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Some Are This And Some Are 
That: Forward and editor’s Introduction to A Few Healthy 

Moments & Random Film Scenes. Part Two of the Future Dead 
Writers Series.  

 

 Every one of us will die and there's nothing 

new about any of this nonsense, and the writers in these 

books don't write about death. 

What they do is… 

 

Talk about life as it was lived… 
 

What you’re reading is Book Number Two. The 

second. The follow up. The next. Another future dead 

writer and another forward to...  

 
The End… 

 

That's what these words are about…  

 

And every day people say the same thing. 

Everyday people ask…what is she thinking? What about 

him? What about the president and the killer? What 

about the law and the future? What about the dead and 

the unborn? About the wife, the bombs, the husbands, 

the ocean and the moon? What else is there? What do 
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loneliness. There’s so much life that you almost forget 

you’re alive… 

  

A few healthy moments and random 
film scenes was written from an area in The United 

States scientists have said will be underwater before the 

end of this century. That's weird. That's why we ask 

questions. That's why we rock in our chairs and look at 

the sea. That's why we talk to each other. That's why we 

write. That's why the title… some are this and some are 

that…doesn’t really matter. That's why many people 

alive observe the same thing... 

 
“It's always a circus...” 
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Book Two:  A Few Healthy Moments 
& random film scenes BY ROB HASKEW   

 
Intro  
 

I woke up today with the image of a fish flopping 

around on paper, which is how I'd describe my writing.  

 

I steal from the ecosystem that runs in my sleep;  

nothing in that world is composed of matter,  

and none of the words beyond this paragraph matter.  

 

if there are moments that seem lucid, it's because I was 

half asleep or drunk. 

 

I was raised in Bartow, Florida, a small town where I 

learned to drink, fuck, swear, fail classes, and work.  
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bikini island 
 

"You’re best served to forget the cold times 

the antics of human life." 

 

said hi to a girl 

she kept walking 

and so it went. 

 

I think, why is it hard to talk here? 

it’s always a circus.  
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We need more parties. 
 

the digital age has made us digital, irritatingly complex 

without the brain.  

 

how far can I go with $700 today? in the old days I 

would’ve gone far, but today I’ll make it to the state line 

and denounce my inner-Kerouac. 

 

Congress should be stocked with janitors, strippers, 

housewives, waiters, accountants, cashiers, doctors, 

lawyers, owners, deadbeats, builders, homosexuals, sign 

spinners, actors, etc. government should be built on the 

american sample instead of the business/lawyer model. 

 

instead of suicide you should go out and do something 

that might kill you. 

 

I’ll stay here long enough to get through this last roll of 

toilet paper. how’s that? 
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Reagan 
 

it's Thursday, the beginning of the weekend for a lot of 

people. the weekend whores have replaced the women 

we used to see only three years ago. I have no place 

here. from time to time I'll possess my body with cold 

facts and squirm around until they heat up. I have an 

idea of how things should work, something like an 

ecosystem, and they should roll off the tongue as easily.  

a lot of us wake in the morning and come home in the 

evening. we light our computers, check our pages, and 

there they are - the cold facts of what everybody was 

doing. yesterday a man was beheaded. when I was a kid 

this would probably still happen. Reagan would talk 

about war and I'd have trouble sleeping. I recall how 

the news looked then, as dusty and dark as the 

Marathon bombing. Dire Straits would flicker about 

with that MTV logo. 
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mass 

 

it was left 

after a heavy rain 

in a town 

not far... 

and it resides 

below 

and above 

the confines 

of a day. 
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POP THIS BOOK 

 
More Adventures of a Dying Young Man (Book A) is 

a book that starts at the beginning of The Great Recession. A 
young suicidal college graduate who majored in philosophy 
of the mind drops out of graduate school and somehow 
decides to be a writer. Along the way he works in factories 
and travels around the United States. Using a stolen 
typewriter that was owned by a famous dead writer he learns 
more about the human condition than if he would have 
stayed in school or just watched television, and after falling 
on some hard times he meets a young energetic agent 
(Babushka) who sells him (Henry Oldfield) on the idea of 
writing Science Fiction Pop-Up Books for adults. It’s an 
amazing story about the first video game and the art of 
drawing three-dimensional boxes. This literary chronicle is 
about one young man’s journey into adulthood.  After living 
in the woods he walks out of the wild only to learn that it’s 
all wild… 

More Adventures of a Dying Young Man is about the 
Future Book of War and Artificial Intelligence. It begins at 
an Alien parade in Roswell and carries on to Key West 
before heading back up to Lake Michigan. It’s a story that 
could have happened a million times before, but could never 
be duplicated, because Henry Oldfield is one strange fella’.  

 
West Vine Press Books 
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MORE ADVENTURES OF A DYING YOUNG MAN 
By Andrew H. Kuharevicz  

 
 
 

WEST VINE PRESS  

BOOKS  

 
 
 
Editor’s Note NUMBER ONE: MORE ADVENTURES 
OF A DYING YOUNG MAN is a book about static and 
the streets. 
 
 
“They will have seen the new truth in larger and larger degree, and 
when it shall have become the old truth, they will perhaps see it all.” 

