we switch places for some of these
shots?”
“Where?”
“Me and Slap in the front sort of, and you guys back here. We’ll see
which looks best later.”
“Okay.”
“Alright.”
As they switched around, Nigel asked, “Does your friend, Tony really
know what he’s doing?”
“I guess.”
“You guess?”
“He’s got a camera.”
“A lot of good it does when you’re out of range.”
“Hey, we need a picture for the newspaper. They’re going to do a story
on us for Monday morning’s paper.”
“I think that’s awesome, don’t you, Nigel?” Sleaze Rock twirled his
hair and grinned. “All the girlie-girls are gonna be diggin’ us in school
next week.”
“The girls you know know how to read?”
“They look at the pictures and enjoy the pop-ups, if you get what I
mean.”
“I don’t.”
“Pop-ups, you know.” Sleaze Rock pulled at his cock a few times.
“Don’t do that here. Wait until you get home.”
“We also need a picture to put on the fliers to advertise the show in a
couple weeks,” Slappy said. “I need to make the fliers tomorrow. So we
need a picture today. That’s it. Let’s just….”
“Why is he tearing down the camera stuff?”
“Oh man, I don’t want to move somewhere else.”
“Maybe he’s getting closer.”

“Nah man. That shit’s getting packed away. HEY! WHAT’S THE
PROBLEM?”
“PROBLEM? NO PROBLEM! I THINK WE GOT ENOUGH TO
WORK WITH HERE!”
“WE’RE DONE?”
“YEAH!”
“We only been here five minutes.”
“It took longer to walk through that jungle back there.”
“Shit. I hope he got something cool that shows our faces.”
He didn’t…...

Hello, I Must Be Going

A

fter Yogi was dropped off, Polly sat in the passenger’s side of
Nicki’s car shaking her head. “What the fuck was going on back
there, Nicki?” she said, referring to the incident back at Captain H’s.
“Looks like a lot of the same-’ol, same-’ol to me.”
“Looks pretty fucked up. What’s with that blood all over his arm?”
“Who knows? I heard a dude screaming when I went to the bathroom. I
thought they were just fooling around, but maybe someone owed him
some money or something.”
“Someone owed money? What the fuck, man? Someone’s dead?”
Abruptly, Nicki pulled the car over to the side of the road and began
waving an angry finger at Polly. “Listen! Number one, we don’t know
that anyone is dead, or even hurt for that matter. Do you understand?”
“But he said…..”
“We don’t know of any death........Polly! Do you understand me?”
Polly scrunched her eyebrows together, offended by her demeanor.
“Yeah.”
“And number two - we don’t talk about stuff like that outside the
house.”
“It’s just you and me.”
“It doesn’t matter who you’re with! We just don’t discuss what goes on
in there amongst one another, or anyone else. Shit man, you’re putting
me in jeopardy by doing this!”
“So fuckin’ sorry, man but...”
“People who talk become a liability and end up in trash dumpsters!”
“What the fuck man? I was just saying that was some fucked up shit, is
all. You don’t need to get ape shit on my ass. And get that fat fuckin’
finger outta my face!”
“I’m sorry,” Nicki relaxed her arms and spoke with a much calmer
voice. “But it’s for your own good. If any of the guys caught even a
whisper of what you just said, they’d have you hurt. Just watch what you
say.”
“Fuck that, man; for my own good. I don’t even want to be a part of
this scene. If it weren’t for Bobby, I wouldn’t even go over to that
place.”
“Mm-hm.” Nicki put the car in gear.

“Nah, it’s alright, I can walk.” Polly grabbed her purse off the floor and
opened the car door. “I’d hate to put you and me at odds with
your…boyfriend, by talking.”
“Captain H isn’t my…boyfriend, shithead!”
“You’re the shithead! I thought Mahdakis was your guy. Huh?”
“He is…kind of, but not really. Where is this coming from?”
“Kind of, not really?”
“It’s an open door on-again, off-again kind of thing, as if it’s any
business of yours!”
“It’s really not, but open door, my ass. I know enough about him to
know that he only likes one girl and one girl for a long time.”
“One girl my ass. He’s as big a snake as any other guy, Polly. Trust me,
I know.”
“You know how?”
“I fucked him when he was with Jez!”
“Nice. Your idea, I’ll bet.”
“Yeah it was. So? He didn’t put up a fight. So don’t go telling me what
a saint he is; you don’t know him like I do.”
“Maybe not, but I know if you’re not careful, you’ll lose him.”
“Lose him? What the….who the fuck are you to talk like this to me?
You don’t understand! He’s going through a lot of shit right now and
after what Jezebel did to him, I doubt he’ll ever be able to love again…at
least not to the same capacity as he loved her. And the last thing I want
to do is push him away for good. He needs to be dealt with delicately, at
least if I want to keep him as a friend.”
“That’s a crock of shit and you know it!”
“Fuck you, dyke!”
“That’s just that what you tell yourself to alleviate the guilt of screwin’
around behind his back.”
“He knows, dumbass.”
“Sure.”
“Are you okay? Is everything alright? You’re very hostile tonight, and
I’m not sure why.”
Polly took a deep breath, swung her petite legs back inside the car
while closing the door again, and talked down to the floor mat, “Things
with Bobby and me aren’t good. I don’t want to be a part of this crowd
and he does. He says it’s good experience. I think he’s gonna get killed,

or worse! It was one thing when we’d go over for a while and hang. It’s
another thing to live there amongst the filth and dishonesty. You know?”
“Yeah Polly, I know. That’s why I have my little escape.”
“Mahdakis, you mean.”
“Yep. Being around him usually grounds me a little and reminds me of
how special and talented I am and could be; he makes me feel like more
than just some coke whore.”
“So then why don’t you stay with him and stay away from that other
scene?”
“Well, Polly,” Nicki looked sincerely into her eyes, “Mahdakis can be
boring, especially if you’re an addict. I’m an addict, Polly….and a
whore! That’s all there is to it.”
“That’s not all there is to it.” Polly laughed. “You can get help. I’ve
been around Mahdakis enough; he doesn’t seem boring.”
“No, he’s not to you and anyone else who hangs out with him. But try
sleeping with him and being around him night and day. He’s not the
same person. A lot of what he acts like is just that, an act. And you know,
Captain H may be an evil son of a bitch, but it’s not an act. He’s the
genuine real deal.”
“That’s why you should be afraid!”
“Be careful, Polly.”
“I’m just saying.” Polly looked out the passenger window. “So, let me
see if I have this straight, you’d rather be with a real evil man than one
who simply acts a little evil? Maybe your drug problem is clouding your
thinking, Nick.”
“Fuck you! Why don’t you just shut your mouth about me. There are
other things that get on my nerves about Mahdakis too, so don’t play that
fuckin’ game!”
“What game? I thought we were talking here.”
“I know a lot more about either one of those guys than you do!”
“I’m not questioning that. I’m questioning whether or not you know
yourself just as much.”
“Get the fuck out of my car, you dumb cunt!”
Polly got out of the car and slammed the door. Nicki peeled off as Polly
yelled, “YOU KNOW A LOT MORE ABOUT EVERY OTHER GUY
IN TOWN THAN I DO TOO!…… FUCKIN’ CUNT-ASS WHORE
BAG!”

Although she was far down the road, the words did not escape Nicki’s
ears; she heard them….most of them. Either way, she recognized their
intent. Was Polly right? Maybe. Nicki liked Polly but why was she
taking such a defensive stance for him? What’s the deal with that? Nicki
lit a cigarette as she continued to drive. As she did, a thought came to her
while she played out the most likely scenario in her mind. She smiled
and said aloud, “You twisted son of a bitch, Mahdakis.” Nicki began to
contemplate Jezebel’s situation over all those years, and how Nicki and
the rest of them never understood why Mahdakis stayed with her during
all of her cheating. Nicki laughed aloud again and spoke to herself,
“You’re playing the fuckin’ sympathy card, aren’t you, you
cocksucker?” The thought pissed her off but at the same time made her
smile and brought some relief to her. She was satisfied because it was an
indication that he was back on track; back to being his covertly
manipulative self again. Yes, this was precisely the way he must have
played it with Jezebel; letting all of his friends know exactly who she
slept with and how often she did so, crying on their shoulders about his
pain and suffering, and indirectly inferring what a martyr he was for
standing by her. Meanwhile he was fucking around with anyone who
asked and keeping it more of a secret than the Holy Grail’s resting
place…..‘God forbid we should ever disclose that fact, huh Mahdakis,
my boy? Did Polly fall for a sympathy blow job too?’ “I hope so….dumb
bitch.” Nicki realized now that she was going to be no different from
Jezebel in that regard; most likely worse. “Ha-ha-ha...ha-ha-ha-ha!” She
laughed. “Wait until I get my hands on you, you fucker. Poor me, my
ass. You’ll be saying poor me when I’m done with your tight little white
hiney. Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
*****

M

ahdakis was walking out the door of his home with his guitar case
in hand when Nicki pulled up and stopped under the streetlight.
She leaned out the window. “Where you going, you cry-baby Casanova
cocksucker?”
“Say what?”
“Need a lift?”
“Oh, hey….uh….Nigel’s supposed to pick me up.”

“Well I wouldn’t bank too much on that ride showing up on time, if
ever. Knowing him he’s still doing his nails or some shit.” Nicki was
right about that. Nigel was going to be late for his own funeral when the
time came. He was chronically late for everything, and that was on a
good night. Bad nights were the nights he would just flat out forget to
pick you up, or forget that you had plans together, or forget that there
was something to do. But he’d always remember hours later - after it was
too late.
“Yeah, I know; I’m taking chances here.”
“You goin’ to Slappy’s?”
“The studio.”
“Jack’s?”
“Yep. We’re recording a demo tape.”
“Cool man!” Nicki jumped out of the car and ran to him. They kissed
and she said, “I didn’t even know you guys had a name yet.”
“Bogus Anxiety, that’s our name.”
“Bogus Anxiety? What the fuck does that mean?”
Mahdakis stared at her. Even in the darkness, he could see it. He
touched her chin lightly. “Dude, what’s this blood on your chin?”
“Oh that. Yeah, I forgot all about it. I walked into a wall earlier at
Hank’s. I’m fine though.”
His heart sank some as the words came out of her mouth. There was
only one reason to be at Hank’s….well, maybe two, but he wasn’t as
concerned with the infidelity as he used to be. He was learning to burry
that sort of jealousy for the sake of his own sanity. People were going to
cheat no matter who they were or who you thought they were. It was
basic instinct; the law of the jungle. Jezebel taught him that and it was a
lesson that he would never unlearn. But as long as it wasn’t too often,
and as long as it wasn’t about love, and as long as they came home at
night, then he found it excusable. That was where he and Jezebel lost
their way, when she stopped coming home at night. The other lesson he
learned from Jezebel Crowley was that there was no future for two
people with different interests and different goals. You could have
different interests as long as both of your goals were the same because
eventually, you’d hook up near the End Zone together. You could also go
quite a ways if you both had the same interests but not the same goals. In
that situation, you could stay together quite a while and really enjoy
some valuable time. But sooner or later, you would have to separate and

each get to your own goal. But if you had different interests and different
goals, then you were fucked from the get-go. And it was Nicki’s different
interests and her lack of any goal that worried him. It was the reasons she
had sex with other men that worried him, not the sex itself. Cocaine;
cocaine brought out the evil and narcissism in people. It made them feel
invincible and distorted their better judgment, making them
untrustworthy for most anything. And that was the wall slowly being
built between the two of them, or maybe the wall had always been there
but the closer he got to it, the higher he realized it was. Either way, it was
a wall that, with all he suspected going on with her, he was not willing to
surmount. These were the thoughts that rushed through his head now as
he studied her face under the streetlight. “So where are you bleeding
from? I don’t see where you are bruised.”
She slapped his hand away. “Stop it. I’m all better. It was nothing. So
do you want a ride, or not?”
“Nah, I’d better wait for Nigel. We have to discuss some issues
regarding my song.”
“What song? ‘Finding My Way’?” Nicki and the other girls had heard
them play it at practice a gazillion times and loved it.
“Yep.”
“Awesome!”
“I don’t know. They want to change some things and I’m not happy
about that.”
“Well, give and take, you know? Slappy did write the melody, and
Nigel sounds great on that guitar solo.”
“Yeah, I know. Listen, he’s probably on his way now.”
“What are you doing afterwards?”
“Probably going to The Shore.” Mahdakis was referring to Purchase
Shore, where all the Norford people under the age of twenty-one hung
out.
“How about I meet you there?”
“Sounds cool. I won’t be out until about eleven, though.”
“I’ll be up. Maybe I’ll go home and get some writing done in the
meantime.”
“Alright then.”
Nicki grabbed his face and kissed it passionately. She was a good
kisser, a little more aggressive with her tongue than he liked, but a decent

kisser still. “Hey, I was thinking; maybe we could go away next
weekend, together. My treat. I’ll pay.”
“Go away, where? Cincinnati?”
“No,” Nicki chuckled. “My uncle has a cabin up on the Jersey shore.
It’s available next weekend if you want to go.”
“This is sort of last minute. Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”
“I wanted it to be a surprise!”
“Well it is.”
“So? What’ll it be? I told him I’d give an answer by tonight.”
“Tonight? Fuck, I don’t know man; I got this new job at the Shell
station. They want me to work a few hours on Saturday, and besides that,
we have some interview thing to do on the radio Friday Night.”
“On the radio? You’re gonna be on the radio?”
“Paul Antonelli landed a nighttime gig on the local AM station.
Apparently, they want to try and spice things up a little on the weekends
to get more listeners so they’re doing a rock n roll show for a few hours,
and since we’re all from Norford, they thought it relevant, and allowed it.
You know, being a local station and all.”
“Mahdakis my love, that’s awesome! That is so cool.”
“Yeah, and besides that, Peter Burke wants to get a little publicity
stirred up for the show in a couple weeks.”
“Who’s Peter Burke?”
“He’s the dude who runs the weekend activities for teens and young
adults.”
“Mm. Well, I’m goin’ with ya!”
“You can’t go into the studio with us.”
“Who cares? I’ll wait outside. This is fantastic and I want to be there
for you. How’s Paul anyway? I haven’t seen him since summer.”
“He’s a dick, dude.”
“Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha. He’s a dick dude?”
“Yeah, Sleaze Rock says he was pounding on Jezebel this past summer,
when I wasn’t around.”
“Ha! Oh well; that’s his problem now, I guess.”
“I guess.”
Nigel’s car pulled up alongside the two of them on the wrong side of
the road and came to a stop. He leaned out the window, bobbling his
head and smiling. His bare left elbow came out the window and stopped

parallel to the ground as he raised his thumb in the air. “Eyote!” This
word somehow meant the word ‘Yo’ in Nigel/F.A.G.G. Metal language.
“Hey, I hear you dumbasses are gonna be on the radio.”
“Dumbasses? We’re gonna be famous someday! You can’t talk to us
like that.”
“Sure I can, and just did. Besides, there are tons of famous dumbasses.”
“Huh-ha; Coal.”
Mahdakis turned to her and said, anxiously, “I gotta go”
Nicki leaned up for a kiss. “Okay, see ya.” They kissed passionately as
Nigel’s face twisted in horror. Nigel didn’t understand why people would
want to date, or even be seen for that matter, around short heavy-set
people. Nicki wasn’t fat by B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. standards, but in the eyes
of the F.A.G.G. Metal world, she was downright obese. Nigel knew he
was whacked out but Mahdakis was still a decent looking guy. ‘Why
would he want to be with that?’ “C’mon let’s go!” Nigel beeped the horn
obnoxiously. “Gotta get going dude. Jack’s a-waitin’.”
“He’s a-waitin’ alright,” Nicki mocked. “He’s a-waitin’ to get his
mouth around all your cocks at the same time. Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
Mahdakis opened the back door to the car and lay his bass gently on
top of Nigel’s guitars, then strut around the front of the car to the other
side, and got in the passenger door. Nigel leaned out the window and
gave Nicki a thumbs up again. “La-a-a-ter, Tater.”
As they drove off, Nicki contemplated her disappointment. She was
looking forward to spending a weekend alone with him and didn’t
appreciate the indifference he displayed about going or not. It was going
to be cold soon and this would have been an opportune moment to get in
one last nice weekend at the shore. What would’ve been better? ‘If
Jezebel had suggested it, he would’ve dropped everything right then and
there; stabbed his own birth-giver right in the heart for the chance. God
Damn it! What did that woman have over him? Why had he been so
infatuated with her? Goddamn ugly as shit, too!
Fact of the matter was, while he had indeed suffered a heartbreak that
led to some eventual hardening of the heart, he was still a giver and a
lover deep down inside. But he was unknowingly protecting himself now
from the world of drugs and excess that he had wandered so callously
through; a world that had had its way with him. And as well, protecting
himself from the people who still indulged in that world.

Mahdakis was looking for a less vulnerable, more sedate relationship
now, if any at all, that would involve someone whose mind worked
simultaneously with their heart and not against it. But someone who still
liked to play and have fun. Too nice was boring. Maybe…someone not
even from around here; perhaps someone from the country. That would
be refreshing, or even more preferably, one of those Midwest farmer’s
daughters he had always heard about…..That would be perfect.
“Yo dude, check it out.” Nigel turned the dome light on in the car,
pulled a picture out of his pocket, and handed it to Mahdakis. It was a
photo of a big-titted sperm dumpster with nothing on but a pair of
panties, her hands placed strategically over her bare breasts “This bitch is
hot, huh?”
“Mm.” Mahdakis shook his head unimpressed. “Yeah, man a real piece
of ass, dude.”
“Dude, she’s fuckin gorgeous! I fucked her last weekend. I took that
picture!” Nigel was lying about taking the picture. “You can get chicks
like this too!”
“Watch the road, will ya?”
“Got it.” Nigel grabbed the steering wheel with both hands again.
“I have a girlfriend.”
“C’mon, let’s get real for a moment. That thing? Back there? Nicki?
That’s what you like?” Nigel shook his head in confusion. “You can do
better you know.”
“Maybe.”
“So you’re a cubby-chaser, huh? What’s up with that, anyway?” Nigel
made a left-hand turn without signaling and cut off an unsuspecting car
that blared its horn.
“She isn’t fat!”
“Yes she is.”
“Maybe.”
“No maybes about it, you’re a….dude you got ketchup all over your
mouth.”
“Huh? I didn’t eat anything…oh shit!” Mahdakis grabbed hold of the
rearview mirror and studied the red substance that was all over his chin
and inside his mouth. “Ahh, sick man.” He opened the window and
started spitting profusely.
“What’s the matter dude? Are you alright?”

“It’s blood man, it’s blood, not ketchup!”
“Where are you bleeding from? Are you gonna be alright?”
“It’s not my blood, man. It was on Nicki’s face.”
“Ah, sick!” Nigel also started spitting profusely out the window for
some unknown reason. “What happened to her?”
“Nothing. I think she got it somewhere else because she was just fine.
She’s not bleeding anywhere.” Mahdakis continued his spitting and
wiping off his face with the bottom of his T-shirt.
“It’s someone else’s blood?”
“I think.”
“On her face?”
“I’m almost positive.”
“Positive for AIDS is what you’re going to be if you don’t get that shit
off you.”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah.”
“Fuckin aye. See what I mean? You need to date nice hot chicks like
this, in the picture. I guarantee she wouldn’t be seen out in public with
AIDS-infected bloodstains all over her face.”
“Maybe not on her face.”
“Dude….whatever….the point is, you’re hangin’ with a demented
crowd and fuckin a fat chick for no reason.”
“Mm.”

Spy
vs.
Spy

In The Dark

E

xcept for a tiny ray of sunlight squeezing through a tiny hole in the
only curtain of the only window of the dank musty room, the tight
living quarters above Snowy’s grand birth-giver’s garage were its
otherwise usual pitch-black self. He sat cross-legged on his squeaky bed,
the silhouettes of two other human beings sitting identically on the dirty
wooden floor in front of him. “Here’s the story,” (inhale-exhale) “Jack’s
got pounds of weed coming in next week and is willing to Part Company
with some of it so long as you clowns don’t give him any flack for
selling some of it to the same people. He wants to broaden his horizons,
if you get my drift.” (inhale-exhale) “His price is reasonable,
too…considering.”
“Considering what, child?”
Snowy looked at the young black male on the floor with the large retrostyle afro, wearing blue jeans and an African print dashiki. “Considering,
Kunta Kinte, that he doesn’t usually do stuff like this, and really doesn’t
have to.”
“Name’s Tom….Black Tom.”
(inhale) “Have it your way.” (exhale)
“What about the speed? Was he able to get any of that?”
“All…” Cough-cough-cough “All you need.”
“Sweet.”
Pumpkinhead nodded. “I’m not selling this batch, man. This is for my
private stash.”
“Two pounds?”
“I like to make sure I’m well stocked in case of a natural disaster or a
nuclear holocaust.”
“Jesus Christ.” Cough-cough-cough, Shake-shake-shake “You know
something we don’t? What have those aliens been telling you?”
“Black Tom here’s gonna sell the black beauties back on campus, up at
NYU.”
“Mm-hm. Wurrrd.” Black Tom was a good friend of Pumpkinhead’s; a
small time drug dealer who was in his second year of college, majoring
in humanities at New York University.
“Fine. He’ll meet with you on Thursday at the studio.”
“Anything else?”

“Same routine as when we were kids; just bring an empty guitar case
with you in case someone’s watching. I’m sure your brother has one
lying around.”
“I have one,” said Black Tom. “I’m learning to play the bass.”
“Good for you, Stanley…And that’s it. Just bring the moola and you’re
good.”
“What do you get out of this, man?” Pumpkinhead asked with
skepticism.
“Nothing. I just get the satisfaction of knowing that I helped three very
good, well deserving people all connect in the name of something
positive and….”
“And?”
“Here it comes.”
Snowy turned around on his bed and picked something up from behind
him, then put it in the middle of the coffee table in front of them. It was a
large mirror with a mound of cocaine in the middle. “And you jokers
gotta help me get rid of this, okay?”
“No problem with that, yo.”
“Ain’t nothin’ but a thang.”

Wot's...Uh the Deal

I

nside the freshly painted precinct, the hypnotic low buzz of unused
electric typewriters sounded. Smartly dressed, well-groomed
detectives hovered around the coffee maker, daintily eating powder and
cream-filled donuts. Commissioner Stromboli observed his neat
reflection in the sparkling porcelain flooring before reading Officer Sal’s
report. His eyes rolled up towards the immaculate air ducts on the ceiling
as he rubbed his chin hesitantly, “Are you sure about this?”
“I have it from a very reliable source,” Officer Sal assured.

“And I imagine it’s one of those sources you’re not at liberty to discuss
with us because it would damage your street credibility, correct?”
“Arr. Who in blazes never heard of such a ting?” Officer Darryl blurted
out. “Ya gotz ta let us know whose ya been talkin’ ta Sal in case suntin’
happens to ya and such.”
“Don’t worry, Darryl. Number one, I got that all written down in a safe
deposit box; number two, it comes from Agent Andy, not one of my
street sources.”
“Agent Andy, huh?”
“Yes sir. What do you think? Should we form a stakeout outside the
studio the day of the buy?”
“I don’t see why not,” the commissioner said, waving a sheet of paper
across the room, towards a neatly groomed white man of medium build
and height. “Officer Roy, you should be a part of this.”
Roy walked calmly towards the others, with a clipboard in his hand.
“What’s this?” Officer Roy studied the sheet quickly. “So we’re finally
gonna bust ’ol Jackie-boy, hm?”
“Arr, it looks like duh best of Jack Scentoola’s days are behind him
now, indeed.”
“What’s he unloading? Pot?”
“Two pounds worth, and one pound of black beauties. I know it’s not
the worst thing in the world but…”
“But we gots to get this creepy bastard ways from duh children and
whatnot. I know weez never caught him in duh act, but somthin’ ain’t
sittin’ right with the way young kids be going to his back door and
whatnot.”
“And he to theirs.”
Everyone stared at Sal, not appreciating the joke. “You find sex with
young people a laughing matter, do you?”
“No sir. I was just trying to be funny.”
“Well comedy is not your thing. Stick to police work. You are still
interested in police work, aren’t you?”
“Yes sir.”
“Okay then. Roy, in case you didn’t see, Pumpkinhead and his merry
band of bandits will be making a buy at Jack’s studio next week.”
“I did.”
“Thursday, most likely. His shipment comes in on Wednesday.”

“So why not bust him making the deal with his main suppliers on
Wednesday and leave small timers like Pumpkinhead out of it? He’s not
really a threat.”
“He’s a recreational user; smokes the stuff himself,” Sal added. “Really
only sells to his friends once in a while.”
“Two pounds worth? To himself? I don’t think so.”
“Arr, I too understand he smokes quite a bit, sir. Never stops, he does.”
“Jesus H, maybe this is for his own good then. We need to get that kid
into some sort of rehabilitation center.”
“I believe he just got released from one this past summer.”
“Then we need to get him in again!”
“Arr, tyring to blow his brains out and what not. I ’member him, I do.”
“What was his issue?”
“Sad, he was, sir.”
“Sad about what?”
“Maybe he ran out of pot.”
Officer Darryl and Commissioner Stromboli erupted in laughter.
“Why is his joke is funny but not mine?”
“’Cuz yers suggests ’lil toddlers gettins fucked in da arse, and dat taint
funny.”
“And what about the speed capsules? Those are for his own private
consumption as well?” The Commissioner inquired.
“That we’re not sure about, sir. It seems he may be in cahoots with
someone from up north; a college student who goes by the name Black
Tom.”
“Black Tom you say? Hmm. Where does this Black Tom go to
school?”
“We’re not sure of that either. No one around here seems to have met
him yet. We don’t even know his real name.”
“Who else will Pumpkinhead be with, Sal?”
“Snowy McPeet.”
“Snowy McPeet, huh? Why that no good son-of-a-bitch degenerate
cock-sucker.”
“Darryl!”
“Sorry, Commissioner. But a name like dat and he ain’t even Irish.”
“Yes, I guess it wouldn’t hurt to get that scumbag off the streets either.”
The commissioner gave further thought. “Didn’t he go off our radar last
year for some time?”

“The word on the street is that he’s saying the government abducted
him and held him in a secret underground facility for trying to build
some kind of flying machine.”
“Good lord! Is there one sane person in this town?”
“I guess it all depends on your definition of sane, sir.”
“Not now with your epiphanies and deep thoughts, Sal.”
“Fine, but what about Roy’s suggestion; bust Jack and the main
supplier on Wednesday instead?”
“Too messy. Something like that may have to involve the New Jersey
authorities and the Feds.”
“Right,” Roy said in acknowledgement. “Is Officer Jim still out on
leave?”
His question was followed by a long uncomfortable, but considerate,
silence as everyone’s eyes sheepishly found everyone else’s eyes. The
commissioner nodded and said, “Yeah. He’s taking this pretty hard, as is
to be expected. His head’s in a real bad place right now.”
“What do you expect? He was his only kid...and family for that
matter.”
“Aye…I hear that Myron was somewhat of a tinkerbell if ya gets me
drift.”
“We understand that Myron was gay Darryl, if that’s what the fuck you
mean?”
“My point is…”
“You have no point talking like that. Save it for your Guinness
guzzlin’, wife-beatin’ taigs down at the pub!”
“Easy!”
“What I’m ’ludin’ to, if yas let me finish dare ya half-breed, bastardchild cocksucker, is that maybe we should be interogatin’ duh gay
community a little harder than we is. Ya know, instead of just askin’ soft
questions like we are. Just cuz dare queers don’t mean day can’t be
crim’nals too.”
“It’s a matter of politics I’m afraid, Darryl. With this AIDS thing going
around, the gay community’s taking quite a hit from everyone all over
the country.”
“And rightly so! Ain’ts days the ones that started dis whole bloody
mess? Huh? Ain’t day?”
Roy pressed his clipboard to his chest. “The latest research suggests
that a person is more likely to get the disease from a shared needle. It just

so happens that a good portion of the gay community, especially in the
inner cities happen to be drug users as well; some hardcore, others just
recreational.”
“Which means it really could’ve started with anyone,” Officer Sal
defended.
“I heard somethin’ about a monkey, I did.”
“Are you …..”
“Besides,” the commissioner addressed everyone firmly, “it’ll make us
look like opportunists if we go in right now with all guns blazing. We
have to be diplomatic about our approach before we go accusing anyone
of anything.”
“But in the meantime, someone out there knows where Myron Davis is,
or if he’s even alive.”
“Yes, I know. But there’s not much we can do at the moment besides
question the usual suspects and keep our ears to the ground. My God, I
can’t imagine what Officer Jim is going through.”

Tunnel of Love

“B

leed for me you fuckin’ whore, bleed! C’mon!”
“Ow!” Polly screeched. “What the fuck are you doing back
there? I don’t…AHHH…I DON’T LIKE THAT!”
“Shut the fuck up and stay still!” Bobby Bobo demanded; and with her
arms pinned under her own body, he pressed on the back of her head
with brute force, shoving her face helplessly into the pillow while
violently ramming himself into her tightest hole.
“Jesus Christ! Stop! Stop!”
“Keep still you dumb cunt!”
“AAHHHH!”
“That’s what I like to hear.”
“OW!

“Just a little more…”
“No! No! No!”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah!
“FUCK YOU! FUCK YOU! STOP IT! PLEASE! YOU’RE HURTING
ME!”
“Ahhhh, yeeaaaah!” Bobby finally released himself up inside her and
came to a reluctant stop. “That was the idea, bitch,” he said smacking her
on the side of the head as he got up victoriously from on top of her.
Polly Waggle lie quivering on the bed facedown still; her petite white
ass justifiably soiled from the vicious assault as Bobby calmly dressed
himself. “You just fuckin’ raped me,” she said softly but succinctly.
“I just what? I can’t hear you over there.”
“You fuckin’ raped me!”
“I thought it’d be fun, no?”
“No!”
“Oops. Well, sorry about that but I thought you had a sense of
adventure.”
“Adventure? You fuckin’….”
“C’mon, get up and clean yourself up. You look like shit…..and smell
about the same. Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
Polly grabbed the ceramic lamp off the nightstand and threw it across
the room, at his head. “YOU THINK THAT WAS FUNNY?!”
The lamp missed Bobby’s head by inches as he was adjusting his tie.
He looked her dead in the eyes and walked briskly over to her naked
body, curled up against the headboard, and grabbed both her wrists with
one hand and slammed her against the wall. He put his nose to her long
pointy nose and said gravely, “You do shit like that again and we’re
going to have problems.” Then he let her go.
Polly still had tears in her eyes as she walked obediently towards the
shower.

When Polly returned from the shower, her face was bright and chipper,
as if nothing had ever happened. She walked lovingly up to Bobby,
caressed his left cheek and asked, “So what got into you tonight, hmm?”
“I’m sorry baby; I got a promotion and felt like celebrating. I guess I
was a little overly-excited.”

“Uh-huh. Okay, but remember that I’m not one of the whores over at
the house; I’m not used to that.”
“I know, but I wanted to be with you and no one else.”
“That’s sweet,” Polly said with a sarcastic smile.
“So what do you want to do tonight, huh? Name it; we’ll do it.”
“Anything?”
“Anything.”
“I’m hungry. Let’s go to Nuncho’s!”
“Nuncho’s? Fine, Nuncho’s it is then; nothing too good for my girl.”
“I love their Zuppa di Pesce. Oh, can we stop at Pumpkinhead’s on the
way? I need to give him some money.”
“For pot?”
“And speed. He told me today that he’s buying a mega-shitload of pot
and speed from Jack Scentoola.”
“When?”
“Tomorrow afternoon, I think. I’m going to meet him afterwards at my
house.”
“What time?”
“He said he’ll be there around five.”
“You don’t say?” Bobby Bobo rubbed his chin, pensively.
“Wait, wait….what promotion are you talking about?”
“I thought you’d never ask. It seems that Rad is MIA so, for the
meantime, I’m going to be in charge of things directly under Captain H.”
Polly became quiet and her expression, sullen. “What’s the matter? You
have something against me advancing my career?”
“Selling drugs and hurting people is not a career! It’s just a sleazy way
to get by for people who don’t know better, or for people who are too
lazy to take on a real job.”
“Calm down.”
“What the fuck, man? I thought we discussed this; I don’t like this
scene.”
“But you like it when I drop a couple hundred at a restaurant for a
bottle of vino and your precious Zuppa di Pesce, right? Well guess
what…without this job we’re not eating like that.”
“Fine. Who cares? Fuck it; let’s do some lines and go to McDuff’s for a
Big Mic burger to celebrate. I’ll give you a blowjob in the car on the way
back! You can even fuck me in the ass again if that’s your thing now. I

don’t care; just so long as you’re not involved with Captain H anymore. I
want you to be safe, Bobby.”
“I’ll be fine. Don’t worry your pretty little head off.”
“Fuck you, you condescending prick. I’m out of here.” Polly picked her
jean jacket up off the chair and stormed out the door.”
Un-phased by her anger, Bobby nonchalantly reached for the phone and
dialed. “Yo, Captain; guess what’s up with Pumpkinhead?”

