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Doll Eyes 
 

 

On Division Avenue his thoughts drifted to Doll Eyes as he passed the old rabbi.  She 

had told him that she‟d buy him a drink, to hurry over and then hung up.  He needed a 

drink. He liked the glow of the perpetual Christmas lights in the Red Bar.  He 

shivered to think that at one time Doll Eyes had been the droopy-lipped runner up for 

Miss Rheingold.  That was what his Uncle Mendel said and he had no reason not to 

believe him.  His uncle had been a rabbi in Bushwick three blocks from the brewery 

and had ties to the Liebmanns.  He was once a well connected man. 

 The rabbi was about to make a left on Lee when Jonathan turned back towards 

him.  Maybe he knew his Uncle Mendel and if that were the case then maybe he knew 

Doll Eyes.  He began to follow the old man for a few yards, but then thought better of 

it.  It was Friday evening and the sun was about to set and Doll Eyes would no doubt 

have a container waiting for him on the bar counter. 

 He continued on his way, snuffing out his last smoke before walking into the 

glare of the luminous Christmas lights.  

 “Ding-a-ling, darling.  Where‟s Doll Eyes?” Jonathan was disconcerted not to 

see her there. 

 “Gone,” the barmaid responded. 

 “She owed me a drink.  That‟s a pity.  She told me that she would be here.” 

 “Yeah, she was, but now she isn‟t.” 

 Jonathan ordered a beer, disappointed that Doll Eyes wasn‟t there to pay for it, 

but relieved that he wouldn‟t have to converse with her. 

 Sam the Sham and the Pharaohs‟ Little Red Riding Hood came on the jukebox.  

Little Red Riding Hood always put Jonathan into a maudlin mood.  He even preferred 

Doll Eyes‟ rendition of Nat King Cole‟s Rheingold’s Extra Dry to it.  Fortunately the 

record was only two minutes and forty-nine seconds long. 

 “You got an ending to Doll Eyes‟ story?”  Jonathan asked. 

 “I never even began to write it.”  The barmaid poured herself a shot of 

Jameson.  “It‟s too ontological for me, babe.  You know, with the big death signifier 

and the peculiar possibility-of-Being bit that she‟s always playing.  I‟d never be able 

to finish it, even if I knew where to begin.” 

 “Yeah, she‟s never been right since she landed the runner up spot with 

Rheingold.  That‟s what my Uncle Mendel always said.” 

 “Whatever happened to your Uncle Mendel?  I know that he didn‟t get out of 

Bushwick a lot, but when he did he was a real goodtime Charlie.  Even the Polacks 

liked him and that‟s a rare thing in these parts.” 

 “I‟ve been meaning to ask my Aunt Sarah about him, but I guess it always 

slips my mind.  Maybe Doll Eyes knows something.”  Jonathan smiled and pulled out 

the cash for another drink.  “But now that she‟s gone.” 

 “Mendel always blathered on about the great injustice of her getting the runner 

up.”  She poured Jonathan his drink.  “Said that the fix was in.  That there was no way 

that she could lose.  He was tight with the Liebmanns.   Nat King Cole had eyes for 

her.  He was seen serenading her backstage before the pageant.  It still kind of creeps 

me out every time that I hear Little Girl play on the juke.  Look at her now, all gums 

and jowls and come-ons for the exiled clochards.” 

 No one would deny that Doll Eyes was repugnant, but she did have a pension.  

She was quick to throw down the gauntlet to anyone who spouted off on the 

temporality of the phenomenon.  The phenomena was all that she had and she was one 
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to live in the old days of clams and beers down on the boardwalk, those days as clear 

as today to her, bright in her big eyes that did not fade along with the rest of the 

works.  She‟d buy drinks for the boys and they‟d sit polite and thankful for their 

savings. 

 Jonathan would have loved to read a book about Doll Eyes, something that he 

could page through at his leisure to fill in all of the blanks.  He would have liked to 

know when she had washed ashore and why she never set to sea again.  He would 

have liked to know how many sailors had set their sights on her on the Red Hook 

shores.  She never spoke about those things, though.  They were for the treasure chest 

filled with her dusty drawers that she kept closed at all times. 

 “Where‟s the old girl, anyhow?” 

 “Gone, I‟ve told you.” 

 “But where?  This is the entertaining o‟clock.” 

 “No doubt throwing dice with the shadows and mice of marauding men.”  She 

grabbed the bottle of Jameson.  “You gonna buy me one?” 

 “Do the same for me.” 

 “Done deal.”  She poured two glasses to the brim. 

 “To Ms. Rheingold!”  Jonathan shouted. 

 “To Ms. Rheingold,” the barmaid replied.  “There‟s only one queen and the 

runners-up will never find their May.” 

 That downed, Jonathan looked up at the flickering TV. Sam the Sham and the 

Pharaohs were on the jukebox again.  His mood darkened.  Perhaps Uncle Mendel had 

gone off to write the book that would reveal all about the bygone girl.  He‟d have to 

ask his Aunt Sarah the next time he saw her.  Over on Driggs, Doll Eyes shot craps 

with the shadows as Little Girl played in a distant springtime long gone. 
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Sleeping Dogs 
 

 

“Henry, all sleeping dogs need permits.” 

 “And when they‟re awake?” 

 “Then they‟re not your concern.” 

 Henry kicked the red dame, communist lady, who had been a throbbing heart 

in her day, but back then everyone was hoping that the Five Year Plan would fill the 

fields and nowadays no one even remembered Stalin, or even Zinoviev for that matter. 

 “How about that one, Henry?” 

 “He‟s got a tag.” 

 “Any Quasimodo or Vietnam vet could have a tag.  We‟re talkin‟ about dawgs 

here.” 

 Henry fired off a round and dreamt of quiet and apple pie. 
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Three Thieves and the Carpet King 
 

 

Coney Island with the three thieves who passed themselves off as wise men back in 

Nizhny Novgorod.  Brought more than gold, frankincense and myrrh with them.  

Someday they hope to build a new kingdom by the sea and have all of Brighton Beach 

look on in awe. 

 They‟ve made only one appointment today and that with a Rumanian who 

hates Turks and sells worn carpets on the street corners frequented by butchers‟ 

daughters.           

 “They‟re always looking for deals down there,” says the carpet king.  “And 

there are no halal carts on the scene in any direction to cause consternation.”   

The Rumanian knows better than to try to cut the daughters of all of the 

butchers.  He only wishes to bring them once beautiful things. 

 It‟s longer than most people think to traverse the boardwalk from Coney 

Island to Brighton Beach.  There is no one about to light a match for a dead cigarette 

butt, or raise an eyebrow if the shiv slices through the spleen. 

 The three thieves hate the haughty girls who have come from St. Petersburg.  

They long for French wives and Armenian lovers.  They hope to make millions off of 

the dancing mice at the sideshow set up in the restrooms provided by the Parks 

Department.  It‟s tight in there and hard to make an escape and no one with any sense 

criticizes the beauty of the ballet.   

 “Barnum got his start the same way,” says the eldest thief.  “Sad thing is that 

he never knew what a good cup of tea tasted like.  It‟s all in the samovar you use.  It‟s 

all in the black bread that you dunk.”   

The Rumanian knows this.  That‟s why they love him.  He‟s a mystic who 

penetrates threadbare fabrics from handed down times of limited imagination and is 

thanked by the die hard pilgrims who know the value of tattered things. 
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Homburg 
 

 

It was a gray Homburg with a black band.  When he placed it back down on his head I 

couldn‟t help but stare.  Not many people these days wear Homburgs.  I thought that it 

might be V because he had a gray Homburg with a black band.  V also had close 

cropped hair and was thirty-seven.  This man was not thirty-seven, that was apparent 

without asking.  Besides, his hair was long, gray and not cropped.  V‟s hair could 

have grown long and gray since he was thirty-seven because when V was thirty-seven 

people still wore Homburg hats and those days had long passed.  He would be 

nowhere near to thirty-seven now.  This was obvious, not something that I assumed.  I 

based fashion on deductions founded in strong reasoning. 

 V, or no V, I was quite impressed by his Homburg.  I have two fedoras, but 

zero Homburgs.  I had to approach him.  He was waiting for his luggage and the 

baggage carriers were notorious for how long it took them to remove bags from a 

plane.  If I greeted him in a dignified and antiquated manner and then asked him about 

his Homburg it would help to pass the time until his valise, or whatever he might be 

carrying came down the shoot.  These waits at the baggage terminal were 

interminable, but it would allow me the opportunity to achieve minor enlightenment.  

I could find out where he purchased his Homburg and then go there and buy one 

myself.  I did very much want a gray Homburg with a black band.  I did not know 

where his flight was arriving from and even if I did I couldn‟t be sure that the place of 

the flight‟s origin was the place of his origin, biologically speaking. 

 Fear began to overcome me.  What if he were from Vienna?  I hadn‟t been to 

Vienna in years, but I do remember seeing a lone gray Homburg with a black band at 

an antique store on the Spiegelgasse.  I had wanted to buy that Homburg because it 

had, even then, been a long time desire of mine to own a Homburg with a black band.  

I didn‟t procure it.  I purchased a walking stick instead, which had been something 

that I had wanted to possess since I was a toddler in my crib. Sadly, I didn‟t have 

enough to acquire both the walking stick and the Homburg with the black band. 

 This well could be the Homburg from Vienna that I had for years now longed 

for. This could be the Homburg that I had sat in the Café Central for three days 

bemoaning that was not mine as I pounded heavily on the floor demanding the 

morning, afternoon and evening editions coming out of Brick Lane back in London on 

the fluctuating trends in the international haberdashery market.  This could be the 

Homburg that made me hate my walking stick.   

 I had never fully overcome my regret at the loss.  I needed to know 

definitively if this was the Vienna Homburg.  If V had bought the hat and if this were 

V then I would be taken aback, but still have to act quickly to obtain the object of my 

wants.  By another token I thought that this might conceivably be B, but B was last 

seen lying in a puddle of blood with a loaf of bread that he had just purchased.  B was 

fifty.  This man looked much older than fifty, so, if this were B, he must have been up 

to a great deal since he was lying face down in the bloody street.  Perhaps he had 

cleaned himself up and escaped on a late night flight.  I hoped that the baggage 

carriers handled his loaf of bread with the respect that something so aged deserved.  If 

not I‟d imagined it would disintegrate into crumbs very quickly. 

 My nerves were on edge.  I had to have a gray Homburg with a black band.  