William Dean Howells 
 
“BEFORE THE WAR, THERE’S THE MORNING.” Dusty 
Apostolo 
 
 
 
 

BOOK A 
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This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and 
incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used 
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(TIME LAPSED LETTER ONE) 

When I woke up Nora was smoking a 
cigarette and her hand was surfing and free. 
Nobody else was around and the car was 
shaking and the windows were down and it was 
warmer and the sun was purple and we weren’t 
in Michigan. I knew that because when we left 

there was snow on dead trees. Life is strange… 
I was hot and my skin was sticking to the 
leather seats and Nora told me when I was 
sleeping we pulled over around the butcher 
handle part of the road that drags your car 
into the desert. She said she didn’t wake me 
because I looked peaceful. The car stopped and 
now we were here. There was no looking back. I 
had to stick to the plan and do what I came 

here to do…  
“Sure you want to do this Henry? How 

much money you got again?” 
“Three hundred dollars.” 
“Be careful.”  
“This is where I was going to go the first 

time I was out this far, but I got lost around 
Dalhart. I want to see the Alien Parade” I 
said.  

“Why don’t you go see my sister with me?” 
“I don’t want to because this was the 

plan from the beginning….” 

“Fine…take this.”  
“A knife?” 
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“Yeah. Just…I don’t know Henry…just 
take it.” 

“Here” I said. 

“A mix tape and a…”  
“It’s a fuse.”  
“I know you idiot” Nora said.  

“You didn’t have one. Do it now…” 
After she opened the box that was located 

under the steering wheel and placed the fuse 
into the slot, the car’s tape player worked. We 
drove thousands of miles without any music. We 

talked and…  

“I fixed it…” I said.  
“Why didn’t you tell me before? You mean 

we could have been…” Nora said.  
“Yeah, but I didn’t want ta’. It was nice 

and…” I said. 

“I love you Henry but…” 
“Shut up. There’s no time. Just put the 

tape in and wait thirty seconds…Bye Nora. 

Gots’ ta’ go…” 
“You’re so dramatic Henry. Call me 

alright?” 
“I will.”  
I grabbed my notebook and my pack and 

walked towards The Old Time Area Fifty-One 
knickknack Shop and Cantina. Barefoot I was 
holding onto my new shoes. Nora turned up the 
radio in order to block out the noise. We lost 
the muffler ten hours and seven seconds ago 
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and it didn’t matter, because Wagner’s Ride of 
the Valkyries started playing. The few locals 
looked confused and Nora shook her head. Her 
long black hair was clean and she was wearing 
cowboy boots that were on her father’s feet 

before he died. Nora was beautiful and… 
“HENRY OLDFIELD! SERIOUSLY? YOU’RE SUCH 

A LUNATIC! You would…see you soon boy…” 
I didn’t say anything and as she got back 

on the road that girl tossed up the earth like 

a black-hole and then without a whisper… 
Nora was gone.   
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(TIME LAPSED LETTER TWO) 

J.R’s office… 
The best part of my day was when I was 

alone in the elevator. I wished it would last 
forever, but no, it didn’t, because peace was 
less than three minutes long and... BING. I 
walked in and Stacy looked completely out her 
mind.... 

“HELLO MR. OLDFIELD” She said. 
“STACY. Good morn darling. Status-Quo as 

usual I see...” 
“He’s expecting you” she said. 
I didn’t say anything and smiled, but of 

course he was. I was the only person he was 
representing, and what a mess. Stacy was 
typing something on a calculator and then 
filing things after I watched her shredding 

paper that didn’t even have any print on…oh 

what’s the point…the office was a mess and 
the goldfish was dead. It was sad and bloated. 
I mentioned this to Stacy but for one reason 
or another J.R told her,  

“To keep things the way they are, as a 
constant reminder, to keep the sinking ship 
afloat no matter what.” 

“OK. That makes sense” I said…but no…it 
didn’t make much sense and it was weird.  I 
realized that J.R was losing it. I’m not sure 

why, but maybe…nope… it never made any damn 
sense, and this meeting occurred right after 
Pop This Book shot to number two on the 
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charts. I don’t remember what number one was. 
It was written by some nomad who lived in 

South America. It’s all nonsense…  
“Call me Babushka like Stacy does. RIGHT 

STACY?” 
“YOU GOT IT BABUSHKA.” 
“AND WHERE AM I STACY?” 
“YOU’RE NOT HERE BABUSHKA.” 
“THAT’S RIGHT NUMBER ONE!” 
“SEE. That’s why she and not you HENRY, 

is number one. CALL ME BABUSHKA.” 
“No.”  
“I don’t get your damn mentality kid. 

Who’s got the plan Henry? You? No. After the 
money rolls in I’ll give you a bit of slack 
and then we’ll really see. One of us is 
probably going to end-up dead. The line has 
been drawn in the sand of truth. Society makes 

this up. It’s the social contract if…you… 

will… WRITER… BOY. Good. You’re sitting 

down. Here’s a crash course in the…WAY IT IS:  
The history of everything is in my blood, and 
I know kid, because that’s the reason money 
keeps going around mixing-up and creating 
peace and love and what not. It is one big 
universal cycle and you make the linguistic 
drugs and what I’m saying is that you’re the 
writer and I’m the middle man hookup man for 

the masses, and that’s the MacArthur Crest…my 
family is bred and born to be the culture 
slayers and that’s what we’re good 
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with…because my family my boy, WE ARE THE 
PEOPLE. We tell them what they want and I 
DON’T UNDERSTAND YOU SVAGAES because 
nowadays it’s anarchy. You think this is a 
game when it isn’t. People don’t seem to 

understand they can’t eat candy all the time… 

that is… unless we say they can. You need 
some steak and potatoes boy. Fatten up a bit. 

Look at you,  you’re skin and bones…anyway, 
so that’s how my family made the old money, 
the money that’s slowly melting away as this 
world of coyotes is shooting the rest of it up 
like it’s the end of the morphine 

drip….drip…DROP...NOW…SO…LISTEN HENRY…You 
look sleepy. I know it’s not normal for you to 
walk amongst us nine to fivers, and I’m sorry 
to wake you up Bedhead but that’s how the 

world works. Three words Henry…NOT… A 

GAME…and that reminds me. We need to get you 

a nickname. Maybe Bedhead…I don’t know yet... 