For the Record

I

t was makeshift at best. It was a three-family home with the
soundproof recording studio on the first floor. The control room of
the studio, just inside the front door, was obviously intended as a hallway
that led to the kitchen, but since there was never any food, Jack
converted the kitchen into his sleeping quarters; sleeping quarters
everyone had to pass through to get to any other room besides the control
room. The hallway was long and narrow and on the left side had the
beat-up looking sixteen-track mixing board running along the wall just
below a soundproof glass window that ran along with it, exposing the
living room on the other side of the wall; a living room that had been
converted into the recording room for the musicians. There was barely
enough room for a person to get through the hallway/control room to the
would-be kitchen at the other end, and being they were such tight
quarters, there was no room for any other chairs besides Jack’s so
everyone sat on the floor behind Jack alongside the opposite wall, facing
his backside while he worked. It was awkward and uncomfortable to say
the least.
Like all studios, you paid by the hour, and since the guys had limited
funds, the idea was to get in and out of there quickly; play the song’s
basic tracks (drums, bass, guitar), go back later to record the vocals and,
if you were lucky, the guitar solos. Otherwise, you go back another time
just for the guitar solos, then once again for just vocals, and then come
back to mix it all down. But the guys knew what they were doing and

much to Jack’s chagrin, were able to lay most everything down except
vocals the first night.
Studio producers try to be sneaky about it by pumping up your
confidence. They do so by praising your performance and exhibiting a
phony love for the song itself, all the while trying to convince you how
even better it would sound with yet another take, thus more time…and
more money. Jack was no exception to this rule. In fact, he lived by it.
And when Mahdakis and Sleaze Rock were done laying down their
tracks, Jack rubbed his greasy little pointy chin and said, “Awesome;
yeah, awesome. Hmm. Yeah, hey, maybe, maybe….you know maybe it
would sound a little tighter with ah, you know ah….well let’s just try it
again. That way we have two options for the final mix.”
But the band wasn’t having it. “That sounds great,” Slappy confirmed.
“Good job guys.”
“Yeah that’s it.” Mahdakis lit a cigarette and headed towards the front
door. “Take it or leave it.” Mahdakis and Sleaze Rock also wanted to get
the hell out of there as soon as possible so they could get down to The
Shore and hook up with their friends. That was their motivation in laying
the tracks down in one shot….job done. They didn’t even bother to stick
around while Slappy Joe and Nigel lay down guitar tracks and later on
lead guitar tracks. They knew that was going to take some time because
Nigel was very fussy with his sound and then just as fussy with every
nuance of his guitar solos. While this was a real pain in the ass, it would
prove to be a good thing, as Nigel’s solos were what would eventually
separate Bogus Anxiety from the rest of the local bands; the men from
the boys.
Slappy was also fussy when it came to his singing, this too would prove
a good thing for the same reasons. Nigel sat in the entire night of the
vocal recording process to make sure they used the proper vocal effects
and that Jack didn’t let anything ‘get by’. Despite his insistence on
multiple takes, Jack had a reputation for turning out some real shit if you
didn’t ride him properly. Nigel was also there to do some background
harmonies. Sleaze Rock showed up later and did some background
singing too, but his attendance wasn’t scheduled. It just so happened that
he needed to buy a bag of herb off Jack. Fact of the matter was, Sleaze
Rock would never have been heard singing on the demo if he’d bought
weed the night before; it was just a quinky-dink that he ran out and the
band he played drums for was recording where he always bought drugs.

Mahdakis was absent for all of this. He couldn’t sing and the songs
weren’t his. He was excited, but apathetic about the experience.
They had a band meeting the first night in regards to his song, ‘Finding
My Way’. They wanted to record it but the band didn’t feel that the bass
solo intro he always played live, should be put on the recording.
Mahdakis didn’t like the three-part harmony chorus they came up with.
He felt it weakened the mood and meaning of the song.
“I think it…I think….I think it sounds great,” Jack said. “I like the
harmonies. Yeah, the harmonies, man. It’s very…very professional
sounding, n stuff.”
“It sounds like a bunch of fags dancing at Fire Island! The song’s
supposed to be depressing and dark; not something someone’s mom
would sing in the shower!”
“Harmonies are good!”
“Sing dark harmonies then.”
“Now you fuckin’ say something about it?” Nigel shouted. “Now? Why
didn’t you say something the past month while we were rehearsing it?
Once, just once!”
“We’re in a fuckin’ garage! That’s why. It sounds like a fuckin’ cave in
there! I can’t hear what you guys are doing! Shit man, if I didn’t write
the thing, I wouldn’t even know what it was about.”
“Dude, all the girls want to hear it.”
“So tell ’em to get their air-headed asses to the fuckin’ shows!”
Mahdakis threw a mic stand down on the ground.
“Easy, hey easy with that there.” Jack yelled as the angry bass player
walked out the door. “Yeah, easy.”

*Jack Scentoola*

T

he final mix down came a week later on a Thursday night. Nigel and
Sleaze were doing a great job at spreading the word around about
the release of their demo tape the following Friday. The two of them
would have made great used car salesmen, as the entire Norford High
School was a buzz and eager to hear the band’s work. Slappy let the East
River Guido’s know about the recording and its Friday release, too.
Mahdakis told a few people but overall he was embarrassed with the
songs so he kept the news to a minimum. Deep inside, however, he was
giddy over his performance on the recording….and Nigel’s guitar work.
He also dug how he and Sleaze Rock were able to lay every song down
in one or two takes. So when the band showed up for mixdown and Jack
said, “These things are sometimes better off if we do one or two, one or
two songs a night, and start with fresh ears the next day; you know, like a
day later.” They weren’t having it. They were too anxious and excited
about getting the songs mass-produced on cassette tape so they could
hand them out by Friday.
Jack Scentoola smelled like a dead animal and looked like a clown who
had just crawled out of a manhole. He was into his late thirties but
looked at least fifty. Jack was constantly drenched in sweat and behaved
nervously. He was a vegan who also believed in holistic medicines and
natural vitamins and minerals, for which his smell was probably to
blame. Ironically, he had a malnourished lanky build with droopy dark
eyes; he was a light-skinned Greek with hair all over his body except for
his head, which would be completely bald sooner than later. His forehead
was very high and his black curly afro-styled hair covered only a little
patch in the back of his head, yet was plentiful enough on either side of
his head, over his ears; as if he were wearing earmuffs - thus the clown
look.
All the B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. knew Jack. Jack was the guy you bought
weed from when you were just getting started, usually around sixth or
seventh grade.
It worked like this:
You would bring an empty guitar case to the back door of the studio to
make it appear as if you were getting a lesson or recording with him.

Then, once inside, he would sell you a nickel or dime bag and send you
out another exit of the studio. He never sold hard drugs or alcohol to kids
and as a matter of fact, no one in particular ever accused him of any
sexual misconduct. The stories of him diddling little kids were just that;
neighborhood stories, jokes and exaggerations that over time, became
folk lore and raised anxious suspicion amongst the adults and straight
kids. The molestation stories were always about a little kid who knew
someone that had a cousin who knew someone that he knew. The empty
guitar case arrangement was great for a while until the kids matured and
realized what he was doing; corrupting the youth of America.

The band sat Indian style on the dirty shag rug listening to playbacks of
the four songs they’d recorded, trying to get just the right blend of hi’s,
lows, mids, effects, and all other kinds of tedious shit that Mahdakis
found annoying. He found it annoying because he was ‘Old School’ –
plug it in and play and give it your best shot. That’s it. What it sounds
like is what it sounds like. If you fuck up, too bad. “It sounds tinny,
man,” Slappy whined.
“I don’t know I…I…I ah, think it sounds pretty cool, myself.”
“It sounds like shit, Jack. Can you put more bass on it or something?”
Nigel insisted.
“Sure, sure….just ah…yeah, here….Here you go.” Jack began to slide
two of the lower register EQ knobs up very slowly when he inexplicably
fell forward, as if shoved from behind by an invisible presence, and
inadvertently moved the control sliders up about six levels; the song
began to distort through the studio monitors.
“NOT LIKE THAT!” Nigel said, dramatizing the incident by covering
his ears. “Jesus!”
“Sorry. I slipped. These…these damn chair wheels they, they just threw
me forward. Did you see that? Huh? Wow man, it was like, it was like a
ghost was here….ya know?” As he finished excusing himself, the phone
outside the studio began to ring again. “Oh ah….I got to ah……”
“Yeah we know!”
“Gotta get that…….Okay? Be right back.”
Without waiting for approval, Jack left them alone in the studio again
and dashed to the ringing source.

“What the fuck man?” Slappy Joe complained to the group. “That’s the
third time he’s run out to answer that phone! What could be so fucking
important? We’re paying this dude by the hour. I’m gonna say something
to him; you all should too. What do you think, Nigel? Maybe we get a
discount.”
Nigel considered Slappy’s sentiments for a moment then turned to
Sleaze Rock. “Dude, you got any more herb left?”
“I got a nickel bag in my sock.”
“In your sock? You got drugs in your sock?”
“Yeah.” Sleaze Rock began twirling his hair. “Why? Where do you
keep your herb, Slap?”
“I don’t do drugs. But if I did, I would keep them somewhere else,
that’s for sure. Maybe like in your duffle bag over there.”
“Why do you have a duffle bag, anyway?”
Sleaze Rock twirled his hair like a maniac. “It’s for all my stuff; a
change of clothes and shit, you know? Things like that.”
“A change of clothes?
“What other things you got in there?”
“A toothbrush, a battery alarm clock, some porno mags. You know; the
usual.”
Slappy Joe scrunched his eyebrows together. “You plannin’ on going
somewhere?”
“Nah man, me and my birth-givers aren’t getting along so good. I was
going to see if Jack would let me stay here the night.”
“Let’s break out that herb,” Nigel said encouragingly.
“I was saving it for later, you know, when we’re with the girlies?”
“Coal.” -Bobble-bobble.
“Hello?.......Yeah, yeah….hey, outa sight; what’s, what’s up?.......Um,
ah yeah man, yeah. Everything’s right here…..no….no problems just
ah…..I’m in the middle of a session right now…..if………yeah okay
but,……….but if we’re doing this, I think we should just...do it
right……yeah……how long? Ah….well, they are kind of, kind of
restless. Maybe I, maybe I can get them to rush through this in about
…oh….ah let’s say another hour…….yeah well, sorry man, this is art; it
can’t be rushed. Be, besides, I just don’t feel comfortable handing off a

duffle bag full of shit out the back door in, in broad daylight, man. It’s
not like, like I’m selling a nickel bag or something.…….right…..okay.
One hour.”
“Where is this guy, dudes? We got work to do.”
“So does Jack,” Mahdakis said, nonchalantly.
“Like what? Selling drugs and stuff?”
“It beats putting price stickers on fruit for a living.”
“Hey, it’s good honest work.” Slappy Joe defended his employment as
a worker in the produce section of Shop-n-Save.
“It’s honest work. There’s nothing good about it,” Nigel corrected him.
“I get free fruit and vegetables.”
“So. Who eats that stuff, anyway? Fruit and vegetables. What is that?”
Slappy turned his attention to Mahdakis who was cackling, and said,
“Funny, huh? Well it beats pumping gas at a grimy ’ol gas station.”
“Ah man, you know…that hurts...” Mahdakis put his hands over his
heart and mimicked, “Right here.”
“Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
“What are you laughing about, dickhead?” Slappy asked Sleaze. “You
don’t even have a job.”
“I’m a student.”
“Student, my ass; that’s just an excuse for laziness….a student.”
“It’s true.” Mahdakis slung his arm around Sleaze Rock’s shoulder.
“He’s a student of life.”
“Well he’s failing.”
“C’mon Slap, what’s your problem?”
“My problem Nigel is, we’re supposed to start distributing this tape
tomorrow, and we’re only half way through the mix. We still gotta get
this duped and whatnot. And all you guys are worried about is getting
some pot,” he looked at Sleaze Rock, “and girls and….” Slappy looked
over at Mahdakis, scrunched his eyebrows together and thought, “I can’t
even tell what you’re worried about. Are you worried about anything?”
Mahdakis stood up. “I’m worried about you being worried.”
“That’s funny.”
“I wasn’t trying to be. It’s just that you guys seem to be a lot more
concerned with the production of the songs than that of the songs
themselves.”

“I’m not sure what that means,” said Nigel. “But sound is very
important. We don’t want to release a piece of crap that sounds all bushleague and whatnot. People will laugh at us.”
“Yeah,” Sleaze Rock said, twirling the back of his hair. “We need to
impress the girlie girls…..so they’ll blow us.”
“If they were good songs, they’d be able to stand by themselves
without all the Goddamn effects to pretty it up. A few effects are fine,
but let’s not get carried away…we already got shitloads of delay on the
guitars and vocals….I don’t want any on the bass. Let’s just blanket the
production with some reverb and call it a day! It’ll have a rawer sound to
it; like how we sound in the garage. That would be genius in today’s
world.”
Everyone stared at the twenty-year old, then Nigel finally said, “Dude,
that ain’t gonna happen. It’s a new world out there now with very refined
production values and a very sleek, polished sound that we have to
follow.”
“Why? Why not lead and set a new trend? We have the talent, and
could have the songs if we get our heads out of the proverbial F.A.G.G.
Metal ass. Why not just wear jeans and t-shirts and take the stage dressed
as we normally do?”
“That’s only normal attire if you’re in the forest chopping wood…or
cleaning out the basement,” Nigel said, disgusted. “Not if you’re
performing in front of a hundred screaming chicks who want to suck
your balls off right in front of their boyfriends.”
“With big boobies.”
“Their boyfriends have big boobs, Sleaze?”
“Don’t be an ass, Slap. No. Them, the chicks.”
“Ah.”
“One hour? Shit!” said Officer Sal, sitting in an unmarked car under a
flickering street light, parked just across from the front of the studio. He
had an earpiece in his ear. On the adjacent street to Officer Sal, and to
the studio’s right side, Officer Roy and Agent Andy sat in their
unmarked car; their bodies hidden not only by tinted windows, but also
by the darkening of the sky. Joe the Cop and Rookie Rick patrolled the
neighborhood periodically in a squad car, seemingly making its normal
rounds. Back at the station, Commissioner Stromboli sat with Officer

Darryl, calling the shots. The studio phone was bugged and everybody
could listen in and communicated via walkie-talkie. “What are we
supposed to do for an hour?”
“Sit tight!” The commissioner ordered. “You are getting paid after all.
Besides, we don’t want any innocent people to get hurt or to be witness
to this.”
“Yes sir.”
“And everyone keep your eyes peeled for an orange nineteen-seventyeight Chevy Station Wagon”
“Yes sir.”
“Dat dare be what dis Pumpkinhead feller is drivin’.”
“Got it.”
Officer Roy and Agent Andy exchanged exhausting glances.
“One hour? Shit, man! What the fuck are we going to do for an hour?”
Pumpkinhead stood in the rear parking lot of a row of stores and
slammed the receiver of a payphone back down.
Because Pumpkinhead’s station wagon would not start earlier, he and
Black Tom called on Curly to get a ride in order to make the deal with
Jack. Curly would do anything for some free pot, so without hesitation he
agreed to drive the two in his nineteen-seventy-five light green
Bonneville. But the thought of idle time was now making him nervous.
“I don’t know about stayin’ out here like this, lookin’ all conspicuous
and whatnot. I say we partake in a little cover somewhere.”
Black Tom put his hands on his hips. “Hey babies, let us feast, shall
we? Indulge in life’s simplicities it has so graciously rewarded us
with…live only in the moment we know for sure that we possess.”
“Far out,” Pumpkinhead agreed. “Absorb the essence that is indeed our
moment; a moment that will indubitably determine our future.”
“Or not.”
“Time stand still, yo.”
“Eat, drink and be merry, gentleman, for tomorrow we shall do this
again.”
“And you’ll need all the practice you can get.”
“Ain’t that the truth?”
“What the fuck are you two idiots prattling on about? Are you stoned
off your asses or something?”

“Why wouldn’t we be?”
“Word. What kind of question is that, anyway?”
“Dude, I’m just talking about going into that pizza place and laying low
for a while!” Curly said. “You wanna grab a bite?”
“There you go, child. Let’s share a pie.”
“Yeah alright. Nothing like some greasy cheese and bread to calm the
nerves.”
“Is this place good?”
Pumpkinhead pointed to the rear entrance of the building, directly in
front of them. “This place? Yeah man; The Italian Restaurant. My
brother and I been eating here since we were kids. We have to go in
through the front, around the corner.” He pointed to where the parking
lot met the main road, Wiremill. “The studio’s only one block down the
street from here.”
“Cool. Let’s eat then.”
The threesome then began walking towards the front entrance of The
Italian Restaurant. “Is it okay to leave my car here like this?” Curly
asked, not knowing the area well.
“Yeah man,” Pumpkinhead assured. “You might wanna roll up the
window though.”
“Mm-hm,” Black Tom agreed.
“I can’t. Some dickhead smashed it out the other night; I think probably
Yogi, but I’m not sure.”
“Damn dude, you gotta get that fixed.”
“No shit, dickhead! But I gotta wait until payday! I can’t afford it right
now.”
“Calm down, dude!”
“I am calm!”
“We won’t be long. It should be okay.”
“And we’ll take care of that window, too,” Black Tom said. “I know a
place across town that fixes windows. It’s open twenty four hours.”
“Huh?”
“You can pay me back after you get paid.”
“Dude, I can’t take money from you. We barely know each other.”
“You can, and you will. What you can’t do is drive around in the rain
without a window, and it’s gonna pour tonight and tomorrow. I trust
you.”
“Well thanks man; that’s awfully nice of you.”

“Dude, you want to wear jeans and plaid chamois shirts on stage? Not
cool. No one’s going for that anymore. We have to look a certain way.
People aren’t going to be impressed with some band coming out looking
like they’re wearing hand-me-downs from their siblings….Or shop at the
Goodwill.”
“Whatever.” Slappy said, exasperated. “You are all a bunch of idiots.
And Jack’s a slime bag. I don’t like him one bit. You recorded all your
stuff here?”
“Sure. It was fine, and believe me, I dealt with a lot more than just a
phone ringing here and there. Heck, one time we had him tied up in a
trunk and….and ah…..never mind.”
“Tied up in a trunk?”
“Forget that, Nigel; he has the studio doors wide...”
“Forget it? How can I overlook that? What the fuck’s going on around
this place?”
“...he has the studio doors wide open,” Slappy pleaded. “I’m surprised
the microphones don’t pick up the ringing noise!”
“Don’t worry about it!” Mahdakis said coolly, but with an edge. “Jack
will come through at the last minute and he’ll take care of us.”
Slappy spotted something across the room on a shelf just above the
mixing board console. His eyebrows pushed together as he walked over
to it and pondered the purpose of a forty-eight-ounce jar of Vaseline.
“What the fuck’s this for?”
“It’s Vaseline,” Nigel said, as Mahdakis stood silently grinning in the
corner. “Most common households have some. You never seen Vaseline
before?”
“Yeah I seen it. I got some. But a small container, you know, the size
you use for your lips or somethin’. I don’t have no industrial size
container like this lying around. Shit, I didn’t even know they made ’em
this big.” Slappy reached up with both hands and grabbed the large glass
tub off the shelf. “This is huge!”
Still grinning, Mahdakis suggested, “Maybe it’s not Vaseline in there.
Maybe it’s just a storage thing…for coins or something.”
“Nah…I don’t think so.”
“Open it up; I’ll bet it is.”

“Yeah? Aright.” Slappy Joe set the large container on the floor and
cautiously pulled up the blue lid, as if he were expecting snakes to pop
out of it. Nigel and Mahdakis exchanged mischievous glances with one
another as Slappy leaned his head directly over the jar, which was almost
as wide as his face. “AAAHHHHH!!!!! SHIT!”
Slappy Joe slammed the lid back on as Nigel walked with Mahdakis
over to witness the atrocity that lay within the jar. “What is it?”
“Look! Open it up.”
“You open it.”
“I ain’t touchin’ that thing again; that’s gross.”
Mahdakis brushed them aside and grabbed the lid. “Let me see.” He
angled the jar so Nigel could see and lifted off the lid. As he did he let
out an insane laugh, “Hee-hee-hee-hee, ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!!
Someone’s been busy. He-he-he-ha-ha!”
“Ah shit dude. That’s fucked up,” Nigel said of the nearly full jar of
Vaseline that had four very large finger tracks in it; four fingers that had
apparently scooped about three inches deep into the jar while going from
one end to the other. Nigel turned and started to walk away. He pointed
back at Mahdakis, who was still holding the jar cracking up. “I assure
you he isn’t using that for chapped lips.”
“I hope no one else is either.”
“Anyway; dudes,” Mahdakis said, changing the subject, “all I’m saying
is, we don’t need to be followers of fashion. We already have followers
and we are all talented enough to do something different so we stick out
in a crowd, and not blend in; something that will get us attention.”
“I know what you’re saying,” Slappy Joe said, nodding his head with
sincere interest.
“Besides, we’re almost out of money if you consider what we will owe
Jack for the tape duplication tomorrow.”
“Dude...why don’t we just run through the streets naked? That’ll make
us stick out in the crowd.” Nigel said, sarcastically. “That will get us
some attention, right?”
“You’re a dick, dude.”
“I’ll do it!” Sleaze Rock stood up and opened his shirt, exposing his
hairless chest. “Go on, try and stop me; I’m gonna do it.”
“Go ahead.”
“I’m serious, Slap. Right now. Right in that street out there!”

“Go ahead.” Slappy began to laugh. “Oh my God, look at that scrawny
mess of a body.” He laughed some more. “You really get laid with that
thing? Girls don’t laugh at you?”
“He keeps the lights off.”
“They don’t laugh because they know what I’m packin’.” Sleaze Rock
grabbed his crotch and yanked on it.
“Get real dude or I’ll have to put you in your place.”
“What’s that mean?”
“It means that you white boys ain’t got nothing on us. Don’t make me
have to embarrass you.”
“White boys? You’re a white boy. Your pecker’s just as small as
mine.”
“So it is small,” Nigel whispered to Mahdakis. “I thought so.”
“I’m Italian. Big difference. We don’t have peckers, nimrod. We have
sausages.” As Slappy Joe moved into Sleaze Rock’s face, Mahdakis
moved slyly behind Sleaze Rock and swiped his shirt from off the floor.
“C’mon, let’s see what you got big boy,” Slappy Joe taunted.
“I was just kiddin’. Hey, where the fuck did my shirt go?”
“C’mon! Let’s see. You wanna brag? Well lay it down.”
“Slap I….”
“Grab him!” Slappy yelled as Mahdakis yanked on Sleaze rock’s legs.
“Stop it! Stop it!”
Nigel jumped in and held Sleaze Rock’s arms up in the air as Mahdakis
reached around from behind him and unsnapped his jeans. Then he and
Slappy pulled them down, along with his underwear. “Aahh! Stop it! I’m
naked!”
“Jesus. Black socks?”
“Not very good fashion sense,” said Nigel. “You should know better.”
“Look at that thing! That’s sad,” Slappy said, trying to contain his
laughter. “Alright let him go. Mahdakis, stop.”
But Mahdakis had other plans. He pulled on his pants with all his might
until Sleaze Rock’s body fell forward into Slappy and was face down in
Slappy’s hairy belly. Jack finally returned to the room, only to observe
Mahdakis standing up behind Sleaze Rock, yanking his pants and
underwear off over his sneakers, Sleaze Rock’s face still buried in
Slappy’s crotch, and the open rotund jar of Vaseline on the floor next to
Nigel. “Oh, uh….yeah; okay. Um, I’ll leave you guys alone for a while
longer and uh…”

“Jack, no!”
“…and uh, let those artistic juices start flowing.”
As Jack left, Slappy continued to hold Sleaze Rock’s arms down while
Mahdakis corralled the drummer’s clothes up into his arms. He stuffed
them into the duffle bag and ran out the door. An old pickup truck drove
by very slowly at precisely the same moment. He looked in at the driver;
the driver grinned and waved to him out the window. Then Mahdakis
threw the duffle bag in the back of the truck. As the truck passed,
Mahdakis’s face turned pale; he had spotted Officer Sal sitting in an
unmarked car across the street, observing him. He knew something was
wrong.

*Officer Sal*
To Protect and Serve

“R

oy, you guys seeing this? Over.”
“Sure are. What’s that lunatic up to? Over.”
“What lunatic? Gentlemen, what is it you’re seeing?”
Office Roy responded to the commissioner, “It’s one of those
B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S.; the one we brought in this past summer for the two
hit and run collisions on Delaware Ave.”
“Oh yes, Mm...”
“Mahdakis, he goes by the name Mahdakis, sir.”
“That’s a hideous name. Is he of Middle Eastern descent or
something?”
“He’s Pumpkinhead’s brother,” Officer Sal cut in. “And he just came
flying out of the studio and tossed a duffle bag into the back of a

nineteen-eighty-two light blue Ford F-one-fifty pickup heading north on
Wiremill.”
“The drugs?” Agent Andy yelled.
“Maybe.”
“The brothers could be working together,” Officer Roy said. “We saw
the driver of the truck nod and acknowledge him as he approached. The
timing seemed a bit more than coincidental.”
“Agent Andy, you didn’t hear about this?”
“No sir; this isn’t the way it was supposed to go down.”
Commissioner Stromboli took his finger off the mic, “Darryl, I thought
we set this joker on the straight and narrow last year.”
“Arr, indeed. But once a burnout, always a dumbarse, sir.”
“I suppose.”
“Commissioner, this isn’t his M O. Mahdakis is no drug dealer, and
takes mainly to the psychedelic stuff for recreation.”
“For recreation?” Commissioner Stromboli was irritated. “You make
his being a washed-out, loser, degenerate drug addict sound like he’s
planting roses in a garden with Mother Theresa.”
Officer Roy and Agent Andy stared skeptically at the radio and then
exchanged curious glances, as Officer Sal continued, “I’m just saying sir,
that this sort of activity, dealing drugs, isn’t his thing.”
“Says you.”
“However…”
“Arr, I knew it; I knew dare dun be a however. Okay, out with it, Sal.
What’s dis however be?”
“Darryl. Shut the hell up, will you?”
“Sorry sir.”
“You sound like a blithering idiot sometimes.”
“Yes, sir.”
“However, knowing Mahdakis the way I do, if he is in fact involved
with anything here, then there is more here than meets the eye and this is
just a small part of a much larger diabolical scheme.”
“Diabolical indeed.”
“I’m pretty sure he made me, too,” Officer Sal said.
“Well of course he did, Sal; everyone in this damn town knows you!
You may as well be staked out in a pink florescent army tank.”
“You don’t think that would put the department over budget?”
“Sir, we need to get that truck stopped!”

“Very well. Joe, Rick, apprehend the driver of that vehicle. Do you
read?”
“Yes sir.”
“And whatever you do, don’t mess with the contents of the duffle bag!
The last thing we need is for this dirt-bag to go free on some frivolous
loophole.”
“Understood.”
“Good. Roy, Andy? Move your positions. Jack may have dumped the
goods because he was on to us.”
“Or he just got robbed.”
“Robbed? Hmm. Well, nevertheless, we’re taking some dirt bag into
custody today.”
“There,” Mahdakis said, walking back into the studio and slapping his
hands together. “Settles that.”
“WHAT THE FUCK, MAN?! I’M NAKED!”
“Isn’t that what you wanted?” said Nigel.
“You got your socks.”
“WHERE THE FUCK ARE MY CLOTHES, YOU FUCKIN’
ASSHOLE?!”
“Out there. In the back of a pickup truck at the next light.”
“What?!”
“If you hurry, you can probably catch it.”
“Fuckin ass!” Sleaze Rock ran out the door.
“Dude, I can’t believe you did that,” Slappy giggled.
Nigel pursed his lips and shot the two of them a dubious stare. “That
was the queerest thing I’ve ever been a part of.”
Mahdakis lit a cigar. “Stick around.”

Sleaze Rock ran out into the street, with one hand cupped over his
penis, and bumped into Officer Sal’s car. “Sorry Sal!” Then he ran down
Water Street instead of up Wiremill.
“Andy, Roy, do you see this?” Officer Sal said.
“Sure. Headquarters and any available units,” Officer Roy said dryly.
“A young white male, approximately eighteen years of age just ran out of
Hexagon Studios and is headed east on Water Street, wearing nothing but

a pair of black socks. I repeat, wearing nothing but a pair of black socks.
Please apprehend for questioning. Over.”
“Why is he running that way?” Sal observed.
“He’s obviously trying to create a diversion of some kind.”
“Black socks?” Agent Andy shook his head with contempt. “What’s he
thinking?”
“He’s obviously not.
Sal radioed back, casually surveying the scene just outside the studio
door. “I guess he’s wrapped up in this, too; creating a diversion like Roy
suggested. Most likely because Mahdakis spotted me outside.”
“He’s Sham Rock’s younger brother, sir.”
“The James-Younger gang rides again, do they...Well, the apple
doesn’t fall far from the tree, I guess. Don’t worry; this Sleaze Rock’s
day will come eventually.”
“I think maybe they’re up to some frat house type of hi-jinx in there.
I’m gonna grab him for questioning and bring him back.”
“Bring him back to the studio, Sal; don’t arrest him. We don’t want to
blow our cover.”
“For that matter, don’t even go inside the studio with him, Sal,” Officer
Roy suggested. “Just get him off the street.”
“Right,” Sal acknowledged as he ran down the street after Sleaze,
scooping up the nickel bag and pipe that he saw fall out of his black
socks. It was subtle moves like this that made Officer Sal popular
amongst the B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S., and many others for that matter. Sal had
no intention of reporting the drugs but wanted to make sure that no other
law enforcement official did either. However, Sal was not about to return
the paraphernalia. He just didn’t like the idea of people getting in serious
trouble over such trite matters as smoking a little pot.
It was almost impossible to be on a clandestine stakeout or undercover
when you were Salvatore Perez in the city of Norford. Sal was a halfItalian, half-Cuban second-generation only offspring of immigrant
defectors; hard, honest, laborers, which meant that they barely got by.
Considering his birth-giver’s nationalities, you wouldn’t have thought his
skin would be as white as it was…but it was. He also had green eyes and
hints of red in his hair. He knew deep down inside his male-birth-giver
was not his biological one. What he never figured out was whether or not
his male-birth-giver knew it. Either way, it was of no consequence to Sal.
He was happy with his upbringing and loved whoever the man was that

raised him until the day he died. Sal’s female-birth-giver was still alive
and living locally. Sal visited her every other day and had supper with
her as often as possible. Officer Jim and Sal grew up in this
neighborhood, much like the B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. and believed that
everyone deserved a second chance…almost everyone. While liberal at
heart, he wasn’t naive. He understood the world could be a better place if
some people were not in it. He believed in the death penalty for certain
criminals, but he wished them well and peace on their journey to God
just the same.
Because of Officer Sal’s sympathetic nature, everyone knew him.
Everyone from the kids he caught skipping school and smoking pot at
The Rock to the elderly folks he would help get across busy streets by
parking his squad car in the middle of the intersection and turning his
lights on. Sometimes he gave them rides. This often got him into trouble
as no one except a police officer or a suspect are allowed to ride in the
squad cars. Sal didn’t care. If he had time and saw an old man struggling
with a cart of groceries on the sidewalk, he would stop, put them in the
trunk, and drive the old man to his home. It was just what you did.
Fellowman first, laws implemented by fellowman second. He became a
cop to protect and serve the public, not to protect and serve the laws that
more often without rational, worked against that public’s interest.
Because of the Sleaze Rock distraction, the patrol car was not near the
back of the studio where it should have been and did not see the black
BMW quietly pull into the studio parking lot.