Life had not been the same since I saw the Homburg on the Spiegelgasse.  Perhaps 

this man was not V or B.  He could be someone that I would have to learn from 

scratch.  I lit up a cigarette to calm myself and began to approach him.  The baggage 
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began to tumble down the shoot.  The gathered crowd turned towards it and moved 

forward, including the man with the long, gray hair and Homburg with black band 

who could have been V or B or someone else.  He looked on, waiting for his valise or 

loaf of bread, with the utmost focus.  I was almost upon him.  I exhaled a long stream 

of smoke.  Looking more closely at the gray Homburg with the black band I 

determined that it had the strong possibility of being the same one from the 

Spiegelgasse.  I was about to tap V or B or the someone else with the gray Homburg 

on the shoulder when I felt a tap on my own shoulder.  I hurriedly turned, there were 

two uniformed men.  The first removed the cigarette from my mouth and dropped it to 

the ground, stomping it out.  The second roughly grabbed me by the arm.  They led 

me to the exit with threats of fines and jail time.  I looked back wishing that I had 

been wiser in Vienna and wondering if the man in the gray Homburg with a black 

band were V or B. 
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Blutwurst 
 

 

The pharmacy in Bensonhurst was known the world over for the twice-daily 

performance of the girl from Berlin with braided blonde hair who was quick to 

remove her silk stockings and dangle them in front of the faces of passing tight-rope 

dancers.  Some had seen her show decades earlier on the Wilhelmstrasse, and had 

been so impressed that they spent years saving up enough cash to make it to the new 

world where tea cups were not fragile, and German girls were hard to find, and could 

not be had at a dime a dozen like across the ocean.  The years of labor necessary to 

burst one‟s balloon are far less than most imagine, but all continue on their track when 

the purpose is so profound.  I heard that her name was Helga, but that would seem too 

obvious, and I don‟t like to think of the Germans as an obvious people.  I imagine that 

her name is something with a bit more zing, like Brunhilde. Brunhilde of Bensonhurst 

would be something that Barnum would drool all over.  Oh, if only that man were still 

alive!  But that is not the case, so it is in the hands of the PR people who put Brooklyn 

on the map.  All of the old school Dutch daughters who naturally find it so easy to 

break into a career of humiliation have fallen in the estimations of the public.  Berlin 

holds far more beauty for the trodden down in the dirt then Rotterdam ever need to 

know, and Bensonhurst has the best that Berlin could hope to offer.  Once you see 

Brunhilde‟s show, even though her name may be Helga, you realize that this girl has 

complete control of her career, and there is no need for anyone else to throw in their 

two cents, not even the pharmacist. 
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Davey Youngmann 
 

 

Night.  Following the superfluous crutches dragging in the land of infirmities.  A great 

howling laugh from the down and out dog, Davey Youngmann.  Who is Davey 

Youngmann?  It‟s a question that humbles.  It‟s easy to see that he‟d prefer not to 

answer, but once he sees the two bits the story changes.  He can‟t play a cripple well.  

He‟s answered ads in the Times calling for fast moving gimps, but he never makes the 

grade, never gets the dough, or a place as a pathetic poster boy who tugs the heart 

strings enough to pull down millions.  Fame and fortune are no longer in Davey 

Youngmann‟s grasp.  He used to be a dog catcher who‟d go to the furthest ends of 

Staten Island to get the job done.  The pay and adulation was top notch.  Now he‟s 

lucky if he can pick up a couple of bucks with his stumble step.  He dreams of black 

dogs with fangs showing, snarling in the rabid night of the Outer Boroughs with big 

men that he‟d grab hold of, choke and collar to collapse the neighborhood‟s political 

spectacle.  Now there are no more deals over dominoes on front stoops, or back rooms 

burning with cliché impersonations of Boss Tweed with cheap cigars to catch the 

popular imagination.  There is no longer any ink under the headlines for Youngmann. 

 Davey Youngmann is nothing more than another sufferer.  Few, if anyone, 

remember him in his heyday.  Back then the constant mutterings of his name filled the 

city with fear and awe.  He‟d strut about and the ladies would smile and show the 

licenses for their pooches.  You‟d have never imagined that so many women were 

upstanding and Danny was the reason for it. 

 The beggar bit is pathetic.  On occasion he‟ll borrow a barrel organ from one 

of the desperates in the Woodstock Hotel and head over to the George M. Cohan 

monument and play some of the Yankee Doodle Boy‟s less memorable tunes, the 

tunes that Fanny Brice and Warren G. Harding couldn‟t tap their toes to.   

“Those days had glitz in their popular vulgarity.  Nowadays, in these parts, 

there‟s still glitz and it dazzles, causes young girls with big time dreams to lose their 

breath for a second.  They treasured this junk heap on their holiday, but only on their 

holiday,” says Davey Youngmann sadly.   

His performance of third rate melodies without the assistance of a monkey 

leaves the crowds disappointed (these great devotees of taste have never heard of 

George M. Cohan, not even his A sides that Franklin D. applauded when he was 

Secretary of the Navy).  Tonight they gather having picked up trash bins filled with 

the reeking detritus of Times Square and dump it on Davey‟s head.  He keeps playing, 

shouting out that he had once brought down the Tammany bosses and impounded all 

of their greyhounds and golden retrievers, but no one cares.  They only enjoy the 

violence of the pelting, the spectacle of shame. 

 Muck-covered and weighed down with his superfluous crutches, barrel organ 

on his back, Davey Youngmann stumbles over to the west side piers eliciting no 

empathy or cash.  He plays for the polluted Hudson, his teeth gleaming in the 

moonlight as he roars with laughter. 
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Between Here and Bay Ridge 
 

 

Absorbed with the length of her fingernails Janie decided to stay on the train and head 

further downtown.  She had forgotten to clean the breakfast dishes and was in no 

hurry to return home for dinner, which she had decided to burn anyhow.  Figuring that 

a cow in the mid-west had given up its life so that she and Hector could dine, she felt 

that it would be disrespectful to act on her desire to prove that its life had been in vain.  

Hector could have a can of baked beans for dinner.  It would be simple and harmless 

and perhaps tomorrow she would be in the right frame of mind to give the dead cow‟s 

life meaning. 

 As expected, Hector did open a can of baked beans and heated it up on the gas 

stove that had once belonged to his grandmother.  He downed a number of beers 

before, during and after dinner, on occasion looking into the refrigerator that at one 

time had also belonged to his grandmother, but did not dare to fry up the steaks 

because that was something that Janie was far better at doing.  Besides, there were no 

onions to fry alongside the steaks.  He hoped that Janie would return with a bag of 

onions.  He was hungry and baked beans had not done the trick.  However, the beers 

had done wonders for his nerves. 

 “Where you heading to, lady?” the teenage boy asked after watching Janie 

from across the aisle for the longest time. 

 “Downtown,” she replied. 

 “Hell, you must have missed your stop.” 

 “My stop?‟  She continued to look at her fingernails.  She had decided that she 

needed to get a manicure, or simply bite them off some morning in the shower.  “I 

didn‟t have a particular stop in mind.” 

 “Ah, ok.”  The teenage boy was looking at her hands.  “Well, we‟re in 

Brooklyn now.” 

 “I‟ll get off at Jay Street and I‟ll still be in downtown.” 

 “But is it the downtown that you wanted?” 

 “I didn‟t want any particular stop downtown,” she reiterated.  “And I didn‟t 

want any particular downtown in any particular borough, so Jay Street would suit me 

just fine.” 

 “That makes sense,” the boy smiled.  “Except that we‟ve left Jay Street far 

behind.” 

 Janie looked up terror stricken.  The boy had always found terror stricken 

women appealing.  Janie‟s terror was so profound that he felt dizzy with ecstasy.  His 

face went pale and he prepared for a heart attack to hit.  Heart attacks had taken the 

lives of both his father and grandfather. The doctors had assured him that he would 

not have to worry about such things for at least another thirty years, but he didn‟t trust 

the doctors. 

 Drunk and desirous Hector walked down Fowler Avenue until he hit A & J‟s 

Deli and bought a six pack.  The deli had a pathetic selection of onions.  He hoped 

that Janie would return soon and that she would have the good sense to purchase a bag 

of red onions along the way.  Hector had been coming to A & J‟s Deli since he was a 

boy.  He used to buy his baseball cards there.  No one ever recognized him.  He hardly 

ever recognized any of them.  They were always in flux, so there were no hard 

feelings after all the years of anonymity. 

 Janie slapped the boy across the face so that the color would return to it.  As 

luck would have it he also caught his breath and was once again breathing freely. 
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 “Thanks,” he said to her, now staring straight into her eyes.  “You have 

wonderful hands.” 

 “I have the mangled paws of an old crone.  I have beautiful fingernails though, 

but what does that matter now that all of the downtowns are far behind?” 

 “I‟m transferring at 4
th

 Avenue.  I‟m heading down to Bay Ridge.  We can 

take a walk along the water and maybe make love on one of the piers,” he said 

chivalrously, not wanting to use vulgar language in front of a lady.  “My name‟s 

Hector.” 

 “That‟s odd,” she whispered. 

 “Not at all.  It was my father‟s middle name and it‟s what my mother wanted 

to call me.” 

 “I have a husband named Hector.  I‟ve never been to Bay Ridge.” 

 After his tenth beer Hector fell asleep on the couch in the living room.  He 

held tightly in his hands a photograph of his grandmother.  Like the stove and 

refrigerator the apartment had once belonged to her.  Hector had a sound, dreamless 

sleep. 

 It had been years since Janie had made “love” to a teenage boy.  It was a warm 

night and there was no need for blankets on the pier.  When Janie awoke Hector was 

gone and her fingernails were still long and beautiful.  Since she had never been to 

Bay Ridge before she wanted to see what it had to offer.  She walked into a Keyfood 

and bought a bag of red onions. 

 On the train she pondered the beauty of her fingernails.  She‟d have to take a 

shower and bite them off when she got home.  She passed all of the downtowns that 

were no longer important on her way back up to the Bronx.  When she walked into the 

apartment Hector was still asleep and snoring on the couch.  Janie fried up the steaks, 

some onions and a half of a dozen eggs.  Hector awoke, his senses delighted.  They 

drank the last two beers with their breakfast. 
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The Trade 
 

 

She was always putting big meanings on small incidents.  

Being that it was summer he had more important things to concern himself 

with than the birds that swooped about outside his bedroom window. He still had to 

get Thurman Munson‟s card to complete his Yankees set.  The birds were nothing 

more than an odd alarm clock that set the August morning in motion.  All the same, he 

mentioned this peculiarity to his mother.  She nodded, finished her coffee and told 

him that she would feed them some breadcrumbs and then they would be on their 

way.  She handed him twenty-five cents, kissed him on the cheek and he was off. 

 At the bodega he put a quarter on the counter for a packet of Topps.  He got no 

one of note and another Billy Martin manager card.  Maybe he could trade it away. 