ANYWAY…ABOUT THIS…LISETN TO ME BOY…I’m 
the man who gets you paid. I give you the 
stats and you write with the taps. You can’t 
just make a novel with fancy words. Novel? 
NOVEL! COME ON! Bunch of children with 
invisible toys. NOVEL! You idiot romantic 
American writers and your god damn novels. 
WAKE UP BEDHEAD! You’ve got to write 
something that’s market fresh like a good 
piece of middle class cow leg, and if you don’t 
do what I say the whole ship might as well 
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sink…you know? Be a good boy Henry… you 

don’t want to sink the ship …SORRY…HANG ON 

BEDHEAD…STACY!” 
“YES BABUSHKA?” 
“BEDHEAD? WHAT YA’ THINK?”  
“Bedhead?” 
“For Henry’s new nickname?” 
“BEDHEAD AND BABUSHKA. THAT’S PERFECT!” 

“BEDHEAD…CALL ME BABUSHKA!” 

“No J.R…This is a waste of time…” 
The agent said he knew what to do. He 

told me that I had the words and he had the 
plan. That’s fine because I thought that’s the 
way business is properly done. I said,  

“Alright, but I have actual novels.”  
“Not yet. You hit snooze again Bedhead? 

Did you not hear what I just told you? Trust 

me…You can have your damn novels…I promise. 

But listen…not yet though. First we need to 
make money.”  
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(TIME LAPSED LETTER FOUR) 

He was my friend… they weren’t even my 

words…they were Dusty Apostolo’s words. The 
green notebook is an echo of a voice. The pages 
are difficult to read and cluttered with 
friendships and cold rain. It’s full of so many 
memories and the memories are all made from 
static. The memories are about the good times. 
There are words about the last sunflower that 
my godmother’s little dog was chewing on in 
the abandoned school yard when I was in the 
town on a lake. There are words about waves 
and the darkness of the fallback of 
everything we care about. The green notebook 
is made from his words and back then the car 
was moving down the highway.  It was the 
first day of summer and I hadn’t taken a 
shower in four days. I made sure to act the 
part. And I wasn’t really a young writer but 
rather a young historian on the move, and 
back then I was writing down his truths. Page 

One… 
“Here. This is yours. A gift before the 

adventure begins…” 

“A notebook…thanks Dusty…” 

 “Rock your face off. You know…write that 
down Henry. Write it down, that’s money in the 

bank…”  

“Sure…anyway…nice van. Orange? This 

shouldn’t get us arrested…I guess they call 
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this vintage or retro right…it’s radical. Some 
graduation gift. There’s no radio. It’s 

broken…” I said. 

“No. Listen…see…up here. You’re a bug 
Henry. You can’t see your antennae but I can. 

This just in… come on man, I’m being serious…” 

“Fine…” 

“I got something. Here we go… ready? 

Listen…Henry, WRITE IT ALL DOWN!” 
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MORE ADVENTURES OF A DYING YOUNG MAN BOOK A 

 

NEW SECTION NUMBER 

TWO  
THE GOING 

When I was a kid I suffered from nightmares. I 
couldn’t go back to sleep. Not knowing what to do I’d get 
out of bed and go for walks. My whole life has been about 
The Going. The Fear showed up a few years later.  

Note: When you get older some things leave and some 
things stick around. And well…as I got older the fear was 
like seeing an old haggard rock-star from the sixties. You 
couldn’t believe it was still alive. 

OFFICIAL NOTE ONE 

I'm going to tell you a story. It’s a story about a man 
and a writer and a product of the all too typical. It’s a story 
about anger and losing track of hours and days, and at times, 
even entire weeks. It’s a story about travel and the swinging 
pendulum that rocks back and forth between innocence and 
guilt. It’s a story about The United States as an idea. It’s a 
story about long talks and lost causes and all of those 
countless nights that were fueled by desperation. It’s a story 
about the action of trying… 

A HAMMER TAP  

I'm going to tell you a story. It’s a story about losing 
your baby teeth and the timelessness of the modern age of 
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reason. It’s an abstract mosaic of a very weird translation of 
simply… 

…human communication…  
…And it’s a strange and confusing story about 

growing up. It’s a story about punk and soul and it’s full of 
broken guitar strings and blown out amplifiers. It’s about 
writing and then writing so much, that after you get lost in 
writing, you end up realizing that writing is, in itself, only 
about life. 

WHAT YOU’RE READING  

This is a story that was written on generations of 
incompatible computers and old typewriters with stubborn 
springs and rubbed off letters, and it’s a story about 
contradictions and rolled Spanish tongues, and it’s a mess. It 
came before the gun and will be the end of the gun, and it’s a 
story made from the incessant racket of lost radio 
transmissions that have been decoded with the science of the 
alphabetical hammer tap. It’s about building something and 
it’s about the future. It’s a ball of yarn painted with youthful 
love under the moonlight while running away from the 
philistine’s nightmare. It’s a story about words and it’s a story, 
it’s just a story, about those words that created the story. I 
don’t even know if that makes sense. 

Anyway…so it’s just a story, and it’s about what was 
imprisoned on lost bundles of paper stacked as if bricks that 
built a mountain to the ceiling until sanity was lost and the 
feet found themselves callused by the streets. It’s a story about 
heroes and villains and the war that is only inside of your 
head. It’s a story about the Pet Snakes and Great Lake 
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Fishermen. It’s a story about Southern Swamps and the 
Midwest Rivers. It’s about the dying oceans and the 
borderless digital domain.  