Jack Scentoola finally returned. “Okay, so if we’re already
now…….Where’s, where’s Sleaze?”
“He went for a little stroll,” Slappy Joe answered. “He needed some
fresh air.”
“Yeah…well uh, well he’s been through a lot today. I guess uh, I guess
that’s to be expected.”
“JACK, LOOK OUT!”
Before Jack could turn around, the barrel of a Glock 17 kissed the back
of his greasy head and everyone except Mahdakis and Captain H, were
lying on the floor with hands over their heads. “Hi, Jack.”
“What’s this, what’s this all about?”

“Where’s the stash, Jack?” Captain H picked him up by the scruff and
slammed him face first against a wall.
“Stash? What’s that? Stash. There’s no…”
Captain H slid the gun down the back of Jack’s pants, to the crack of
his ass and shoved the barrel as far up his hole as he could.”
“Aaahhhh!!!”
“Dude!” Mahdakis yelled and extended the jar of Vaseline. “Use this.”
“Joke time’s over Mahdakis my boy. You know better than to behave
as such. But since you’re here and I can trust you, go back into his room
there and see if you can find a large duffle bag full of herb and speed.”
Normally Mahdakis would have given Captain H the signal, or pulled
him aside to let him know that cops were outside. But feelings changed
after the Rob Burry incident. He also suspected that Captain H was
Nicki’s downfall and the main reason behind her drug addiction. Deep
inside, Mahdakis wanted to clean up and move away from this part of his
life; and disposing of these types of friends was priority. But he couldn’t
bring himself to simply walk away; not after all the gang had done for
him over the years. This was an opportune moment; let the cops take
them out of his life for him. “Speed?” he asked.
“Black beauties, specifically. I guess Jack ain’t talkin’. I forgot how
much he likes things up his ass. This is probably a good time for him,
right here….Ain’t it faggot? Where’s the stash?”
“I don’t have any.”
“I know otherwise. Nothing gets by me around here, you understand?”
“Yeah but, I, I sold it already.”
“You better hope not. Because this is my territory, and do you know
what happens to people infringing upon my territory?”
Mahdakis came back from around the corner holding a large duffle bag.
“This is probably it. It was hidden under the bed under a blanket.”
“Ah, the ’ol under the bed, under the blanket trick. Unzip it.”
Mahdakis unzipped the bag and quickly glanced at its contents. “Yep,
clear plastic bags of green bud and some black pills; this is it.” he
quickly threw the bag to Captain H, not wanting to be seen holding it if
the cops should bust in.
“Excellent,” Captain H slammed the gun against Jack’s head causing
him to fall unconscious. Slappy and Nigel looked on in horror. Neither
one had ever been a part of this sort of madness. Captain H carried the
duffle bag to the back door. “The rest of you stay clear awhile. Don’t

move for five minutes. If it wasn’t for Mahdakis here, I’d shoot you
both.” He turned the knob and said, “And Mahdakis, my boy; some
friendly advice?”
“Sure,” he said calmly, lighting a cigar.
“I find K-Y Personal Warming Gel much more effective…..and more
beneficial to the skin.”
“Good to know.”

Officer Sal lit a cigarette and rested his left arm out the window of the
unmarked car as he watched Sleaze Rock re-enter the studio wearing
only black socks and Sal’s sports coat, his view temporarily obstructed as
a black BMW drove passed him, heading the other way. “Mother of
God! Something’s rotten in Denmark.”
“Sal?”
“Captain H just drove by me in a black nineteen-eighty-six, BMW,
heading north on Wiremill.”
“Stand down, Sal. We’ll have to deal with him another time. This day
is all about Jack Scentoola.”
“But sir, my gut tells me his being here is of no coincidence.”
Officer Roy elaborated, “He and that Mahdakis character go way
back.”
“Arr. Dare’s yer missin’ piece uh duh puzzle.”
“Sal, did you get a plate number?”
“New Jersey license number 4-5-6, Lucy-Harold-Frank.”
“Run that through Darryl.”
“Aye sir.”
“Commissioner, we need to question him for the disappearance of
Myron Davis, anyway. Perhaps we can use that as an excuse to pull him
over,” suggested Officer Roy.
“Fine. Just….”
“Commissioner, weez just gots a 9-1-1 call from inside the studio.”

As was stated previously, everyone knew Sal, and Captain H was
definitely no exception. He had spotted him the second he drove passed

the unmarked sedan. There was little time to think, only time to react. It
was a sting and he knew it; they were out to bust Jack (‘about fuckin’
time’, he thought), which meant that he had probably been made leaving
the area and was now a suspect; probably going to be tailed soon. ‘Get
rid of the duffle bag. That’s all; just dump it. Don’t think about its
potential. That was how the rookies got busted, not knowing when to let
it go. He passed a small row of stores and made an abrupt right hand turn
into the rear parking lot, and with no one in sight, he tossed the large
duffle bag out the passenger’s side window and hit the gas, exiting the
parking lot on the other side.
As he sped off up the street, Pumpkinhead came out the front door of
the restaurant with Black Tom and Curly, all with happily full bellies.
They walked towards the car with puzzled looks on their faces, “Yo,
what the fuck is that?” Curly said, referring to a large foreign object
sitting on the roof of the car.
“I don’t know man; let’s check it out.” Pumpkinhead strutted ahead of
them and getting to the car, lifted the bag off the roof. “It’s a duffle bag.”
“Well no shit it’s a duffle bag, asshole, but what’s it doing on the roof
of my car, I wonder.”
“See what’s inside,” Black Tom encouraged.
“Alright.” Pumpkinhead placed the bag on the concrete and opened it
as sirens wailed and cops sped by them on Wiremill. “Holy shit dudes;
it’s the stash!”
“Are you sure?”
“That’s a little odd, don’t you think?”
“Look!”
Black John knelt over the bag. “Must be thousands of speed capsules in
there.”
“And a shitload of pot!”
“Well let’s get the fuck out of here!” Curly cried. “I don’t know what
kind of people you guys do business with, but this is just fuckin’ crazy,
man; leaving a duffle bag full of narcotics on top of a car in broad
daylight, like this?”
“We didn’t even pay for them yet.”
“He must be real busy. You know, maybe he got an opportunity to get
out of the studio and came up the street looking for us.”

“So he leaves it on top of my car? Not inside? The window’s wide
fuckin ‘open! At least he could do is toss it inside. Is this guy a loon?
How’d he even know we’d be here, or that his is the right car?”
“I told him on the phone we were here. I said to be looking out for this
car when we pulled in the studio.”
“Still, let’s get the fuck out of here!”
“Curly, we gotta pay the guy.”
“Right is right, my new friend.”
“You hear those sirens up the fuckin’ road? The cars attached to those
sirens just stopped. What’s right is for us to hi-tail it out of here right the
fuck now!”
“Mm-hmm. Pumpkinhead, I agree; we’ll catch up to Jack later.”
“Alright; we’re outta here.”

“All units!” Commissioner Stromboli shouted into the mic, “N E M S
has received an emergency call from Hexagon studios saying the owner
has been knocked unconscious after bumping his head.”
“Bumping his head, my ass,” said Officer Sal. “He’s been assaulted.
I’m going in!”
“We will still need to get this dirt back in jail someday, but it looks like
we have bigger fish to fry at the moment. Make sure Jack is stabilized,
Sal. And get statements from everyone in there. Over.”
“Got it.”
“Arr, gents,” Officer Darryl’s voice came over the radio, “You doesn’t
need no excuse no mores. The car dat Captain H be drivin’ belongs to
Gary Novac.”
“From Deephole?”
“The one.”
“I thought he was in custody.”
“Arr, he is. The Feds reported it stolen from the Penn’s Grove PD’s
auction lot last night.”
“Jesus Christ.”
“Nice.”
“You mean he crossed state lines and stole his arch-rival’s car from a
police station depo that was being guarded by federal agents?”
“It done looks dat way, sir.”

“This guy’s got some set of cahoonas.”
“Andy? Roy? The BMW was spotted coming out of the rear parking lot
of That Italian Restaurant. He is heading east on Mead.”
“Units, wait until he nears the New Lebaron School before
apprehending him. In the event he has any narcotics on him, we can at
least get him for intent to sell five-hundred feet within a school.”
“Copy that.”
“Rick, Joe, what’s your position? Did you apprehend the driver of that
truck? Over.”
“Doing so now, sir.” Rookie Rick and Joe the Cop had just caught up to
the blue pickup truck moments ago. The driver of the truck, a young
scraggly longhaired man of about twenty, had the vehicle in park and
was leaning out the window with a cigarette dangling from his mouth;
attitude plaguing his face. “May I help you, officers?”
“License, registration.”
“Why? What the fuck did I do?”
“We asked to see your license and registration; you don’t need to be
happy about it!”
“I’m not. And I’m telling you to give me a reason why you pulled me
over, first.”
“Oh, let’s see,” said Rookie Rick. “How about that duffle bag your
friend, Mahdakis handed off to you.”
“What duffle bag?”
“The one in the back of your truck! Now stop playing fuckin’ games,
dirtbag!” Joe the Cop yelled.
“That’s not my bag! I didn’t know he was going to do throw it in here!”
“You didn’t huh?” Rookie rick interrogated. “Your timing was
impeccable.”
“Whatever. Take it! I don’t even know what the fuck it is.”
“You also have a taillight out on this thing.”
“This ain’t my truck!”
“Ah! It’s stolen, huh?” Rookie Rick said, rummaging around the bed of
the truck and retrieving the duffle bag. “I got the package,” Rookie Rick
radioed to all listening.
“Bring it...and the driver in,” the Commissioner’s voice sounded.
“I work for DiNero’s Power Washing and Dump Runs. This is the
owner’s.”

“Well tell Mike his registration expired three months ago,” Joe the Cop
yelled.
“Shit….Well that’s his problem. I …’
“Never mind. Get out of the vehicle…NOW!” Joe the Cop withdrew
his pistol and pointed it inside the truck.
“Jesus Christ, calm down,” Carl said, stepping out of the truck with his
wallet dangling from his hand.
Rookie Rick didn’t need to see the name; he knew him well, as most
cops did. “Let’s go Scungilli! We’re taking you in for suspicion.”
“Okay. Suspicion of what?”
“Suspicion of impersonating a Human Being!” Joe the Cop yelled.
“We’ll determine that back at the precinct. The Commissioner’s
waiting for you.”
“The Commissioner? What the fuck’s going on around here?” Carl
demanded to know.
“That’s what we want to know.” Joe the Cop said, and with gratuitous
brute force, wrapped handcuffs around Carl’s wrists and tossed his lanky
body into the back of the squad car, Carl’s head slamming against the
roof as he fell in.
Rookie Rick was on the other side of the car holding the bag. “Sir, I
know we’re not supposed to interfere with the contents of this bag, but
ah...”
“But what?”
“It’s heavier than I expected; it doesn’t feel right.”
“It should be on the light side, Rick,” Agent Andy radioed back, as he
and Officer Roy began a tail on Captain H. “It’s only a couple pounds of
pot and speed capsules, Rick. What exactly do you mean by heavy?”
“I mean it feels like a suitcase. I think there’s something else in here.”
“What else could be in there?”
“Uh-oh,” Officer Sal’s voice sounded over the radio. “I knew the
moment I saw Mahdakis this evening was going to have a twist to it.
You’d better check that bag.”
Rookie Rick put his head close to the bag. “I hear a ticking noise,” he
said nervously. “I think there’s a bomb in here!”
“A bomb?”
“A bomb?”
“A bomb; like maybe Jack figured we were on to him and he planted
it!”

“My God!”
“No way.”
“We need to call the Bomb Unit!”
“I’m with Roy.”
“Damn it! Jesus, Mother of God. Fine! I’ll get the damn bomb squad
there in a moment. Roy, you and Andy grab Captain H.”
“Already moving in.”
“Joe, bring in that Scungilli character. We need him out of harm’s way.
Rick, you stay right there and watch over that bag!”
“Excellent idea, sir.”

It’s
Not
Love

Jerking in the Shadows

T

he November wind was steady, but still weeks away before it would
unleash its full potential upon the North Eastern Atlantic shores.
Thus, it was a brisk but otherwise pleasant evening at Purchase Shore;
the scene of chaotic jubilance. Some people were there to celebrate and
listen to the release of the new Bogus Anxiety four-song demo; some
were not. Some were there because they were always there, as they had
nowhere else to go. All, however, were there to hook up either in the
sexual sense or in the drug sense, both roads generally leading to the
other by night’s end anyway.
Purchase Shore had become to the young F.A.G.G.’s what The Rock
had once been for the B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. And because it had an
abundance of parking, was also where the older, but still-under-twentyone, B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. met up. While not very large, it had a number of
uses to everyone in town. It was a harbor, and a place the locals parked
their boats year round. Fishing was allowed off the docks or the rocks, or
anywhere else you could find space to cast. It had a playground and was
therefore a place where parents and teachers could take their young
children to run around and unwind. It was a beach that also had a public
swimming pool and picnicking area. It was a place for lovers to go on
secluded walks. But more importantly, it was a party haven for
B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. and F.A.G.G.’s; a place where they could converge
together, drink, smoke, and compose further plans of nothingness. Once
upon a time, it had been the place of carefree childhood memories for
Mahdakis, but now it was an unwanted distant remembrance of a
gruesome, bloody battle where he had narrowly escaped death one night.
Mahdakis and Sleaze Rock showed up long before anyone and began
putting up flyers for the impending Y-DOG show and handing copies of
their tape out to other early arrivals, reminding them to tune in to the
radio after ten for a live in-studio interview, and to hear the tape played
to its entirety. The move of showing up before anyone was one strongly
protested by Slappy Joe and Nigel. Slappy and Nigel Noodles thought it
a better, more lucrative idea to show up late, after everyone had been
drinking, and persuade them to buy the tape instead of giving the tape
away for free. Nigel believed they could make some decent money off
people who were inebriated; the same people who considered him a

friend. With Nigel, business was business, and music was his business.
Slappy’s reasoning was, if the band were to be respected by anyone, they
needed to behave like professionals and not appear desperate. But
Mahdakis reminded them both that by the time Open Fly recorded their
first demo, they were already well known. Therefore, they could afford
to sell their first demo tape to people because the people already knew
the songs and were well aware of what they were getting. Nobody knew
Bogus Anxiety or the new lead singer, Slappy Joe. All of the F.A.G.G.’s
knew Nigel and Sleaze Rock, but only some knew Mahdakis; and then
they only knew of his persona, not his musical abilities. Some of the
B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. knew Sleaze, primarily through Sham Rock but had
yet to hear him play. Most of the B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S. did not know Nigel,
and none of them had seen Mahdakis play for over a year. Simply put,
there were more than a few questions about this new band; and what
better way to squash any doubt than to hand the tape out for free and let
them hear right away how good they were. Mahdakis tried to convince
Nigel and Slappy that this approach would display a sense of unyielding
confidence and in turn, create a large following that would enable them
to sell out next week’s gig at the Y-DOG where they stood a good
chance to make their money back.
Mahdakis stood by his new unregistered, uninsured, shit-brown, rotted
out, nineteen-seventy-nine Camaro that Slappy Joe gave to him. Slappy
gave it to him because he bought a new vehicle and couldn’t get a dollar
for the Camaro on a trade in. He couldn’t get a dollar for it on a trade in
because it was a shit-brown, rotted out, nineteen-seventy-nine Camaro.
But he still needed to get it out of the driveway. So, instead of paying a
company to come and tow it away, he gave it to Mahdakis, who had no
car and was relying on various friends for rides to practice, as was Sleaze
Rock, who also had no car. Nigel had a car, but rarely ever wanted to be
bothered with picking them up. So Slappy Joe thought this move would
most definitely assure timely rehearsals and rid the tardiness that Sleaze
Rock had made such a common occurrence. Slappy Joe obviously did
not know Sleaze Rock or Nigel very well yet.
“Everyone seems to like it,” Slappy observed.
“The Car?”
“Huh? No, the music! Wadaya…stunod? The demo tape!”
“Told ya.”

“Dude, what’s up with the fuckin’ song order?” Nigel walked up,
angrily waving a copy of the tape. “It’s all out of whack!”
“What do you mean?”
“Jack fucked the song order up! I say don’t pay him.”
“He didn’t fuck anything up,” Mahdakis assured his frantic guitar
player.
“Yes he did! The song order; I thought we agreed to put Shadows first.”
“No, we agreed to think about it,” said Slappy. “And we did.”
“Yep, we did.”
“We thought about it.”
“No one told me anything about the final say.”
“You weren’t around, dude,” Mahdakis said. “We had to make a
decision.”
“Yeah man, if you were around we could’ve tied the vote,” said Slappy.
“But I was out voted by these two.”
“Of course I wasn’t around! It’s midday on a Friday!”
“And?
“I’m still in high school. I was in class!” Nigel had actually cut two
classes and gone back to his house with a hot blonde from social studies
class. They smoked some grass. She gave him a blowjob.
“Sleaze Rock’s still in high school, too; but he found his way to the
studio.”
“He cut classes. And he’s gonna get busted for it.”
So was Nigel.
“Hey, we took a vote and Sleaze Rock and I thought it best to start the
tape out with our signature theme song…..you know, the ‘Bogus Anxiety’
song.”
“Yeah, I know, but Slap and I wanted ‘Shadows’ first because it’s the
heaviest and has the most demented lyrics. I thought at least you would
appreciate that.” Nigel poked his long pointy finger into Mahdakis’s
chest.
“Bogus Anxiety is a better way to introduce ourselves.”
“Yeah.”
“Yeah?”
“You should have waited for me to get out of class.”
“Say what?”
“You and I agreed on ‘Shadows’, Slap. What happened?”

“I didn’t agree on ‘Shadows’, dude. I wanted ‘I Don’t Bang You
Anymore’ because it starts off with that slow guitar part and
then….BAM! – you’re right into the heavy stuff. So, because you wanted
‘Shadows’ and I wanted ‘I Don’t Bang You Anymore’, we were out-voted
because him and Sleaze wanted ‘Bogus Anxiety’, so, thinking about it, I
guess it doesn’t matter if we waited for you or not.”
“Which we couldn’t have done.”
“But the fact is, you do bang her anymore! It’s a stupid song that
doesn’t mean anything!”
“It means something to me!”
“Didn’t you write it about Misty?”
“Yeah. After we broke up the first time.” Slappy Joe pondered quietly
to himself, “Or was it the second?”
“The third time,” Mahdakis mumbled.
“Oh yeah.”
“But you’re with her now…again…so you do bang her anymore. The
song’s a moot point. What the fuck? My God, aren’t you the least bit
embarrassed to play it?”
Slappy stared at him with crossed eyes and eyebrows down. “Huh?”
“Never mind…Hey, asshole!” Nigel yelled to Sleaze Rock, who was
now approaching.
“Fuck you.”
“What’s this shit about putting ‘Bogus Anxiety’ first? You think it’s the
best song because you and Mahdakis have a drum and bass intro? That’s
it, isn’t it? You wanted to shine because the drums and Bass start first.
Well you know what? Nobody cares about that. You ruined everything!”
“Enough with this already. It’s done,” Slappy pleaded.
“You’re an idiot, you know that?” Sleaze Rock answered. “I wanted
‘Bogus’ to be the last song. I thought it would be a cool way for the
demo to end…you know….how it fades out with us singing Bogus
Anxiety over and over. I wanted ‘Let It Flow’ to be the first song because
it’s more upbeat and poppy and all the girlie-girls like it. That would
have been cool!” He twirled his hair with his index finger.
“That song sucks,” Mahdakis spit on the ground.
“Dude! I wrote that song.” Slappy defended.
“So what the fuck happened? Why is ‘Bogus’ the first song?”
“I don’t know; Mahdakis said it should be the first song because it had
a cool bass intro. I listened to him.”

Nigel turned his head and looked at his bass player. “Really?”
“Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha.” Slappy laughed. “That’s funny.”
“Ass.” Nigel walked away towards a sea of F.A.G.G. Metal folks and
began to mingle, finger combing his long brown hair as he did.
*****
Girlie-Boy DiNardo stood at the center of some F.A.G.G. Metal heads,
declaring his involvement and influence over the Bogus Anxiety music
they were listening to. “Yeah man, like…I’m in charge of Nigel’s sound
and shit. You know, like his guitar sound?”
“That’s rad dude,” said one mesmerized lost soul. “I really dig the
telephone ringing in the background of that one song, too. That’s crazy;
makes you wonder what they’re trying to get at.”
“I suggested that,” Girlie-Boy said, not even knowing what the other
person was talking about. “But do you hear the difference in the guitar
solos between Nigel and Slappy? That’s me. I told Nigel how to set his
guitar so he would stand out more. I told him to purchase this thing
called a bi-fet pedal. When you step on it, it makes your sound louder
and cuts through a lot of the mids; really puts it in front of the band. Yep,
that was my idea. And you know what else? I’m gonna sit in on the
interview tonight and answer any technical questions Paul might have.”
“You’re so full of shit!” The defiant words came from one of the
hottest, snottiest, and most skeptical F.A.G.G. metal sperm dumpsters
around; a senior in high school named Brooklyn Jagger. To be fair, she
couldn’t really be labeled a sperm dumpster since, much to the chagrin of
people with penis’s, she didn’t put out that often and was very
meticulous about her mates when she did. She was a tall, thin, welltoned, nicely tanned beauty with long strawberry blonde hair. She didn’t
wear outfits that exploited her body very much because she didn’t need
to. She had confidence as tall as her athletic legs. “You weren’t
anywhere near the studio and you know it!”
“Was to!”
“Were not! And the only thing Paul’s gonna ask you is ‘What the fuck
are you doing here?’”
This earned some laughter and reddened the face of Girlie-Boy. “Shut
the fuck up Brooklyn, before I smack that pancake makeup off your
face.”

“Oooh, gotta beat up on little girls, huh? Can’t take on someone your
own size?”
“Girl? I doubt it. Let’s see some proof.”
“You’d turn to stone, you big fag you.”
“Fuck off. And I am part of the crew, and that’s all that matters.”
“So am I,” said Curly, from behind Girlie-Boy. “We carry stuff….in
and out of buildings. That’s what we do. If this dick-wad had anything to
do with Nigel’s sound being any different, it’s only because he dropped
his amp head on the ground while scratching his ass or somethin’.”
This conjured even more laughter amongst the group of F.A.G.G.’s.
“You know, if I were you, I’d be more concerned with the whereabouts
of that tramp girlfriend of yours than I would be about coming over here
and busting my balls.”
“Watch your mouth, asshole. Those are serious fighting words.”
“Hey, just calling ’em like I see ’em….Where is Felicity anyway?”
“Right there.” Curly turned and pointed to a circle of people, none of
which was Felicity Feulgude. “She was right there….Just a second ago! I
know she was. What the fuck? …I’ll be right back. But I’m not through
with you.”
“I’m scared.”
*****
Mahdakis, still leaning casually against the door of his jalopy, spotted
Cannoli walking alone and yelled out, “Look at that sweet chunky ass.
That is one fine ass. I’d like to jam my tongue up in that ass.”
Cannoli turned swiftly around. “I knew it was you. You’re the only one
I know who would say something like that.”
“You underestimate yourself. I’m sure lots of men would give you
catcalls if you didn’t come off so damn intimidating.”
“Intimidating? Who’s intimidating? Besides, you’re wrong, I get
catcalls all the time; but none of them expresses a desire to taste what I
ate for lunch earlier. You’re disgusting, you know that?”
“I-got-ta-be-me,” he sang.
“Come here.” Cannoli walked towards him with her arms wide open.
“Give me a hug, and try to refrain from molesting me, if you can.”
Mahdakis put his arms tightly around her plump body and held her
tight. “God, I miss you, Spitzer; I really do.” He pat her on the back,

kissed the back of her blonde head, then released the hug, his hands
sliding down her arms slowly then grabbing her hands lightly. “How’ve
you been?”
“Busy,” she said smiling, politely releasing his hands. “Busy with
school and other shit.”
“Mm-hm. Still studying that psyche stuff?”
“I think I’ve narrowed down my major.”
“Oh yeah? What might that be?”
“I think I want to teach elementary school or pre-school.”
“No shit?”
“No shit.”
“And this coming from a woman who used to cheat off my tests.”
“Hey, you should’ve cheated off your tests; maybe you’d have
graduated.”
“There’s a thought. Oh well, too late now, I’m doomed to this world of
F.A.G.G. Metal now, as it is apparently all I know how to do.”
“I think you underestimate yourself, as usual.” She shook her head and
said, “Some things never change, Mahdakis.”
“And I’m one of them, huh?”
“For sure. But I’ll be damned if that F.A.G.G. Metal tape isn’t the best
thing I ever heard you do!”
“Say what? You like this stuff?”
“Sure. At least I understand the lyrics!”
“Pah!”
“‘Pah’ nothing. This is what people want right now. Besides, the
singer’s pretty good and you have a killer guitar player there. What’s his
name?”
“Nigel Noodles.”
“Ah.”
“Want to meet him? There’s something I forgot to ask him. Want to
help me search for him?”
“Sure, why not?”
They began walking slowly towards the wooded picnic area that
bordered the ball diamond. There was a long silence as Mahdakis
considered asking about Charlotte, but then quickly thought better of it.
“So...you’re going to the show next week?”
“Wouldn’t miss it for the world. Besides, I need to do all I can to stay
away from my wacko roommate.”

Bingo. As if on cue, or if she knew what he was thinking. Now he
didn’t need an excuse to ask. “Oh? What’s up with Charlotte?” he said
behaving in a coy demeanor and puffing on a Tijuana Small.
“Dude.” Cannoli looked all around her for any eavesdroppers, his eyes
following the turn of her head. “Can you keep a secret?”
“I’ve kept yours all these years, haven’t I?”
“That’s right; you have. Besides, it’s something you need to know.”
“Sure,” he said now displaying more concern.
“Charlotte...banged the entire football team last week.”
Mahdakis stood dumbfounded, waiting for a punch line of some sort to
follow; when it never came, he finally said, “Wha-wha-w-w-what do
you, whadoyou...”
“Talk much?”
“Whadoyou mean, banged?”
“What do you think I mean? You know, banged; fucking, getting laid,
slamming, cocks, vagina, in-out, in-out, you know, fucking.....and a lot
of sucking, too; at the same time.”
“She sounds quite talented.”
“And highly motivated.”
“Maybe someone just said that because they’re jealous of her for some
reason.”
“She told me herself! Remember when I called your house?”
“Yeah.”
“She was there. We had a long conversation about it...amongst other
things, Mr. Mahdakis,” she stared him in the face as she finished the
sentence.
“What other things?”
“Things neither of you should be doing, but because of certain, well
you know...other things...I’m in no position to judge, as you know.”
Cannoli’s soft brown eyes stared directly into his for what seemed like an
eternity, and then finally she said, “Like I said, it’s something that I felt I
had to tell you. Now that I have, it’s up to you what you do, or don’t do.”
“Mm.”
“Hey, I changed my mind; I’m gonna go see what’s going on with Kim
and your brother.” Cannoli motioned over to some cars parked by the
beach and began walking towards them. “I’ll meet Nigel later.”
“Okay. See ya.”

Mahdakis’s heart sunk. How could he be so naïve to believe that
Charlotte had no other playmates? He puffed nervously on his cigar.
“Whore.”
“Who? Who’s a whore?” The delightfully pleasant brown face of
Yolanda Zambrano appeared out of nowhere, her tantalizing Mulatto
body dancing and swaying to unknown music, music only in her happy
head.
“Ah, no one......You!”
“Ha! Wouldn’t you like that?”
“I would. Want to meet Nigel, my guitarist?
“I already know him. We’re in the same grade. Duh!”
“That’s right. I always forget. You act so much older than he does.”
“Between you and me, I’m not crazy about him either.”
“Well, that’s where I’m going now; to ask him something.”
“Alright, I’ll walk with you. It’s not like I hate him or anything it’s
just…you know.”
“Mm.” Together they walked again in silence. Inside he was furious.
He felt used and betrayed. Adulterers aside, he and Charlotte were
supposed to have had an exclusive understanding. He didn’t take her for
such a gigantic nymph. ‘Wow, imagine how Alexander will feel someday
if he ever finds about all of her trysts.’ Mahdakis would heed Cannoli’s
words; it was over with Charlotte now. He could never have sex with
such a woman again. Who in their right mind would want that? And for
the umpteenth time that month, he found himself longing for a purer, yet
still funny and delightfully horny woman with some brains. Did they
make women like that? And if so, where on earth would one find such a
woman? Surely not here at a Bogus Anxiety F.A.G.G. Metal demorelease bash at Purchase Shore amongst these haggard, physically fouled,
emotionally jaded women of the Delaware region.; surely not.…..
“Hi! I’m Bobby-Jo; Bobby-Jo Purebread!”
Mahdakis found himself staring into the beautifully enticing blue eyes
of an overly excited blonde-haired southern bell who looked like she had
just stepped off the set of Wizard of Oz. She was in fact wearing a loose
fitting blue and white checkered gingham dress. The collar of the dress
however, hanging much lower than Dorothy’s did, and the skirt ending
much higher above the knee, revealing a set of well-toned muscular
thighs. He wanted to wrap his arms around those legs and put his palms
on the back of that thick firm ass and sample her southern vittles. All of

these thoughts running through his head so quickly as he stared in
amazement for what seemed like hours, at her wide smiling, inquisitive
face, her teeth white and perfect, like a new piano. “Say…say what?” he
finally said.
“You’re the bass player, ain’t ya? I know who ya’all are. We’re into yer
stuff.” giggle-giggle “Ya’all are gonna be on the radio tonight, ain’t ya?”
“Um, well yeah...the other guys are. I’m ah...”
“He’s too cool for radio,” Yolanda said, playfully. “He’s waiting for
MTV.”
“Move, will ya?” Mahdakis pushed Yolanda out of the way. “BobbyJo, is it?” he said, grabbing her hand for a long extended shake. “How
have you heard of me...Us?”
“Well Raven and I,” Bobby-Jo motioned quickly to the short, stout,
miserable, puss-faced beast to her left, “we go roller-skating at the civic
center Wednesday evenings. Sleaze Rock is always there.”
“What the fuck’s he doing there?”
While taken aback by his blunt vulgarity, the bumpkin was not so
distracted that she would lose her painted smile, a smile that made you
just want to slam her down over a rock and fuck the bejesus out of her.
To be fair, Bobby-Jo was not exactly a twig. Like her counterpart,
Raven, she also had a slightly plump, big-boned build to her, but made
up for it by exuding an aura of intense sexuality and prominently
displaying her large succulent breasts, making up for any other physical
shortcomings. “Sleaze Rock is a rollerguard.”
“He’s a what?”
“A rollerguard; sort of like a lifeguard on a beach, but he makes sure
that no one gets out of line and that if someone falls, they get medical
attention.”
“No shit? I didn’t know the idiot even knew how to dial a phone.”
Mahdakis sucked on his cigar as Raven studied him with intense disdain,
sizing him up as probably one of the biggest loudmouths she had ever
met. Yes, Raven Dowd was from a small town in South Dakota, but she
wasn’t naive; she knew obnoxious when she saw it, and this seemingly
formidable person was not only obnoxious squared, but also more full of
himself than he deserved to be. As far as Bobby-Jo Purebread was
concerned, Raven had known her for only a short time yet was already
growing weary of her obscenely flirtatious mannerism. Mahdakis noticed
Raven giving him the hairy eyeball through the thick round glasses she

wore, glasses and a haircut that reminded him of the Charlie Brown
character, Marcy. Marcy also wore the same short ugly bob haircut, too;
and glasses so thick and absurdly large, that they took up half of her face.
What the fuck was wrong with this person, he wondered. “What the
fuck’s wrong with you?”
Raven froze up. She wasn’t yet used to this east coast crassness.
“Ah...well...”
“Leave her alone, you fuckin’ asshole.”
“But she’s staring at me like I’m some sort of Mediterranean zoo
exhibit.”
“You are! My God, look how you’re dressed. You look like you just
wondered out of a prison yard. Hi Raven, I’m Yolanda. Don’t mind this
guy. He doesn’t speak for the rest of us, or the human race for that
matter.” Yolanda gave her an assured smile. “He’s more like the group
mascot than he is anything else.”
“Don’t believe her, Raven. She’s a Mulatto, a fence-sitter and you can’t
trust them.”
“What the fuck!”
“Who says?”
“I guess you’re into fence-sitters then, huh?” Yolanda pushed her hands
into Mahdakis’s chest.
“Oh, are you two together?” Bobby-Jo asked.
“Shit no!” Yolanda screamed in horror.
“I’m together; she’s still picking up the pieces of a broken mind.”
This made Raven laugh and Mahdakis pointed at her. “Ahha…...Human emotions! By golly, you’re on your way now.” Even
though he had yet to learn where they were from, Raven was resentful of
him for the golly comment. She felt he was belittling her for being from
a small town in the Midwest. She remained silent and just stared away.
He growled at her, mimicking her anger, “Grrrrr!”
“You’re an ass!”
“Ha! You’re right, she really is learning,” Yolanda said. “C’mon, we’re
in search of his guitar player.”
Raven walked quietly behind Yolanda as Mahdakis and Bobby-Jo
brought up the rear, each making pathetically sappy flirtatious gestures at
one another. “So where are you from?”
“I’m from Nebraska.”