 When 1:11 clicked onto the digital clock she wished for good luck and 

prosperity in the coming days, weeks and months.  By two o‟clock they told her that 

he had snapped his neck diving into a shallow pool.  He had traded for Thurman 

Munson no more than ten minutes before. 

 She had never taken the breadcrumbs out as she had promised.  She was 

always putting big meanings on small incidents. 
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Before Dinner at the St. Regis 
 

 

“Yes sir, we‟ve got everything you need.” 

 It wasn‟t a matter of basic needs.  Izzy had been through this routine before.  It 

was a matter of quality.  From a quantitative standpoint he had had more than enough. 

 “And then, what‟s the looks?”  Izzy asked. 

 “The looks?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “There‟s more than enough space.  It‟s very comfortable and congenial.  We 

even provide champagne.  It‟s hard for some to overcome their… fears, nerves, 

shyness, codified and outmoded mores, whatever you might call it,” the man smiled. 

 Izzy smiled back, but a doubt could be discerned. 

 “There‟s even a palazzo that some of us take in the spring for a few weeks.  

It‟s in Perugia, outside of Assisi.” 

 “This life here is for the birds.” Izzy let his smile drop to the floor for the 

sniveling pig to swallow.  If he was going to go for a faraway ballad deserving of 

Bataille then he wanted to hear it straight.  No snow sheeted robes and milk white 

dream toast.  He wanted his sheets soaked red and in the proper light to seem scarlet, 

the color of kings, the color of his imagination.  “Tell me about the lashes laid on bare 

skin.  How many are given and how many does one have to take?  I‟ll give it to you 

without any bullshit, I want it Papa Alexander VI with roasted chestnuts and the best 

looking ladies that the Vatican has.  I want de Sade in a frenzied Warsaw brothel circa 

September 1939.” 

 “This is something that I completely understand, sir.” 

 “Good because I don‟t have time for your soft shoe crap.” 

 “Would you like something to drink?” 

 “I‟ve got no time for old landlady games,” Izzy slammed his fist down hard on 

the desk.  “What‟s after the drink, waterproof knickers?” 

 “I‟m extremely sorry, sir.  I‟ll get back on book.” 

 In spite of it all Izzy could have gone for a drink, but there were more than 

enough bars filled with the unregenerate, long lost of honor, that he could hit once he 

headed back down to the street.  He knew that he had to keep up the good golden boy 

gone brutal bit if he wanted to get what he walked through the door to gain.  There 

would be more than enough shots of cheap Old Granddad to be had when once again 

he was down there.  If all went well perhaps he‟d even treat himself to something a bit 

better, Knob Creek perhaps.   

 Italy outside of Assisi was an idyllic oasis.  Girls dripping in champagne and 

sweat.  No illusions, no simple tourists snapping up photos of the barking dogs and 

pony gals. No Annie with her six gun shooting.  No, this would have to be a place for 

connoisseurs.  That‟s the way he figured it because that‟s the way that he saw himself 

and that was all that needed to be said.  No need for leather masks and ball gags.  All 

is transparent as the president and Philo of Alexandria had said. 

 “I‟ll sign you up,” the gentleman spoke, hoping to cut short any revelry on 

Izzy‟s part.  “The little squeaky clean bloodsucker might not want a drink,” he 

thought to himself.   “But it‟s nearly noon and the cocktail hour is only a few hours 

away and I need to be tight for that.”  His wife had gotten him into this racket and it 

had all been worthwhile before she had been dispossessed of her body and there were 

also the kiddies.  Better to call them brats.  Yes, he‟d like to get on his way to being 

tight. 
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 “This is where we get down to costs.” 

 “You‟re asking for a lot, so naturally you‟re going to have to put up the 

collateral.  If you want the Basilica of St. Peter with Borgia inside you‟re going to 

have to come up with a hell of a lot more than the wilderness of western Canada.  If I 

may be so bold, this is not the place for dabblers and sideburn sprouting hipster 

types.” 

 “I‟m freshly shaved and wear the best cologne and after this I am to dine at the 

St. Regis,” Izzy lied. 

 “The St. Regis is for would-be Catholic boys flawed.  Are you sure you 

wouldn‟t like a drink?” 

 They both needed one and they both knew it. 
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Souvenirs From the Museum 
  

 

Going out to pick-up on the dead spirits, being that they were pricier than the souls 

that Chichikov dealt in, we, being connoisseurs after all, pushed our way into the 

museum, dropping more than a few bucks.  Things started getting interesting when the 

feathers began to fall. 

 “Mementos from our visit,” I said.  “Something to take back home to the 

kids.” 

 She didn‟t have anything to say to this, for there really wasn‟t anything to say.  

The numerous abortions in various years past had always been able to simplify the 

situation.  She kept looking up. 

 So I said:  “More feathers for me, and for me that‟s quite alright.  I‟ll build 

myself a new pillow.”  Which was something I truly needed since the brick one had 

been blown down, contrary to all fairytale beliefs. 

 I had hoped that she would be more game for the collection of souvenirs, but 

my hopes had always been an irksome annoyance for her.  Souvenirs make vacation 

and life more interesting, but she would have none of it.  She was not one for bending 

over to collect trophies.  She was one for standing around staring at ceilings and 

passing clouds, waiting for a meaning to make itself known. 

 On that day her wait was worthwhile.  That‟s what she told me later.  She saw 

it all happen.  She didn‟t have to tear her attention away from the keepsakes covering 

the marble floor.  It happened, and she saw it from the get go.  Not like the others who 

came to believe in the falsehoods of the initial moment reinterpreted in the late look-

up through descending feathers. 

 The nosedive from the rafters had nothing to do with angels, which was what 

many, who were not as focused as she, liked to say.  There was nothing angelic at all 

about the situation.  The sky wasn‟t falling, and the heavens weren‟t opening.  It was 

the Chicken Little routine, though.  Actually a whole hen house, bloodied and 

battered, not the noble spirits that I hoped to behold when I had dropped my more 

than a few bucks.  As if that weren‟t enough, you should have seen it when the 

roosters came on the scene, but that‟s not a story for the faint of heart, so I‟ll leave it 

at that. 
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Shower Show 
 

 

42
nd

 Street lips gone dry, body gone by way of a pulse lost.  Not even much good left 

to leave in the gutter. 

 “No bodies here, men.  Hasn‟t been in ages.” 

 “Whatever happened to the fragile façade? 

“That‟s just it, boy.  The marquee crashed to the ground and the crack-up 

washed in on a proper howl.” 

Back to the victories of the relinquished time when sacrifice was the sufferer‟s 

greatest joy and the scorching blood poured out to fill the sea for a pleasant swim.  

Not like the blood of today, diluted with mother‟s milk. 

 It‟ll be a delight to watch the miscreant generation fall.  I‟m its castrated 

father.  When I got off of the operating table I took a nip of the sour milk from the 

udders of need.  It started to pour out with the tears of the mother‟s loss and I had to 

soak it up on a dirty sponge so that no one would slip.  Forever thirsty I‟d knock off 

on 8
th

 Avenue. Ill-advised wanderers, the tourist trippers not knowing their way with 

the flesh, but continuing to give birth to the cornbread fumblers tossing revelations at 

revival meetings and lynchings were the perfect suckers for the famished gang‟s 

wants.  We showed them some terror in the neon depravity flashing night so they‟d 

long forever after the crabs that carried memories of the instant when it all was clear 

and hallelujah rattled in the soul and had no need for tongues. 

“It‟s just bones, boy.  The vultures have taken the last of the rotten pieces with 

them ages ago and now there‟s nothing but dusty skulls and comic book clichés to run 

the whole of Broadway from The Battery to the tip of God‟s bulbous nose.” 

 Standing in the swollen streets of abasements all those years ago, in the midst 

of the epic of sperm and cheap whiskey the prophet‟s eye never opened to me, the 

instant was everything and the Shower Show was booked as nirvana beyond 

Barnum‟s messianic vision actualized with its crucified clowns moaning in the midst 

of lingerie clad slaves, beauties tracking the way down.  There was no reason to look 

any further. 

 Up the stairs, the empyrean ascent, Mikey with gold coin flipping, two steps 

ahead of me, greater access than Virgil ever had in his Purgatorio climb, frustrated, 

wanting nothing more than to slit Cato‟s throat for the whimsy of Jehovah.  Stop to 

pick and plumb the depths in the rise, but we‟ve got the coins and the promise of the 

cleansing power. 

 Over the precipice at the despairing heights, the light skinned beauty takes 

Mikey boy back to the booth leaving me to barter with the two beasts; their rotting 

yellow fangs gnaw boredom and flash in the sickening light. 

 To the bang box with flopping tits of sag centuries, the whole history of vomit 

behind engorged nipples.  I place a ten spot to be covered in bile.  Mikey‟s getting the 

dildo show and I can have the same says my Gorgon with lips pulled and dentata 

desire ready to munch, the world‟s great expanses of vaginal warts are mine to stomp 

over if only for a few bucks more.  I‟m broke.  She bids me to go out and beg for the 

money to witness the apocalypse first hand. 

 Curiosity makes crimes endurable.  The spectator loves the end.  Me though, 

I‟m a mystic looking backwards, down for the way of the martyr.  I could care less for 

tomorrow‟s pay off.  I could care less about the revelations to be gained in the 

infected regions kept so far from sight.  Yet I stick around, drunk on the scent of 

seminal fluid and ammonia. 
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 “I‟ve got a one and a one hundred dollar bill.”  Mikey finally opens the door. 

 “Don‟t give me anything.”  I trip down stairs with screams reverberating. 

 Heaven and shower shows are never what they‟re cracked up to be. 

 O‟Donnell‟s Camp, the size of the cockroaches climbing takes one‟s breath 

away.  I order my Scotch with strychnine for good measure and wait for the ooze of 

days to rage in the night of dreams dropping.  I swirl in the whirlpool of useless 

recollections and lacerate my ancestor‟s yearnings; they were nothing but a fish race 

that thought too much with their stomachs.  In the gall I see God clearly walking with 

his bulldog by his side.  He‟s no defender of angels, just a heavy handed pimp that has 

to slap the universe straight and beat it about the back with a steel coat hanger. He‟s 

always complaining about the price of drinks and the energy he has to exert. 

 He buys me a drink saying that I need the fresh streams of Minnesota, 

Michigan, and Wisconsin to set my head straight.  He wishes that he could take off on 

a swimming holiday, but he has a business to run and there‟s a bunch of lazy slags to 

keep an eye on, or they‟d all head down to Wall Street to see who they could bugger 

in the Delmonico bathroom on lunch break for a neck breaking clip. 

 That‟s when Mikey walked in wearing a smile as naked as a stone, saluted, 

then dropped down and died. 