And I’m going to tell you a story. It’s a story layered 
with myth. It’s a story about sound. It’s a story about us, and 
it’s a story about wolves and worms and the dead and the 
children… who may or may not… yet… be born. 

It’s a story, it’s just a story, and it’s been drafted with 
music that was created by the elastic and soaking 
wet history of only rock and roll.  It's a story that echoes with 
laughter. It’s a story told by shadows seen down in the 
ghettos through the paint-chipped windows of old Middle 
Class American houses. It's a story about humans. It’s a story 
about the morning and what comes after one too many 
drunken deliberations. 

I'm going to tell you a story. It’s a story about what 
happened. It’s a story about war.  It’s a story about how it 
came to this... 

KILLING MYSELF ALONE 

She’s being real nice giving me a ride out 
West, especially since it's in the opposite direction of where 
she's going. I said “thank you”. You’d think that would be 
enough. Sometimes it is, and sometimes… 

MICHIGAN 

Life is terrible. I’m always one second away from The 
Going. That’s why I’m getting in the car with Nora. There’s 
a bad snow storm and I can’t sleep. It’s cold… 
 I’m so tired and cold. I can’t… 
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“That's good.” 
“Yeah… and then I started listening to some salsa band 

at the southernmost point er’ something…so funny story…I 
ended up somehow sneaking on a boat. I was just sitting 
there...” 

“Wait...WHAT? Where was the boat going?” 
“Cuba. They kicked me off. I was sitting by the 

window…and man o’… well so it was a real comfortable 
yellow booth… damn. They said,  

“How did you get on here? YOU with the typewriter 
and the backpack, stop what you’re doing…”  

“Wait HENRY. Where did you get a typewriter? I 
know you had one back in Atlanta but you sold it…and 
no…WAIT…you didn’t take it from the…” 

“No I didn’t take it but yes it’s from the house…he’s 
dead Penelope. He doesn’t need it. Typewriters don’t belong 
in museums, they belong with writers…” 

“I’m so confused but whatever, so what happened on 
the boat?”  

“I stopped what I was doing and looked around like an 
idiot, making sure I looked real confused. My hair was wild 
and I had those old huge glasses on. I played the part to a 
T…and they were real serious and very threatening. I didn’t 
know what to do, so I took a sip of my beverage. They asked 
me what I was writing. They said,  

“You can’t just take a beer from behind the bar. Who 
the hell are you? What media outlet are you with? Are you 
with the Governor?”  
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“Damn… and I didn’t know what to say… so I didn’t 
say anything. I figured it was best to smile and nod my head. 
They walked away and the boat filled up, and I thought I was 
actually going to Cuba…wild…and I didn’t know where in 
Cuba, but I didn’t care because… what a story I was going to 
get… you know…and as more people in nice suits and 
dresses, and the women…anyway…so I was just smiling and 
right before some music came on the thugs came back to my 
table and gave me about the most evil Nazi look ever. I didn’t 
want to get shot or something, so I said,   

“When do we leave?”   
“Who are you? Who is he? Wait…How did you get 

on here? Are you supposed to be here? Are you with The 
Corporation or the Governor? Can we see your 
identification…SIR!?!”  

“I don’t remember. I think so…OH SHIT… I left my 
wallet back there…so um…are you? I was just drinking 
and...”  

They escorted me off like I was five years old. The 
music cut out and the rest of the people looked frightened. 
The Governor’s staff asked me who I was and I said a 
journalist. They said “I’ve heard of him I think…maybe he 
can stay...”  

“There’s no way…” One of the thugs said. “He’s not 
with anybody. He’s a drunken bum”… and it hurt… 

 I still have bruising and the…” 
“You don’t remember?” 
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“Nope… Hey… I have to go. The sun is coming up. I 
want to get back to my writing. I might not get another 
chance to see what I'm seeing again…” 

“Real romantic… Henry you're so damn random.”  
“Alright so I’ll see you soon? You’re positive you can 

pick me up? You want to see me right?” 
“Tuesday?”  
“Yeah, it's Sunday” I said.  
“I'll be there” Pel said.  
Click… 
BEEP.  

CAPTAIN BILL 

“Hold on.”   
Words…These words are about the past. Those two words 
were said by who I was back then. He was a different person, 
and now he's here, and now I'm him. Now I'm sitting 
shotgun and once again I’m with Pel…  

“I'm so tired” she said. 
“You good to drive…” I said.  
“I'm fine. I’m just sleepy. It’s been such a cold dumb 

day.” 
“I like this weather.” 
“You would...” 
“I do...” 
“Why?” 
“I don’t know. I'm a caveman. I run on fire. I’m best in 

the cold. Body moving…body moving...” 
“Beastie Boys?” 
“Yeah. Based on Newton’s First Law…”  
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NEW SECTION NUMBER 

SEVEN 

O’ DARLIN’ OVER THERE 

“GOOD TIMES ABOUND” I said.  
“You need to calm down Henry. I’m your friend. You 

know that… so come on… you know the drill. You’re a 
writer and I'm a damn security guard. You need to go. Don’t 
make me…You already know how this will end...” 

“Cops?”  
“God damn it man you’re lucky I don’t have a gun or 

I’d smash you over the head…” Simon said. 

THIS WAS TYPICAL 

 I did what I was told to do and walked out the elevator. 
It's been broken for two weeks. Not today. Nope. Today, the 
elevator works fine, and even the bell laughed at me, and as 
the doors opened. I took my time because this was the end. I 
wanted to take it all in, and I scanned everything as we went 
through the various checkpoints that bring you back to the 
doors that lead to the streets, and walking by like a cat 
looking for a home even the early morning joggers could see 
me pleading with the window washers. He wasn’t happy 
about my departure. Simon. The friend…he talked to me like 
I was a child... 
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First Things First 
MAN O’ man that was the day. I was sitting around 

doing nothing when suddenly I knew it was time to leave 
when my only friend named Yellow Bird flew right into a 
closed window and then dropped to the grass dead.  