“Nebraska? I had you pegged for Missouri or some other godforsaken
place.”
“No. I’m from Nebraska and ...”
“I didn’t think they let people out of Nebraska. I read somewhere the
government put a procreation limit on the number of people allowed to
be born there, is that true?”
“They don’t have a limit, silly. But yes, it does seem as if they try to
keep us all from leaving. I escaped.” Bobby-Jo giggled. “And Raven’s
from South Dakota.”
“Obviously a state where they shouldn’t allow procreation at all.”
Raven turned and scowled at him. “Fuck you,” she said under her
breath.
“Will you stop picking on her!” Yolanda yelled. “He’s not one to talk,
Raven. He comes from The Mountains. He likes to think he escaped from
there, but the truth of the matter is, they kicked him out. They couldn’t
stand him up there anymore and sent him packing, so we got stuck with
him down here…again. He had ‘Return To Sender’ stamped on his back
when he showed up.”
“Eat me.”
“You’d love it.”
“And talk about it for decades.”
“Well…anyway,” Bobby-Jo cheerfully continued, “we’re both nannies
for rich people up in the north country.”
“Well, hee-haw! So how ya’all finding the east coast? It’s a real hoot,
ain’t it?”
Bobby-Jo smacked him playfully on the chest and smiled. “Be nice.”
“And disrupt the consistency of the nastiness that is me? Why should I
do that?”
“Because...I’ll be nice to you.”
Raven rolled her eyes as Yolanda stopped abruptly and turned around
disgusted. “I think that’s him. She pointed to a longhaired teenager,
whose pants and underwear were wrapped around his ankles; seemingly
doing pushups on top of another longhaired teenager whose beautifully
tanned legs were spread wide apart and aimed straight at God.
(Inhale-exhale) “Sure is, Cocoa.” Snowy McPeet appeared abruptly
from out of the shadows, where he had been standing for quite some
time. “These two have been going at it for over ten minutes now, too.”

Yolanda looked Snowy McPeet up and down. “Is that good for white
people?”
“Good? It’s…” Cough-cough-cough “It’s downright...” Cough-coughcough “...Olympian behavior ‘round these here parts.”
Raven eyed the tan mess of a person that was Snowy McPeet. He was
shaking like a fig tree. He had been waiting for Mahdakis for over an
hour and because of it, was standing on a mound of cigarette butts and
ashes. Raven observed this in clandestine horror. (inhale) “And where
the fuck have you been, dick-wad?” (exhale) “I’ve been standing here for
about two hours. You said six o’clock there, cocksucker.”
Raven listened quietly to their exchange. Suddenly Mahdakis seemed
like an eloquent lecturer next to this guy.
“I said eight, but I’ve been here since seven. Where have you been?”
“Right here; watching the show. Ha-ha-haaaa!!!”
“He’s got a nice butt,” Bobby-Jo remarked.
“Not bad.” (exhale)
“She says that about every guy she meets,” Raven snarled under her
breath in an attempt to make him jealous. “Who’s he on top of?”
“I don’t know…” Mahdakis moved closer to Raven in order to see. Her
hostility giving way to stimulation as their arms touched and all the hair
on those naked arms stood straight up. She was both surprised and
scared, but did not back away. While she found Mahdakis pompous and
daunting, she also found him intensely sexy, but hell would have to
freeze over before she would let him know that.
“And…and…” Cough-cough-cough “and that’s not the only show
going on here.”
“Hmm?”
Shake-shake-shake “Look carefully back there in the woods.” Snowy
grinned. “See?”
As Mahdakis gave up trying to identify the bottom half of the sex team,
the gang and he noticed another young person off to the right and twenty
feet back in the shadows of the trees. “WHAT ARE YOU DOING
BACK THERE?” Mahdakis yelled.
“Huh? Nothin’. Shhh.”
“Is that Sleaze Rock?” Bobby-Jo asked.
“Savoir-Faire is everywhere! Ha-ha-haaaa!” Cough-cough-cough.
“It is! Hi Sleaze Rock!” She started waving like a mother watching her
son at a ball game.

Sleaze Rock was holding his penis in one hand and the pointy finger of
the other over his lips. “Shh! Shh! Quiet!”
“SHHH, MY ASS; GET OUT THERE!”
“Shit man! Sleaze; what the hell are you doing?” Yolanda yelled at his
creepy silhouette.
“Do you guys mind?” Nigel barked at the crowd to his left. “We’re
doin’ it over here!” Then turning his head to the right, said, “And
what…what the hell are you doing creeping around back there?”
“Nothing.” Sleaze Rock came out of the darkness, zipping his pants up.
“Don’t worry about it. Continue.”
“Were you jerking off over there, watching us?” Nigel was playing coy,
as he and Sleaze Rock had actually planned the entire scenario in
advance. The idea simply being to get a couple of snapshots of the
unsuspecting young lady’s naked body. But if she were to take bait for
anything else, then Sleaze Rock warned Nigel that he’d be rubbing one
out while Nigel pounded her.
“Eeww!” the mystery woman yelled out. Mahdakis’s eyes grew wide.
He recognized the voice. “Gross!”
“No I wasn’t. I was just...just...you know, pissing…and stuff.”
“Ha-ha-haaaa!”
“Right next to us?” Felicity jumped up from under Nigel. “I’m out of
here.” As she grabbed her pants off the ground and pulled her shirt back
down over her bra, she and Mahdakis exchanged intense glances.
Mahdakis liked her but he liked his faithful friend Curly better, and he
didn’t like what was going on here. A little bit of his heart sank for the
second time tonight, when he saw her standing there half-naked, her eyes
pleading secrecy. Her situation ran through his head as they continued
their stare down: ‘After all that he had done, who was he to judge?
Maybe this was a spur of the moment, onetime thing; something she
would sincerely regret later in life, more so if Curly were to find out. She
really was a good person at heart. He knew that about her, and everyone
deserves a second chance, don’t they?’ Finally, he nodded with
understanding as he heard Curly’s voice growing nearer, shouting out her
name, looking for her.
“HEY! Where the fuck you been?” Curly asked as Nigel and Sleaze
Rocks’ figures vanished quickly into the woods. “I was worried about
you. Where’d you wonder off to?”
“Who’s this joker?” Snowy whispered to Mahdakis.

“Her boyfriend.”
“Ha-ha-haaaa!” Shake-shake-shake “Ha-ha-haaaa!” Cough-coughcough “Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!!!!!” Shake-shake-shake, cough-cough-cough.
“What’s this guy’s problem?” Curly barked defensively.
“Nothing; he just got a little sperm stuck in his throat.”
“Huh? What the fuck’s...”
“Hi,” said Bobby-Jo, attempting to distract Curly and bail out Felicity.
Curly turned to the strange voice and said, “New comers. Hey, how you
doing? I’m Curly.”
“I’m Bobby-Jo.” She returned Curly’s handshake.
“Bobby-Jo, huh? Like all Petticoat Junction and shit, huh? What’s your
name little lady?”
“I’m Raven.” Raven smiled but made no effort to touch him.
“Raven. That’s a cool name, Raven.” Curly then turned and howled at
the moon, “‘Quoth the Raven!... Nevermore!!’ Ha-ha. I’m just kidding.
I’ll be you hear that a lot.” Curly smiled.
“I used to but people here don’t seem to read so they don’t know what
that means.”
“What the hell? I read!” Felicity stammered.
“Makeup application instructions don’t count.”
“Hardee-har-har,” Felicity barked back at Mahdakis.
Raven looked at him. “You’re quick to make fun. Do you read?”
“And traffic signs don’t count!” Felicity smiled.
“I don’t read traffic signs. Ask anyone of Norford’s finest. I tried to
read a book once, but it made me sleepy. I decided reading was better left
for bored smart people.”
“Huh. Maybe you fall asleep because you don’t understand the big
words,” Raven said playfully.
“I don’t read those kinds of books. The kind I read have pictures and
pop-up displays and centerfolds.”
“Now you’re talkin’ my language.” (inhale-exhale)
“Besides, I prefer to write about my own trials and tribulations than I
do reading about someone else’s.”
“Hey Yolanda, what’s up?”
“Curly.” Yolanda nodded.
“So where the fuck you been, Felic?” Curly turned around and looked
sharply at Felicity.

“Oh...I was ...I was showing our new friends around,” she lied,
motioning to Bobby-Jo and Raven.
“Oh yeah? You know these two already, do you?”
“Mm-Hm.”
“Where are they from?”
“Where are they from?”
“Yeah, you know...from.”
“Oh. Elsewhere.”
“Elsewhere, huh?”
“Yes, they’re...from Elsewhere.”
“Elsewhere?” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- Tony Ravioli’s short body
walked up to the small crowd of people. “What the fuck kind of place is
Elsewhere?”
“A saintly place sometimes. But definitely a planetorial place,”
Mahdakis said.
“Everywhere on Earth’s a planetorial place. Is that even a word?”
“Earth?”
“Planetorial.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble
“It better be, otherwise Earth has no everywhere.”
“But it will still have an Elsewhere.”
“And everyone’s from Elsewhere so long as they’re somewhere Else.”
“Because there is here.”
“And now we’re here.”
“I hear here is quite queer, more so than other places far and near.”
“Precisely why I need to leave from here.”
“Where will you go?”
“Elsewhere. Where else?”
“Elsewhere is where the heart is.”
“But here is where we’re from.”
“There is no heart here.”
“Nor are we here from Elsewhere, yet others are.”
“As we’ve no heart, while others do.”
“Here here.”
“Someday we will be Elsewhere, and people will come from far and
away, point to us and say ‘Look at those people, they are from
Elsewhere’.”
“But they won’t be from Elsewhere anymore.”
“They won’t be, but they are at the moment.”

“What about those who never leave here?”
“And only dream about Elsewhere?”
“Yeah, them.”
Mahdakis thought for a long moment. “Fuck ’em, they’re just fuckin’
stupid.”
“Really? That’s the best you got? ‘They’re just fuckin’ stupid’?” Bobble-bobble-bobble- “That’s how you’re going to end this routine?”
“What the heck are they talking about?” Bobby-Jo asked Snowy.
(inhale) “They’re drug addicts.” (exhale) “Unpredictable. Who
knows?” Snowy flicked his cigarette butt, lit another cigarette and took a
drag. “They’re probably foreign spies speaking code, exchanging
valuable intel.” (inhale-exhale) “I’m just kidding.”
“Really? We thought you were serious.”
(inhale) “Don’t laugh my lost Lenore, and don’t be such a
wisenheimer.” (exhale) He pointed at Raven. “They took me away last
year for almost six months! Had me tied up in some top-secret,
underground laboratory place...naked, so wise up.” (inhale-exhale)
“Things happen.”
“Who? Who took you away?”
“Who do you think? The only group of scumbags that can get away
with such atrocities.”
“The Mormons?”
“No!” Shake-shake-shake “Although they’re another bunch of
hypocritical, self-righteous lunatics. No, the government!”
“Ah.”
“Of course.”
“So there you have it.” (exhale) “And I’d appreciate it if you two didn’t
go around blabbing that to everyone you meet either, okay?”
“Sure.”
“It stays between us good friends.”
“No problem.” Bobby-Jo rolled her eyes exasperatedly at Raven. “But
we still don’t understand what the heck those two were talking about.”
“It’s a stupid routine, okay. They do it all the time.” (inhale) Shakeshake-shake “They think it’s funny...but it’s not. To the rest of us sane
people, it’s really quite annoying.” (exhale)
Raven watched as Mahdakis and Snowy did the stupid-secret
handshake with Tony.
Mahdakis puffed on his cigar. “So where’s Rizzo?”

“Fuck her,” Tony said, lighting a Marlboro in melodramatic fashion, as
if he were in a snowstorm. “She’s probably taking it up the ass right now
for a nickel bag.”
“That’s fucked up, man,” Curly astutely ascertained.
“No kidding,” Mahdakis said, “I’m sure she could have gotten at least a
dime bag if she’d haggled more. Don’t you?” He looked at Bobby-Jo
who, along with Raven, was no longer comfortable with any of them.
“I don’t know,” she said, “I don’t really know what a dime bag...or a
Rizzo…is.”
“It’s...” Cough-cough-cough “It’s a...” shake-shake-shake, (inhale)
“It’s...” cough-cough-cough
“What’s up with this dude? Is he gonna die or something?” Curly
asked.
“Not soon enough.”
“Shut up.” (exhale) “All I’m trying to say...”
“Unsuccessfully, I might add,” said Yolanda.
“...Shut up...is that it’s a real…” Cough-cough-cough, Cough-coughcough “…a real shame how these youngsters feel the need to lean on the
effects of narcotics in order to make themselves feel like they amount to
something. They just need to learn confidence and have a little faith in
humanity......without the use of drugs!”
“That’s her alright. She’s hooked on the shit.” Tony spit a large yellow
loogie on the ground and continued his rant, “Every time she comes over
it’s, ‘Hey you wanna cut some lines?’ or ‘Hey I got some blow.’ or ‘Hey,
do you have any blow?’ or ‘Hey, you wanna do a gram and then fuck?’”
-Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Why can’t we just fuck without getting high?
Why does she have to rely on drugs to have a good time?”
“Pathetic, ain’t it?” said Snowy. “Kids these days.” Snowy, although
looking and pretending to be thirty, was the same age as everyone else.
“I finally had enough, and I told her to straighten up and get back to me
in a few weeks when she’s clean.”
“So you guys aren’t together anymore?”
“Nah Man; not right now, no.”
“What about you and Nicki? You still puttin’ your dick in that fat
sloppy mess of a pussy?”
“When there’s nothing better to do.”
“Nothing better to do?” Raven said, disgusted. “She’s not a thing, she’s
a someone.”

“Fine. When there’s no one better to do.”
“And you’re wrong sweetheart, or whatever your name is.” Tony
smiled assuredly at her. “She’s a thing, not a someone; a fat
untrustworthy, nasty thing; Trust me, I pounded that chaotic mess of an
organ for years.”
“Very noble,” Curly said.
“My name’s Raven, not sweetheart.”
“Sorry. Cool.” Tony extended his furry claw. “I’m Tony Ravioli.
What’s your purpose in this book, Raven?”
“I don’t seem to have one yet.”
“Don’t feel bad,” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “I’ve been in these books for
years now and still have yet to serve any purpose but comedic relief.”
“Anybody want some?” Snowy was dangling a small bag of coke out
on display for everyone. “On me.”
“I’m good.”
“Nah man.”
“No, thank you.”
“Suit yourselves. Tony?”
“Fuck yeah!” Tony sat down on a log and began chopping lines with
Snowy on a small handheld mirror he pulled from his jean jacket breast
pocket.
“You wanna get out of here?” Raven whispered to Bobby-Jo. “I’m not
so sure this is really our scene.”
“I see what you mean.”
“No, you can’t leave. Where are you going?” Yolanda begged to know.
“We really don’t belong here,” Raven said, smiling nervously.
“Neither do we,” Mahdakis said exuberantly. “In fact, no one belongs
here.”
“Which is exactly why we’re all here together!” Curly yelled at the
girls.
“That’s what bonds us!”
“Binds! That’s what binds us.”
“Well la-di-fuckin’-da; listen to the grammar monitor, will ya? This is a
guy who doesn’t even read books trying to tell me how to talk.”
“He’s right you know,” Felicity said softly.
Bobby-Jo smiled, her face blushing as she timidly answered for both
her and Raven, “There’s some people...”
“Some guys,” Raven bolstered.

“Some guys...he-he...we said we might meet up with later tonight; I’m
thinking maybe that’s what we should do, you know....they’re more...I
don’t know...more our slow little speed.” giggle-giggle-giggle
“Just remember you’re welcome here anytime. Here.” Yolanda handed
Raven a piece of paper. “This is my number if you ever want to hang out
some time.”
“Cool.” smiled Raven.
“Alternatively you could just find one of these idiots, and they’ll take
you to me. Believe me; their barks are bigger than their bites. You really
needn’t worry about any of ’em. Especially this one.” Yolanda smacked
Mahdakis upside the head. “He’s a pussycat.”
“Okay. See ya.”
Mahdakis watched intently as the two of them walked away, never
saying goodbye to him or even acknowledging that he was still there. He
listened carefully and while he couldn’t make out their words, he could
hear the unmistaken tone of disapproval in their voices. He wasn’t used
to being ignored or overlooked. His heart surely would have sunk again
had it not been for the startling yell of a young man walking behind
Frank Slate, who was now approaching.
“AH! There you are!”
“Halt. Who goes there?”
“Hey man, it’s me, Frank. Check out what I found hitchhiking.” Frank
motioned to a dark lanky figure walking angrily now towards Curly,
Felicity and Mahdakis. “He seems a tad upset. Huh-huh.”
“WHAT THE FUCK?!”
“Goiter!”
“What’s up, man?”
“Where ya been?”
“What’s up man? Where’ve I been? YOU LEFT ME AT THAT GAY
BAR ALL ALONE!”
“Oh that.”
“You weren’t alone. There were other people there.”
“Ha-ha-haaaa!” Cough-cough-cough
“We thought...”
“With a homicidal maniac! ARE YOU PEOPLE SICK OR
SOMETHING?”
“Homicidal maniac?”
“This is the good part,” Frank said, smiling.

“Oh my gosh, when did all this happen?” Yolanda asked.
“None of your business woman,” Goiter snapped at her.
“Well fuck you too!” Yolanda threw the remains of her beer in his face.
“Queer!” Then she stammered away as the small group roared with
laughter.
“We were trying to be helpful,” Felicity explained, rubbing his elbow.
“Don’t touch me, you fuckin’ whore-bag!”
“Hey man!” Curly put his chest out.
“Fuck you Curly. What kind of friends are you, anyway? And YOU...”
An accusing finger pointed in the direction of Mahdakis. “I’ll bet the
whole thing was your idea!”
“It was,” Mahdakis said calmly.
“I knew it,” Frank laughed.
“We were trying to help you come out of the closet and reach your true
inner self.”
“My true inner self? I’m not gay, you fuckin assholes!”
“Oh.”
“What are you then?”
“You’re not?”
“Are you sure about this?”
“Who are your sources?”
Tony took a drag off his cigarette. “But you’re at a gay bar dancing
with some dudes.”
“In a sailor suit, nonetheless,” Mahdakis informed.
“A sailor suit; I don’t know, sounds pretty gay to me.”
“Perhaps gay is in the eye of the beholder.”
“Stay out of this, Ravioli head.”
“Ravioli head?”
“I think that’s code for giving an Italian blowjob or something.” Shakeshake-shake
“Fuck you, Snowy!”
“Fuck me? Watch it pal or I’ll come over there and take care of you
myself.”
“Take care of me? What the fuck’s that supposed to mean?”
“It means if you aren’t queer now, you will be when I’m done with
you.”
“Huh-huh-huh, oh man, that’s gross.”
“I think he’s probably queer already.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble

“You three fucks don’t even know what happened!”
“Alright, that’s it!” Snowy made a fist.
Frank pushed Snowy out of the way, as Tony stood up and said, “Fuck
it, dude. It’s not worth it. Now if you’ll excuse us, we’re gonna go hang
out with the straight people over there.”
“Sounds good to me,” Snowy said.
“Can I come?”
“Sure Frank. Let’s go.” The three of them caught up with Yolanda and
walked towards Polly Waggle and company, at the other end of the
parking lot. “
Goiter turned his focus once again, on the remaining three. “You guys
think this is some sort of a joke? I was kidnapped, held hostage and taken
advantage of.”
Mahdakis took an inquisitive sip of beer. “Some of us pay good money
for that sort of treatment, you know.”
“That’s real funny! Do you pay to be shot at, too? Huh wise guy?”
“I must say, I’ve never included that in my repertoire. But there’s
always tomorrow I guess.”
“Shot at? What the fuck you talkin’ about man?” Curly was suddenly
concerned.
“Those queer fuckers tried to kill me. They had a gun to my head. They
wanted me to suck their dicks and take it up the ass.”
“Sometimes a man’s just gotta do what he’s gotta do.”
“Dude, shut up with the wise cracks.” Curly was growing angry. “Let
him talk! ....So did you? Like double-penetration and everything?”
“What was it like?”
“You need to ask, Felicity? I didn’t do as they wanted, but they had me
on the ground half naked.”
“Which half?”
“Where? At the bar?”
“I knew there was something shady about that fag Irish bartender!”
“No, it was at the Harrisburg train station. It’s in the middle of nowhere
and no people are hardly ever there. See, after you guys left, they threw
me in the back of a car and took me for a ride. For whatever reason, they
wanted to do it at that train station.”
“Probably to drown out the screaming from the pain you would have no
doubt endured and ultimately the noise of the gun when it shot you dead
while a train drove by,” Mahdakis guessed.

“Yeah, right. Who the fuck knows. All I know is these dudes had me all
bent over and naked and shit in this wooded area of the train station...”
“Go on.”
“Goiter, but you’re alive. How the fuck did you manage that if you
didn’t do anything?”
“I’m getting to that! Will you hold on?”
“Sorry.”
“I don’t know how it happened or why, but apparently…you’re gonna
think I’m crazy.”
“Assume we already do.”
“Right…so some sort of vigilante sharpshooter was nearby and took
these dudes out.”
“Come again?” Mahdakis showed serious interest for the first time.
“Well, one moment I see these dudes waving their cocks all around me
and…”
“Oh to be young again.”
“And the next thing I see is them all falling to the ground with bullet
holes straight through their heads and whatnot. It was sick man. I never
saw a dead person before...let alone someone get killed right in front of
me.”
“Oh my God!”
“Who was this guy?”
“I don’t know.”
Mahdakis did.
“I never found out.”
“That’s horrible Goits!”
“Yeah Felicity, it was like sniper fire or some shit. I’m not making this
up.” Mahdakis suspected his story to hold water. Rob Burry had gone
back to the station that same night and had a very long wait until the next
train. Rob also didn’t like when people were being picked on or abused.
He knew Goiter vaguely, too. It made sense; he saw Goiter and took the
dudes out. “There was someone else there at the train station, someone
who saw all this and ...wow, I don’t know what to say. I yelled thanks
and ran frantically towards a train that was coming in. I didn’t know
where it was going and didn’t care; I just wanted to get the hell out of
there so I jumped in.”
“Fuck man, so it took you back here eventually though, huh?”

“It ended up taking me to Kentucky, and because I had no money on
me, I had to work on a farm for a week to get the money to get back
here.”
“Maggie’s?”
“Huh?”
“Shut up, dude.”
“And get this!” Goiter continued, his eyes growing wider. “I read in the
paper, after the cops found them all shot up...that the guy who gave me
the ride in the first place, was a murderer. He had just killed his wife and
kid out in Ohio.”
“Probably did them a favor. I hear it’s pretty rough living out there.”
“But I’m alive...and thankful.”
“So all’s well that ends well,” Mahdakis said callously.
“WHY DON’T YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP?! DOES ANYTHING
BOTHER YOU? Fuck man, you just sit there and mock everything. The
whole world’s a joke to you, isn’t it?”
“And we’re the punchline.”
“This is serious shit, man! And you’re over there making jokes like I
was telling a story about skipping class.”
“I thought you graduated already.”
“I was kicked out...like you!”
“Mm.”
“AND I WOULDN’T HAVE EVEN BEEN THERE IF YOU HADN’T
LEFT ME AT THE BAR ALONE, YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE!”
“And you wouldn’t have been at that bar in the first place if you hadn’t
run away from home without a solid game plan. But you were too much
the coward to stay here and take the time to do so. You were too much
the coward to confront your miserable reality like a man, so that is what
you get! You want to blame somebody for your disposition, Goiter?
Then maybe you should go over to the docks and blame the water’s
reflection!”
“Maybe I’ll tie a rope and rock around my waist and throw myself in;
would that make you laugh?”
“Most likely.”
“But it’d be such a waste after all you’ve lived through Goiter,” Felicity
noted.
“Plus, you could’ve saved some time by letting those dudes have their
way with you at the train station. Chances are, at least one of them would

have sucked your cock before blowing your brains out. That would have
been something, wouldn’t it?”
“Wow man, you’re really a dick, you know that?” Goiter rubbed his
stubbly chin, “My sister’s right about you.” He waved his finger at
Mahdakis. “She said you’re a conniving, negative, self-destructive soul
with a shit attitude who, at the end of the day, is only out for
himself…despite all you might do for someone when you need them.”
“You’re talking to her again?”
“I have to. She’s been back from college and living at home since the
summer.”
“Really? She’s here? In Norford?” Mahdakis could barely contain his
excitement. He had loved her so much at one point in his life.
“Yeah, but she wants nothing to do with you anymore.”
Mahdakis couldn’t believe Angelica would say such a thing. “Why
would she say that? We loved each other.”
“Probably because it’s true,” Curly laughed.
“The way she puts it, you loved her. It was a one-way street. She said
she only reciprocated the feelings because she felt sorry for you and she
felt that you lacked direction. She said you were a very needy individual
in the sense that you always needed a woman around you. So she thought
by giving you whatever she could, when she could, that it would help.
But in the end, she said it was all for naught because she has seen what
has become of you over the last four years, and she’s not impressed. She
thinks you’re an alcoholic waste of life; a burnout dreamer with nothing
on the horizon but a sad and dismal demise.”
“Your sister always did have a keen insight.” Mahdakis grinned and
laughed on the outside, but on the inside, his heart sank just a little more
again.
“Ha-ha-ha! I’m just kidding,” Goiter said, smiling. “She didn’t say all
that. I just made it up because you’re being such a prick. Ha-ha-ha!”
Mahdakis returned the smile but knew deep in his continually sinking
heart that those were in fact the words of Angelica Knight, if not recently
then at one point in time they were.
Goiter wanted to lighten the mood. “So, like I said, I’m just glad to be
alive...let’s do some partying, hey?”
“Let’s.” Curly tossed him a beer as he opened one up himself. They
held the cans up to the sky in the motion of a toast. “Cheers.”
“Cheers.”

“Cheers.”
Goiter took a swallow and then looked around. “So where’s Nicki? Is
she coming later?”
“No, she’s...well just between us, she’s helping Captain H move into
his new apartment.”
“How’s he doing? The same?”
“Pretty much. He got busted with a stolen car the other day and
released on bail. It could have been worse I guess, because the reason the
cops pulled him over was that they thought he had a stash of drugs on
him, which he did but had managed to ditch moments before his arrest.
At least that’s the story.”
“So where’s his new pad? I gotta drop by some time and say hi.”
“New York.”
“What?”
“City, New York City; he’s shacking up with some of the guys from
Open Fly.”
“What about his court date and stuff, dude? He has to come back for
that, right?”
“I don’t think he has any intention of appearing, Curly. In fact, it
sounds like he’s going dark and will disappear for a while.”
“And Nicki’s with him right now?”
“They’re friends; she helps him with stuff.”
“I’ll bet.”
“Yep; then there’s that.” And of course, his heart sank once again.
*****
Slappy Joe stood in the center of his East River Italian friends, arms
folded over his chest and leaning back against his car, a small baby blue
Toyota hatchback; something your grandmother would drive. He stood
with his girl, Misty to his immediate right, where she stood with a pouty
face, sucking down a wine cooler through a straw; the Bogus Anxiety
groupies, Roxanne, and Babs, were to the right of her, and his two best
friends, Zook and P.J. Giggles, to his left. All six of them stood in
seemingly expectant poses, as if they thought cameras were on them.
They looked like they were posing for a box of Animal Crackers.
Zook was studying to become a certified electrician, and since he was a
neighborhood friend of Slappy’s, he became the guy that would work the

lights and smoke when the band hit the stage. He was a tall grumpy IrishItalian with light skin, dark hair, and a modestly thin physique. Although
he was pleasant enough towards everyone, he always seemed to have a
scowl on his face, as if someone near him had just passed gas. He was
highly intelligent and therefore would most likely not be around long.
To the contrary, P.J. Giggles was a short, dumpy, tan-colored, jolly
soul who the women found puzzlingly irresistible. P.J. Giggles wore a
permanent disquieting, nervous smile on his face, which exposed a
flawless set of bright white teeth but drew attention to two permanently
raised bushy eyebrows that appeared as one, arching across the length of
his forehead like a black rainbow. It was the face one makes when about
to burst into uncontrollable laughter; a caricature drawing of a clown that
you might see on the side of a Ringling Brothers Barnum & Bailey
Circus truck. While he had a clean record and never got involved with
illegal activities, he was nonetheless very street smart and savvy in the
ways of scams and criminal high jinks.
Being from East River, Zook and P.J. Giggles were acquainted with
Curly Schaefer and Girlie-Boy DiNardo, although until now, they had no
reason to talk to one another and had usually walked on opposite sides of
the school hallway. Funny how the real world brings people together.
But they knew no one here yet besides the band. Pumpkinhead and Frank
Slate were still roadies, but had yet to make appearances at any of the
small warm up gigs.
“So what now?” Zook said, looking on skeptically at the crowd of
F.A.G.G.’S and B.U.R.N.O.U.T.S.
“What do you mean, ‘what now’?” Slappy replied. “This is it.”
“This is what?” P.J. Giggles giggled. “We should go talk to some
people, Slappy. C’mon Zook, I seen you staring at that blonde over there
by the Dodge. Let’s go talk to her.”
“No! God, what’s wrong with you?”
“What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong witchu? What, you gone homo
on me now?”
“I didn’t go fuckin’ homo, you idiot. I...”
“Well what then?” Slappy inquired.
“I just don’t know if she’s my type.”
“Oh.” Babs smiled and pointed at a random guy. “Maybe he is?”
“Shut up, will ya!”
“You shut up!”

“Joey I don’t like it here,” Misty whined. “Everyone’s weird and no
one’s talking to us.”
“That’s because we’re standing over here being all anti-social like.
Whadoyou expect?”
“I expect people to notice me!”
“Maybe they do, and that’s why they’re standing way over there,” P.J.
laughed.
“Dumbass.” Misty looked sheepishly up at Slappy, maneuvered her
pointy sprayed hair behind her ears and pointed in the direction of
Brooklyn Jagger and her friend, Anika. “Do you think those girls are
prettier than me?”
“Oh yeah,” Slappy Joe said, matter-of-factly and without hesitation.
“What?! How can you say that?!”
“Because she is.”
“Which one?”
“Both of ’em.”
“You’re an asshole!”
“You asked the question. What’d you think I was going to say?”
“What you should have said is, ‘Of course not; no one’s prettier than
you, Misty’.”
“Oh?” Slappy Joe bobbled his head a bit and stared at her. “I guess I
didn’t know the lines. Maybe next time before you ask me a question you
should hand me the script.”
Misty snarled at him, “Up yours.”
“Uh-uh. Yours; it’s going up yours.”
“Ha-ha.”
“Dudes, what’s up?” Nigel and Sleaze Rock appeared from out of the
woods behind them.
“What the heck were you two doing in there?”
“Wouldn’t you like to know, Zook?”
“Actually, I got a funny feeling I shouldn’t have asked.”
“That’s right, Zook. I was fuckin’ Nigel in the ass...and then in the
mouth...and then in the ass again.”
“Good times!” P.J. smiled.
“Then I came on his back.”
“That’s gross!”
“Darn it, I miss all the good stuff.” Roxanne said while smiling
flirtatiously at Nigel.