 “No bodies here, boys.  Not been in ages.  It‟s all high rolling gum poppers 

with comic book eyes and windy skulls who bring the wives and kiddies around to 

catch the culture and throttle it.” 

 The marquee has crumbled.  The façade has collapsed.  The shower show is a 

crack-up factory and no one serves strychnine with Scotch anymore. 
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Milena 
 

 

She is nourishment to an avid lot.  In her the first awareness of the sensuous finds 

form.  They are boys; lucky boys.  Such an erotic source has not been sounded in 

ages.  She is well aware of this fact. 

 They call her Milena.  They say that in her all fantasies come to fruition and 

fall from the tree.  Milena is not one to sit still.  She knows more than anyone dare 

say. 

 “She‟ll give you the news from China.  She won‟t forget to give a couple of 

minutes to Taiwan to keep things even and above board.”  Jimmy leans forward, the 

first one willing to speak.  His friends all smile the smile of the dazed drunkard just 

off of the show boat.  “There‟s a precision that is holy.  It‟s better than falling asleep 

at the green grocer‟s on the first day of spring.” 

 It was far off, amongst the backstreet gods in dark and dank bedrooms driven 

to on the other side of the Lincoln Tunnel, that Milena exploded the doors of ecstasy 

for the first few hundred times.  Secaucus is now a place of pilgrimage.  It‟s still one 

of the best places to catch a whiff of perfume in the gasoline night. 

 “She‟s the whip of the fallen angel redeemed,” adds Stanley.  “Before Milena I 

was just a Harvard boy who made out in Cambridge closets with socialites never to 

be, but now I‟m the father of the salvo that showers cities not yet born on blueprints.”  

With this he smiles. 

 One can‟t catch her with the old horse and carrot routine.  That is a mistake 

that has too often been made and that‟s why she isn‟t to be seen in any store fronts.  

She knows where to head to next and everyone who came before regrets that they 

made it onto the scene before Milena, because before Milena there was no scene. 

 “Yeah, we‟re lucky lads,” Jimmy says as he bums a smoke from his Ivy 

League friend.  “To think that Taiwan would get the proper billing.  Milena is Eden.  

It doesn‟t matter if she picks you up on the east side or the west.” 

 The boys run out covered in the blanket of the absolute, knowing that Milena 

will tuck them in and plant kisses on their foreheads. 
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Spring, Cigarettes 
 

 

“Good-bye,” she shouted and then slammed shut the window. 

 Eric, in his trench coat, worse for wear and missing a button, was glad to be 

going.  There was no reason for him to turn around and wave.  Besides, his wrist was 

broken. 

 He had been lying flat on his back on the floor when the hammer came down.  

He hadn‟t been expecting that, but it had happened all of the same.  Eric knew that he 

should buy some plaster and a splint, but he enjoyed the pleasant breeze of this first 

day of spring and didn‟t want to be bothered with pharmacists and their 

recommendations. 

 Eric focused his gaze on a piece of Gruyère cheese displayed in a shop 

window down the street.  Helen, with her wonderful hammer, loved Gruyère.  Maybe 

he‟d buy her a slice in a week or two, after the Easter holiday had passed and 

everything was in full bloom. 

 Standing in front of the shop he hoped to bum a cigarette.  He had smoked his 

last one the previous night at the corner of Minetta and MacDougal.  Eric thought of 

running over in that direction to see if he could find the butt that he had stamped out.  

It had been a fine Turkish blend tobacco smoke.  That‟s what it said on the now empty 

box that he held in his left hand.  Inside there were a few random flakes, but he had no 

paper small enough in which to roll them. 

 Between here and there, there had to be more butts then he could ever imagine 

and once he got there he might be able to still pick up his own. 

 “Yes,” Eric thought to himself.  “I‟ll be back in a couple of weeks, once my 

wrist is set, and buy Gruyère for Helen.  By then it will have ripened quite nicely.  It 

will be perfect on crackers, or a baguette after the Easter holiday has passed.” 

 Passing over avenues and across streets Eric looked down with sharp focus.  

The street cleaning crews had already been out and put an early morning, pristine 

gloss on the pavement.  By the time he got to the corner that now held only his 

previous night‟s memory, Eric was shattered. 

 This was not the first spring that he remembered starting like this, in fact, all 

the springs that he could remember started in the same fashion.  Admittedly, it was 

not always Helen and her hammer that brought down the blow.  There had been so 

many women, starting with his mother, willing to drop the thwack smash and start off 

the season.  As spring progressed and sank into the broil of summer he would be able 

to find cigarette butts to smoke down every alley and on all of the lanes.  The thought 

of this gave Eric an assurance that things would be looking up.  There was an ecstasy 

in the thought that what came before would come again and that all would be well. 
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Radio Midnight 
 

 

Parasitic growth and heaving bravura in the fermenting desires.  She sways in her long 

trimmed gown covering more than anyone would have desired to see in the first place.  

The bandleader far off across the alleyway on the radio blasting brings a smile to her 

withering lips. 

 Desires fermenting soon to thunder, sweet dandelion wine of spring.  Tip top 

in the dying attitude, a swagger in the thoughts.  Not a flimsy schoolgirl with giggles 

and ribbons in her hair. 

 Remembering all of the barber‟s dolls that danced in what seemed an ancient 

and yet not so far gone time when ten thousand radios played the band‟s big tune. 

Then the dollies danced and it wasn‟t like there was a bandstand anywhere in sight. 

 It ate away at her.  A happy holiday meal for someone.  If they‟d spread the 

curtains and lift the blankets and tear open the gown on the feast day they‟d find 

desire blossoming in the midst of the reek and bombastic melody being whirled by the 

trumpets and saxophones and drums that sounded across the alleyway. 
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Off of the Fantastic Factory 
 

 

It was only natural that Artie exhausted his desires in the booze baked afternoons.  He 

liked to start drinking with the noon chimes and he wouldn‟t consider it a bad break if 

he missed the 5:23 train home, or even fell beneath its wheels. There was nothing first 

rate about the dreams that Maggie slopped down on the dinner table back on the 

Island.   

 Jimmy‟s was the last escape from the fantastic factory playing outside to 

Idaho, Iowa and Illinois wobbling.  There was beauty in the daze of long gone 44
th

 

Street memories of fists flying.  The jukebox played Ol’ Man River.  Drinks were 

cheap.  The afternoon took long drawn steps and there was no need to end the stagger 

while still seeing straight. 

 Artie wasn‟t one to hoot.  He sucked down his screams in silence, waiting for 

the next song to play and wondering if 8
th

 Avenue would have any bargains if he 

stayed around late. 

 He gave a sidelong glance, but once he realized that there was nothing to see 

he decided to glare ahead.  This straightened things out enough for him to know that it 

hadn‟t been the best thing to do.  Being that it was completely contrary to his better 

judgment Artie stepped outside to clear his head with a walk.  Far too early for action 

he decided not to head too far west.  The east had little to offer up.  Frankly, Jimmy‟s 

Corner in the center of 44
th

 Street had the best that one could hope for.  His train back 

home was close enough that he looked forward to forgetting it. 

 “Hey, lady,” he turned to the sun bleached beauty no doubt just back from 

vacation on California shores.  “You need a smoke?” 

 “Aren‟t you a sweetie.”  She smiled and grabbed the pack from his hand.  “No 

one‟s ever asked me that.” 

 She kissed him on the cheek and calmly demanded a light which Artie quickly 

and adeptly provided.  She dragged heavily. 

 “What are you doing here anyhow, lady?” asked Artie.  “Don‟t you know 

where you‟re at?” 

 “I know it clear as day.” 

 “Then why in the hell would you be standing here in the middle of the 

afternoon?  Where in the hell are you from?  Okemah?  Or Oldham?  Or something 

like that?” 

 “Nowhere so fancy, but a girl‟s got to make a living.” 

 She handed him her card which he quickly torched.  This caused an incredible 

burst of laughter, which nearly knocked her off of her blue heels. 

 “Ah, baby.”  Artie let the burning paper fall to the pavement.  “Nothing‟s quite 

this bad.  This is Hammerstein and the Schubert‟s love bite gone gangrene.  It‟s not 

the place for a lady like you.” 

 “You‟ve got an eye for talent.”  She blew a smoke ring in his face.  “My 

name‟s Angie Alice.” 

 “Pleasure.” 

 There was still a long enough yawn to draw out the distance between late 

afternoon promenades and evening transactions with the girls who trotted beneath the 

neon, or the trip back to the slop that he would be served at home. 

 Angie Alice‟s eyes were inkwells that left one longing for the sunset horizon 

never to show up.  He knew that she must have understood, otherwise he would have 
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still been speaking.  He liked her ginger snap wit and her long dark hair would flip the 

switch off on all of the Con Ed boys surging the lights. 

 “We‟re nowhere near the dawn.”  Angie Alice snuffed out the butt of her 

cigarette. 

 “You‟re telling me. You want a chocolate malted to pass the ticks on the 

clock?” 

 They ploughed across the traffic flying, not concerned about the possibility of 

a hard hit, well aware of the many things far worse, and swung into the Howard 

Johnson‟s. 

 O sat scribbling on napkins.  Artie quickly passed him with head turned away 

hoping to avoid his cage of another meal.  Safely in the banquette in the back they 

ordered up the malteds and a couple of Dewar‟s. 

 “I love nothing more than black scissors,” Angie Alice stated pointedly.  “I 

also have a great passion for smashing up spot lights and if there aren‟t any around, 

then flashlights will do.  I was born to blind the Great White Way.” 

 “Yeah,” said Artie.  “But what would that really matter?  There‟s still TV.” 

 They belted down the Dewar‟s and slowly sipped the malteds.  No doubt back 

in Bethpage Maggie was slopping out the same dish that eternity served out cold on 

the first day of creation and it was still as unappetizing now as ever.  Over off of 11
th

 

Avenue the girls would be getting up, looking like slaughtered buffaloes seeking 

salvation‟s extinction.  Artie ordered up two more Scotches and a banana split.  He 

really didn‟t care if he tumbled over into the train or traffic.  He was nothing but 

smiles.  He bought Angie Alice a pack of Marlboro Lights.  She was content.   
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Freshly Mowed Lawn 
 

 

Pleased with the freshly mowed lawn George looked forward to a big dinner; such 

were summer Saturdays.  He enjoyed cutting grass in his wife beater, a can of 

Budweiser always close at hand, catching the eyes of the ladies that passed.  After it 

all a heaping plate of spaghetti to be had for a hard day‟s labor.  The ladies enjoyed a 

robust lad with sauce stains on the front of his tank top. 