Feeling the gut in my stomach growl I buried my pal 
under the birdbath in my backyard, and throwing 
sunflowers over the tomb I looked up in the sky…then 
paused for a second… noticing it was one of the most 
strange of shadow filled summer days, and I was sad but I 
didn’t really show any emotion because I’m a grown man 
and most people would say it was just a bird… so I said…  

“Keep this town safe my little yellow spirit”… and 
after I packed my bags and did something else and tied my 
shoes in double knots I dried my sad eyes and headed down 
to the bus station. I wasn’t crying. 

The thing is you got ta’ retrace your steps once in a 
while, and I think that’s good for somebody to do, if only to 
learn how you got here to there to well…just somewhere 
else, and from that original point you can move on, and so 
that’s what I was going to do, I was going somewhere, I was 
going to let myself be moved. 

And so I’m not entirely sure about my life, but this is a 
story about who I am and about the time I went and 
wandered around some wild places, and it’s true that 
traveling is different when you’re alone, because you have to 
watch out for the unseen dangers and learn how to trust 
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yourself, and so what I was going to do was write it all 
down.  

The plan was simple: I was going to get on the bus 
and go, and part of the overall story is about learning the 
ropes of life, and it wasn’t a synch and most of the time the 
journey was hard… but rewarding… and I’m only a young 
dying man, but when I was thinkin’ bouts’ things I thought 
well…aren’t we all (in some way or another) dying anyway? 
I mean every single one of us has been born from a’ traveling 
people stuck on a planet followed by the moon going round 
n’ circles, and so when it boils down to it that’s why I was 
leaving, and it was just me and that’s all it was ever going to 
be (or so I thought) so I had a hunch that the time had come 
to see if the words I read about it all those books were real, 
or if everything was just the way it was, all so typical and 
normal and nice, and it’s just… that I was real bored. 

That’s it, and so this short book is nothing but a 
traveling story, and that’s all, and it’s only a narration of the 
days when I left the State of Michigan while trying to kill 
some time (so to speak) before I was going to see my old 
friends named Dusty Apostolo and Lucy… and those two 
were about to get married and I received a message from my 
friend who was a veteran of the Iraq War Two named Alex 
informing me that they were about to have a kid. I was told 
they’ve been trying to reach me but nobody knew where I 
was because I didn’t tell anybody where I was. Alex said that 
it took a whole day to track me down, and when he asked me 
why I cut myself off from the world I said… I don’t know and I 
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didn’t mean to do that. He said you’re invited to the wedding so 
get on your way, and the wedding wasn’t for a month and a 
half from the day when Yellow Bird Died, and I didn’t have 
anything else to do and so that’s why I thought why not go 
out there and see the world? Why not go and do something 
crazy… and that wasn’t really a question because I didn’t 
have an answer to anything, and the book I found in the 
trash next to the dumpster when they closed down the local 
newspaper, well that book said I should forget everything 
and take a humanistic pilgrimage that the writer called the 
“Socratic March”.  

 I was mildly obsessed with those old pages because 
before I found that book I’d just arrived down from Paradise 
for the first time and it was real cold and I was real sad even 
though it was now the summer, and it even snowed on my 
birthday and that was in May. I woke up and walked to the 
lake and watched ships go by sitting on rocks and I didn’t 
read any other book and just sat around and typed out the 
words of the dead philosophy with a typewriter while 
listening to nature, and when one of the locals asked me 
where I got the book I said the garbage. So after they laughed 
the people who wanted to talk left because I didn’t want to 
talk, and I was trying to concentrate that spring, and even 
into early summer I was still taking his words to heart that 
said:  

“YOU ARE A FAULTLINE, LET THE WORLD 
MOVE YOU.” 

 



23 

 

Part One: The Beginnin’ 
THERE’S WHITE paint all over my jeans and there’s 

paint in my hair and paint on my hands and paint on my 
two bare-foots. My dang skin is burning and there’s plastic 
on these marble tiles in the room where I’m working and all 
of the floors are covered in plastic sheets and all of the 
windows are open…and let me tell ya’…this ol’ house has so 
many windows that the other day I laughed when I told 
George that I’d just like to jump out and die…but so… 

Right now everybody is on break and we sure needed 
it because we’ve been at it all day…just painting on this hill-
top… painting these walls and sometimes we get what we 
call… sweating’ to death sit-downs… 

 And it’s been real exhausting, because there’s only 
been enough time for a few hours asleep in a yard that’s a 
beach overlooking the ocean, and so what I’ve gathered is 
we’ve been contracted out er’ somethin’, but I’m not too sure 
because I still haven’t met the real owner of the house, and 
the thing is nobody will tell me nothing of any sense and so 
counting numbers…a head check…if you will…there are 
twelve of us here and two other people who are sitting and 
smoking and smiling and just a’ yelling at us and saying… 
“Get back to work guys”… “Especially you Henry…I 
mean… what you looking at kid? Now get back to work, 
that is, if you scabs want to get paid…” 
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The Bosses  
These lazy two other people keep yelling at us when 

we almost faint from the fumes and the heat and from the 
muscles that don’t wanna’ move no more, and whoever 
owns this place they come from money… and lots of 
it…and that’s about the only thing I know bouts’…well… 
anything.  