“What’s so gross about it Mist? I do that to you all the time.”
“Shut up, Joey! Besides, it’s two guys; that’s just wrong.”
“Um, ’scuse me.” Nigel raised his hand. “But uh...for the record, Sleaze
Rock is just joking about all that. We weren’t really having anal
intercourse or oral sex with each other in the woods. He didn’t really
come on my back. It was just a joke. He’s kidding.” Everyone knew it to
be a joke. There was no reason to have had explained, but because he
did, and because his tone was so awkward, it irrevocably planted a seed
of doubt in everyone’s mind.
Zook took a deep breath and looked away from the group.
“So what were you doing in the woods then?” Slappy asked.
“Running away from Curly,” Sleaze Rock said.
“Why was he chasing you?”
“He wasn’t.”
“Then why were you running away from him?”
“Yeah, it doesn’t sound very challenging.”
“Dude.” Nigel leaned into Slappy and slapped the back of his hand
against Slappy’s chest. “I just dogged Felicity over on the third base
line.”
“That’s horrible,” Babs said.
“Both of you did her?” P.J. asked.
“No, just me.”
“So...what were you doin’.”
“I was watching from the woods...and taking pictures.”
“He was jerking off.”
“That’s disgusting,” Misty protested.
“I was not!”
“Jerking off or not, it’s not right to be taking pictures of people unless
they are aware of it,” Babs lectured them both.
“She looks good though. Wanna see, Misty?
“No!” She shrugged her shoulder. “Well, maybe. What are they
doing?”
Zook noticed one of the F.A.G.G.’S across the parking lot opening the
hood of his nineteen-seventy-one Ford Mustang and decided to make his
getaway. He walked over to chat with the owner and admire it.
“Hey dudes.” Slappy waved his arms to get everyone’s attention. “I
didn’t want to say anything before, but check it out.”
“This is awesome!”

“Shut up Misty. This is my story.”
“Don’t tell me to shut up!”
“Hey Mist, Babs.” Roxanne motioned. “Let’s go over and talk to those
two girls. You know what they say...if you can’t beat ’em, join ’em.”
As Misty reluctantly followed Babs and Roxanne towards Brooklyn
and Anika, Slappy Joe continued his story, “So I met this guy who
manages a record store in East River. He’s from the Bronx. I gave him a
rough copy of our tape yesterday and he called back today to say he
loves it.”
“So he’s gonna sell it in the store?”
“Maybe that too, but he wants to be our manager.”
“Holy shit.”
“That’s cool, man.” Sleaze Rock twirled his hair.
“Yeah, he says he can get us places to play up in New York City and
whatnot. Is that a trip or what?”
“Dude, we’d be playing near Open Fly again!”
“Exactly. Mr. Mahdakis is gonna especially love this. I know he’s
always dreamed about playing in New York City.”
“Hells yeah, he will. So will I!”
“Domenic, that’s his name; Dominic Alfredo, he wants to come and see
us rehearse at the garage. Maybe we should do it this Sunday when he’s
off from work”
“Alright.”
“Cool, yeah sure.”
“We’ll have to ask Mahdakis.”
“It’s cool,” Nigel assured him.”
“How do you know, Pinhead?”
“Because, he’s a professional; business before pleasure, and anything to
do with music before anything. Trust me, I know him.”
“Alright. Then anyway, after that he still wants to see us live at the YDOG so he can get a pulse on the crowd.”
“Awesome dude, awesome.”
“How much is this gonna cost us?”
“I don’t know man, we haven’t discussed that yet. Hey, we gotta meet
back here in about a half hour or so to drive to the radio station. Let
Mahdakis know.”
“He’s not going,” Sleaze rock said.
“What? Why?”

“He said it’s not his thing. Besides, he has some stuff to do.”
“What stuff? I thought he was a no nonsense, business before pleasure
kinda guy.”
“He is,” said Nigel. “Just not tonight.”
“Hm.”
“In all fairness, he and Paul, that’s the disc jockey who’s interviewing
us, they have a kind of checkered past. There’s a girl involved.”
“Ah.” Slappy nodded understandingly.
“Yep.” Nigel nodded back. “Hey, did you guy see Roxanne checking
me out? I’m gonna go over and hit on that awhile. Later.”
*****
“Where you goin’?” Curly yelled as Mahdakis walked into the darkness
towards the docks.
“I got some more beer in the car. I’ll be right back.”
“Alright. We’re gonna go over there with everyone else.” Curly pointed
in the direction of the beach parking spaces.
“See you in a few!” There was more to his walk alone than a simple
quest for beer. He needed to sort out whatever it was that was happening
to him right now. A drastic change was occurring all around him; he was
part of that change…reluctantly. He had only set out to change some of
the things in his life, not to change the sum of all things in his life, yet
somehow he found himself amidst a whirlpool of transformation;
transformation into something he had always detested in the name of
individuality. Who were all these people with their teased up hairdos and
their painted on jeans? Who were these people with their clown-like
makeup and tight, artificially tanned young breasts popping out? This
wasn’t his scene. These weren’t his people. Was this the way it was to be
if he were going to make it? And how long could he keep the charade of
his happiness, or lack thereof, a secret? He longed for the touch, taste and
feel of the kind of woman that made him happy; the kind of woman with
imperfect curves, yet highly sexual, a woman plagued with visual
imperfections, yet one you couldn’t take your eyes off. Where were the
gypsy women he had come to love and appreciate so much? The wild
biker types; the carefree hippie girls who had first molested him at the
ripe age of 10, or the fag-hag freaks who continued to carry that torch up
into his late teens? These young women here were nice, but they were

fake and plastic; programmed to do exactly as one another, to copy;
programmed to exist as opposed to be. It seemed to him a grossly absurd
world, a world where emotional and creative incarceration were not only
welcome with open arms, but strongly encouraged; a world in which
nobody made the first move for fear of being different. Nor would he
find any good love amongst their like, let alone a substantial soulmate.
He balked at the idea of sex with one of these bimbos, excepting perhaps
some highly deserved anal penetration. He knew of another kind of
woman. He knew of women wired with their own thought patterns,
women not so easily led, women, well….not so easy. It was the game
that made it worthwhile and these young women weren’t playing any
games; it was all pretty much up for grabs; first come, first serve.
Mahdakis liked the challenge, the thrill of the chase. He could respect the
woman so much more and exercise his appreciation in the way of some
erotic sexually submissive behavior. He needed to reconnect, not just
with a real woman, but also with the real him, and take, if nothing else, a
last look at from whence he came. If this was the welcoming path to his
future, then he wanted at least to give a proper goodbye to the past that
had brought him here.
As he approached his vehicular destination, he noticed a woman of the
aforementioned description leaning against his car; a gypsy woman, a
woman once the epitome of hippie, a woman who never made his life
easy, a woman who despised him for the longest time and would just
assume eat his intestines than give him the time of day, a woman often of
questionable demeanor, a woman he resented for being such a woman,
an adversary he had once caught in his net by chance but had let get
away one hot summer night.
Sally Palmer leaned on his shit-brown Camaro smiling; her head of red
hair flowing wildly behind her wide face, a face overpopulated with
freckles that were currently camouflaged by the intense moonlight. She
always had a decent body, not a F.A.G.G. Metal sperm dumpster body,
but a real woman’s body. She had muscular thighs and a slightly plump
but sturdy ass, a flabby torso, but still in the thin category. She wore tight
jeans and a simple button down frilled blouse, which hid her untoned
arms. Once upon a time Sally’s wardrobe would have been much crazier
and tenfold more colorful. Once upon a time Sally decorated herself in
tie-dye with suede fringe, no bra, braded head bands, psychedelic colored
bandanas tied through her belt loops, and peace symbols and medallions

hanging all over her voluptuous body. The wood paneled Pinto wagon
she drove was decorated similarly, but while Sally had toned down her
appearance, she kept her car as it was for sentimental reasons.
She was waving a newly purchased Bogus Anxiety demo tape in her
hand. “Hey stud, this shit sounds pretty damn good.”
“Yeah?” Mahdakis approached her, blushing yet apprehensive of her
intentions. “You think so?”
“I do.” She continued to smile.
“And what else brings you to my dark side of the moon?”
“I don’t know,” she lied. “I heard this music and thought, ‘I’ll be
damned. This dude does have talent and what if he makes it big?’”
“What if I do?”
Sally hesitated for a moment before losing her smile and making
sincere eye contact. “Then I’d feel really stupid, knowing we had
unfinished business between us.”
Mahdakis swallowed a big gulp of nothing. He knew what she meant.
The business she was referring to was the one time he and she hit it off at
a party over the summer. Neither one of them were into the people at
attendance and neither one was with their significant other. They shared
a gallon of vodka and as the night went on, began to share each other.
That is until Violet-Basia caught them in the act and made them stop
because it was an unethical thing to do to their significant others, in this
case, Violet’s best friend Jezebel was the significant other of his. “Mmhmm,” is all he could muster up.
“That is, if you feel the same way.”
Mahdakis didn’t answer with words but took two brisk steps towards
her and immediately wrapped his arms around her waist and lip locked
with her. They made out fervently like maniacs for a small eternity;
savoring the taste of each other’s saliva and relishing in the heat of the
moment; his hands up her shirt, her hands down his pants; the two of
them clutching, biting, kissing, and fighting one another over who was
going to go down on the other first. Mahdakis grabbed her violently but
with passion and flung her on the hood of the car then eagerly pulled her
pants and underwear off. “Ladies first,” he said, and began scoffing
down her love fluids. “C’mon dude,” she pleaded with laughter. “There’s
people all around. Let’s go to the docks where it’s dark.”

“Fine.” Mahdakis scooped her clothing up off the ground and led her
by the hand down to the end of one of the docks, never breaking eye
contact with her.
“Okay, um, so how do we do this?” she asked.
“Just sit with your feet in the water,” he said, taking off his shirt and
putting it under her ass so she wouldn’t splinter, then he jumped into the
cold November ocean, which was only four feet deep where they were.
“Holy crap. You’re crazy.”
“I want this. I want this bad, Sally,” he said; his body submerged in
water up to his nipples as he stood obediently below and in front of her.
“Okay, dinner is served then.” Sally lay back on the dock, her thick
freckly legs naked and wide open as Mahdakis gave his mouth residence
over her love. She stroked his hair as he pleasured her. “Oh my God,
you’re such a dog. Who knew? Ahh...”
His head bobbed and moved swiftly as his mouth and tongue continued
non-stop sucking and licking on her juicy orange vagina. “God you’re
tasty.”
“Shut up!” she smacked him. “Make me come some more.” She
clasped her hands together and held them around the back of his head,
dictating his movement. “Do it, doggy. Do it!”
*****
Maybe the harvest moon was to blame, perhaps it was sheer fate, or
maybe it was nothing more than horny, inebriated people exercising bad
judgment; but on this particular night, more than just one bizarre
romantic encounter was about to manifest itself. Some would generate
themselves in the name of naive desperation, some in the name of
vengeance, spite and anger, and then some in the name of a furtive, pentup passion that could no longer contain itself. Some of these close
encounters would end up a nightmare better left forgotten and erased
from the memory banks, some were to be drastically life changing, some
in the name of reckless curiosity, and others simply a private memory to
enjoy when reflecting upon youth amid twilight years.
Polly was balling her eyes out in Kim’s armpit, as Yolanda, Tony,
Frank and Snowy approached the circle of people. She was crying over

her lost boyfriend, Bobby Bobo, whom she had decided was no good for
her anymore and dumped like a hot potato, despite the fact that she loved
him more than life itself. Cannoli Spitzer was also there verbally
consoling. Pumpkinhead was more than indifferent to the situation, as he
was very much engaged in animated conversation with the young
beautiful slut-junkie, Debbie Dumeé.
“Hey, hey, hey. What’s with all this crying nonsense? There’ll be no
crying while I’m here.”
“So I guess you’ll be leaving?” Cannoli said.
“Funny.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “And how are you Ms. Spitzer?”
“I’m fine, Frank?”
“Hey.”
“But Polly’s a mess right now so unless you guys have something
constructive to add, be on your way.”
“Don’t mind me, I’m just a pile of chopped liver,” Snowy said to
Cannoli.
Tony leaned in on Kim’s bosom so he was nose-to-nose with Polly and
brushed the thin blonde hair out of Polly’s eyes with three fingers. He
spoke softly, “You oaky? You need anything?”
Polly sniffled, “I’m alright.”
Tony smiled at her and said, “You don’t look alright. What’s got this
pretty girl so sad?”
Polly sniffled again and said, “I had to break up with Bobby.”
“Oh. Why?” Tony said with a heaping mound of insincerity.
“Why?” Frank chuckled. “Probably because he’s an asshole. What do
you mean, why?”
“Frank, do you mind?” Cannoli whispered to him.
Polly continued, “Because…because his way of life now is all out of
whack. And what’s worse…he’s…he’s the boss now.”
“Boss? Boss of what?”
“The gang or whatever they pretend to be over there. With Captain H
being busted and Rad nowhere to be found, he’s the next on the chain of
command.”
“Chain of command, my ass,” Kim huffed and took a drag of her
cigarette.
“Where’s Rad?” Yolanda was surprised.

“No one knows,” said Kim, slugging down a shot of Jack Daniels and
avoiding eye contact. “They just can’t find him. He must have took off in
the middle of the night…or worse, maybe something happened to him.”
“Isn’t that his bitch over there?” Frank pointed at Debbie.
“Yeah,” Polly said. “She doesn’t even know.”
“Huh.” Yolanda put her eyebrows together. “What the hell is
Pumpkinhead doing over there with her?”
“We’re afraid to ask,” said Cannoli.
“Isn’t she like in junior high or something?” Frank commented.
“She’s a junkie.”
“A Junkie with nice big tits.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Looks like he’s
trying to get laid if you ask me. And for once, I can’t blame him.” Bobble-bobble-bobble
“Well he shouldn’t have any problem,” Yolanda said in a scolding
manner. “Given her state of mind, she’d probably fuck that homeless
man over there by the trash cans.”
(inhale) “The sweet nobility of a woman.” (exhale)
“How would you know anything about a woman?” Cannoli challenged.
“Duh! I’ve been dating Andrea for how long? Five years.”
“No one’s ever met her. Does she even exist?”
“He’s right though. Women like that go to heaven,” Tony said. “Who
doesn’t benefit from the kindly touch of a fresh stranger?”
Polly smiled, wiped the last tear from her eye, raised her head up
straight, and looked into Tony’s dark Italian eyes. They reminded her of
Bobby’s. “I hear that...loud and clear.”
“I think I do too,” Tony said, returning her naughty smirk.
Snowy finally observed Polly Waggle’s tear stained eyes, (inhaleexhale) “So what the fuck’s your problem, kid?”
Frank looked at Snowy. “Dude, pay attention will ya?”
“Hey Pumpkinhead! Get over here!” Yolanda yelled in a selfishly
jealous state. She didn’t want anything to do with Pumpkinhead, but she
didn’t want other women to have anything to do with him either. They
were very close since vacationing together in the Bahamas over the
summer. There were other people with them and it was a strictly plutonic
experience; but still, Yolanda wasn’t having this scene. “Come over here
a minute. I have to ask you something!”
“Why doesn’t she come over here?” Debbie whispered to
Pumpkinhead.

“I don’t know. Lazy, I guess.”
“Maybe she doesn’t want to talk to me.”
“Maybe.” He waved a finger in her face. “Now don’t go anywhere; I’ll
be right back.”
“Okay.”
Pumpkinhead walked toward her. He thought Yolanda was extremely
sexy, and for good reason, so he was secretly pissed off that nothing had
happened between them while in the Bahamas. He was actually livid
about the situation.
His real heartthrob was Polly. He desired her like no one’s business,
but every time Polly and he were alone, she would deflect his advances
by pleading the Friendship Degree - the ’ol not wanting to ruin a great
friendship over sex routine - a line that he had also heard from Kim,
Dakota, Boodles, Rizzo, and Yolanda. While he understood this way of
thinking, he wasn’t buying it. Everyone else was able to mess around
with his friends and still be friends with them, EVERYONE. All of these
girls had fucked at least three guys who were currently in their circle of
friends and they still got along with each other. So what the fuck was the
deal with him? He was starting to feel insecure over the situation and as a
result had begun developing an attitude of resentment towards these
women friends of his, an attitude he had kept well-hidden until now, but
an attitude nonetheless. He thought something was wrong with him. He
knew he wasn’t ugly, so what could it be? Looks were mostly
everything, right? This paradox had driven him to the sexual breaking
point of where he now was; settling for a hook-up with a strung out,
fifteen-year-old whore just so he could observe the indebted look on her
pretty face and come all over it when he was done. He needed to know
the satisfaction of satisfying another human being and know that indeed,
nothing was wrong with him. It was the other dumb bitches.
Did his brother Mahdakis, play into their decisions somehow? Nah. His
brother was growing further away from these people and becoming more
of a nonfactor in their lives as the months rolled on; it couldn’t have
anything to do with him. Although it did upset him when he thought
about Mahdakis ‘seemingly’ screwing around with some of his close
friends and never suffering any repercussions. Hell, he and Rizzo were
best of friends again these days. How does that work out?
What Pumpkinhead never figured into the equation was that number
one: Rizzo was a very special person to Mahdakis and therefore a very

exceptional case, and number two: Mahdakis presented a counterfeit air
about him; an explicitly candid air that made it seem as if he had sampled
every woman friend he had. This was because, unlike his more properly
raised brother, Pumpkinhead, Mahdakis had no problem discussing hardcore sexual situations with his woman friends. He talked to them just the
same as he would talk to one of the guys. This made Pumpkinhead
believe that they were closer than they were because Pumpkinhead had
much stricter guidelines of conversation with his woman friends.
Anything out of the ordinary made him queasy. He didn’t discuss what it
was like eating a girl out on her period or masturbating all over his
stomach, for example. He was astonished when Mahdakis would come
home at night and tell his brother what this girl or that girl have done, not
done, are into, or not into. To Pumpkinhead, that was sensitive
information best left to the significant others. The very few times
Pumpkinhead did try his brother’s approach, it only earned him a slap in
the face or an evil look.
Another factor that was not considered, and probably the most
important one, was that Mahdakis was just that...an incredible flirt...but
yet a tease. He would strip down naked when dared and still have the
will power to not do anything with anyone he didn’t feel that special
chemistry with. Pushed against the wall, you’d be hard pressed to get
much out of him. He had not been with as many girls as people thought,
and that was about the lack of chemistry, and in no way a reflection of
lack of interest. Unlike Pumpkinhead, Mahdakis knew that many of their
girl friends did not possess the right chemistry to spend that kind of time
with, and perhaps that is how they felt about Pumpkinhead; most likely it
was.
But whatever the reason, the damn was about to give way, and there
she was, alone, in red heels, decked out in a short black leather skirt with
a glitter-covered low hanging, off-the-shoulder blouse, revealing to
everyone a skimpy lace black bra whose straps were racing down her
tanned arms. She wore make up like a thirty-year-old. One would never
guess she was barely a sophomore in high school.
“What’s up?” Pumpkinhead and Yolanda exchanged a friendly hug.
“I don’t know. You tell me.”
“That?” he pointed his thumb back at Debbie.
“Yeah….that.”
“What’s it to you?”

“Dude, she’s kind of a whore…and young!”
“Kind of? There’s no kind of’s about it, yo.”
“Well what the fuck?”
“What the fuck, what? I don’t know. What the fuck? Are you gonna
suck my dick tonight? Huh? Just say the word and I’ll drop her like a hot
potato.”
Yolanda stare dumbfounded and finally answered, “No. No I’m not.”
“Right. Well, that’s what I figured and that’s why I’m with her. So,
since you’re not, and she’s not, and she’s not,” Pumpkinhead was
pointing out each girl in the circle, “and she is, where the hell do you
think I should be, Yolanda? Over here, consoling my friends, yet again,
over some stupid abusive guy? Some guy that I wish didn’t exist so I’d
have a chance with her? Or...might I experience a more pleasant evening
over there...with Debbie, who’s gonna most likely let me fuck the shit
out of her tonight?”
“Fine.” She closed her eyelids, irritably. “Go ahead…go fuck your
whore.”
“Thank you. That’s very nice of you,” Pumpkinhead began walking
back to Debbie when he noticed Polly’s face being caressed by Tony,
their eyes locked in a state of helpless lust and wonder. “What’s up with
that shit?”
“I guess she needs someone right now.”
“What about that sex ruining a good friendship crap, huh?”
“I don’t think they’re very good friends.”
“Huh.”
As Pumpkinhead walked away from her, befuddled as ever, Yolanda
yelled, “And don’t talk to me again with such an attitude. Do what you
got to do, then clean it up and get back to me when you’re you again.
Shit, if I wanted to be exposed to that kind of language and attitude, I’d
hang out with your brother!”
“Where is he anyway?” Curly asked, approaching the group with
Felicity.
“Where’s who?”
“Mahdakis. He took off towards the docks about a half hour ago; said
he was getting some beer from his car but no one’s seen him since.”
“Oh my God! You don’t think he fell in, do you?”
“I don’t know; maybe we should go check?”

“HELL YEAH! Guys, Mahdakis is missing! He may have fallen into
the water!”
“Shit.”
“Fuck!”
“What a dickhead.”
“Let’s go!”
“I didn’t say all that,” Curly pleaded for calm. “I was just curious. I’m
sure he’s alright!”
But the group’s boredom and need for something to do, gave way to
rational thinking and as Yolanda ran with all her speed for the docks, the
sporadic groups of F.A.G.G. metal heads instinctively ran after her to see
what was up. Snowy threw his cigarette on the ground and ran behind
Tony and Pumpkinhead, the girls following him. “Fuck! If he drowns,
I’ll never forgive myself. That motherfucker saved me from drowning
once.” This wasn’t true. Yogi had saved his life and Mahdakis had
simply helped, but Mahdakis would forever be damned to have been
Snowy’s savior for some reason. “If I can’t repay the favor, I don’t know
what I’ll do!”
“Shut up and keep moving!” Kim and Polly pushed him out of the way
to pass by him.
Snowy was heavily winded before he got half way across the parking
lot, however, and fell to the ground in exhaustion.
Girlie-Boy stood in the middle of the parking lot, his ominous large
figure yelling, “Everyone with a car, pull up to the edge and shine your
high beams down towards the docks!”
It sounded like a herd of elephants, and the docks swung dramatically
back and forth as the crowd, most of whom didn’t know what they were
looking for, made its way to the end of the pier, where twenty pair of
headlights suddenly shined on a startled naked red-head lying on the
docks, covering her breasts, and a head planted in her vaginal region,
covering up the vitals.
“Oh fuck; are you kidding me?” Yolanda yelled. “Damn it, Mahdakis!”
“Do you people mind? I’m eating!”
The curious crowd of spectators then began to emanate the sounds of
laughter, disgust, catcalls, and respect.
“Way to go, bro!”
“That’s fuckin’ sick.”
“Show us your tits! Don’t be shy!”

“Right there? They can’t wait till they get home?”
“Oh my God, Joey! That’s sick!” Misty yelled.
“At least we know he’s not gay, like our drummer.”
“Oh Gross!”
Girlie-Boy waved his hand in the air, motioning for everyone to turn
off their lights, and as they did the crowd on the dock slowly dispersed.
The only people staying behind were the stunned good friends of
Mahdakis and Sally; all of them shocked by the radical display of
affection they had just demonstrated for one another. They were
supposed to be enemies.
“You guys?” Kim said.
“Wow. This is some fucked up shit, Sal,” said Polly.
“Eew, gross,” Goiter remarked. “How can you put that thing in your
mouth?”
“What the fuck?” Sally looked at him.
Mahdakis bobbed his head up off her bush. “Don’t mind him, he likes
dudes.”
Frank Slate was standing directly over Sally Palmer. “Oh damn, look at
that; it’s all orange and whatnot, like her hair. You guys ever seen this
before? I haven’t. That’s weird lookin, huh?”
“Whatever you’re into, buddy.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble
“Must be somethin’ in the air tonight,” Curly said to Felicity
“I guess.” she nodded in approval. “Some girls get all the luck.”
“Um...do you all mind?” Sally asked, wanting to get up and put her
clothes on.
Cannoli shook her head. “You’re truly despicable, you know that?”
“Who?” asked Mahdakis.
“Which one of us are you talking to Cannoli?” Sally echoed his
curiosity. “He did all the despicable stuff. I was just lying here, swear to
God.”
“Both of you! Pigs, just a bunch of pigs!” Cannoli finished her thought
and walked away from them all, heading back towards her car.
“Dude, really?” Pumpkinhead questioned his brother. “Of all the
women you can get?”
“Hey asshole, I’m right down here!”
“But I never thought I could get her,” was Mahdakis’s reply. “And
she’s awesome.”

“Thank you darlin’. Now if you guys don’t fuckin’ mind? I need to get
dressed!”
“Not at all. Let’s see what you’re made of.” Tony smiled, waiting for
her to stand up. “Go for it.”
“Turn around!”
“Fuck that,” Polly said, “You wanted to do it out here in public...so pay
the price He-he-ha-ha-huh!” (snort)
“C’mon!”
“That’s right,” said Kim sucking down a Marlboro. “Ha-ha, I’m just
kidding.” Then Kim pushed Tony, Frank and the others away while
blocking their view of Sally’s nakedness.
By the time the gang had walked back up from the docks, the parking
lot was almost cleared out. People were doing the stupid-secret
handshake and saying goodbyes or inviting one another somewhere more
cozy. It was getting late and the temperature was dropping. It was time to
seek shelter, preferably in the form of someone’s house, whose parents
weren’t home, snuggle up with your catch-of-the-day, and begin this
nasty business of swapping body fluids. Tony and Mahdakis were at the
top step of the stairs that led down to the docks. Tony spoke softly to
Mahdakis, and directly in his ear. He wanted no one else to hear what he
was saying, “Hey, I’m going back to my place with Polly, if you get my
drift.”
“Mm-hm.”
“Thing is though, she don’t want to come without Sally.” -Bobblebobble-bobble
“Right.” Mahdakis took a puff of his newly lit cigar. “Shouldn’t be a
problem.”
“I don’t want to hear shouldn’t be. Go back down there and ask her
now, and find out. I need to know if I’m going to get this thing done or
not.”
“Get this thing done? Are you planning to make love, or are you going
to install a hot water heater or something?”
“Just ask, will ya?” Tony whispered impatiently.
“Fine.” Mahdakis cupped his hands over his mouth and turned towards
the docks, “SALLY! YOU WANT TO GO TO RAVIOLI’S WITH HIM
AND POLLY?”

“SOUNDS GOOD!” Sally yelled back, still putting herself together
while talking to Kim.
“Thanks for the invite, but I think I’m going home,” Frank said. “I had
a long day at work. See ya guys later.”
“See ya,” Mahdakis said and then turned to his wide-eyed friend. “Sally
said it’s cool.”
Bobble-bobble-bobble “Let me ask you something.” -Bobble-bobblebobble
“Okay.”
“Why do you suppose I was talking to you in such a low voice?”
“I don’t know, but now that you mention it, it did kind of creep me
out.”
Bobble-bobble-bobble “Creeped you out.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble
“A little, yeah. I thought you were doing a Peter Lorre impression, you
know...to make me laugh or something.”
“No,” Tony whispered again, in his ear, “I wasn’t trying to make you
laugh.”
“Ha-ha-ha-ha!! There you go again.” Mahdakis started down towards
the docks. “Oh man, you kill me.”
*****
“So what do you want to do?” Curly said softly to Felicity as the parade
of cars behind him continued to exit the beach. “You wanna go with
those dudes, back to Ravioli’s?”
“Is it okay? It sounds like they might want to be alone.”
“Nah. It’s always okay with them.”
“Well then sure, let’s go.”
*****
“What about you my new found love? You want to hang with those
dudes?” Pumpkinhead said to Debbie.
“I don’t think they like me too much. Besides, I told you before I have
to go babysit these kids.”
“This late at night? Isn’t this an odd time to be starting?”

“Yeah, it is, but the woman is…was a model. She’s thirty-two now. I
mean, she still gets work and all, but it’s always at odd hours. Sometimes
early morning and sometimes late at night. She travels to the city.”
“And she has kids?”
“Two; a boy and a girl. The girl’s like seven and the little boy is around
four…maybe he’s five. It would probably be alright if you came over
with me.”
“Are you sure? I don’t want to get you in trouble.”
“Yeah. It’d be fine. We just have to be quiet and not wake the kids.”
*****
Mahdakis was in the passenger’s side of Sally’s car waiting for Sally to
finish her goodbyes. Tony was sitting equally as anxious in the driver’s
seat of his economy pickup, awaiting Polly. Everyone except five of
them had cleared out. Curly and Felicity had circled around to the exit
gate and were waiting for Tony to pull out so they could follow him.
Polly and Sally were standing up talking to Kim. “We can’t just leave
you alone down here. It’s not safe.”
“Sally’s right,” said Polly. “We’ll stay until your ride gets here.”
“No. Leave! I’m alright. I’m a big girl.”
“Well it is fuckin’ late, you know.”
“I know. He’ll be here soon.”
“So it’s a he, huh? Who is this he?”
“None of your business.” Kim took a long cool drag off her cigarette.
“Now get lost, you two! Go have fun with those idiots.” Kim shook her
head and stared at her ginger friend. “Who would’ve thought you two
would hook up? It’s kind of cool, actually. I’m glad for you guys.”
“Well don’t run out and plan a baby shower or anything; it’s not gonna
be like that. We’re just blowing off some steam...”
“You’re gonna be blowing off more than that in a while. He-he-ha-hahuh!” (snort) Polly cackled.
“Hey, the dog deserves it after the business he gave me down there.
Holy shit, I must have come two or three times.”
“Nice.”
“Well, at least we finally know a way to shut him up.”
“I thought he’d never stop. You’d think his mama never fed him.”
“I don’t think she does.”

“You seen his cock yet?”
“No.” Sally raised her eyebrows. “Not yet. I felt it; it wasn’t hard, but it
was on its way.”
“I’ll bet it’s on the big side,” Polly pondered. “What do you think,
Kim?”
“About what?”
“His cock!”
“Eew gross. That’s Mahdakis.”
“So?”
“I’ve never given it much thought, to tell the truth.”
“Oh bullshit,” Sally refuted. “I wonder about every guy’s cock that I’ve
met. It doesn’t mean I wanna fuck them. But hey, we’re only human.
Don’t stand there and play all high and mighty on us. You guys are tight.
It has to have passed through your thoughts at least once, if not more.”
“More!” Polly said. “Fuck man, Jezebel wasn’t lettin’ that shit go. He
has to be doin’ something right.”
“Or has something.”
“Or maybe Jezebel’s just a freak...like him. But honestly, Sally, I really
don’t look at Mahdakis that way.”
“Fine. I’ll tell you this though, and don’t tell him I said this, but he
really is a sweetheart. Nowhere near as bad as he comes off.”
Kim took another drag of her cigarette. “No shit. We all know that.”
“Well la-di-da!” Sally laughed, as a car pulled into the parking lot and
parked away from them. “Okay, we’re out of here. Is that him?”
“That’s him, now scram.”
“We can’t meet him?
“No. Go!”
“Damn!” Polly and Sally made their way to their perspective vehicles
as Kim walked slowly towards the car that had just entered.
*****
“Why are we parked here? I thought you knew the way,” Felicity asked
Curly.
“I do, but I just want to make sure. I’ve been there a couple times but I
still feel better following Tony. Might as well, right? I mean, we’re not
getting into the house any sooner just because we get there first, right?
Besides, what’s the damn rush? We got a fire to put out somewhere?”

“Fine. Why are you being so uptight about it?”
“I’m not uptight! I’m just trying to make more sense than you!”
“Good luck with that.”
“What the hell’s that mean?”
“I don’t know, I thought you’d know.”
“How would I know what you know?”
“You should.”
“Should what? What the hell are we talking about?”
“I have no idea anymore. Why are the headlights off, by the way?”
“Huh?” Curly looked around, as if surveying the place for the first time
in his life. “Oh, that. Yeah, I cut ’em off so as not to attract any attention.
You know, in case the pigs drive by.”
“Pigs can drive?”
“You drive, don’t you?”
“Fuck you, that’s not funny.”
“Yeah it is. Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
*****
Kim waited until all the cars were out of sight before getting into the
parked car. She had good reason for her secrecy. The relationship with
this man had only begun two weeks prior and was nothing serious for
either of them, and much like Sally and Mahdakis, they both knew it to
be a short-lived endeavor. But as well as him providing her with free
cocaine and really great sex, he was also a good talker. The two of them
would talk well into the morning hours, long after the sex had
extinguished itself; and because they ran around with different people
who were still yet part of all the same group, his opinions were more
impartial than her immediate friends’ were, and she enjoyed that
particular insight, as did he. She plopped in the passenger’s seat and
leaned in to kiss him. “So what’s up, buddy?”
“Not too much.” He gave her a modest kiss and held out his hand.
“Mango?”
“Oh no...say what? What is that? I thought mangos were reddish.”
“This is a Pakistani Chaunsa Mango. They’re hard to find. Try one.”
“Later...Thanks though.”
“So another day at the office? Nothing crazy going on?”