 He was the last of the brutal vaudevillians, the straight guy with a slap to the 

head for the bumbling sidekick; man, woman or child. 

 “Perhaps I‟ll join the pickpockets down in Florida this fall,” he belched.  “The 

frosty wintertime doesn‟t allow much room for my style.  I need vibrant blondes.  The 

mousy brunettes of January do nothing for me.” 

 For Candy, daughter of Captain Kwaak, there was nothing in all of Nassau 

County more appealing than George‟s finely manicured lawn.  Thrilled with the sight 

of it she‟d bring him a cannoli for dessert most every Saturday night before she caught 

the train into the city for an evening of revelry in one of the Blarney Stones in the 

vicinity of Penn Station.  She often suggested to George that he join her for some 

thrills and perhaps a pleasant sleep in the Hotel Pennsylvania.  She admired the focus 

and care he placed upon his lawn and imagined herself someday a recipient of the 

same focus and care. 

 “I ain‟t got no reason to join you, baby.”  George finished off his cannoli with 

rapid gulps.  “No one wears tank tops in the city anymore.  It ain‟t the place for me.  

You want to be my sidekick, sweetie, maybe we can go down to Risko‟s and throw 

back a few whiskies.  When we‟re ready to vomit we can stumble home and sleep on 

the grass, but before we do that we‟ll look up at the stars and smoke a last cigarette.” 

 Although appealing, Candy Kwaak still had her good looks which she wanted 

to take advantage of before they started to fade.  There were plenty of boys in the city 

from the Island and Jersey on Saturday nights and there were enough 

accommodations of varying costs in the Penn Station area that one of these boys could 

enjoy her beauty before the skids set in, even if it were in the showers at the 34
th

 

Street Y.  George would be there when her looks disintegrated, she figured.  He 

wasn‟t going anywhere, not even to Florida when the winter came.  He couldn‟t lift a 

wallet from a passed out drunk.  His friends couldn‟t use him and wouldn‟t want him 

down there. 

 He cracked open another beer and looked at her.  He knew she wouldn‟t join 

him at Risko‟s.  She never did.  There‟d be plenty of other ladies there who‟d love the 

scent of freshly mowed grass mingled with sweat and garlic and who‟d stare at his 

sauce stains longing for a lay on the lawn. 

 She was far better with the sleight of hand.  He needed her and she knew it.  

She headed to the station to catch the 9:08 train into the city. 
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A Finely Formed Gentleman 
 

 

Jerome was a finely formed gentleman with an extraordinary goatee, which set his 

face at an odd angle.  If anyone looked at him for longer than thirty-nine seconds they 

would lose balance and fall to the floor.  Everyone who caught sight of him with short 

sidelong glances would get a great laugh out of those who dropped. 

 “He should have known better,” they would say, or “didn‟t her mother teach 

her not to stare?  Well, she‟ll never do something so foolish ever again.” 

 Being that Jerome was able to teach a valuable lesson to all those who looked 

too long he was lauded as a pillar of the community.  It was an imperative that he be 

invited to all the best dinner parties, fundraisers and barbeques if the hosts hoped for 

success. 

 It goes without saying that Jerome was popular with the ladies, having the 

ability to knock them off of their feet in thirty-nine seconds.  He exemplified 

masculine virility.  His autobiography quickly outsold that of Casanova‟s. 

 To maintain an extraordinary goatee, which set the face at an odd angle and 

brought people to their knees in thirty-nine seconds, was a consuming task.  The facial 

grooming process took up all of Jerome‟s mornings and a good portion of the 

afternoons for he could not look at himself in the mirror for an extended period of 

time.  Though he enjoyed his notoriety, he found this daily undertaking rather taxing 

and bad for the nerves.  He was everyone‟s friend and most women‟s lover, but he 

could not find anyone who could look him straight in the face and engage in a 

prolonged conversation. 

 All of the efforts of Jerome‟s life seemed to fall short.  His sorrow and despair 

had become apparent to all, but no one had the courage to approach him and offer 

comfort.  He could no longer endure living in this manner. 

 Jerome purchased the sharpest straight edged razor that he could find.  In his 

bathroom he looked down at the gleaming blade, touching it slightly with his index 

finger, immediately drawing blood.  It would do the job quickly.  He saw his 

reflection in the mirror and in a few short seconds it was over. 

 No longer was he lauded as a pillar of the community, women did not fall at 

his feet and there were no more invites to dinner parties, fundraisers and barbeques.  

He was a finely formed gentleman, but now with no extraordinary goatee set on his 

face at an odd angle he was nothing more than ordinary. 
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The Crystal Spectacular 
 

 

Struck straight in the center of the head by the dream-held baseball bat Lenny fell to 

the ground unconscious.  There wasn‟t any blood, though.  Manny looked upon this as 

a piece of good luck. 

 “There are some mysteries that aren‟t what they‟re cracked up to be,” Manny 

said to himself as he drank the curdled milk from the crystal flask. 

 It had been some time since his mother had bought him the flask for his 

birthday along with a large glass box to serve as a starter home.  It was a great place 

to pace back and forth dressed in a tux and spats, but outside of that there was no 

room to sit back with polished shoes propped high.  It had been a lot larger when he 

was a kid.  He cursed having ever gone away to college.  His homecoming had been a 

great disappointment. 

 Manny‟s analyst provided him with egg salad sandwiches every Friday.  They 

made life a hell of a lot easier since his mother‟s departure.  She was the one who set 

up the situation and left him to deal with the cracks that were beginning to show. 

 He should have never invited Lenny over, especially on a Friday.  Lenny only 

sucked on his eggs raw from within the shell and would never condescend to eating 

egg salad.  Lenny enjoyed tossing pebbles to attract attention and it had worked on a 

number of ladies in the neighborhood who had hidden themselves in mansard rooms 

away from their mothers and fathers and who were always waiting for distractions.  

Manny wasn‟t the type to set stones sailing, and now, with the crack expanding he 

regretted ever inviting Lenny over.  He feared the slivers to come from the snap. 

 A bat without blood was a hit worth the weight of old time mystics; wanderers 

through the wilderness.  Manny looked down at Lenny so peaceful and thought of 

heading out into the woods where he wasn‟t open to the excessive speculation of the 

neighbors who didn‟t even have tuxedos.  Soon everything would shatter in the crystal 

spectacular anyhow.  He knew that Lenny had nothing else to say.  The damage had 

already been done.  He knew that life would be hard without mother or brother.  

Manny straightened his bow tie and decided that it would be best to step out for a shoe 

shine. Spotless shoes always caught the eyes of young girls and boys and allowed him 

the confidence to stomp about freely. 
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Crossing the Hellespont 
 

 

Open the window!  Open your scented lips!  Drop the scraps of darkened conversation 

on the avenue.  I breathe in afternoon drowsiness with dreams of the night and 

middling women much less than you, but you are a labyrinth and I am a trudging 

monotony with squinting brown eyes who really doesn‟t need to see anything more 

than the sun rise over the East River.  I love the parabola of falling stars, especially in 

the wintertime when the skies are so much grayer.  I haven‟t an eternity to pass 

through you.  I haven‟t even an umbrella to protect me from the surge of your blue 

blood.  You don‟t inspire flight even with the offer of your wellies.  I don‟t know 

what size you are and I dare not ask. 

 Yes, I will admit that on occasion your hallucinations are preferable to the 

drowning silence, but I‟ve honed up on my swimming skills, and now, although I 

could not qualify for the Olympic team, I am capable of crossing the Hellespont 

without any noteworthy problems except for now and again swallowing a stormy 

ocean swept in through the sea. 
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Conductor 
 

 

The blond haired boy with the pool stick to push back the approaching armada swung 

out wildly, and sadly not at the sea, nor even at the winter fountain, but rather at the 

aged conductor, smashing him in the face and drawing blood.  Being that the boy was 

only a boy, too young to be a dauphin, let alone a king, the man with crumbling scores 

under his arm could not hold his not-so-highness in contempt.  He wished that he had 

brought his own swinging stick, but sadly he had forgotten it at the symphony hall.  If 

he had remembered it then he could have raised up an orchestra in revolution with 

heavy Wagnerian brass and delicate Saint-Saens strings, but today would not be the 

day for such an uprising against the boy who would be whatever he could be, given 

time.  The conductor tasted the blood that flowed over his lips.  The blow would 

provide him with a blackened bruise and a not too short scar.  He would have 

something to talk about between movements tomorrow at rehearsal.  Chatter on such a 

brutal mishap would provide him with a few moments of respite from swinging his 

arms about and rousing up the fallen notes of heaven. 

 

 



 

 32 

Birthday Party 
 

 

“Go out, sit on the rocks and then jump.”  Robert poured Carla a drink.  “Don‟t even 

worry about bringing the hammock along with you.  There are no trees to tie it to.  

Crash on the beach.   The high tide will take care of everything.” 

 Carla sipped on her gin and tonic.  She didn‟t want to look away from him.  

She didn‟t want to seem rude.  She shut her eyes.  All was black for a second before 

her head started to swim.  Carla continued sipping her drink hoping to straighten up. 

 “Your thoughts on the subject are of no interest to me.”  Robert slapped her 

across the face. 

 “That‟s something that we are in complete agreement on.” 

 Carla had slipped on a piece of cake that a bad mannered birthday boy had 

dropped on the floor.  No doubt, at this very moment the kidnappers were teaching 

him how to behave.  He‟d be in a well mannered state once he returned; kids always 

were after the rod and razor.  Mommy and Daddy would be worse for wear after the 

ransom was paid, but that was none of Carla‟s concern.  She didn‟t like little boys 

who dropped things.  The kid would look much better with one ear.  It would work 

wonders on his equilibrium.  Still, for Carla, this wasn‟t enough.  She had twisted her 

ankle.  She was hoping that the little brat would have his eyes gouged out. 

 “Robert?‟ 

 “Yes?” he whispered as she opened her eyes. 

 “Have you pickled the pig‟s feet?” 

 She knew how to cut him to the bone and slice away the very best meat.  

Naturally, when she did such a thing, it would bring tears to his eyes. 

 It was a cloudless day.  A perfect day for drinks and pig‟s feet, but the 

slaughter house was not so near that all desires could be filled in an instant.  Carla 

finished her drink, smashed her glass and grabbed the bottle of Bombay Sapphire.  It 

wasn‟t until she was two-thirds of the way through it that she mentioned her longing 

for tonic and lime, which she sorely missed. 

 “I slew St. George last night,” Carla blurted out after a long burp. 

 “But he‟s a national treasure!”  Robert screeched. 

 “Ah, that‟s nothing to write home about.  He was a tired relic from an era of 

peace and myth and at such times the feeble-minded rise rapidly through the ranks 

because there are no feats more fanciful than the mysterious and metaphorical.” 