I thought it was going to be real easy, but it wasn’t, 
and so I’ve been painting this house that has eight bedrooms 
and ten bathrooms and maids for every floor, and there are 
three of those, floors I mean, and so get this, they’ve even 
got this guy with a funny waddle that’s paid to go get their 
mail and he won’t even look at me and when I said “hello” 
he told me that he’s “not supposed to talk to people like…” 
me. I asked him if that’s seriously all he does, “get the mail?” 

At first he ignored me and  wouldn’t respond… but 
yeah, that’s his job, all he does is get mail, and when he told 
me that he wasn’t supposed to talk to people like me I asked 
him what that meant, you know, people like me. He didn’t 
say anything but being bored with this painting I wanted to 
talk to somebody who knew English so I asked him why he 
looked all nervous all day and why he had that funny limp. 
He told me that his job was real stressful and that he lost his 
leg and has a fake one because of something bad. The guy 
started to but wasn’t able to get to the end of the story 
because Flamingo walked in the room and yelled at the 
mailman and said, “you’re on your last leg and you know 
that Steve”, and after the guy said “yes sir” well Flamingo 
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said I was a “lazy son of a bitch” who was a “real bad painter. 
You talk too much” he said and “please come with me…”  

Following the supervisor into one of the many living 
rooms He showed me some spots that I missed near the 
corner of this ceiling that you had to wear a harness to reach, 
and so I told him I couldn’t see it because it just looked white 
to me. He said “it’s not the same shade of white you idiot, so 
don’t mess up again or you’ll be knocked on your ass”. 
“Gots-it Don” I said and “this white is different than that 
white, won’t forget again.” And I don’t know why but He 
got mad and said “you can’t call me that, who the hell do 
you think you are?” I said “Henry Oldfield” and then He said 
some more bad words and told me to “go to hell” and so I 
mumbled “already there” and he said “what did you say?” I 
didn’t want to get fired already so I said “yes Mr. Master” 
and he called me “a sarcastic prick” and then told me to “go 
back and paint and  don’t mess up ever again or…” 

And not wanting him to finish his sentence I said 
“Right On Boss”, and that’s when the conversation ended.     

 
And so nope, I still haven’t met the real owner of this 

place. I asked and said,  
“Who owns this crazy pad?” 
 “Don’t you worry about that Henry…that’s none of 

your damn business boy, just get back to work…if you want 
to get paid?”  

And I do. I want to get paid, and that’s why I stopped 
talking to the person who’s supposed to pay me because I 



26 

 

need to get myself out of here, and I don’t know (well I do) 
how I got myself involved with this mess, and to tell you the 
truth, the whole thing is giving me some real bad vibes. 
There’s something going on here and I’m trying to figure it 
out, and I know that I shouldn’t talk and that’s another thing, 
and so I’ll tell you exactly what I’m going to do, you know, 
just to play it safe… 

After reading that book over and over on the bus ride 
down here, I remember that the dead philosopher wrote in 
chapter five that you should treat life like a staged play and 
change roles every once in a while, and so that’s why I’m 
playing dumb (it’s not hard because that’s how people treat 
me anyway) and so I’ll be shutting my mouth…and that’s 
because every time I say anything nothing good comes out 
of doing that…  

As I climbed back-up the ladder to touch up some of 
the spots I missed I overheard Flamingo talking on the 
phone to someone over in… I think he said…over in Great 
Abaco, and maybe that was the owner of this home and I 
hope if they come home I’m long gone by then…but I don’t 
know who it was because he was speaking in some kind of 
redneck twang mixed with Spanish, and I’m not too good at 
Spanish…and I never was…and I don’t know why…it’s just 
the one class I really struggled with in college was Spanish. I 
had to take it three times before I graduated.  

Flamingo’s not even Spanish man, he has red hair and 
maybe he his…I don’t know…and alright that isn’t their real 
names. I only know Don is his first name and I call him 



27 

 

Flamingo and he doesn’t seem to mind and goes with it. I 
guess it doesn’t really matter that I don’t know his real last 
name because it’s none of (I’m told) my “fucking business”. 
He’s a real rude man and I don’t like these nasty words he 
talks to me with, but I don’t want to cross him and so… that 
other boss…well she doesn’t really do all that 
much…nope…she just sits around all day looking all pretty 
and such and smiles back when I smile at her, and I talked to 
her for a while (Flamingo doesn’t know the half of what I’m 
up to) and me and her are going to be long distance friends I 
think(wink) and for all I know she might be his daughter… 
but really…and like I keep saying I’m not too sure who 
these people are, but well… I don’t really care and I don’t 
like them… not one bit…because when I asked them what 
their names were they wouldn’t tell me who they were and 
there wasn’t even any tax pages or office job documents to 
sign or nothing official, and it’s just that they’re so dang 
mean and truth be told I wouldn’t have taken this rotten job 
if I knew they were going to be so rude to us workers, 
because I mean they just yell at me and say get back to work 
or else, and I know I’m an idiot sometimes but I don’t like 
any of this, because it looks real sketchy. 
 
MY PAL  

Sometimes I leave camp and walk around the city if 
I’m not too tired, but usually when me and George are let go 
for the day we got nothing much to do so we sit on the sand 
for a few hours before we have to get right back to working, 
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and that George fella’ said something like he’s from Brazil (I 
think) and don’t speaks’ the best English, but that doesn’t 
really bother me I told him, “because neither do I”.  