“Oh the usual stuff you know, Mahdakis eating out Sally on the docks
for the entire beach to see...”
“That’s my man. He loves being on a stage and performing.”
“…One of his bandmates screwed Curly’s girl behind his back while
another one took pictures.”
“Honorable dude, indeed.”
“...Then there’s Polly and Tony hooking up...”
“Easy. Tony better be careful. Bobby’s very territorial about that shit,”
he said tossing his mango pit out the window.
“I know. You aren’t going to tell are you?”
“Hell no. Bobby’s part of my fuckin’ problems right now. I don’t give a
shit who his ex-girlfriend is fucking. More power to her.”
“Good...Oh...and Pumpkinhead hooked up with your old dish, Debbie.”
“No shit.”
“No shit. Strange night, huh?”
“I’ll say.” Rad started the car and slowly backed out. “I hope
Pumpkinhead’s wearing five rubbers.”

Signals

F

ive minutes into the ride, Polly noticed Tony’s darting eyes; eyes
that stared into the rearview for a few seconds, then the passenger
rearview, then the driver rearview, back to the main rearview, then
finally back to the road, where they concentrated on driving for a minute
or so before starting the cycle all over again. Each time nodding his head
up and down, as if under the control of an omnipotent presence within
the mirror. “Are you alright?” Polly finally asked.
“I’m not sure. I think we’re being tailed.”
“Tailed? Seriously? Oh my God, maybe it’s Bobby! Shit dude, he’ll
carve your heart out and feed your balls to the seagulls if he sees you
with me!”

“Great! Now you fuckin’ tell me this?”
“I thought you knew the score! I thought it was understood.”
“No! It’s not mother-fuckin’ understood because I’m not playing games
around here. Frankly, I think all of you are off your rockers!”
“He-he-ha-ha-huh!” (snort) “You make me laugh.”
“Great. But I wasn’t being funny.”
Polly stopped laughing and looked back again. “You know, I don’t
think that’s him behind us.”
“Why?”
“I don’t think he’d be stupid enough to drive on the highway with his
lights off. You know, if there’s a way to attract a cop’s attention, it’s that,
and he wouldn’t be doing that.”
“I don’t know then. This fucker’s been following me since Norford. I
noticed him way back because his lights were out, then I saw him again
later and knew it was the same car because his lights were still off. Hang
on, I got an idea.”
“What are you going to do?”
“Hold on! I’m gettin’ off this exit! If he does the same thing, he’s
following us!”
“Shit!”
Tony swerved across three lanes of traffic to the exit ramp and came to
a stop at the top of the hill, which was directly across from the entrance
back on to the same westbound highway. The other car did not follow
him.
“Whoa!” Curly yelled. “What the fuck did Tony do that for?”
“Maybe he forgot to get rolling papers.”
“Yeah, or maybe he’s crazy! He could cause a serious pile up doing
shit like that! And that wasn’t the exit we want anyway, is it?”
“No, I don’t think so. I think it’s the one coming up.”
“Yeah, that’s what I thought. Maybe he knows a short cut or
something.”
“Maybe.”
They drove for another mile and Curly got off the exit. “Yeah, this is
it,” he said, immediately recognizing his surroundings, and also
remembering a no-longer used basketball court up on the right with

secluded parking spots under some trees. “Hey you wanna pull over up
here and smoke a bowl before we get there?”
“Smoke a bowl?” Felicity smiled, knowing well what his true
intentions were. “Okay, sure. He’s probably going to be late anyway,
doing whatever it is he is doing. So we have time to kill.”
“You want to turn up the radio a bit? I gotta hear how these clowns
sound on the radio.” Curly backed the car up in front of a large oak tree
that was set back towards the rear of the court, and then turned the motor
off.
Felicity lit the bowl, already packed, and passed it to him. He took the
bowl admiring her elegance; her brown hair blowing all around from the
full blast of the heat, a smile on her face and the playful gleam in her eye
she always got right before a good fucking. He gave her the bowl back
and swooped in to suck on her soft scented neck. “Oh my,” she said,
setting the bowl back into the ashtray and then reaching between his legs.
“What have we here? I think someone’s excited.” Felicity lowered her
head and slipped her hand into Curly’s pants as she let him pull her shirt
down. Felicity wasn’t known to put up a struggle.
...“W, I, P, E - The Wipe, welcomes you back! Good evening out there
folks. And if you really are out there, then you’re enjoying a cool night
under clear skies with temps reaching down into the high forties or so, so
dress accordingly. Joining us live now on our exclusive new feature,
Bands of Tomorrow, here at the W, I, P, E studio, are three of the four
members from the new up and coming F.A.G.G. Metal band, Bogus
Anxiety. Hey guys how we doin’ tonight?”
“Doin’ great Paul.”
“Good man.”
“Eyote!”
“Why don’t you introduce yourselves for our listening audience who
may not know who you are yet, or recognize your voices?”
“I’m Nigel; lead, acoustic, and rhythm guitars.”
“Busy guy.”
“Slappy Joe; lead vocals and guitars.
“Another busy body.”
“Sleeeeeeaze ROCK! Boyeeeees! Yo....best drummer around!”
“Huh-huh, okay...”

“...and backing vocals, too.”
“Ah.”
“Me too. We all do backing vocals, actually.”
“Mahdakis doesn’t.”
“Sure he does. He sings on ‘Let it Flow.”
“Not on the tape.”
“He wasn’t there, but he does live.”
“He does?”
“Sure.
“I didn’t know that.”
“Me neither.”
“Who did you think that was holding the bass and yelling into the
mic?”
“I’m not saying that! I’m…”
“Now, for those who don’t know, Mahdakis is your bass player,
correct?”
“C’mon Paul, you know who he is.”
“Yes, he is. And he’s actually a bigger part of this band than most
people think.”
“Where is he tonight?”
“Stayin’ away from you! Ha-ha!”
“I see. Well that’s...”
“Sleaze, shut up.”
“Mahdakis had a long day in the studio, today and yesterday. He had
other band related matters to tend to tonight.”
“I think he’s eating out tonight.”
“Right. Now let’s talk about that studio tape you just released and how
it, and you, all came together”...
“Long day, my ass; he’s busy eating Sally’s pussy out on the docks!
He-he-ha-ha-huh!” (snort)
“Okay, I think we shook whoever that was,” Tony said, ignoring
Polly’s comment.
“Or maybe they weren’t following us to begin with, ya know?”
“Right.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble “But better safe than sorry.”
“What were you gonna do if he was following you?”

“I was gonna reach for the gun under the seat, jump out, and ask him
what the fuck he wanted.”
“There’s a gun under here?”
“For protection; yes.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble “Everyone should have
one.”
“Huh. Where’s Sally and Mahdakis?”
Tony was already telepathically engaged with the mirrors again. “No
idea. Been wondering that myself.”
“Maybe they really did stop for another bite. He-he-ha-ha-huh!” (snort)
...“But we didn’t have a bass player. That’s when Sleaze Rock
mentioned Mahdakis; he said...”
“We’d played together before when he was doing his other projects.”
“Oh, the uh, Check Engine bit?”
“After that. I think this was more of a solo project with him and the
guitar player, White Tom.”
“Oh, White Tom....And it’s forty-eight degrees right now and clear
skies at ten past the hour here at W, I, P, E - The Wipe.....I know White
Tom.”
“So he had me play drums on the recording and when Nigel and Elijah
suggested we get a bass player, I thought of him because I knew he was
lying around doing nothing, so I gave him a call.”
“And that’s sort of when the band started to gel.”
“By gel Nigel, you mean, sound good?”
“Yes. Musically speaking. We still needed a vocalist like Slap here who
writes his own stuff and played guitar, but yeah, when Mahdakis came
along it sort of fell into place. He’s the first bass player I’ve worked with
my entire career who knows how to fill the pocket so I can solo without
worrying about the empty space. He and Sleaze locked in real tight
together, too...right from the get-go.”
“Your entire career? You’re only eighteen. Who are you kidding?”
“I’ve been involved with professional musicians since I was a child,
Slappy, I’ll have you know.”
“Okay guys. Now Slappy, when did you come along?”...

“Speaking of coming along...” When Curly finished ejaculating, he was
deep up insider her, sitting in the middle of the bench-style front seat
with Felicity completely nude in his lap also facing out the windshield,
her well-rounded tits rubbing against the dashboard while her equally
well-rounded face was pressed up against the glass of the windshield.
“Oh my God, woman,” he said, still in ecstasy. “I don’t think I’ve ever
come so much my entire life. Uhh!”
“Tell me about it.” Felicity pulled herself up off is dying erection and
let her round bottom fall back on to the passenger’s side. “Jesus
Christmas! There’s fucking cum everywhere. Throw me the towel!”
Curly’s long lanky arm reached down to the floor behind the front seat
and snatched up the towel, which they used to wipe up with after having
sex. “Here.”
He threw the stiff towel at her and she frantically began wiping down
her entire body. “Jesus Christ, this thing feels like sandpaper.”
“Hey go easy there; save me a patch too.”
“Well fuckin’ aye, Curly; it’s all over me! Maybe you should see a
doctor or jerk off more.”
“I don’t think that’s possible! Besides, that’s not all me you know.”
“I know. I know! I’m sorry.” Felicity gave her vagina one last long
wipe with the entire towel and then threw it at Curly. “Here.”
“Gee, thanks.”
“Hurry up, we need to get going.” Felicity watched as Curly began
polishing his shaft, up and down, up and down. “Are you getting hard
again?”
“I don’t know; it’s looking that way.”
“Well that isn’t the idea!”
“It is now! You wanna take this ride again, mama?”
“Curly!” Felicity put her eyebrows together in anger and studied him.
Then, as if a switch were pulled, she got that gleam in her eye and
smiled. “I’m game.”
“...and what’s the name of this first song we’re about to play?”
“Bogus An...”
“Shadows.”
“Right. So here we are with a little taste from the new release by Bogus
Anxiety, this one’s called Bogus Shadows!”

“Anxiety!”
“Bogus Shadows Anxiety?”
“Just Shadows; aren’t you playing that one first?”
“Or are you playing the first one first?”
“I thought the first one first would be a good place to start.”
“Right. But I had suggested to your producer before the show, that we
play the second one first.”
“Okay. Then we’ll play the first one second?”
“Sure.”
“But the third one is still the third one, right?”
“Actually man, Let it Flow is a nice party song; maybe you’re listening
audience would appreciate that a little more.”
“And that’s...”
“That’s the fourth cut.”
“So we’ll play the fourth cut third and the third cut fourth.”
“Yes, but not before you play the second one first.”
“Got it. Okay, here we go at W, I, P, E under clear skies and quarter
past the hour. The temperature outside is a pleasant forty-seven degrees.
This....is Bogus Anxiety!”

Sally was a slow and cautious driver and was bringing up the rear in
her 1977 yellow and wood-paneled Chevy Vega wagon, decorated with
pins, logos, feathers, tie-dye bandanas, and other assorted hippie knickknacks which hung helplessly all over the vehicle. She looked at
Mahdakis in the passenger seat. “What are you grinning about? I’m the
one who should be grinning,” she said.
“I don’t know; it’s nice to know you pleased someone, you know?
There’s something fulfilling about satisfying a person’s intimate needs. I
love it. I love making a woman happy, especially one who has given me
such a hard time for so many years.”
“Damn, boy. It’s like peeling an onion with you.” Sally shook her head
back and forth. “If I’d known you were like this, I’d have tried to steal
you away from Jezebel years ago. Makes me wonder about those greener
pastures she left you for.”
“Mm.”

“I always had you figured for the kind of guy who smacks his bitch
around then tells her to make him dinner after blowing a load in her
face.”
“Not exactly, although it does sound kind of cool.”
“Some girls are into that, you know. I think Polly is. She takes it up the
ass all the time and hates it.”
“Really?”
“Oh yeah. You ever checked out the way she walks?”
“I thought maybe it was a genetic thing. Odd. Well I’ve had my
moments I assure you.”
“I’m sure you have, but you’re a mama’s boy, huh?”
“Say what?”
“A mama’s boy.”
“Nothing could be farther from the truth.”
“Oh really?”
“First off, my female-birth-giver and I hardly ever speak. When we do,
it’s usually about me needing to get out of the house…”
“Which is probably a good idea.”
“Since I was fifteen?”
“Mm.”
“And what’s more, I learned more about life from my fake-femalebirth-giver than I did my real one.”
“Did you like her?”
“For the most part I did, although we didn’t always see eye to eye.”
“No, I mean…did you like her? Did ya ever have the hots for her?”
“Sure I did! I thought she was pretty enough.”
“Pretty enough for what?
“Pretty enough to want to see naked...and believe me you, when I was
young, I tried every chance I got. I guess that’s normal though…isn’t it?
At least I hope it is. I used to try and get a glimpse of her tits whenever
she’d wear loose clothing and bend over in front of me. I saw her tits on
more than a few occasions...nice ones, too. Pointy, but nice.”
“Perv.”
“Ha! I don’t know, I think she went through a perv phase, too. She once
made this bathing suit by hand that drove me absolutely wild. It was
completely sheer. Dude, you could see her nips, bush, everything…it
drove me insane. I’m surprised she wore it in public.”
“Maybe she was sending you a message.”

“I doubt it.”
“Well, there you go, so while other kids your age are lusting after other
kids your age, you’re beating off to your male-birth-giver’s second wife,
is that right?”
“Guilty as charged, I guess.”
“The fact that you and your real female-birth-giver don’t get along
doesn’t mean a thing though, darlin’. You’re still out to please her
whether you know it or not. Did she spend a lot of time with you?”
“Not at all.”
“There you go. As a child that’s devastating, although you may not
think so right now or even remember feeling that way. And that’s why
you long to please a woman because you feel wrongly neglected and
therefore possess a need to feel appreciated. You have abandonment kind
of issues.”
“Abandonment issues?”
“Yes. And you harbor the necessity for a woman’s approval. That’s
why you probably do so much knee-bending.”
“Maybe I just like the taste. I don’t go down for just anyone, you
know.”
“Really?”
“Really. Just woman I respect.”
“And you respect me, obviously.”
“Since day one.”
“Day one? No kidding?”
“No kiddin’.” He lit a Tijuana Small. “Anyone who hates me’s gotta
have some good qualities about them.”

(The sound of music fading out):
“Ah, nice one! Very nice, guys. We’re with Bogus Anxiety here in the
W, I, P, E studios listening to what promises to be one of the most iconic
demo tapes ever released in the state of Delaware. And that last track
was appropriately entitled...you guessed it, Bogus Anxiety. I really like
the feel of that one, I really do. It grooves.”
“But Shadows is heavier.”
“Sure, but I especially like the way that one builds up in the beginning,
you know with the drums first, then the bass, then one guitar, then two;

very clever. Nice beat and actually uh, I must say, a uh, nice bass riff,
too.”
“Mahdakis came up with that.”
“Don’t you like Shadows? That has the repetitive galloping bass under
the heavy sustained guitars and the interlude with a chromatic decent
while at the same time Mahdakis is moving up on the bass in a
pentatonic manner, playing third and fifth harmony notes and whatnot.”
“I did enjoy that. The telephone ringing in the background was a neat
effect as well.”
“Hm-hm. Yes well anyway, that’s the song that’s going to define us.”
“Okay. We’re going to pause here for a station break and when we
return we’ll hear the other half of the new Bogus Anxiety release as well
as your weekend weather outlook coming up next on W, I, P, E - The
Wipe. Stay tuned.”
“Stay tuned for what? Another weather update? How much can the
fuckin’ weather change in ten minutes? This fuckin’ broadcast is
exasperating.”
“Oh c’mon, they’re on the radio; it’s cool.”
“Yeah, I know.” The small silver pickup truck pulled into the un-lit
one-car driveway; its lights and motor shutting off as it came to a
complete stop. “Okay.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Here we are.” -Bobblebobble-bobble- Tony said, still sitting in his seat.
Polly nodded politely. “Yep, here we are...are we going in or we just
gonna sit here?”
“I don’t know. I think I saw that car again, parked alongside the road;
you know, the...”
“The one with no headlights on,” Polly said, irritated with the issue.
“Right. You didn’t see it?”
“No.” Polly looked away, becoming slightly frustrated with his
insecurity. “Nope I didn’t see it. I wasn’t looking for it either.”
Tony began his mirror-gazing ritual once again and started to speak, his
focus on something moving in the bed of the truck. “Yeah well I saw
something that looked very similar to the other one, and its lights were
off.”
“Well, this is a quiet neighborhood and it is about ten-thirty at night.
Maybe it’s just one of many parked cars outside someone’s house that

looks similar to the other one we saw. Maybe that’s why the lights are
off,” Polly said, filling with agitation.
“Maybe. Alright let’s get...AAHHH!!” Tony grabbed his pistol and
aimed it at the moving figure in the bed of his truck.
“AAHHH!!” Polly echoed, not knowing why.
“AAHHH!!” The figure in the truck screamed as Tony aimed the pistol
at him through the sliding class window of the cab.
“WHAT THE FUCK?”
“WHAT THE FUCK?
“It’s Snowy!”
Tony got out and slammed the door behind him. He approached Snowy
McPeet, who was kneeling in the bed, and appearing somewhat groggy.
“What the fuck are you doing here?”
“I don’t know.” Snowy brushed his nest of hair back. “Where are we?”
“We’re at my apartment!”
“What the fuck am I doing here?”
“That’s what I asked!”
“Me too. I have no idea! How about you stop waving that gun around
there, Clint?”
“Fine.” Tony walked back to the cab and lay the gun back down under
the seat as Polly got out to say hi. “Hey Snowman, what’s up?”
“I don’t know. I’m a little confused right now.”
“You’re not the only one.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble
“The last thing I remember is running towards the docks with everyone
and then it just gets all black….wait….I remember. I think I ran out of
breath or something…a heart attack! That’s right; I had a heart attack
right by your truck!”
“Lucky me.”
“A heart attack? Are you sure, Snowman?”
“Positive. No ifs ands or buts about it. I can’t believe I’m actually
here.”
“Me neither.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Shouldn’t you be lying dead on
the pavement?”
“I would be, but your tailgate, it was open, and the last thing I
remember is diving in it to lie down and catch my breath as my life was
passing before my eyes.”
“I thought the last thing you remember is running towards the docks.”

Snowy lit a cigarette, (inhale) “My God, it’s so good to be alive.”
(exhale)
“Maybe you shouldn’t smoke anymore.”
Shake-shake-shake “Don’t be a comedian.” (inhale-exhale) “So tell me,
is Mahdakis alright? What happened with all that? Please tell me he’s
alive; I’ll never forgive myself if he’s not.”
“He wasn’t drowning. The motherfucker was eating out Sally on the
docks?”
(inhale) “Eating out Sally…eating out Sally on the docks. (exhale) “Is
that espionage code for something? Eating out Sally; sounds like World
War Two era....Hmm. Is that some new street slang?”
“It means he was munching on Sally’s cunt! You know, Sally the
hippie girl? Polly’s friend?”
“Oh Lord! Not that! You mean like with his tongue up in her dirty, vile
hole and everything?”
“Like it was his last supper! Ha-ha-he-haw”--snort
“Sally Palmer, right? The revolting red head?”
“Yep. He was down on the docks with his face buried deep in her...”
“Ugh, I can’t take it!” Snowy began making violent nauseous sounds as
his body jerked up and down and then he started hurling chunks of the
day’s food on the side of Tony’s truck as the car with no headlights
slowly approached the driveway.
Tony, seeing the car, became too anxious to be worried about the vomit
all over his truck and quickly went back for his gun. “SNOWY, GET
DOWN! THEY’RE GONNA SHOOT US!”
Snowy took cover in the cab, continuing to throw up all over himself,
while Polly ran to the front of the truck and knelt down in front of it. As
the car pulled in the driveway and came to a stop, Tony approached it
straight on, aiming his pistol at the driver.
“Holy shit,” Curly said softly to Felicity. “This dude’s out of his tree.”
“I told you he probably didn’t want company. Roll your window down
and put your hands out. I think he thinks you’re a burglar or something.”
Curly rolled the window down and slowly put his hands out the
window. “Dude, what’s up? It’s just me.”
“That’s Curly’s car!” Polly yelled, standing back up in front of the
garage door.

“Oh Jesus Christ, give me another heart attack, will ya.” Snowy held
his hands over his heart and aimed his eyes at the sky in overly dramatic
fashion.
Tony lowered the gun and greeted them. “What the fuck do you want?”
“Well hello to you, too.”
“No, there’s no fuckin’ hello’s here; there’s only goodbyes,
understand?”
“Oh, I ah....I thought there was a party here or something.”
“What party? Who the fuck told you about a party? I didn’t tell you
about a party. Did I tell you about a party?”
“No.”
“Right. So there must not be a party. And why are you driving around
with your headlights off?”
(inhale-exhale) “That’s how accidents happen.”
“I guess I just forgot. Here, I’ll put ’em on. Curly reached in and shone
his headlights directly into everyone’s face.
“Not now!”
“Hi,” Felicity said, nervously out the passenger window.”
“Hey Felic,” Polly yelled.
“Hey,” Tony yelled at Curly. “It’s a good thing you’re here because
this bozo is going to need a ride back home.”
“Why’d you bring him then, if there was no party?”
“I didn’t bring him!”
“He’s a stowaway.” Polly smirked.
“Something like that.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Now, you gonna take
this guy or does he have to call a cab?”
“Well…I guess.” Curly looked nervously at Felicity and whispered,
“We don’t even know this guy.”
“We shouldn’t have come. That’s what you get.”
Curly yelled back out the window as Snowy began climbing out of the
truck’s bed, “Where the hell is Mahdakis? I thought he’d at least be
here?”
“I’d have thought so, too.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble “Since he was the
only one I asked to come.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “Yet ironically, he’s
the only one not here.”
“Right.”
Tony stretched his arm out, grabbing Polly’s hand. “We’re going
inside. Whatever you three do is your business. But you can’t hang out

here in the driveway. My landlords live here too, and they will call the
cops and shit. So good night!” Tony and Polly disappeared in the
darkness, walking down the brick staircase that led to his basement
apartment.
Curly stare dumbfounded out the window. “Damn, that’s cold, man.
You’d have thought he’d at least invited us in for a beer.”
“I think they want to have sex!”
“Yeah I know, but can’t they do that later?”
“Maybe now is their later, and we shouldn’t be here now.”
“Yeah I know, I….” Curly observed Snowy walking up the driveway
towards them, studying the ground, a cigarette dangling from his mouth,
its ashes mysteriously long despite the breeze. “Oh God, what are we
going to do with him?”
“I guess we have to give him a ride back to Norford.”
“Okay,” Curly sighed.
Snowy approached the driver’s window, still staring at the ground.
“See that, Curly.”
“See what?” asked Curly, struggling to see something on the ground.
“Right there; the concrete.”
“The what?”
“The concrete driveway. See the cracks?”
“Yeah. So? What about ’em?”
“Shameful don’t you think?”
“Well I…”
“The Romans used concrete to build shit that’s still standing, like the
sixteen chapels and whatnot.” Shake-shake-shake “But we can’t keep a
driveway from cracking.” Snowy silenced only long enough to throw his
butt on the ground and light another one. “You should sue the fuckers.
I’ll testify.”
“Testify against what?”
“Does it matter?”
“The Romans didn’t build the Sistine Chapel anyway, you know, and
they didn’t have cars like we do now.”
“They had chariots. God, how cool would that be, to bug around in a
chariot?”
“And there was only one chapel, not sixteen,” Felicity sarcastically
added.

“Whatever. They built shit and some of that stuff’s still standing.” Even
with the biting chill in the night air, Snowy was starting to sweat. “Stop
being such wise asses.” (inhale-exhale) “I’m trying to teach you idiots
something.”
Curly looked back at Felicity. “Do we really have to take him home?
Can’t we just leave him here?”
“Be nice.”
“Nice? The guy’s a crackpot.”
“And those paper bags?” Snowy continued. “Concrete mix in paper
bags. You get dog food in better quality bags.” Shake-shake-shake
“I hear that.”
“By the time you get it home, half of it is in the back of the truck.”
“Yep. Dude we really should get out of his driveway.”
“You know why they put it in shoe flimsy bags? So…” Cough-coughcough, (inhale-exhale) “So…” Cough-cough-cough “So you have to buy
more.”
Curly didn’t dislike Snowy; he thought he was cool, but his persistent
babbling would surely make for a long ride home. Felicity had taken
Curly’s bowl out of his ashtray and was packing it with some weed.
“Fucking concrete,” Curly muttered to himself. “The dude’s got a point.”
“Do you mind if I sit up front with you two? I get really sick in the
backs of cars.”
With Curly’s early seventies Pontiac Bonneville, there was plenty of
room to sit three comfortably up front, yet Snowy made Curly nervous so
apprehensively he said, “No problem dude.” Then he motioned for him
to walk around to the other side.
Snowy got in next to Felicity, who was packing a bowl with some
weed. As Curly motioned to start the car, Snowy said, “Hold on a
minute; don’t go yet.” Then he pulled a bag of coke out of his pocket
almost as big as the bag of weed Felicity had. “Mahdakis told me you
don’t do coke.”
“Not really; no.”
“I do,” said Felicity.
“Huh?”
“Sometimes.”
“Here, put this in your bowl with the weed.” Snowy began to
generously sprinkle some of his powder on top of the weed. “I call that a
snowy cap.”

“Thanks Snowman!” Felicity was pleasantly surprised and took a hit
then passed it back to Curly while Snowy jammed a separate supply of
blow up his nose, straight out of the bag.
Curly was delighted by the affects the snowy cap. “Whoa. Cool man.”
“LOOK OUT!” Snowy yelled and took cover by ducking his head into
Felicity’s lap; a move that she thought was an excuse to get close to her,
yet she wasn’t saying anything about it.
Curly and Felicity ducked their heads below the car windows as well.
“What is it, man?”
“That house, the green one?”
“Yeah.”
“Its lights went on then off then the one across the street went on, then
off, then on.” (inhale-exhale) “I think they’re on to me.”
“On to you?”
“Yep; this is how it all began a year ago, when the government came
and took me away. It seemed harmless enough; low-lying helicopters,
house lights going on and off, a man in a top hat with a silver cane,
walking a teacup poodle at night, but all the while they were
communicating back and forth, plotting my destiny.”
“That’s heavy shit.”
“Never mind that; just get us the hell out of here.”
“Will do.” Curly sat back up and started the car. He didn’t know what
Snowy was talking about nor did he want to so he put the car in reverse
and backed out. Snowy still had his head rested on Felicity’s lap, frantic
about being seen by the houses that he thought were signaling each other
of his whereabouts.
...“One thing I must ask, and I’m sure is on the minds of some of the
fans who have seen you play before is, why isn’t ‘Finding My Way’ on
this release? It’s a crowd favorite and...”
“And all the girlie-girls love it.”
“Truth be told, hi, Nigel here. Ha-ha. Truth be told, we could only
finance so much, and we thought it best to present our heaviest songs.”
“I see, but with all the ballads on the radio now, you’d...”
“That ain’t the truth at all.”
“Oh?”
“Slap, really.”

“The truth is, Mahdakis doesn’t like the chorus. He thinks it sounds like
a bunch of fags in a barber shop.”
“Ha-ha-ha-ha! And if I know Mahdakis, those really were his exact
words.”
“Yep. We got into a heated debate about it.”
“It wasn’t really that heated. We all like and respect each other very
much in this band.”
“Except when Mahdakis writes a song and wants it done only his way.
He smashed a microphone on the ground during the recording of it.”
“Oh, so it actually was recorded...and, and that’s Mahdakis’s song?”
“Uh-huh.”
“No kidding. Ten-forty-five right now and a nice breeze blowing at the
shore tonight. Bring a blanket if you’re down there, however; it’s down
to about forty-seven degrees and we’re here at W, I, P, E studios talking
with Bogus Anxiety.”…

The road they had to take to get back to the side of town that Snowy
lived on, was a parkway that ran through the back country and was not
equipped with street lights. “Get off this exit here,” Snowy directed.
“Okay. Tell me when we need to make a turn.”
“No turns my house is right on this road.”
Curly stopped at the end of the ramp and looked both ways. “In which
direction?”
“Left. Take a left here.”
“I thought there were no turns,” Felicity instigated.
“After this I meant! Just go up about two miles and right before a liquor
store you’ll see a blue and tan barn; that’s it basically.”
“Just tell me when we get close, okay? Everything looks the same up
here.”
Snowy lit a cigarette, (inhale-exhale) “They screwed Gary Hart
because he spoke the truth, you know that right?”
“Huh? Oh yeah, I guess, if you say so.”
“So what if he was making time with Donna Rice. I’d let her sit on my
lap, too.”
“I would sit on his lap, he is kind of cute,” Felicity commented.
“That’s not the point!” roared Snowy
“I think you sat on enough laps for one weekend,” chimed Curly.

“The point is he was on to something so they….”
“Excuse me? What is that supposed to mean?” Felicity spoke with an
innocent tone.
“And who cares if he got laid?” (inhale) “Big fuckin’ deal.” (exhale)
“Uptight motherfuckers.”
“How dumb do you think I am, Felicity? Snowy did we get to your
house yet? I told you I’m stoned and everything looks the same.”
“You just wait Curly; one day the president getting blown by an intern
in the Oval Office will be par for the course.”
“How dumb do I think you are?”
“Oh, give me a break! I hear shit. I just haven’t caught you yet.”
“Caught me doing what, exactly?”
“All your fucking monkey business, that’s what. Snowy are we getting
close or what?”
“That’s it Curly!”
“Right here?” Curly hit the brakes.
“No! Don’t stop here. We’re in the middle of the road! We got another
mile or so!”
“Well what the fuck?” Curly hit the gas again.
“I was trying to remember the fuckin’ name!”
“Dude what the fuck are you talking about?”
“Monkey Business!”
“What?”
“You said monkey business. That’s the name of the boat.”
“What boat?”
“What boat do you think I’m talking about?” Snowy said while waving
his arms about and knocking the head off his cigarette. “The boat Gary
Hart was fucking Donna Rice on was called Monkey Business. Shit
Curly, have you been listening to anything I’ve been saying? I’m trying
to teach you shit. You gonna just be a wise ass your whole life?” Snowy
paused to take another hit off his cigarette.
“I’ll pass on the lesson plan, Mr. Miyagi; just let me know when your
street is coming up.”
Felicity giggled and attempted to change the subject. “They were doing
their monkey business on the Monkey Business, now that’s funny.”
“Do you mind?” Snowy yelled at Felicity. “I’m trying to concentrate.”
Snowy moved up in his seat, squinting ahead, almost touching the
windshield.

“A pair of glasses would be easier you know.”
“You just passed it!”
“Passed it? Fuck Snowman, don’t you even know where you live?”
Curly banged a U-turn on the dark road, maneuvering the big car up on
the curb, jostling its passengers.
“Yes, I know where the fuck I live.” Snowy yelled, after banging his
head on the window. “Excuse me but everything looks the same around
here all right.” Snowy was still rubbing his head. “And what the fuck is
your problem? Can’t you drive?” Curly ignored Snowy’s concerns as he
swung the big Pontiac down Snowy’s street. “What are you all smiles for
Curly? That last Snowy cap kicked your ass huh?”
“Yeah, but I was just thinking how fuckin’ pissed Goiter was when he
showed up. Ha-ha-ha.”
“Yeah, that was fuckin’ hilarious. Kidnapped by a bunch of queers,
that’s classic.”
“I told you guys we should have waited for him back there. I told you
something was wrong. You and Mahdakis just left him.” Felicity seemed
genuinely concerned. “Now he’s pissed at me, too.”
“He’s not mad at you because of that,” Curly said. “He’s mad at you
because he’s the only one in the group you haven’t hit on.”
“Well that’s not true at all,” Felicity folded her arms over her chest and
huffed.
“Ha-haaa! Tou...” cough-cough-cough “Touché, mother fucker. Hahaaa!”
“Wait a minute, bitch. Say what?”
“What.”
“Funny. But anyway, we didn’t leave him to be fucked in the ass and
dismembered and what not. We thought we were giving him space to be
himself. Not one of our best ideas I’ll admit, but it sounded reasonable at
the time.”
“You call leaving your friend in another state, after he begged us for
help reasonable?” Felicity was growing emotional and it was getting
annoying. Curly pulled into Snowy’s driveway.
“I was under duress at the time!”
“You were under duress? How is that?”
“Because your ex-lover-slash-stalker was chasing us across three states,
remember?”
“Oh yeah. He’s not my lover anymore. I was scared too.”