 “But the dragon?” 

 “Give me a break, Robert.  If he had revealed the Sacred Heart then that would 

have been a reason for receiving the Purple Heart, or the Victoria Cross, but the 

murdering of a beast of lesser stock, it‟s as impressive as the antics of a potbellied and 

stinking drunk Madrid matador.” 

 Robert was an intelligent lad and was forced to agree with her.  She had 

quickly gotten a tight grip on his imagination.  Robert had never been particularly 

well-known for his ability to engage in ballroom banter.  This fact put him in a foul 

mood. 

 Enraged he turned towards her: 

 “Didn‟t you hear what I said?” 

 Carla staggered about turning back the hands of the Delft porcelain clocks 

from a bygone century that still needed winding up.  She loved the Dutch in their 

glory days of trade and triumph.  They weren‟t the type who would have made some 

braggart a patron saint and national treasure for deeds that were so simply done that 
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the poorest and most pathetic of children could pull it off with a switch blade and a 

laugh. 

 The birthday boy entered, blood dripping down the side of his face.  He 

couldn‟t hear the applause from the revelers on the right side of the room, but his 

manners were greatly improved.  He would think twice before ever leaving a piece of 

cake on the floor again.  Naturally, Carla was disappointed.  He could still see where 

he was going. 

 “Go down to the sea and sit on the rocks.  They‟ll rip into your skin,” said 

Robert.  “When you smell the brine you‟ll feel more alive than you‟ve felt in ages.” 

 “But I like to lie in a hammock.” 

 Robert slapped her hard across the face.  She sucked her own dripping salt 

thinking of the sea.  He was probably right.  A drop from the high cliffs would be 

more interesting than the talk of doubtable deeds that saints performed in the 

supposed service of queen and country. 
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Summer Tar Time 
 

 

Burning bush visions of Moses rising, summer tar time, the Major Deegan 

Expressway, Aaron races up the Bronx, another land no longer for Levis.  Hanging 

cracked photos over on Cedar Avenue dingy once white walls, Bubbe waiting.  She‟ll 

join them soon, nothing more than a young girl snap shot holding Heine in front of the 

Lorelei Fountain long ago.  Long ago, long forgotten and there will be no reason to 

head up any longer.  He‟d have his Fridays free to spend in Village pool halls without 

worries about Shabbat or Seder.  He‟d have his Fridays free to forget lost times and 

highways to the Promised Land. 

 Mick dropped down from Woodlawn long ago, a ruddy cheek billiard boy if 

there ever was one.  Cards and whores a distraction, his holidays spent in the damp 

rooms where the desperate seek desiccation forever to fail and fall into memories.  He 

knows where to go to get things cheap.  A man for all dolls, whether out in a Flushing 

fur palace or a Flatbush dump.   

 Aaron plunges in deeper, shooting side glances at the setting sun; his thoughts 

drop on his grandmother‟s downward drooping left eye.  

 “Bright eyed future of love and pitching for the Yanks ain‟t mine.  No way 

baby.  I‟m a pragmatist.  I know what‟s good and gone and I‟m glad because it keeps 

the mind in a state of grace long after God has gone off no longer giving the grease, or 

whatever grand vision of himself he likes to play for the Post.”  Aaron laughs loudly 

at the late set of the summer sun, and himself, going now to be all that much later.  

“Cat‟s out of the bag and no one‟s going to pick-up my marbles when they drop.” 

 True.   

 Mick takes in the lay of the land. 

He has his fun in Flushing with Nancy Lee and loves his lady brought straight 

off the boat in swaddling clothes and christened after the long gone first lady.  Nancy 

Lee‟s parents were patriots seeking to make their new nation proud.  My country „tis 

of thee and boy did they do a good job of it.  Nancy nowadays makes more on a 

Friday night than Mom or Pop can in the course of a week and she‟s out in the middle 

of nowhere, hasn‟t even hit her stride yet and gone across the river to play the big 

spenders. 

 Flushing to Flatbush posthaste, Siobhan‟s place, she‟s on the rise from 

Woodside and is always ready to set Mick up before he swings out and off and over to 

Amsterdam Billiards.  Siobhan‟s the old country variety of damsel that knows where 

to place her head with pillow, or not.  She rarely leaves her new neighborhood and 

makes Mick feel like he has come home, even if it is only for an hour and he‟s curt 

and contemptuous of Brooklyn so many millennia away from his boyhood Bronx. 

 “Poor Aaron,” Mick states and snickers, revivified.  He stands and stares off 

into the west.  “I‟d never stick myself up there on the top of the world.  I‟ve come 

down to be uptown with the big game to play at the Polo Grounds.  I‟m the ghost of 

John McGraw back from the grave, Little Napoleon taking the air at Coogan‟s Bluff.  

I‟m Christy Mathewson‟s fastball flipping Einstein‟s theories on their ass.  I‟m Bobby 

Thomson‟s shot straight to the center of your skull.” 

 Aaron kisses his grandmother and takes his place at the table as the sun sets.  

Moses‟ vision wasn‟t able to smash down this dank house, solid standing with walls 

for the old weepers, stale scents never to dissipate. The bush still burns in the 

backyard.  Aaron smiles. 
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 Siobhan holds tightly to Mick.  She says she‟ll give him another hour, gratis, 

but he has the big game to play and he can‟t wait to give Aaron the lowdown when he 

finally makes it downtown on whichever night history decides to plummet down the 

staircase. 
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Binky on the Downtown B 
 

 

“Be a spot on my tie,” Binky pleaded. 

 She hated moving her jaw.  She hated bloodstained children on deserted 

pathways because it was on such lanes that dust collected and once it was kicked up 

she would have a coughing fit which the unenlightened would mistake for 

illumination. 

 Binky knew her way through the subway system and figured that if the doctors 

traveled with the masses they must be carrying the illusive vaccine. 

 “Adorn my hat with a feather from your broken wing.  You don‟t need it 

anyhow.”  Tears welled up in her green eyes.  Green eyes captured more sympathy.  

They had been worth the three dollars that she had spent for them at the pawn shop on 

27
th

 Street all those years ago. 

 Dying for a piece of pineapple upside down cake I could not help but admire 

Binky.  I loved the dead pigeons that she carried and the stains that she wore so 

brazenly.  I bought fingernails and eyelashes for her at every opportunity I had.  She 

said that they reminded her of the entrails of the ocean. 
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Bin Boy 
 

 

“You‟re the bin boy now, ain‟t ya, sonny child?”  Reggie smiled and lifted the needle 

from the scratched recording of Lohengrin.  He was more in the mood for Television. 

 “Since my mom kicked the can,” Sal replied.  He was tone deaf and could care 

less what record was played. 

 “Pleasant woman.” 

 “Wouldn‟t know.” 

 “That‟s the way of nature now, sonny child.” 

 “Ain‟t so, the way I see it.”  Sal didn‟t want to admit that he had flunked 

biology back in high school. 

 “You were a burden to the old lady, that‟s apparent, so you wouldn‟t have 

wanted to leave her with a blinking git, which is exactly what you would have done if 

you got around to the manifestation of the idea caught in that little dim skull.” 

 “Maybe, but I wouldn‟t know,” Sal cracked. 

 There was no Television to play.  Reggie chalked it up as just the type of 

record collection that a tone deaf bin boy would inherit. 

 “I‟ve got dirty snot rags and irrelevant Rollo decks that once belonged to the 

president of Pan Am.” 

 “And I‟ve got Met Life Towering over Grand Central.  I‟m a king pin where 

you come from, sonny child.  I‟m the clock that clicks down to the end and smiles 

when the final chime sounds.  It‟s nearly New Year‟s, or the Twelfth of Never, but it 

really doesn‟t matter now, does it?”  Reggie tossed the finale of Lohengrin out the 

window and watched it smash on midnight Park Avenue South. 
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Saturday, Bryant Park 
 

 

While sitting in Bryant Park today I saw a hobo eat a raw pigeon, recently deceased.  

The crowd began to taunt him.  They cursed at him, and proclaimed him to be nothing 

more than a dirty derelict not fit for the green lawn.  He replied that he was in fact a 

drifter, and in no manner a derelict, and if time would have allowed, and if he had had 

the proper equipment‟ skillet and hot plate, he would have preferred to have fried the 

bird which needed to serve some purpose since it was already dead. 
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Ziz at Zero’s 
 

 

For Ziz, waking was the unfortunate end result of sleep.  It being early, a fresh breeze 

wafted through the open window of summertime morning.  Noon, one o‟clock, all of 

the early afternoon and into the evening it would be a different ball game.  Once the 

sun was up the breeze would be dead and Ziz would be a sweat stink dripping in a 

drift through the streets in search of watermelon rinds with a bit of meat left on them 

to revivify and give a joy jolt now that the 4
th

 of July had passed. There would be no 

more holidays until the Assumption in August and now that the Pope had dropped it 

off of his calendar the festivities were nothing like they once were. 

 But morning with its cool breeze, clean with seductive cross talk caught of 

pigeons on the Bowery roof tops left Ziz laughing, sometimes falling off of the bed 

into downright hysterics.  The cooing comedy of the scroungers overheard created a 

bond, a common conspiracy that was explosive in its ribald humor.  Doubled over Ziz 

hit the floor hard. He had contemplated the purchase of a shag rug on more than a few 

occasions to soften the blow. 

 Ziz reached up for his pants that were flung over the back of a chair, tears of 

euphoria streaming from his eyes.  There was only so much of the morning ecstasy 

that he could take.  He was already looking forward to the coming rush of traffic on 

the streets below to drown out the jokesters on their perches above. 

 With half laced boots and a few bucks in his pockets Ziz stumbled through the 

streets letting laughter fade away.  He regretted not having a top hat to shade his eyes 

from the sun and to throw a shadow of respite under which his fellow man could hide.  

Top hats were no longer in fashion; they hadn‟t been fashionable for some time, so no 

one had them to pawn when the cash was low.    

 Mister Zero‟s shutters were up.  He liked to open early; it gave him more time 

to collect nickels and dimes and amass the fortune that he dreamt about in his few 

hours of sleep.  Ziz was a regular at Zero‟s and since it was just after sunrise Zero 

decided he‟d serve Ziz himself.  Zero knew that the regulars were the backbone of any 

business and that they needed to be treated right. 

 “Good morning,” said Zero, beaming.  “Not enough pennies for brioche at 

Balthazar this morning?” 

 “No, not enough for this morning, nor for the one that will never come.” 

 “That would be a dark morning to come, indeed.  You know how much they 

charge for a cup of tea?  And if you think that that‟s bad their coffee will send you to 

the poor house with sleep still on your eyes.” 