This wasn’t even the plan, and I met him on the other 
side of the state when I was in Clearwater or maybe I was in 
Tampa, and I can’t really remember, but I met George when 
I got down here after hitching a ride in Atlanta. I had some 
sights to see in Saint Pete and that was my business for being 
here, and before Miami everything was mapped out. I just 
follow the bus line route and go to the spots they go to. But 
after getting a drink at an old bar I was all set to get myself 
out of the bay area and to go out West, but something took 
over me (maybe the booze) and at the bar I started telling 
stories and everybody was laughing and I told people that I 
didn’t have much money to travel further because I left my 
wallet on a bus and so that meant I wasn’t going anywhere, 
and even though that wasn’t entirely true, that’s how it 
started… 

The first day when I met George I was working day 
work (a temp job) and I took this position picking up road-
kill on the side of the highway. They gave me the keys to 
the truck because I was the only one that had a driver’s 
license and read English good enough and who (they 
thought) could actually understand the traffic signs and 
speed limits and follow the rules of the road. And so that’s 
how I was introduced to George and for a week we drove 
up and down the Highway (a six-mile stretch) and for 
twelve-hours-a-day we picked-up ran over skunks and 
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PART TWO: THE MIDDLE 
PARTS 

THE BUS left Florida and went through…I don’t 
know…maybe Alabama…no…Mississippi?  

Awoken by old brake pads and the smell 
of…campfire…the driver screamed and told us that we’re 
going to take a few hours “to stretch” in a city named 
Clarksdale.  

“Great…status quo” I said. 
And it’s just…this always happens when you take the 

bus, and you’re always late and never early…because the 
concept of time isn’t the same as it is…let’s say…for people 
who live in normal towns and places that aren’t moving on 
four wheels. 

It got real hot inside and something was smoking up 
towards the wheel… and something did smell like oil and 
then through the front windshield there were flames. After 
that, everything got worse, but for some reason maybe I 
thought that this was a dream (when it wasn’t) because I 
didn’t care so I closed my eyes and tried my best to get back 
to the dream I was having, because it was a good dream and 
I liked it better than my real life…and (“LISTEN UP 
FOLKS…”) I was crossing my legs (“FINE”) so… 

I guess this was a good time to pull-over anyway 
because I had to go to the bathroom but I didn’t want to… 
because I was real tired… 
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And even though the good dream was gone I didn’t 
want to get off the bus because I had an entire row of seats to 
myself, and this is because it looked like we were going 
through parts of the United States where people don’t 
usually go back to, and so that meant the bus was pretty 
much vacant, and that’s why I basically had a bed. 

“WHAT ON EARTH IS BURNING?” I said.   
“GOD DAMN IT! Don’t worry about it. Just get off 

the Bus.”  
And so… this is what the driver said, and he doesn’t 

like me, and I don’t know why.  
 
THE SMELL 

It’s been like this for the past few hours. At first the 
driver said it was “fine” so I went back to sleep. I knew 
something was wrong and the motor was on fire or 
somethin’, and I also knew I had to take a whiz, but I was 
just so comfortable…that it felt like I was in one of my past 
beds… and I think I know which one… 

It was the bed that I had in my first apartment and it 
was a king, and in the middle there was a dip…. but you just 
had to sleep around the sinkhole… 

And so that’s what I was dreaming about and that’s 
what I was trying to go back to, and I really missed my old 
apartment and I missed an old girlfriend of mine, and sure, 
for some reason I even missed Apostolo and George too. I 
missed everyone but now they were gone and I was all alone 
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and nothing was going to change in real life and that’s why I 
wanted to stay in my dream. That wasn’t going to happen. 

The bus came to a stop in a very sparse town and 
being forced off the bus a police car was there as well as what 
looked to be an entire fire department. I didn’t care and 
walked off and I was told “not to go far because another bus 
was on its way”. 

And so I didn’t say anything about nothing…and in 
Clarksdale the adventure stalled, and no, it wasn’t the first 
time he’s been my driver, and I didn’t know his 
name…but… he knew mine, and I’ve seen him before but I 
never asked em’…because well… I didn’t think that was 
necessary. 
  
THIS IS WHERE WE WERE  

I was standing in what looked to be the middle of 
nowhere and there was an old run down garage that was 
rusted over and rounded off, and it looked like a hanger for a 
small airplane but it was some kind of storage room for 
trucks. Still waking up from my nap I was trying to write 
something down in my notebook because this whole scene 
was real strange, and I didn’t want to get too close because it 
looked like a location where I could get into some serious 
trouble. Not wanting this to happen I unzipped my 
backpack and got my glasses out because when I put them 
on my face I could see good enough to make out the words, 
and the sign read “shop” and something else…but…no…I 
couldn’t read the first word because the rust ate it, and I 
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didn’t know where I was but the trees weren’t palms and 
then I felt safe because I knew I was far enough away from 
Flamingo and his crazy gun collection, and so after I cracked 
my neck…out of nowhere and for some unknown 
reason…I wasn’t worried and something exploded in my 
head, and I don’t know how to explain it because I don’t 
know what I mean, but what I’ll tell you is that I felt 
stronger and healthier… and it happened but well no… I 
don’t know what it was, but this not knowing didn’t matter 
because something was changing inside of my mind, and 
maybe I was growing up…I think that’s it…but it was more 
than… 