Curly kept the engine running, waiting for Snowy to get out, but Snowy
was in no hurry so Curly dropped a subtle hint. “Hey Snowy man, nice
meeting you dude; see you later.”
“Aren’t you coming up?
“Nah man, we got to high tail it outta here.”
“But for the record, I don’t think Goiter is really gay,” Felicity said.
“You know it figures he’d end up in Kentucky; that’s where the Boy
Scouts originated from.”
“That’s a horrible thing to say,” Felicity said.
“Was he really dressed up like a sailor?”
“Yep.”
“Ha-haaa! Goiter’s the seamen,” he chuckled.
Curly really wanted to know when the fuck he was getting out of the
car but instead of asking him to leave, encouraged the conversation
further by saying, “Goiter actually having a job is the harder one to
believe,” Curly added. “And on a farm? Bullshit; that’s hard work. It’s
easier to believe he blew his way home.”
“Do you actually believe his story of how he got rescued at the train
station?”
“Yeah, I do; lots of hicks out there and they all hate fags, so it’s
possible.”
“Well okay then,” Snowy finally said, opening the door and exiting.
“You two kids have some fun, and be careful. They’re out there.”
“Who?”
But it was too late for an answer as Snowy had already begun his assent
to the attic above his grand-birth-giver’s home.
“Mahdakis is right; he does take some getting used to, huh?”
“I guess,” Felicity answered; her mind somewhere else.
“Yeah I guess so, too. We should hang out with him more often.”
“Really?”
“Sure; I finally have a friend you haven’t tried to fuck yet.”
The mood quickly soured and the comment pushed Felicity to her
boiling point. “You’ve been making these comments all night long. What
the fuck’s the matter with you? If you’ve something to say, say it!”
“I’ve been thinking a lot lately; that’s all.”
“I see. And this anger is a result of your pounding head from doing all
that hard thinking. Maybe you shouldn’t think. It’s not for everyone, you
know.”

“Shut up.”
“Don’t tell me to shut up!”
“Do you remember the other night when you told me you were going to
hang out with you brother?”
“Yes I do. Do we have to see each other every night?”
“No Felicity, we don’t.” Curly turned to face her. “Funny thing is
though, me and Pumpkinhead went out that night to the beach to sell
some weed. You know who we sold some to there?”
“Who?”
“Your brother; you know what he said?”
“No.”
“He said he was with you but you and two of his friends took off and
ditched him.”
“You believed that?”
“Not right away. I thought there had to be more to it.”
“And was there?” Felicity was starting to fidget now and was slowly
wiggling against the passenger door, looking him in the eyes with a quiet
defiance.
“Well, me and Pumpkinhead worked the beach then went to a party
and sold there after we picked up Floyd. We sold to these younger dudes.
We asked them what was going on. They told us they were hanging out
with their best friend and his hot older sister. The sister left her brother at
the beach, drove them here, and have been double-teaming them up until
about ten minutes ago when she took off and stranded them there. Ten
minutes; right about the time Pumpkinhead’s car drove in. What do you
think about that Felicity?”
Felicity showed no sign of guilt and matched Curly eye to eye. For all
of her quiet quirkiness she could be cold and calculated when she needed
to. “You think that was me?”
Curly had never heard her sound so innocent. “Give me a fucking break
Felicity. Even Pumpkinhead figured it out.”
“And you believe Pumpkinhead over me?”
“Oh don’t start twisting shit around just admit it so we can get it over
with.”
“I think you’ve been smoking to many of those snowy things tonight.”
“Well I think you’re a liar and you’ve been making me look like an
asshole all over town with my friends. I can only fight so many people
over you.”

“Well I think you need to take me home and not call me tomorrow.”
“You know what?” Curly said as he jammed the car in reverse “That’s
a great idea.”
(Sound of generic music being potted up in the background):
...“Okay. So be sure to head on down, or up depending upon your
location, to the Y-DOG next Friday Night and check out the live
performance of Bogus Anxiety. We here at W, I, P, E - The Wipe, will be
down there as well broadcasting most of the event live right here on the
air for those of you who can’t make it.”
“Oh cool.”
“I didn’t know that.”
“Who can’t make it? Like old handicapped people and what not? I
don’t think they’re into us anyway, do you?”
“Let’s give it a chance, shall we, Nigel? That’s right ladies and gents. I
believe admission is five bucks and doors open at eight, right?”
(Background music getting louder):
“At eight. Get there early!”
“We got smoke machines, lights, and everything. Gonna be awesome
visually.”
“And nothing says great music like really cool visuals. Besides, what
better way to shed some of those Thanksgiving dinner pounds than to
bang your head at the Norford Y-DOG for a few hours?”
“Séance will be opening for us. They’re a really good band, too.”
(Background music getting even louder):
“With Séance...alright. So head on down next Friday evening to see
Bogus Anxiety and Séance, and in the meantime, enjoy your turkey day
next week and be safe. I’m Paul Antonelli and on behalf of Nigel
Noodles, Slappy Joe and Sleaze Rock of Bogus Anxiety, and my
producer, Don Phelps, on the other side of the glass, we say good night
all.”
“Later man!”
“Night!”

“Eyote!”

Out In The Cold

T

he dark blue Buick bounced its way hastily through the winding
Purchase Shore entrance at a higher speed than advisable. “Slow
down! You’re going to hit something,” Bobby-Jo scolded her anxious
younger friend. “They’re probably long gone now anyway; it’s been a
few hours or so. I don’t understand the rush.”
Raven eased up on the pedal and drove slowly into the beach parking
lot from whence they had come hours earlier. She was hoping for a
second chance to make some new friends, but it was past midnight now
and, with the exception of a lone lobster fisherman and a homeless man
dragging two shopping carts, all of the youngsters that had occupied the
area earlier had now been replaced with pigeons. She came to a stop at
the tiny stonewall, the area that overlooked the docks. “Damn it!” She
pounded the palms of her hands on the steering wheel. “I knew we
should have stayed here. I hope you had a grand ’ol time with those two
assholes,” she said scornfully at Bobby-Jo.
“Hey, you were the one who wanted to leave here, remember?”
“Yeah, but you agreed; and I could see on your face that you didn’t
want to stay here. That’s why I said we should leave; not because I really
wanted to but because you wanted to.” Raven crossed her harms over her
chest and let out a huff.
“Well...that Snowball man was kind of freaking me out! Wasn’t he
freaking you out?”
“A little, but I thought he was funny. Odd? Yes; but I don’t think we
were ever in any harm.”
“Harmless or not, they’re all kind of weird, Raven. I don’t think this is
an environment you should pine after.”
“Oh but those clean-cut rapist Wall Street boys are, huh?”

“Raven, I’m sorry. I just thought...”
“You thought about the easy way out is what you thought! You thought
about your friggin’ meal ticket. You think because someone wears nice
clothes and speaks eloquently, that they’re your Mr. Right! Well, you
know what? Things aren’t always as they seem, Bobby!”
“I see that now; I’m sorry. What happened back there was despicable,
if I could go back and change things I would. I just don’t know that
hanging out with this group here is an answer either. Are you sure you
don’t want to call the cops? It isn’t too late, I don’t think.”
“No.”
“You’re okay though, right? He didn’t hurt you physically?”
“I told you, I’m alright! Just leave it! I’ll be fine.”
“Fine. But why are we here? What is it you thought you were going to
find?”
“I said already...I was hoping......nothing.....Call it a hunch.”
“A hunch?”
“Yes, a hunch. I thought I felt something.”
“What kind of something?” Bobby-Jo giggled.
Raven huffed again. “You wouldn’t understand.”
“Okay.”
After a very long pause Raven said, “Does it occur to you that if those
two guys weren’t what they seemed, then maybe some of the people in
this group aren’t what they seem, either?”
“Maybe not. I see your point.” Bobby-Jo looked around. The
temperature was dropping and it was starting to rain. She wanted to get
Raven moving, but did not want to be insensitive about it either. “Okay,
but they’re all gone now. We should go home, too.” There was another
long silence as a river of tears ran down Raven’s face. Bobby-Jo felt bad
for what she was going through. She was lonely, and desperate to make
friends in the area. She was crying not only because of this unforeseen
loneliness, but because she had just been sexually assaulted in the
parking lot of a bar; a bar where they had met up with two young Wall
Street entrepreneurs for some drinks; drinks that for Raven and her date,
turned into a walk outside for some fresh air and some talk; talk which
then turned into an arrogant demand for sex. Raven spurned his demand
and that’s when the pushing, shoving and slapping began as she tried to
get back in the bar. Eventually the man won out. He grabbed her around
her thick waist and threw her into his car, where he promptly began

clawing at her shirt. All things considered, it wasn’t as bad as it could
have been. The man was too drunk to do any real physical damage, but
Raven wasn’t going to chance it; his behavior was unpredictable and
frightening, and she did not want to die like this. So after calming herself
down a little, Raven assessed her situation rationally and stingily allowed
him to caress and kiss her breasts while giving the would-be rapist a
thorough hand-job. The man quickly ejaculated all over his seat and his
penis was then rendered powerless. As he lie back in a state of
manufactured euphoria, Raven bolted out the door and ran into the bar to
find Bobby-Jo, who was making out with the other man. She told BobbyJo what had happened and they left immediately, heading to the Shore.
Raven needed a place to go and get her head straight before going back
to the family she nannied for. “You still have that girl’s number, right?”
“Yolanda. No. No, I don’t.” Raven began to cry again. “I think I lost it,
probably in his car while he was wrestling my blouse off.”
“I’m sorry honey. I’m so sorry Raven. What can I do?”
“Nothing.” Raven was balling now. “I just want to have some friends.
Why can’t I find friends around here? Is that asking too much?”
“No, it’s not. And you will, Raven; you will. Hey...I know!”
“Hm?” she sniffled.
“Why don’t we go to that concert of theirs next weekend? We can say
hi to the band, that Yolanda girl will be there, and all those other strange
people will be there, too. We can make some friends there. That’s what
we’ll do!”
“I think the Wellingtons have dinner plans that night. I have to stay
home with the kids.”
“They have dinner plans with my bosses. My bosses are very cool, and
their kids are going away next weekend for a few days, so they don’t
need me around. I’ll explain the situation and maybe they can have the
dinner at the Wellingtons instead. Then they won’t need you around.”
“You think so? They’d do that for me?”
“Why not? We’ll make it happen!” Bobby-Jo said cheerfully. “Or
dagnabit, my name ain’t Bobby-Jo Purebread.”

Throwin’ the Towel

I

t was seven miles from the home in South Norford where Debbie
Dumeé baby sat, to the house in East River that Pumpkinhead called
home; and with the rain falling heavily now, it promised to be a very
long walk for the young man dressed in a cloak and carrying a lantern
and wooden staff.
“Dude, that’s Pumpkinhead.”
“Oh my God, it is!” Felicity rolled the window down as Curly pulled
the car up alongside of him. “Pumpkinhead! Get in!”
“Oh Christ! Thank God you’re here.” Pumpkinhead squeezed into the
back seat of the car, wrestling with his wizard props as he did.
“Dude, just lie ’em on the floor; it’s cool.”
“Yeah, okay. Oh cool, a towel. I’m soaked.”
“What did you say?” Curly shouted over the sound of the pouring rain.
“Oh nothin’ man,” Pumpkinhead said, wiping his face dry with the
towel.
“Where’s your car?” Curly asked, staring straight ahead.
“It wouldn’t start again man.”
“Maybe something’s wrong with it,” Felicity said.
“Well no shit something’s wrong with it, Felicity! You think it’s
normal for a car not to start? What kind of fucked up thing is that to
say?”
“Go fuck yourself, Curl!”
“Oh God,” Pumpkinhead said, drying his long hair with the towel.
“You guys having a lover’s quarrel?”
“That would be impossible, because to have a lover’s quarrel…”
“You need to be in love and we’re not!” Felicity interrupted.
“Don’t be such a fuckin’ bitch, okay?”
“Oh God, you two.”
“Well hey wait, what about you, Pumpkin? How’d your date go with
that chick, uh…uh...”
“Debbie,” Felicity said.
“Yeah, Debbie….I would have thought of it sooner or later.”
“Well we’re growing old and I couldn’t be too sure; your stupidity
astonishes even me.”
“He-he-he-he!” Pumpkinhead laughed and began drying the back of his
neck with the towel.

“Quiet back there. No comments from the peanut gallery,” Curly said,
his eyes still staring straight ahead but at the same time feeling Felicity’s
eyes, to his right, shooting daggers through him. “So what happened with
your date? You get somethin’ or what?”
“Like a disease?”
“Nah dudes, it was beat. I don’t think the mother wanted me there. I
think she blew off her modeling gig in the city just to bust my stones
because she returned in less than an hour and told me I could leave, but
that she still needed Debbie for something or another.”
“Yeah, that sounds a bit suspicious to me, too.”
“Nothing gets by you, does it?”
“Shut up, Felicity. What’s up with this old bag anyway?”
“Maybe the old bag doesn’t like some dude fucking her fifteen-year-old
babysitter right outside the door where her children sleep,” Felicity
snapped, still staring hatefully at Curly and glancing out the window
once in a while.
“She’s not an old bag by any means,” Pumpkinhead said. “She’s
actually quite stunning! And we weren’t right out the door, we were
down the hall.”
“Stunning huh? How old is she, man?”
“She’s thirty-two, my man. Thirty-two going on thirteen.”
“That’s a sick way of thinking.”
“Holy shit, that’s old, man.”
“You like the older gals, huh?” Felicity teased, but still not looking
back at him. “As long as they look thirteen? He-he.”
“That’s not what I meant. But no, not usually, no, but this one was
picture perfect. I could do her I think. And maybe someday I’ll try.”
“I thought she didn’t want you around the house?”
“Well yes and no.”
“And what about your young junkie suction cup?”
“Fuck that nonsense; after seeing Stephanie, that’s the mother’s name, I
couldn’t even think about touching Debbie, or anyone else for that
matter.”
“Ah, that’s sweet.”
“You know what’s even sweeter, Felic?” Pumpkinhead continued.
“What?”
“She grabbed my arm, and rubbed her hand on top of mine, and told me
she was cutting me a break this time, but that if she ever saw my sweet

ass here again, she’d never let me leave. Jesus, maybe that’s what my
problem has been all this time; maybe I’m too mature for these bitch ass
girls we hang around with. They’re but meager children whereas I am an
old wise soul. And what goes well with a wise old man? An older, wiser,
but even prettier, woman; prettier than any of these girls I’ve been
wasting time trying to pry open. Yeah, that’s it, man. I’m screwin’
around with girls when I should be screwin’ around with women. That’s
it! No more for me!”
“No more what?”
“No more little girls! From now on, it’s women only.”
“So then…what? What do you got planned with this old bag?” Curly
asked.
“Idiot. Nothing right now. She has some shoot to do in Paris next
month and after that, Floyd and I need to be here to greet the aliens…”
“Oh that. Yeah right.” Curly and Felicity exchanged glances.
“Yeah, so maybe sometime in the not so distant future, but near
enough, we’ll hook up, if you know what I mean.”
“No, I don’t.” Curly looked in the mirror and for the first time noticed
that Pumpkinhead had dried himself with the towel and was now resting
his chin in it. “Dude!”
“What?!!”
“That’s our spermazoah towel!”
“Huh?”
“Oh God.” Felicity hid her face in embarrassment.
“That towel! Don’t use that!”
“Now you tell me? What the fuck?” Pumpkinhead threw it against the
inside of the car door.
“We came all over that thing, too,” Felicity purred with pride.
“Great.” Pumpkinhead began spitting all over the backseat.
Felicity looked up at Curly and said, with a gleam in her eye, “Didn’t
we, baby?”
Curly smiled back at her. “We sure did, Honey Pie.”

Another Piece of Meat

T

ony and Mahdakis sat on the front porch stoop of Tony’s femalebirth-giver’s new home, enjoying a cigarette as she and her new
companion, Radcliffe, scurried about inside preparing the next course for
Thanksgiving dinner. Mahdakis didn’t know that’s what they were doing
in there. He thought dinner was over and that perhaps they were washing
up or preparing dessert. After all, the six of them had already indulged in
appetizers such as ricotta stuffed mushrooms, fried zucchini, marinated
mozzarella balls, and antipasto salad. Thereafter, Mahdakis and Nicki
were already stuffed and barely managed to get through what they
assumed was the main course, baked eggplant lasagna with an asparagus
feta salad, immediately followed by a mandatory helping of freshly
sliced roast beef and a side of roasted garlic and rosemary potatoes. But
this was the Italian way. Mahdakis and Nicki were of the white mutt
nationality and knew not of such unabashed gluttony. They also had not
grasped the concept of sampling only a bite or two of this and that
instead of devouring everything in front of them as rapidly as possible.
It was growing dark outside; the clocks had been turned back. Light
from the television in the empty living room smacked enticingly up
against the glass windows every once in a while, reminding those outside
that there was a game on. Dallas was playing the Vikings. With Tony a
Giants fan and Mahdakis an Eagles fan, they were bonded only by the
want for their fellow division rivals, Dallas, to lose. Nicki Tater and
Tony’s brother took a drive to get some more beer and some smokes.
Pedro Ravioli, the older, clean cut, pleasant version of Tony, still resided
in Ramsey, New Jersey but visited his family as often as possible. While
cynical to a fault, he nonetheless smiled a lot and loved to have a good
time with people, unlike his brother who would just assume to live an
island all alone. Pedro was clean-shaven with short black hair and was
built like a Sneetch, but without the star on his round belly. Mahdakis
liked him and had become friends with him over the years. “Quite a
dinner ma’s rustling up in there, huh?” -Bobble-bobble-bobble
“Oh God,” Mahdakis held his stomach.
“You better have some more room in there.”
“Oh man, I don’t know. Hey dude, what the hell happened last
Saturday night? Why was Polly crying?”

Tony shook his head in bewilderment. “Dude, I really don’t want to
talk about it.”
“I was about to come you know.”
“You were, what about me?”
“Dude, I was holding Sally up…..”
“Spare me the visual, will ya? I think I saw anyway. She was upside
down, wasn’t she?”
“Yeah! You like that move?”
“Not for me, no. But hey, if sucking on an ugly chick’s cunt is your
thing, well then God bless. I mean, someone’s gotta do it, right? And it
sure the hell ain’t gonna be me.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble
Mahdakis had once again been indulging in Sally’s offerings, but this
time it was not without reciprocation. Mahdakis and Sally were sixtynining on Tony’s sofa with each of them wearing only a t-shirt.
Mahdakis was sitting upright in the middle of the couch holding Sally
upside down, the top of her head on the same couch pillow his ass was
sitting on. Each of them were feasting upon each other like famished
Guatemalan children, as he kept her upright and upside down by holding
her thick freckly thighs; her shirt not defying gravity and exposing her
equally as lovely and as freckly, breasts. They did this for quite some
time, both really enjoying themselves when suddenly screams were heard
inside Tony’s bedroom and everything came to a distressing halt.
Moments later, Polly burst out of the room almost dressed and crying
hysterically. Tony was behind her pulling his pants up and apologizing
for something or another. Sally turned herself right side up and
immediately came to her aid, ceasing all other activities as she did.
“Dude I was about to come down her throat! And she wanted me to! I
mean, what the hell, man? What happened in there?”
“I don’t know. I…”
“I had to finish myself off, dude. Thanks a lot.”
“I’m sorry. I….Where?…Where the fuck did you finish yourself off?
You guys never left the room and bolted out the door as soon as you
were all dressed.”
“Well I don’t know exactly; it was dark. But I guess somewhere on the
couch.”
“My couch? You blew your fuckin’ load on my couch?”
“Maybe it hit the carpet instead. Like I said, it was a little dark and I
couldn’t see where it went.”

“So that’s your thing? You just blow loads all over people’s houses
whenever you feel like it?”
“I had to! I heard that if you’re worked up that much and don’t let
yourself come, you can get blue balls or something.”
“That’s an old wives’ tale. I don’t believe that for a moment.”
“Well try it then. Let me know how it goes.”
“Besides, this whole fiasco is your entire fault anyway.”
“How is it my fault?”
“Hey, you pulled me aside after you and Sally finally arrived, and told
me that Polly takes it in the ass.”
“That’s what Sally said.”
“Well guess what, she wasn’t taking it that night!”
“You tried to fuck her in the ass on the first date?”
“I didn’t try anything, I did it! She gave me great head, so I flipped her
over and shoved it right up her ass thinking she was really going to dig
this.”
“Who digs that?”
“Polly! That’s what you said! You said Polly likes getting fucked in the
ass!”
“She hates getting fucked in the ass; that’s what I said.”
“No you fuckin’ didn’t, Mahdakis! You pulled me aside and said, ‘Psst;
hey, Polly takes it up the ass.’”
“Right, but I didn’t say she liked it! She can’t stand it, actually!”
“That is some information I could have used!”
“Well Jesus Christ, who fucks a person in the ass on the first date?”
“Lots of guys! Me for one!”
“How do you know she didn’t have tacos or something for dinner? You
know what a mess that could have been? Or any other spicy food for that
matter; my God! And if you get that shit in the hole of your dick you’ll
be screaming for days, man.”
“I was wearing a rubber you idiot. You ever heard of condoms?”
“I have.”
“Then try one sometime! Good gracious man, you’re running around
fucking questionable people without rubbers and on top of it, eating their
fouled, diseased, bleeding vaginas!”
“But I’m on a roll,” Mahdakis took a drag of his smoke. “Did you even
bother with some gel?”
“I used my saliva!”

“Hey!” The front door opened and a middle-aged man with glasses and
a balding scalp stepped outside. “It’s getting a little loud out here don’t
you think fellas?”
“Sorry Radcliffe.”
“Sorry.”
“Your mother said she will be serving in about twenty minutes, okay?
So be inside. Where’s your brother and Nicki?”
“I don’t know; good question.”
“Well let’s find them or your mother will have a fit.”
Radcliffe went back inside to give the television its much-desired
attention, as Tony put his butt out on the cement walkway and looked
away from his friend. “I’m coming back here.”
“To live?”
“To live.” -Bobble-bobble-bobble- “I just thought you should know.”
“Is everything okay?”
“Yeah it’s cool. But this will allow me to save up some money and get
the hell out of here once and for all. And I don’t mean the next state over
or something, I mean way out.” Tony lit another cigarette and opened
two fresh cans of Budweiser for them both. He handed one to Mahdakis
and continued, “Right now I’m just getting by, even with my male-birthgiver helping out.”
“Which room are you going to take? It’s kind of crowded in there. Isn’t
Jackie still living here?”
“Yeah she is. She’s having dinner with Worm’s family right now.”
Jackie was the youngest of the three siblings and was out enjoying
Thanksgiving Dinner with her boyfriend’s family. His name was Worm,
and the vanity plates on his Iroc-Z confirmed so. “But ma’s moving over
to East River in a couple months, to a larger home. I’ll move in with her
then.”
“She’s moving again?”
“Yeah,” Tony chuckled. “Can you believe it?”
The joke was that only eight months ago, after the death of Dickbag,
Mahdakis, Tony, Pedro, Pumpkinhead, White Tom and Jezebel had
already helped his female-birth-giver and Radcliffe move from across
town to the house directly across the street from where they now sat.
Then two months later, when the house they were currently at became
available, his female-birth-giver decided that she liked this house better
and asked the same guys, with Nicki and Rizzo this time, to help her and

Radcliffe move once again directly across the street. Now she was
moving again. “She doesn’t sit still, does she?”
“Not ma, nope.” Tony took a swallow of beer. “So, you psyched for
tomorrow night?”
“I guess,” Mahdakis said, a little unsure.
“What do you mean, you guess? From what I can tell, the place is
gonna be packed.”
“Yeah, but I’ve heard that before and ended up playing in front of
twenty people, half of which were the road crew.”
-Bobble-bobble-bobble “Either way, I’ll get some great snapshots of
you guys and make it look like it was packed.”
Mahdakis rubbed his bare chin. “What do you think of this music,
Tony?”
“It’s a little hollow; really not my thing, but it’s cool. I think Nigel and
Sleaze Rock are a bunch of lunatics who have a lot of growing up to do,
but Slappy’s alright. I know where he’s coming from. Nigel’s pretty
damn good on that guitar, though!” Tony slapped Mahdakis’s arm with
the back of his hand. “Hey, you aren’t nervous are you?”
“How could I be? I’ve played this place how many times?” He shook
his head. “But I don’t know, there’s a different feeling this time, like it’s
for real; like all the other times were training camp or just a big hoot.
There’s a sense of organized urgency this time. We have an actual road
crew and dedicated groupies. It’s real, man. Did I tell you that some guy
from the Bronx is gonna be there watching us?”
“No. What’s that all about?”
“He works nearby at a record store, so he’ll be selling our tape in the
store as well, but more to the point, he wants to book us gigs up in New
York.”
“The city, right?”
“Right; maybe with Open Fly and other bands like that.”
“That’s awesome! Things are really turning around for you brother.
Maybe this is it!”
“Maybe,” Mahdakis said, still feeling doubtful.
“And hey, you got a new girlfriend to boot. Does Nicki know yet?
You’re not still dating Nicki, are you?”
“Always hard to tell, but Sally and I were a one-night thing anyway.
She’s coming to the show tomorrow and all, but with a new guy. I’m

sure Nicki will find out about us sooner or later, but we’re both cool with
that sort of thing,” he lied. “You talk to Rizzo lately?”
“Yeah, she’ll be at the show tomorrow with me. I took her back after
the Polly incident. I guess sometimes you don’t realize what you got
until it’s gone.”
“And then you wonder how the hell you ever lived with it in the first
place.”
“Ha! There’s that way of thinking too. Where the hell is Pedro and
Nicki? We need to eat soon.”
“That’s okay, man. I’m gonna pass on dessert. No offense but I’m not a
sweets guy myself. Nicki said she was stuffed, too.”
“Dessert? What the fuck’s the matter with you? My birth-giver slaved
all day, you can’t leave now!”
“Fine. What is for dessert anyway?”
“Homemade tiramisu and fresh cannolis I think, but that isn’t the point!
Skip dessert if you want, but we’re serving the main course now!”
“Main course? What the fuck are you talking about? We just had pasta
and beef!”
“I’m talking about the turkey with fennel sausage stuffing!”
“The what?”
“And the fish! We haven’t had the turkey yet. You can’t leave,
motherfucker!”
“Fish?”
“With homemade bruschetta!”
“Jesus Christ. How am I supposed to eat all that?”
“Just eat a little! She worked hard all day and last night!”
“Fuck man.”
Nicki and Pedro pulled up in the car as the door to the house opened
once again and Radcliffe stepped out. “Oh okay, everyone’s here; just in
time. Good, now we can eat.”
“Awesome!” Pedro yelled, springing like a rocket out of the
passenger’s seat. “That’s what I call timing.” As Pedro got to the porch
he smiled at Mahdakis and said, “You coming in, or are you just gonna
stay there looking stupid.”
Mahdakis looked at Nicki, who was still in the driver’s seat, and
mouthed the words, ‘There’s more food’.
She stared helplessly back at him, wiping her nose then mouthing the
words ‘Are you kidding?’

He shook his head ‘no’ and took a step towards her car.
“I have to get back home,” she finally announced out the window.
“This is my Mom’s car and she needs it back. Mahdakis, if you want a
ride, come now!”
Mahdakis felt six very disapproving eyes staring at him on the porch
and could not look at any of them. He took another step towards the car
and simply said, “Sorry, I have to split, too.” Then picking up his pace
towards the car yelled back. “Thanks for everything. Tell your birthgiver that what I did eat was the best I’ve ever had. Awesome!” He
jumped in the car as Nicki quickly put it in gear, “See you tomorrow!”
Nicki made a U-turn at the end of the dead-end road and sped out as if
they had just robbed a bank. “Where to Mahdakis, my love?”
“Anywhere...Southpoint. I don’t care; just get me away from all this
food. These people are nuts!”
“No shit man, how can people eat like that?”
“And there were only six of us. What the hell?”
“Crazy,” Nicki said sniffling and wiping her nose again.
They drove for a while not saying too much, but feeling good. “So what
the hell took you and Pedro so long?”
“Oh, damnedest thing; I had to gobble on his cock awhile in exchange
for a bag of coke and he couldn’t come. Ha-ha-ha…Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
Mahdakis looked at her face. She was smiling, probably trying to
instigate him. He wasn’t going to bite. Even Nicki had more scruples
than to mess around on her assumed boyfriend right under his nose with
the brother of her former boyfriend, right under his nose.
“Funny,” is all he said.
“Ha-ha-ha….Ha-ha-ha-ha! Okay, Southpoint it is. Let’s see if Curly
and Pumpkinhead are around since we’re driving right by.
“Cool.”
The truth of the matter was, Nicki hadn’t been joking about the Pedro
Ravioli thing, and as a matter of fact, had begun dating him behind
Mahdakis’s back, so she would tell him two decades later......“Ha-haha…Ha-ha-ha-ha!”

Other
Voices

Sound of Silence

H

aving spent so much time in clubs and places of the sort, it is easy for me
to forget that most well-adjusted people out there have never hung out or
even seen a backstage. So let me take you there now... oh don’t worry, we’ll get
to the show on time.
It really isn’t anything special to the casual observer. It seems like it is at first,
but as the seconds pass, it becomes painfully obvious that it is just another place
to hang out, only more uncomfortable because of the tight quarters. Backstage
(when there is a backstage) dressing rooms (and I use that term loosely) are not
what you may have seen depicted on television over the years. Most places offer
one lone ten-by-twelve room with no door, usually painted in some barren offwhite color, with a lamp or overhead light fixture, very old and dirty carpeting
(if any), a couple of electrical outlets without covers, a long table or waist high
shelving, and if you are real lucky, a wall mirror, usually cracked in one or
more of the corners, that looks in danger of falling over at any minute.
Given these most cramped and abysmal dressing quarters, anyone who was
part of the crew, could usually be found before the show, hanging around in the
dark hallway just outside the entrance of the dressing room. The Y-DOG was no
exception.

*****
“I can’t believe these nasty little bitches, Babs! Oh my God, look! Look
at how those whores are dressed…or aren’t, as the case seems to be.”
“The young women to my left you mean, Misty?”
“Yeah, them.”
“Okay, I’m looking. Now what? I feel a little conspicuous.”
“Look how they dress! They might as well not be wearing anything!”
“In that case I’d rather not look anymore if you don’t mind.”
“I’m jealous; I wish I had some of their clothes.”
“Roxanne! Whose side are you on?”
“Side? What sides are there? I didn’t know there were….sides.”
“Misty’s having a moment.”
“Maybe she needs a wine cooler to calm her down.”
“P.J., did you bring your tool box?”
“Yeah Zook, it’s out in the car.”

“I don’t like the looks of this ground on the main floor light switch.
You got some wire strippers in that thing?”
“Should have. I don’t know.”
“Well, did you stock the toolbox or not?”
“Yeah, I did. I just don’t remember what’s in it. Might be peanut butter
in there for all I know.”
“Great.”
“Here, you’ll need the keys, it’s locked. Oh, grab the other can of liquid
nitrogen for the fog machine; it’s in the backseat somewhere, I think.”
“You got a can of compressed liquid nitrogen rolling around the back
of your car somewhere. That’s good.”
“Hey! If you find a ham sandwich lying around in there, can you bring
it back? I dropped one the other day while driving and never found it.”
*****
The Backstage area was a bonding source for all involved. The groupies, the
roadies, the band members, and sometimes a family member or two. It reminded
us that we were not alone, and together we were one strong solid unit working
towards a mutual goal. Big or small, everyone had a role and played a part.
Some offered their encouragement, some their money, some their technical
expertise, some their mouths, and some, all the above. At the end of the day,
these road rats are the unsung heroes of a band. It was during these backstage
moments that I would give thanks to all these people for their selfless dedication
and for loaning their talents and valuable time. But of course, like every family,
there was always some constant bickering and animosity.