 “I‟d rather disappear with Hannibal‟s elephants on the Alps,” said Ziz.  “Than 

spend a fortune on brioche and black coffee.” 

 “Yes, I hear that they charge extra for the cream.” 

 “I‟d rather have visions of the Roman Republic trampled under foot than drain 

the exchequer on buttery bread.” 

 Mr. Zero was delighted, for if Ziz feared the exorbitant prices of brioche then 

he‟d never stray far knowing that Zero would go feet first into the grave before he put 

brioche on the board. 

 “The regular this morning?” asked Mr. Zero. 

 Ziz nodded and within seconds a cup of black coffee and a plate of white toast 

were placed in front of him. 

 “Thank you,” Ziz smiled and bit into the bread.  “I‟ve had a great piece of 

fortune.” 
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 “A distant uncle‟s dead and now you‟re an Astor?” asked Mr. Zero nervously, 

for he knew if Ziz‟s coppers had increased he‟d be onto better digs and easily forget 

all those who had formerly fed him.  Zero‟s dreams darkened as he saw before him all 

of the nickels and dimes he‟d no longer have from Ziz‟s pockets. 

 “Ah, no, nothing so grand,” said Ziz. 

 Zero exhaled, greatly relieved. 

 “But grand enough,” Ziz continued.  “Last night I had the good fortune to sell 

a Lonergan lamp
1
 to a collector.” 

 “You don‟t say,” Mr. Zero gasped.  “I‟d imagined that that thing had been 

smashed to bits.” 

 “This was the second one.  The one that he used to really bash his point in.” 

 “Poor man, he must have been in such pain.”  Mr. Zero covered his crotch 

with his hand and grimaced. 

 “That matters not at all to me.  Besides, the whole incident gave the object 

value; otherwise I wouldn‟t have been able to get more than a couple of bucks for it.” 

 “So you‟ve made bank?” 

 “I‟ve made enough to have a proper breakfast.  Bring me a plate of macaroni 

and cheese and a crab cake, another cup of coffee and a glass of orange juice.” 

 The order was shouted back to the cook by Zero who gave Ziz his warmest 

congratulations, knowing that such a small fortune could go only so far and that it 

would go much further here than anywhere else and that Ziz no doubt was also aware 

of this fact.  Mr. Zero smiled.  Someday he would buy himself a mansion or at least a 

large house somewhere pleasant like Pensacola where he could laugh at hurricanes in 

season.  Zero shook Ziz‟s hand and walked away.  The men were starting to filter in 

for their doughnuts and coffee. 

 Calmly devouring his fabulous meal with visions of street lamps almost lit on 

what would otherwise be the darkest night of the soul, Ziz looked forward to the drift 

of day.  He looked out the window; the street was packed with traffic honking.  He 

stood up and left a two dollar tip, something that only a day before would have 

seemed unfathomable to him. 

 On the street the birds were no longer heard.  Ziz stood up straight and thought 

for a moment of staring straight into the sun, but decided against this knowing that a 

blind man never gets what he wants. 

                                                 
1
 Wayne Lonergan, Canadian „chair boy” of the 1939 New York World‟s Fair who rose to the rank of 

“protégé” to his rickshaw riding patron William Burton.  Upon Burton‟s death he left his fortune to his 

daughter Patricia, who Wayne promptly married.  Theirs was a complicated and unhappy marriage 

ending in October 1943 with Patricia having her skull battered in by a candelabra wielding Wayne after 

an early morning act of fellatio went painfully awry. 
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Garden 
 

 

“Don‟t chase me, thank you.”  She always conducted herself in a manner that her 

mother would find fitting.  “First off, we are all comrades.  Fellow travelers down the 

roads where the old time slaves wandered before they were tracked down and 

lynched.” 

 She always deferred to my great nation‟s past.  All of this in spite of her being 

a Canadian who had never been to Hollywood, or lived in a D.W. Griffith film and 

who didn‟t need to take responsibility, or even an interest in sins that had nothing to 

do with her.  It was her bombastic politics, brought up from the intestines with 

outsider‟s guilt and seeking examination and expurgation that attracted me to her.  I‟d 

always add in a bit of flattery when flattery was called for, but there was always the 

fear that it would descend into a public killing spectacle with half priced seats along 

the periphery. 

 “It‟s the yin and the yang and everything in between that‟s got me and that‟s 

the kicker.  It‟s my interior that‟s got me spaced out looking for the decorator and 

engineer.  I listen to sambas every night waiting to die, but that doesn‟t make me 

unique.  It‟s one of the oldest things in this city to do.  The Dutch were even in on that 

ballgame.  I‟ve added blue eggs to my tea, but I‟m still me and that‟s nothing more to 

you.  You should know this and not chase me.  What are you going to get that‟s new?  

You‟d be better served in selling all of your spices.” 

 I had wanted to find a garden, but distractions had put me in pursuit of more 

memorable things.  Soon it would be dawn and it didn‟t seem like a good idea to keep 

going after the moon.  I knew that someday I would get to the mountain of myrrh, but 

for now I would have to keep myself occupied with all of the droplets of light lacking 

salt and night. 

 “Kiss my breasts, but don‟t chase me.  I‟m letting the meat dry.  I‟m taking a 

breather while the grand tomb of the babes is being filled with various plastic 

playthings.  I‟m going to wear feathers in my hat when my hair turns gray and then 

I‟ll watch Sugarloaf burn to the ground.  Show me a juicer who roams the wilderness 

and I‟ll show you a dying god who doesn‟t dare to lay his hands on the girls.” 
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14th Street 
 

 

“You‟re plain lucky.” 

 “Yeah, I never expected to see it.” 

 “Don‟t get all enigmatic on me.” 

 Making love on the table down on 14
th

 Street, Broadway and cigarettes far 

from their thoughts.  Dark eyed children shrieking in the morning sunrise across the 

ocean, but that was even further away than chorus kicks and smokes. 

 “Ay?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Tell me about the face that Joan of Arc used to make when she tired of the 

peasantry and figured that God or the dauphin would be a better play.” 

 “Oh, it was wicked, a magenta color leaning towards violet.  It would flip your 

heart on heaven and hell and all of the variants in between and you‟d think, now this 

is a dame I‟d like to see in the proper light and the proper light ain‟t bright.  Oh, no, it 

was always better to see her through some queer black silk, very cool and airy like 

April Sundays on upper Fifth Avenue.  You‟d have loved it.  She‟d beam and we‟d all 

take to jousting in half frocks that gave a good view of the legs.  I had wonderful 

calves back then and would vacation every summer in Beirut.” 

 “Those were the days.” 

 “They were far more interesting than the bilious green-orange ones which 

flash on faces these days.” 

 Shame sat down in the next second‟s seat waiting to hear a bit of Chopin.  It 

lurched forward to show itself more clearly, something quite out of character.  It had 

been the root of all of its own psychological trauma and that already was far more 

than anyone really wanted to realize. 

 “Good-bye, good-bye, let‟s play the piano and watch the moonlight crack-up 

over the old town tonight, so long forgotten.  Ol‟ Dutch masters, dem de cheap cigars 

of painter‟s fantasies, of Larry Rivers‟ dreams.  Play Dixie or the Marseillaise.  Let‟s 

sing the Spanish national anthem; I know all of the words.” 

 Dancing a foxtrot after a roll in the hay.  The dining room table‟s legs splinter.  

14
th

 Street bellowing crosstown chaos, so far from thoughts of Broadway.  A cigarette 

now needed. 
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Molly and Richie in the Meat Packing District 
 

 

There was only one complaint that Molly had about Richie and that was his lack of 

fairness with the whip.  She had come from the Midwest; Illinois, Indiana, Minnesota, 

somewhere like that.  She had never been clear on that detail.  Richie insisted on 

calling her Wisconsin Wendy, although she asserted that she had never been to 

Wisconsin, once even getting off of a plane before take-off when she learned that 

there would be a layover in Milwaukee. 

            “Why go to Milwaukee when you‟ve got the Meat Packing District?” she‟d 

always say with eyes sparkling. 

            Molly was never far from Richie in the days of fame, she loved his cat-o-nine 

tails and his freshly polished wing-tipped shoes. 

            “Always look out for accidents and keep your back bare.  It was the 

Superbowl of shock with studs and lashes that shivered Washington Street.  There 

was no reason to head to the desert to do a St. Jerome routine.  I ain‟t got time to be 

tempted like St. Anthony.  There‟s no reason to deny.  You‟ve got to dive in and swim 

in the spittle and blood.  We had quite a following, Richie and I.  They‟d come all of 

the way down from uptown and Yonkers and beyond to watch us play, their balls in a 

knot and big boy diapers to hold their Westchester dreams.” 

           She had been the suffering sovereign of The Village Idiot smashing shot 

glasses in all her glory. 

            Richie, though, he was a different story, a motionless column when confronted 

on the street by the slavering students of technique, but once he got into the dank 

rooms with the dim lights and the St. Andrew‟s Cross he‟d burst the bonds while 

placing the blackball. 

            Molly had been his shadow and his misfortunate mistress. 

            “At first she intrigued me.  Wisconsin Wendy was something to look at, I‟ll 

not deny that.  A little beetle of perspicacity with no particular direction outside of the 

dung heap.”  Richie signals the bartender to pour us a couple more Scotch and sodas. 

 “But these corn fed girls are nothing more than frigid filth pushers when the dust 

settles.  I‟m an artist.  I‟m here to command.  I‟m here to show Wall Street the hell 

that they can never grasp, and that they‟ll never give while they have white linen and 

wifeys in pretty lace and collars.  I‟ve got the torrid memories of centuries pushing me 

forward.  I‟ve got bed bugs crawling all over my body.  The blood‟s pouring and 

Wisconsin Wendy is a knock on the skull that rattles bare cupboards that I‟ve long left 

behind.  She needs to find a new career, something with the Transit Department, 

perhaps.  I‟ve told her this and if she doesn‟t listen then I‟m going to have to slit her 

throat because she long ago left me dry.” 

            Molly from the Midwest is a lovely girl.  She too is bored.  She loves to 

struggle naked and reads Maturin by moonlight.  The dens of the West Side have 

decided to bar her entrance and The Village Idiot has shut down.  As a girl from the 

Midwest she knows that she must continue moving east to the river, the docks, the 

bridge and beyond. 
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Umbrella 
 
 

“Chin chin,” we clinked glasses. 

 “You‟re a bit damp,” I said smiling dumbly. 

 “Well, the rain was coming down.” 

 “I‟m dry.” 

 “Yeah, but you had an umbrella.” 

 “Not anymore,” we were both correct.  I had an umbrella, it had kept me dry, 

but before we entered the bar I had decided to dispose of it, throwing it out into the 

street.   “You‟d be a little less damp if you had an umbrella yourself.” 