*****
“Frank! Pumpkinhead, what are you guys doing just sitting around?”
“What does it look like, Nigel?”
“We’re sitting around. Huh-huh.”
“There’s still stuff to carry and bring up on the stage.”
“Oh?”
“Is that a fact?”
“Yeah, that’s a fact. My amp, for starters.”
“Your amp?”
“Yes my amp; would you mind?”
“I don’t know; why would we carry your amp?”

“Because you’re roadies and that’s what roadies do.”
“What are you, fuckin handicapped? Do it yourself.”
“That’s not how you’re supposed to talk to the people who pay you.”
“My brother pays us, you don’t. Therefore, we choose to reserve our
precious bodily strengths for the lugging and carrying of his equipment,
not yours.”
“And we’ll talk to you however we want.”
“We are not without sympathy regarding your predicament, however;
so…let us explore this quagmire of yours, shall we?”
“Hm.”
“Okay, you have an amp that’s over......there...and it needs to
be...over......here, am I understanding that correctly?”
“Mm.”
“And Girlie-Boy, you’re roadie, the one you pay to transport this
device of yours, is missing in action.”
“It would seem.”
“Hmm. Now let’s put our heads together and ponder our options, shall
we?”
“Fuck it, I’ll get it myself.”
*****
I never really partook in all the backstage hoopla and fanfare (when there was
any), and neither did Slappy. Neither of us mingled with the crowd before the
show either. Sleaze and Nigel always did so I felt that any more than that would
be overbearing and come off as desperate or pompous. Slappy and I also shared
the belief in the element of surprise, in which we didn’t like the audience to see
us dressed before show time; sort of along the idea of it being bad luck to see
the bride before the ceremony. I also felt that we, as the main event, would be
getting enough attention later on, so why not leave these people alone to
converse amongst the people they came with for a while? At least these are the
things we told ourselves to mask our fears. Truth of the matter was, Slappy Joe
and I were less than comfortable being around the people who made up our
audience, for different reasons mind you. He was nervous because he did not
know many of them; I was nervous because I did.

*****
“I don’t like the way they look at Joey!”

“I don’t think they even look at him, do they?”
“Of course they do Roxanne; everyone does!”
“I don’t.”
“Me neither.”
“I do! All the time. I wanna blow him!”
“Shut up, P.J.!”
“Yeah, don’t be so vulgar.”
“Sorry, the man just captivates me and I lose all sense of control.”
“Just shut up and do whatever it is that you’re doing over there.”
“What I’m doing over here? I’m getting the stage ready, which is more
than you three stoogettes are doing.”
“Stoogette; very funny.”
“Did you think of that all by yourself?”
“I did, Babs. Yes, I did.”
“It probably took him all day.”
“What did I miss? Why is everyone staring at P.J.?”
“Zook, he just admitted he wants to sleep with my boyfriend.”
“Who doesn’t?”
“Ah! See Roxanne?...Babs?...Everyone wants to sleep with Joey!”
“Dude, did you find what you needed?”
“Yeah.”
“No luck with that ham sandwich though, huh?”
“No, I think it went to that place where all the socks go after they’ve
been through the dryer.”
“Mm-hm, I was gonna look there next.”
*****
But everyone usually found something or someone to do for the otherwise
monotonous hours between late afternoon and show time...that is everyone but
me.
For the most part, and once the gear was lugged in and set up, Curly,
Pumpkinhead, Thrasher, and Frank got stoned and trolled the local streets for
pussy, but usually not as successful as Nigel, who would typically be out with
Sleaze Rock, conducting free breast examines or interviewing potential
candidates to mother their children. Even Slappy Joe and his little merry band
of Mafiosos would go out and about the town, trying out the local pasta and

pizza joints. I sat idly by like a mental patient, watching the equipment; making
sure nothing got touched or stolen.

*****
“Well, there you are. Thought I might find your white ass back here,
although I half expected to see someone’s lips attached to your dick.
Stuck guarding the equipment again?”
“What’s up Charlotte?”
...“I don’t know, I thought you’d vanished from the face of the Earth.”
“No, just real busy.”
...“Busy? And.....what, you can’t chew gum and walk at the same
time?”
“Hm?”
...“Maybe being busy is a new concept for you, but I’ve always been
busy; and yet I’ve always managed to find time for our rendezvous’. At
the very least, I’ve returned your calls in a prompt manner. Is there a
problem? My pussy isn’t good enough for you anymore?”
“e c’mon, I have a show to do; isn’t Alexander out there right now?”
...“Alexander is out there talking with Jack and Cannoli. Don’t worry
about him. So what the fuck’s up, Mahdakis? We haven’t seen each other
in almost a month! Give it to me straight. Are you into these F.A.G.G.
Metal groupies now? Is that it? You need some slutty teenage action?”
“No. As a matter of fact, I’m still kind of sort of with Nicki.”
...“Kind of sort of still with Nicki? Well that sounds like a real solid
foundation. Who cares, anyway? It’s never stopped us before! Jez, Rizzo,
Nicki, what the fuck? I heard you were last seen giving Sally head on the
docks at Purchase Shore. What happened to your loyalty to Nicki that
night, hm? What’s up with that, man? Where’s my well-deserved head? I
wanna fuck you boy; right here, right now! C’mon, let’s do it!”
“Screw that! What’s up with fucking an entire football team?”
...“You bastard! Whatever else I do sexually is none of your business!”
“It is if you want me to go down on that thing!”
...“If I want you to go down on…this thing? Nice. So that’s what this is
now, a thing? Besides, how is what I did any different from what these
F.A.G.G. Metal cunts do out there? Huh?”
“They’re not fucking an entire group of guys at once, that’s what!”

...“No, they’re not fucking an entire group of guys at once. But they
will! When all is finally said and done, our numbers will be the same!
Only I got it all out of the way in one shot instead of dragging it out for
years!”
*****
“Halt, who goes there?”
“Sham Rock, it’s me. The backdoor’s locked; I need to get in.”
“Girlie-Boy? What the fuck you doin’ at the front door?”
“I could ask you the same question. Why are you harassing people
trying to get in?”
“I’m not harassin’ nobody, mayon. I’m doin’ my job.”
“What job?”
“Peter Burke wanted me to make sure nobody was bringing in liquor or
drugs and whatnot. I got to pat you down.”
“Screw that, man. If I was going to bring in liquor, I’d have brought it
in hours ago and concealed it in one of the bags or in the back of an
amp.”
“True, but maybe you forgot and that’s why you left.”
“I left to get Nigel’s food.”
“Nigel’s food? You queer for him or somethin’?”
“Yeah, really queer. Now let me in.”
“Hands over your head first, I gotta do a pat down. No exceptions.”
“Jesus Christ; okay fine.”
“Everything seems in order...hold on! Where you going?”
“What? You said it seemed in order.”
“I heard you bragging about having a big cock.”
“It ain’t braggin’ if it’s true.”
“Let’s see.”
“Say what? Sham Rock, you lost your mind?”
“I think you’re full of shit, is all.”
“Hey what’s up dudes?”
“HOLD UP, THRASHER! What do you think you’re doing trying to
sneak by?”
“The backdoor’s locked; I gotta get these batteries to Sleaze Rock.”

“I gotta pat you down for liquor, mayon. Sorry, you gotta wait your
turn behind Girlie-Boy...Now show me your cock, DiNardo. C’mon put
your money where your mouth is.”
“Oh wow, man. This is some intense pat down.”
“Don’t worry, Thrasher. I don’t want to see your cock. I want to see
his, unless you got a big cock, too. Do you got a big cock?”
“Puny. And it only gets hard when I watch the animal channel.”
“That’s weird. You should see a doctor.”
“He said there’s no cure.”
“That sucks. Well I still don’t wanna see that.”
“Cool.”
“Alright, go on in and get those batteries to Sleaze.”
“Hey, why does he get to go in? What the fuck, Sham?”
“Because he doesn’t have a big mouth like you...Hey Curly! What’s
your problem? You can’t get by here unless I say!”
“Dude, the backdoor’s locked.”
“What’s in that brown paper bag?”
“It looks like a bottle of whiskey to me, Sham Rock. I think you should
pat Curly down and pull his pants off, too.”
“Listen, mayon, what’s in the bag, Curly? I’m warning you.”
“This bag?”
“Yeah, that bag. I have to admit, it does resemble a bottle of something
in a brown paper bag. And that Grandma’s Liquor logo on it makes me a
little suspicious.”
“I really don’t know what it is.”
“He’s full of shit; you can see the cap sticking up out of the bag for
fuck’s sake!”
“Mahdakis just told me to go grab the brown paper bag from the front
seat of his car. He said he needed it.”
“Mahdakis said that, did he?”
“Yep.”
“I’m gonna ask him later, Curly. If I find out you’re fibbin’ to me, it’s
gonna be curtains for you.”
“Okay.”
“Now get goin’. If Mahdakis said he needed that, then it must be
important. HOLD ON! Who are you?”
“Fish.”
“Fish? Like Go Fish? You tellin’ me to go fish?”

“No, Fish is my name. I’m a new roadie.”
“He’s the new guy, Sham.”
“You know him, Curly?”
“I go to school with him, of course I do.”
“Alright then, go with Curly.”
“What the fuck? Now you’re just playin’ favorites! How do you know
they weren’t smuggling in a pipe bomb in that bag?”
“So what if it was, Girlie-Boy? I’m only here to check for liquor and
drugs. Pipe bombs are perfectly fine, I guess. Besides, Grandma doesn’t
sell pipe bombs; you’re just being silly now.”
“JESUS CHRIST!”
“Don’t yell, Girlie-Boy; it elevates my stress level. Now show me your
dick!”
“Screw that, there’s people lining up behind us now.”
“If you got a big dick then what’s the problem? The way I see it, you’d
only be bashful if it’s a small one.”
“He doesn’t have ANY dick! He’s probably a female transvestite.”
“Brooklyn, I’d show you my dick, you dumb bitch, but you wouldn’t
know what to do with it.”
“Nobody would know what to do with it; it’s so damn small.”
“Shut up Anika, you’re another fuckin’ dumbass whore bag!”
“HEY! Watch the language. There are ladies present; conduct yourself
in a manner that is conducive of fine gentleman-like behavior around
them.”
“Thank you Sham Rock.”
“You’re welcome, ladies. Now Girlie-Boy, listen mayon, if you don’t
show me you’re cock right this second, I’m gonna give you a look at
mine! Your choice.”
*****
The odds of making it big in the music industry are not good, to say the least.
But I had to try because as much as I wanted it, even more so, I did not want to
be that old man in a rocking chair, smoking his pipe and wondering what
if....what if I had given stardom a shot? What if? There’s a certain nobility and
satisfaction to having made the actual attempt in the first place, even if the end
result is not what you had dreamed. Besides, logic also dictates that the higher
you aim, the higher you’ll hit. Having become well acquainted with failure
already, I assessed that I could live with the failure of not making it big so long

as I knew I had given it my best shot, and my all. But that I could never live with
the regret of not having tried. And this was my best shot, and my all...

*****
“Domenic Alfredo! What brings you to this neck of the woods?”
“Well, look who it is; Miles Savage and Moe of the band, Open Fly.”
“In the flesh!”
“What’s up, Dom?”
“I’m checking these guys out tonight. I may take them under my wing
and give them a little representation.”
“Seriously?”
“I think they may have what it takes to make it in the city. I’ll know for
sure once I see them play. What brings you guys here?”
“We’re playing Avenues in Philly next week.”
“Not to mention this is also our home town.”
“Ah, that’s right.”
“We’ve known that guy on bass since high school.”
“No kidding?”
“No kidding. And the guy on drums is the younger brother of a very
good friend of ours.”
“So then, you wouldn’t be opposed to the possibility of them opening
up for you guys a night or two, here and there?”
“Up in New York City? Shit yeah! That’d be great!”
“Not a problem at all.”
“Every night’s fine. We’re blood, man!”
“Good, good. Good to know. Well if all goes well, and I think it might,
I’ll be on the horn with your manager first thing in the morning and see
about booking these guys on some kind of mini-tour this winter. Maybe
we’ll see you on the road.”
“Maybe sooner than you think. If you’re interested, the opening band
for our Avenue’s gig has a scheduling conflict next week and we’re
without an opening act right now.”
“We’re interested. I’ll call Janet right now; she’s still handling you
guys?”
“You betcha!”
“Okay, well it looks like it’s about show time. I’ll talk to you guys
later. Thanks; thanks a lot.”

“Catch you later, Domenic!”
*****
Needless to say, F.A.G.G. Metal was not my first choice, it was my only
choice. I simply hopped a much-needed ride with the only group of people who
would stop to pick me up, because going somewhere with someone was still
better than going nowhere with no one. While I wrestled with the idea of
F.A.G.G. Metal being anything more than background music for a sexual swap
meet, I now regret nothing of the decision to transform myself into a symbolic
representation of everything I felt wrong with the music industry at the time.
Yes, The Machine was hauling me in on its conveyor belt for stamping, as it
would any other generic product, but it was time for a change; any kind of
change...a change that could lead to other changes and possibly make me whole
again.

*****
“These cats aren’t terrible, huh child?”
“I’ve seen better, but I’ve also seen worse.”
“Oh come on, Floyd. Don’t be like everyone else around these parts.”
“What’s that mean, like everyone else?”
“Negative man, negative. Negativity and jealousy, and I do detect some
jealousy in your tone, tear at the soul, my friend; and because you only
have one soul, you’d best treat it well. Mm-hm.”
“Maybe you should start your own church. ‘Black Tom’s church of the
Positively Positive Souls’.”
“I’ll jot it down in the memory banks in case the meditation thing
doesn’t work out.”
“I’m just saying I can play all these songs. It’s nothing special. I’m
happy for him and all, but I have a guitar at home and I play; it’s an
authentic Gibson Flying V.”
“Sounds crazy. You play better than that Nigel character up there?”
“Maybe not better, but definitely more original. God, what he’s doing
up there is borderline plagiarism. I’m surprised nobody else can hear it.”
“You know what?”
“What?”
“I play, too; got a bass back up on campus that I play every night.”
“Oh yeah? What kind?”

“It’s a black one.”
“Ah, I heard those are good ones!”
“Ha-ha-ha! Oh man, I don’t know; its’ some sort of piece of shit, but I
like it. I play songs and write songs on it, songs I too think are better than
most other peoples are. But you know what?”
“Hm?”
“I ain’t playin’ them in front of anyone, and neither are you. For
whatever reason, whether we just couldn’t get our acts together, or have
different priorities, we ain’t the ones up on that stage with eyes all over
us, weeze not the ones sacrificing this or that and spending almost every
waking hour with our instruments and our band members; they are. So if
nothing else, you have to give them credit for that.”
“Yeah I know.”
“And until you or, you and me...that would be cool; to get together and
jam?...”
“It would.”
“...until you and me do something, I think it’d be best to reserve
judgment.”
“Yeah, I know. I guess I just don’t like the songs.”
“Oh these songs are fuckin’ terrible, are you kidding me? Downright
brain-numbing. Mm-hm.”
*****
It was loud, very loud. Traffic at stoplights, a block away, could hear us
playing over their car radios. Yet as I thrashed around up on stage, banging my
head up and down to the feel of Sleaze Rock’s drumming, I could hear nothing.
It was as if God had turned the sound off on everything only in my universe. I
was playing by memory and playing flawlessly, rarely looking up or out for
applause. And when the crowd roared, I felt their cheers like a tidal wave,
knocking me over; but still; I did not really hear them; I felt them. My peripheral
vision saw many conversations and sensed what was being said, but never once
did I hear a voice. Everything was in slow motion...and silent...and understood.

*****
“So Jez? What do you think?”
“My mind is officially blown. I never thought he would sell out like
this, Cop; never.”

“I like it. He’s finally playing the music I wanted to play when I was
playing with him years ago. I don’t think it’s so much selling out as it is
conforming to the times.”
“Conform...to sell out.”
“Okay fine. And stop blowing that shit in my face! You wanna go in, or
do you wanna just stand out here and watch through that window?”
“Here is fine. I don’t want him to see me, and I really don’t want to be
amongst the likes of those people......Peace be with you, my love. May
our paths meet again. I hope you find whatever it is that you’re looking
for out there. I’ll always have a place for you in my heart, a big one. ”
“Ahh, isn’t that sweet, wishing him farewell.”
“Fuck you. Besides, I wasn’t wishing him farewell, I was wishing him
well; Something I never got the chance to do properly, as I should have.”
“Oh shit, look who it is.”
“Hey! There she is! Jezebel, Copper Tom! How the hell are you two?”
“Anxious, Sally, anxious. That’s how I am.”
“You know Polly, right?”
“Oh yeah, hey. How’s it going?”
“So you dudes got any powder on you?”
“Nah man. We’re looking to score. I do know a guy who knows a guy
who lives not too far from here, though.”
“Screw that. Your problems are solved. My boyfriend has a whole
bunch if you want to follow us to his apartment.”
“Your boyfriend, Sally?”
“Yeah, Cop; my boyfriend.”
“Girls have them you know.”
“But wait...isn’t....I thought I heard that you and....Mahdakis were
together.”
“WHAT?! Why you miserable fuckin tramp!”
“Jez, no; it isn’t like that. It was just a one-time thing.”
“The one-time thing was last summer. Don’t think I didn’t know about
that!”
“Okay...maybe a two-time thing. This was one and done that’s it. I
swear.”
“It was actually twice in one night, plus last summer. He-he-ha-hahuh!” (snort)
“Polly!”
“Interesting. And what is this asshole grinning about?”

“Ha-ha, Cop.”
“C’mon Copper, out with it. What’s so funny? What’s with the smirk?”
“I heard he was eating her out on the docks in front of a hundred people
at Purchase Shore.”
“Are you kidding me?”
“They were out clammin’ together. He-he-ha-ha-huh!” (snort)
“You’re really gettin’ on my nerves, you little shit, you know that?”
“Screw you.”
“Polly! Try and be a little more sensitive.”
“Says the vixen.”
“Clammin’ together, that’s funny.”
“Copper, grow up.”
“Jez...it’s over, okay? Let’s just go get some coke and calm our
nerves.”
“Hold on. First I have something to say to that window again.........I
HOPE YOU DIE IN A FIERY PLANE CRASH, YOU FUCKIN’ PIECE
OF SHIT, WANNABE F.A.G.G. METAL ROCK STAR!.....Okay, let’s
go.”
*****
“Moe, my darling! How are you?”
“Nicki Tater, live in the flesh as we speak! How are you dear?”
“Oh you know...looking for a little” (sniff-sniff) “toot, if you know
what I mean.”
“I know the feeling.”
“Yeah?”
“I’m looking for a little...blow...myself...if you get my drift.”
“Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha! Okay fine. I scratch your back, you scratch
mine?”
“I think we’re on the same page.”
“It’s not that new crack shit, is it?”
“Nah, nice stuff.”
“Alright then, let’s make a deal.”
“Same old Nicki.”
“Would you want me any other way?”
“I don’t know. What other way is there that we haven’t tried already?”

“I’ve forgotten; maybe you need to remind me of the other ways first.
You wanna get out of here?”
“You aren’t going to stay to the end of the show? What about
Mahdakis?”
“Nah, I know how the songs go, and he’s more into his new friends and
what not. He doesn’t party as much anymore. Besides, I haven’t seen you
in a while.”
“Okee-doke! Let’s follow the yellow brick road.”
“Follow the yellow brick road! Ha-ha-ha...Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
*****
There was an energy around me on this particular night that I had never felt
before. A spark had been ignited and there was an overall sense of being on the
right track for the first time. The moment at hand was not so much a spectacular
moment for the band as much as it was a happy moment for me, and happy was
something I hadn’t felt in a very long time. After only the fifth or sixth song, it
felt like we had played an hour.

*****
“And welcome back to this week’s special live edition of Bands of
Tomorrow here on W, I, P, E - The Wipe, where we are broadcasting the
live performance of Bogus Anxiety here at the Norford Y-DOG. I’m
Paul Antonelli and one thing is for sure, if you’re not here, then you’re
missing out on a great night of music and fun; a night that is currently
holding at an unseasonably warm fifty-five degrees with a slight over
cast. It’s a quarter past the hour and the band has just taken their first
break. So I thought while they were doing that, I’d introduce the newest
member of our W, I, P, E promotions staff, and weekend board operator,
Yolanda Zambrano. Hi Yolanda, welcome aboard.”
“Thanks Paul. Good to be here.”
“Now, I understand that before the show, you recorded a backstage
interview with members of Bogus Anxiety.”
“Almost all of them.”
“Let me guess, Mahdakis, the bass player, wasn’t there.”
“Right you are, Paul.”
“He’s an elusive one that Mahdakis.”

“And a very good friend of mine, so I’ll talk to him later. Now Nigel
was there too, but not really. He was in a closet the entire time.”
“In a closet…”
“I don’t know what he was doing in there, but he was making quite a
ruckus.”
“Yeah, yeah, something tells me Nigel may not have been alone.”
“Perhaps not. But I had a real nice time with Sleaze and Slap.”
“Sleaze Rock and Slappy Joe, the drummer and singer respectively.”
“Nice guys.”
“Oh they are, Yolanda. I grew up with these guys. And if anyone out
there in our listening audience wants to find out for themselves, stay
tuned immediately after the show when we will air Yolanda’s interview
in its entirety right here on W, I, P, E - The Wipe. But for now Yolanda,
can you give us just a little tease of what we might hear?”
“Sure Paul. This was about an hour before show time. They were
getting dressed and dare I say, they weren’t very shy about it in front of
me either.”
“These jobs do come with the oddest of perks....”
“Mm, well what you call a perk, Paul, I call an occupational hazard.”
“Ha-ha-ha.”
“Anyway, the first voice you hear is Sleaze. The second is Slappy Joe.”
“The name was all my idea. I came up with it. HEY-OH!”
“No you didn’t.”
“Well we both did, actually.”
“You had notin’ to do with it; you weren’t even around. My sister wrote the
lyrics to the song Bogus Anxiety, which gave me the idea for the band name.”
“Quiet Slappy. We were all bouncing names around; I think Mahdakis came
up with Stink Fist or something, but uh, yeah Slappy mentioned Bogus
Anxiety and everyone loved it.”
“Nobody liked it besides me. You all just tolerated it; there’s a difference.”
“If we thought it sucked why would we go along with it?”
“It was getting late and we needed a name, so it’s a name. It doesn’t mean
anything though. It’s just a name, like The Beatles.”
“Do you compare any of the music you write to the Beatles?”
“Hell no, Yolanda. They’re way out of my league. I’m not even a big fan
really; I was just sayin’.”

“How would you describe your music to someone who hasn’t heard any of it
before? Is there something comparative out there?”
“I’d like to think not, but I’m sure there is. It’s good time rock-n-roll with
a twist.”
“What kinds of twists?”
“It’s hard to explain, but having Mahdakis and Nigel in the band really does
help make it different. I’m learning a lot from their knowledge. Mahdakis is a
bit older and has all these dark, heavy, psychedelic influences. Nigel likes
F.A.G.G. Metal, but he grew up in a professional musical household that
concentrated on classical, jazz, and even blue grass.”
“Blue Grass? I didn’t know that about Nigel.”
“Yeah. So I’ll write a song and then Mahdakis or Nigel might come up with
some off-the-wall interlude or idea, like changing the key, or the time, or
the two of them doing something in unison…or just the opposite, one goes
one way and the other, the other way. They’re a really good unit together.”
“Hey! What about me?”
“Oh yeah, no one can hold a candle to this rhythm section. Drums and bass;
those two are tight. I’m glad I met these dudes”
“YEAH BOYEEE!”
“I think.”

“And that’s just the tip of the iceberg, Paul. There’s so much more.”
“And we’ll all be sure to stay tuned immediately following tonight’s
concert for that entire interview.”
“Make sure you do.”
“Thank you very much, Yolanda. We’ll be right back with more live
music from the Norford Y-DOG here on W, I, P, E - The Wipe, right
after these words...”
“...and…..we’re in commercial, Paul.”
“Cool... So how do you like it so far?”
“It’s alright. A little boring if you know what I mean. The weather, the
time. Blah-blah-blah.”
“Yeah, local a.m. radio tends to be that way... well hey, here’s a
thought; if you like, we can probably make the time go by faster if you’d
suck my dick under the table.”
*****

So when I played Slappy’s lyrically-thought-challenged originals, I played
them with heart. And when I played the F.A.G.G. Metal covers they forced me to
learn, I played them with conviction, as if the drive of the song was coming from
within my own soul. The reasons for this being, that one, I had my pride; and if I
were going to be seen in public playing bad music, the least I could do for my
own dignity is be seen playing it well (there’s nothing worse than playing a
sloppy version of some already horrible music); and two, while I had my
differences with this particular music, it was this particular music that was now
nurturing me; bringing me back to some sort of life.

*****
“Hello sailor, you come here often?”
“Shh! Jesus Felicity, what’s the matter with you?”
“I don’t know Carl. Why are you whispering?”
“Dakota’s here somewhere. Watch what you say.”
“I doubt she can hear us over the house music. Does she know about
us?”
“I don’t think so, and let’s keep it that way, okay?”
“Hey.”
“Dakota!”
“Look what I found. Oh, and I see you found something as well.”
“What’s up dude?”
“Goiter, how are ya man?”
“Alright Carl……Well, well, if it ain’t ’ol Benedict Arnold Feulgude.”
“Whatever, Goits. I can only say I’m sorry so many times.”
“Well, he was almost sodomized by a gang of homicidal maniacs!”
“HA-HA-HA-HA-HA!!!”
“Shut up Carl, it’s not funny!”
“Sure it is.”
“What kind of a friend are you anyway, Felicity?”
“Fuck off, Dakota!”
“Watch it!”
“I’m not afraid of you. And besides, you weren’t there. There were
circumstances.”
“What kind of circumstances?”
“Mahdakis thought it would be best if.....”

“HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA-HA!! Oh my God, Mahdakis had
an idea...and you guys listened......HA-HA-HA-HA!! This is funny
already!”
“Never mind, Carl. Now you’re being way too insensitive for my
liking.”
“Don’t fall for that sensitive routine, Dakota. Goiter’s just looking to
slip it to you with that feel-sorry-for-me shit, when you least expect it.”
“I’m surprised you didn’t let him, Felicity.”
“How do you know I didn’t?”
“You want to fight or something? I’ll drop you fuckin’ hard!”
“No, I don’t want to fight. Not over that thing. He’s a self-loathing,
unforgiving little baby. Maybe Mahdakis was right, maybe you are in the
closet and don’t even know it.”
“Fuck you, bitch.”
“We’re going for a walk, Carl.”
“What, you and Goiter? I’m coming too.”
“No; he wants to talk to me alone.”
“I don’t think so.”
“Let them talk.”
“I don’t need your approval, Felicity.”
“Fine.”
“It’s like our first night out together in months and you want to spend it
alone with Goiter?”
“Just for a little while. We’ll be back...”
“Damn. Looks like you got stood up.”
“Looks like it. What a fuckin’ bitch.”
“Which one, her or Goiter?”
“Right?”
“You wanna go for a walk of our own?”
“Hmm. I don’t know, I…What is that strange gleam in your eye?”
“Follow me, I’ll show you.”
*****
Would it have been nice if it were a different form of music?
You betcha it woulda...But it wasn’t, and when the clock’s ticking away, we
can’t be too fussy with who’s operating.

What’s more, the people in the audience didn’t need to be burdened on a
Friday night, or any other night for that matter, with my cynical ideology and
stark pessimism. They were there to have a good time and get laid; period.
There was little if any tolerance for pissing and moaning anymore; no one
wanted to hear it. Buck up and play like you mean it, or get off the stage and let
someone else give it a try. While you’d be hard pressed to find a better rock bass
player in Norford than me at the time, kids who owned an electric guitar and
knew just enough to stand there and look pretty, were a dime a dozen, and that
was all that was required. The talent we possessed and the subtle artistic
nuances that Nigel and I threw in to the songs were elements that would soon
separate us from the other local bands. So yes, while I could have been a good
bass player in a much heavier metal band, I instead became an awesome bass
player in a F.A.G.G. Metal band.

*****
“Tony! Are you almost done?”
“Yeah, I think I got all the shots I need.”
“You didn’t forget about Sleaze Rock, did you? I know you don’t like
him but...”
“Yes Rizzo, I got plenty of close-ups with Sleaze! I am a professional,
you know.”
“Not yet, you aren’t.”
“I aspire to be!”
“What’s with the attitude? Are you still mad at me?”
“Yeah! Yeah, I’m fuckin’ mad. You were supposed to be at my house
last night for dinner.”
“Sorry, I had to be with my own family.”
“My birth-giver slaved over a hot stove for almost twenty-four hours
only to sit down with like four people. My sister went to her boyfriend’s,
too.”
“That isn’t my fault. Didn’t Mahdakis come?”
“Yeah, and he brought fuckin’ Nicki!”
“No way!”
“Yeah way. And they left before the main course!”
“That’s rude.”
“You don’t know what rude is. Pedro told me she gave him a blowjob
while they were out getting beer.”
“How would he know? Was he with them?”

“No! He was the one getting the blowjob. Mahdakis and I were back at
the house.”
“Holy crap!”
“Nice girl he’s got there, huh?”
“Hm. Well, maybe now that he’s in this band, he’ll meet somebody
nice.”
“In this crowd? Look around Rizzo, do you see anyone nice?”
“Who’s that blonde woman in the front row? She’s been watching him
all night.”
“Oh, Mahdakis digs her, I think. I’m not sure why. She’s a real
southern bell. I said hello to her earlier. She has great tits.” -Bobblebobble-bobble
“I see that. I mean, who can’t with that sheer blouse? Very impressive.
I wish I had them.”
“I wish you did, too.”
“Fuck you.”
“I met her last week. Her name’s Bobby-Jo from Idaho or some
Godforsaken place where even the farmer dudes have big tits. She had a
friend with her that night, also from some other miserable place; Iowa or
Ohio I think. I guess she couldn’t get out of work tonight so Bobby-Jo
came alone.”
“That’s too bad.”
“It is. The other girl seemed more our type.”
“Oh?”
“She was a real grumpy, cynical little bitch named Raven. She didn’t
have anything good to say about anyone.”
“I’d like to meet her!”
-Bobble-bobble-bobble “Yeah, I think you two would get along.” Bobble-bobble-bobble “Were you able to score any blow?”
“Sally and Polly knew where some was but you don’t want to be
around them you said, right?”
“That’s right.”
“Okay. And besides, they were going to meet Jezebel and Copper Tom,
and I don’t want to be around them.”
“Sounds like a lovely evening for them. What about Moe?”
“He took off with Nicki somewhere.”
Bobble-bobble-bobble - “Of course. Where the hell’s Kim during all
this? Didn’t she come tonight?”

“Somebody came.”
“Somebody came where?”
“In Kim. She’s pregnant.”
“Say what?”
“I just heard it from Polly.”
“Great. Have a nice life. Nice knowing you. Who’s the father?”
“She isn’t saying yet. Hey, Black Tom’s over there with Floyd, he has
some speed.”
“Speed? Like Black Beauty speed?”
“Exactly.”
“That’s kind of junior high, don’t you think?”
“He sells it on campus. The students use it to stay up and study. He also
has some really good weed, but no coke. C’mon it’s better than nothing.”
“Damn! Alright, let’s...what the hell’s going on over there?”
“Where?”
“Over by the mixing board. It’s the Norford E M S. Check it out!”
“Oh shit, isn’t that the disc jockey kid who was broadcasting the
show?”
“I wouldn’t know. But I gotta get some snapshots of this!”
“It is! What happened to him? His face is all bloody. Why are they
taking him away on a gurney?”
*****
As I was leaving the house earlier that evening, my female-birth-giver stopped
me at the door and asked about the band. “What is this? - Is it serious? - Do you
have any plans? - Are you going to make any money? - If you’re going to live
under my roof, I need to know what you intend to do with the rest of your life.”
I said that I couldn’t be for certain what the future held in store, but I knew
that at present, I wish to be a professional musician on some level, and that if I
was going to do so, now was the time. I told her I was sorry that one of her
offspring was such a dreamer, but that’s what life had handed me up to this
point.
She started to cry and caressed my hairy cheek, “Well at least one of you has
the good sense to be.”

I’m sorry, I’ve been rude.
Allow me to introduce myself;
my name is Mahdakis (mä-dä-kis);
this is my story;
only the names have been changed
to protect the guilty and/or utterly stupid.