 “That‟s true,” she shot back, half laughing, “you could have offered me 

yours.” 

 “I did.” 

 “You did?” 

 “Yeah, when the rain started coming down.” 

 “I don‟t like umbrellas.  People don‟t tend to pay attention to the people 

around them when they have an umbrella.  They‟ll walk through the street with no 

regard for their fellow man.  They are unaware of where they are going.  They are in 

their own worlds, and it doesn‟t matter if they poke someone else‟s eye out.” 

 On this point she was absolutely correct in what she had to say.  I‟ve never 

been one to deny the truth, as long as it was a truth that was empirically proven.  It 

was in the practical application of this truth that we had met, and how we had met was 

still fresh in my memory, being that our accidental introduction to one another had 

occurred fifteen minutes earlier.  The rain had started, and I opened my umbrella, 

nearly taking out her left eye.  Don‟t get me wrong.  I didn‟t intend to do her any 

harm.  It was just that when the rain began I was struck by the oddity of my 

possession of an umbrella.  I very rarely carry an umbrella with me.  Today I did 

because someone had forgotten theirs on the subway.  When I saw it I thought nothing 

more than that it could serve as an efficient walking stick.  When it started to rain I 

found it an extreme bit of good luck to have an umbrella on me.  I hadn‟t listened to 

the weather report in the morning when I woke up.  I hadn‟t even looked out the 

window.  I just got dressed and went out for the day, not really concerned about the 

possibility of a downpour because it hadn‟t crossed my mind.  I could not contain my 

excitement when the rain started coming down, and there I was with an umbrella.  I‟m 

sure that the chap who forgot it on the subway was distressed, verging on 

inconsolable, when the deluge began.  For a couple of minutes things looked like they 

were going to turn apocalyptic, but the apocalypse wasn‟t going to touch me.  I 

opened the umbrella, and there in front of me was a gorgeous brunette. 

 “You buffoon!  I nearly lost my left eye!” she screamed. 

 “Here, do you want the umbrella?” I asked her, somewhat taken aback by her 

anger which cut short my revelries at having an umbrella in the midst of a 

thundershower. 

 “No, I don‟t want your umbrella, you stupid idiot!” 

 “Look, you can have it, it‟s not even mine.” 

 “I hate umbrellas!” 

 That was only fifteen minutes earlier.  I should have remembered that she had 

such a strong dislike of umbrellas, but since we were no longer in the rain the 

principal cause of why we were here was easily forgotten.   

 “Do you want a drink?”  I had asked her when we were still out in the street. 
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 “Sure, why not, I‟ve been having a lousy day.”  She had begun to calm herself, 

wiping clean the mascara that was running down her cheeks. 

 “That‟s too bad.” 

 “Yeah, I guess so.” 

 “We‟ll have a couple of drinks, and you can tell me about it,” I smiled dryly 

from under my umbrella. 

 Off we went.   We ended up in this bar because it was the first place we came 

across.  I expected nothing from the place besides a couple of drinks.  She expected 

nothing more than some company until the rain stopped. 

 “So you had a bad day?” 

 “Yeah, how about yourself?” 

 “I was having a phenomenal day,” I had to admit.  “I found a nice umbrella on 

the train today and I wasn‟t even expecting that it was going to rain.  You can only 

imagine the ecstasy that I felt when it began to pour.  It‟s like the stories that I‟ve 

heard about Florida all of my life, about hurricanes with their death and downpour, 

and then there I was with an umbrella.” 

 “Well, woolly for you.” 

 I didn‟t like the tone she took with that remark, but being that I did almost take 

out her left eye I decided to let it go.  We finished our drinks and ordered two more. 

 “I hope that your day is going better now.” 

 “Yeah, sure,” she was lightening up and drying off. 

 Being that she was in a better mood I decided that now would be a good 

moment to get the reason why today was such a bad day for her. 

 “So?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “So your day?” 

 “Yeah?” 

 “What went wrong with it?” 

 “I almost lost my eye,” and at that she started to laugh. 

 “But you didn‟t.” 

 “And for that the day‟s looking up,” she kissed me on the forehead.  “Do you 

want to dance?” 

 “There‟s no music,” I wasn‟t all that good on my feet, so I was hesitant, and in 

my hesitation this was the best answer that I could come up with. 

 “But there‟s a jukebox.” 

 “Here‟s a fiver.  Play a few tunes,” I handed the bill over to her. 

 “Is there anything that you want to hear?” 

 “I don‟t know what they have on the jukebox.” 

 “Do you want me to tell you?” she held the bill tightly in her right hand.  That 

was the first moment that I noticed her hand.  It was well formed, not too large, 

absolutely normal, not the type of hand that would catch your eyes if you had 

something else to look at, but being that she was tightly holding the five dollar bill I 

couldn‟t help but look. 

 “That would take too long.  Play what you like.” 

 She walked away.  I turned to my half empty drink and took another sip.  At 

least this would give me a couple of minutes to come up with what moves to perform 

when we were dancing together.  I was never one for dancing.  I didn‟t really like 

erratic movement, and to me dancing was nothing more than that.  We had come here 

with no expectations of one another except for a drink or two, and to keep one another 
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company until the rain stopped.  That being said she couldn‟t really expect me to be 

all that good on my feet.  She‟d have to go with my flow. 

 There was a time when I did get the most minor pleasure out of dancing.  

Being close to a woman, moving one‟s body closely with another‟s did have its 

appeal, but that was such a long time ago.  I really hadn‟t done much dancing since 

that night when my second wife walked into our old apartment in Greenpoint and saw 

me dancing with her third husband‟s daughter who I had happened to run into at a 

bakery shop on Manhattan Avenue.  My second wife was often drunk, and liked to 

carry a revolver around.  It was a habit that she had picked up in her youth back in 

Poland.  It was a cultural thing, she said.  When she saw me dancing with her onetime 

stepdaughter she couldn‟t contain herself.   

She shot me in the foot.  It took me three months to get back onto my feet, and 

then, with a bad foot, my second wife decided to leave me. 

 The music started to play.  I think it was John Cage, but if it wasn‟t it could 

well have been Ornette Coleman, or just simply Ornette Coleman covering John 

Cage.  To say the least it was hard to catch the rhythm.  She pulled me off of my 

barstool.  We started moving, my bum leg becoming more apparent in my agonized 

motion.  I kept my eyes on her trying to keep up.  We had attracted some attention, 

but now was not the time to concern myself with the others around.  It was all a matter 

of keeping focus.  After a few minutes, and with the groove of the music, my bad leg, 

and my awkward motions started to seem natural. 

 “You could have been in the Ballet Russe,” she said as the song began to die 

down.  “I‟d imagine that Nijinsky was a lot like you.” 

 “I‟ve never met him, so I wouldn‟t know,” I made my way back over to the 

bar with her trailing. 

 “I visit his grave every spring,” she finished her drink in a gulp.  “He‟s nothing 

more than a stiff stone Petrushka now.” 

 “Ah, well.” 

 “Let‟s have another drink,” she signaled to the barkeep. 

 Another song came on the jukebox as the bartender put our drinks down in 

front of us, and I put a ten dollar bill on the counter.  We gave a toast to our dancing 

prowess.  A shooting pain went through my leg, so I quickly gulped down my 

Dewar‟s.  The brunette followed suit, laughing. 

 “Want to get up and have another spin?” 

 “Why don‟t we sit this one out.” 

 “Alright.” 

 “Another drink?” 

 “Yes, another drink.” 

 The rain continued to pour.  The soaked masses rushed in hoping to dry out.  

The songs played on.  More money was being put into the jukebox.  Everyone had 

something that they wanted to hear.  The floor was filled with dancers now.  The 

music had created a joviality that had spread through the room.  I was having an 

enjoyable time on my own without involving myself in the joviality of those around me, 

but when free formed chants started to rise up I couldn‟t help but notice.  Someone 

shouted for an Aztec jig.  Not knowing any better someone else started to hum a Mayan 

waltz, but after a few bars transitioned into the melody of an Incan folk tune in four-four 

time. 

 “Hey, man, none of that traditional shit here,” I heard shouted from what I 

assumed to be a waltz aficionado.  I had come across that bunch in Vienna years ago, and 

I knew that once they got started things probably wouldn‟t end well.  I heard a beer bottle 
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shatter.  At this I had to look up to make sure that no glass shards were flying down the 

bar our way.  Things were chaotically confined.  Others started to smash empty glass 

bottles, and soon it all became a part of the orchestration. 

 “We should go to the symphony sometime,” she shouted over the din.  “Or even 

better to the ballet.” 

 “I don‟t even know your name,” I smashed my empty glass on the counter. 

 “You‟re right.  We should probably start out at the opera.” 

 “Alright,” I had never been to the opera, so I was up for it.  “Any suggestion?” 

 “Wagner.” 

 “Wagner!” 

 “Why not?  Let‟s catch a flight to Bayreuth tonight,” she jumped up anticipating a 

holiday.   

 “I haven‟t packed my bags.” 

 “When we land I‟ll buy you some new lederhosen,” she kissed me on the lips.  

 Maybe one more drink if she could handle it, and then who knew where tonight 

would lead, hopefully somewhere closer than Germany.  I signalled to the bartender.  He 

wasn‟t thrilled about all of the smashed glass on the floor.  We figured that he was 

making a grand profit with all of the drinks that everyone was buying so that they could 

smash the glass.  What would a little mopping up really come to when closing time came 

around? 

 “Let‟s go somewhere after this,” I said to her.  “But somewhere not all that far.” 

 “Sure, I‟m game.” 

 We rapidly downed the last drink, dropped our glasses to the floor and stepped 

outside.  

 Out in the streets the rain had stopped.  My umbrella was no longer lying in the 

gutter.  Perhaps someone had picked it up, or perhaps a garbage truck had taken it away.  

If it rained tomorrow I‟d be soaked. 

 “Where to?” I asked. 

 “This is good,” she replied, and then kissed me on the cheek. 

 “How about somewhere else?” 

 “We are somewhere else.” 

 “I don‟t live far from here.” 

 “I do.  I had a wonderful time though,” she took off her shoe, and then dipped her 

naked toe in a puddle.  “I needed to cool off.  Goodnight,” she put her shoe back on, and 

walked up the street without looking back. 

 I watched her walk out of sight.  Across the street I saw an old man sleeping on a 

bench at a bus stop next to a black umbrella.  I walked over, and without waking him I 

took his umbrella.  I looked up at the moonlit sky.  Not a cloud.  After a couple of blocks I 

was at the subway stop.  I made my way down the stairs to wait for the next uptown train. 
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