I don’t know what to say about the experience. I was 
calm and it sort a’ felt like I was back in the Midwest 
again…but no…I wasn’t… not even close. I was here and 
the locals were confused why we were here, and a small 
group of them gathered in the yard of a house that was 
across the street, and I didn’t want to talk about what I 
already knew was going on. There was a bunch of cross-
armed folks and bald men were trying to pin-point the 
problem, and sure… it was something else…if all you did 
was just twiddle your thumbs and sit around in places like 
this, but no, I wasn’t surprised, because Public 
Transportation in America is always like this, and there’s 
always some kind of disaster in one way or another, and I’m 
no future teller…so I didn’t think this was going to 
happen…but the fact of it happening wasn’t a shock or a 
drag, because it was nothing but…the way it goes. 
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Lighting up a smoke I noticed that the bus driver was 
real mad and everyone else who was on the bus was sitting 
on the side of the road. One thing about me is that…if you 
watch me… I tend to veer away from the pack, and I don’t 
know why I do this, and it’s not because I’m some kind of 
coward or somethin’…I mean… I’m always there to help if 
the good people need a soldier, but I stand back and scan and 
scale the necessity of my involvement, and so like I usually 
do when things like this happen….I was just walking about 
a good half block away…so I could distance myself from the 
disorder, and trying to relax I was singing the song… In 
Walked Bud by Thelonious Monk…because well…I don’t 
know why really…it’s just what popped in my head, and it’s 
not like I was bored either…nope… it’s just that I had 
nothing else to do…but hum…croak and burn some 
rhythms away like seconds of time…and so feeling good I 
was gently kicking some rocks and singing and a’ boppin’ 
along when I tripped over a fire hydrant that was almost 
completely covered by wild grass, and I wasn’t embarrassed 
because I hit the ground hard and somehow I managed to 
cut myself on…well…what looked to be the shattered 
remains of a mason jar that was hidden by the wild green 
grass.… 

I was bleeding a bit so I grabbed my rum bottle out of 
my backpack and tore off the label and along with a rubber-
band…and so no…there wasn’t much time to think about 
the proper way to make a bandage…so I used the end of a 
ripped-off thumb of a mitten my godmother knitted and 
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wrapped it around my forearm and everything was fine, and 
so getting up again and brushing myself off I was looking at 
a Baptist Church, and it didn’t look like anybody was there 
so I didn’t think it would be a problem if  I rested on their 
property while I was waiting for the new bus to get here, 
and who knows how long it was going to take because buses 
are slow. 

As you’ve probably figured out I’m not like some 
people, and it’s true, that some people would be worried and 
call someone if something like this happened to them, and I 
sort of wanted to…but… I didn’t have anyone to call and 
like I said…all of this was normal and the bus was broken 
and I was stuck, but I didn’t care because it was an adventure 
and I was tired so I thought I’d take a snooze until somebody 
woke me up and then told me it was time to get back on the 
road, and I mean… it was the heart of the afternoon and I 
was feeling good and the warm air was just right, not too 
heavy and the sun was a summer sun… but the clouds were 
big and moved often…creating the softness of cool shade, 
and well… I liked where I was sitting and this area looked 
dead but it wasn’t. There was life and people were helping 
out with the bus problems, and I probably could have helped 
too, because I knew more about engines than people would 
think, but nobody asked so I walked away.  

As the mess got sorted out I looked up to find a cloud 
that I could use to imagine with, but when I tilted my head 
the weather changed and the clouds were gone. The sky was 
naked and it was so bright that it was a spotty shade of dark. 
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Squinting I looked at the signs above me and where I was… 
I read…was at an intersection that was created by two streets 
called Illinois Avenue and Martin Luther King Drive… 

“Where you going” I said, because the bus driver was 
walking as he was bootin’ stones and breaking twigs down 
the street, but he wasn’t kicking them for fun, rather he was 
physically frustrated and I was just trying to be friendly and 
he said all these bad words out loud...  

“Hey” I said. “Who are you talking to? Me?”  
“No. I’m talking to myself… is that ok with you?” 

The bus driver said. 
“Yeah…I’m sorry… but how long until the new bus 

arrives… and wait…hey…where ya’ going?” 
“I don’t know… got ta’ blow off some steam because 

this is bullshit. Just wait there and don’t move…just…son of 
a bitch I hate…so…listen I just need to go for a god damn 
walk Henry…and so tell me boy…why are you always on 
the bus? You could live in one place you know. Use all this 
money you have and stop riding around in circles. Pick a 
damn city and just stay there. I don’t understand you…never 
mind…just wait there…” and then I tried to ask him… 

“What’s going on” but I was told to…  
“Shut the hell up and learn when to leave a man 

alone…”  
“And what if I didn’t” I said… 
“Your ass will get left in Mississippi…” 
“Word….I got-it. Sorry. Have yer’self a super good 

walk…” and… 
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The American flag hung in front of the rubber factory 
and it was waving like jazz, and that’s when I think I fell 
asleep…but I don’t remember…because the shadows were 
back and everything was real nice.  
 
COLD BUS AT NIGHT 

I didn’t say another word and four or five hours later 
another bus arrived and the night got colder. The air 
conditioning was on full blast and the windows steamed-up. 
Pulling out a wool sweater I must have fell asleep, but it 
didn’t matter because we just kept driving and the night was 
my home. Moving and going somewhere I was out like a 
light, and before I knew it, I was forgetting about 
everything that was real, and going back into my dreams I 
had a vision and everyone was at a party with balloons and 
piñatas and the music was a combination of a bunch of 
different styles of music all rolled into one new form, and it 
wasn’t electronic…no…all the instruments were real and 
there was a horn section and it was strange but that’s normal 
because dreams are strange and…well there were cartoon 
birds that were chirping the beat of the tune and it was a 
good dream and  everyone was there and they were asking 
me how my trip has been and when was I coming home? I 
told them I didn’t know and then my grandfather who I 
never met walked up to me and asked me how my book was 
going... 

It was just a dream but these people who loved me and 
maybe they didn’t really care two ways from Sunday how 
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they felt about me in real life but it was my dream, it was my 
party, and it was just like a poem, a beautiful poem that 
highlights everything in accordance with how the song lulls 
you along those music-sheets of life…while smoothly the 
dream is reminding you of all those memories and those 
great things are harmoniously in love with dancing fools 
who are now spirits lost somewhere in between the past and 
the present…. 

And it was weird… but the dream was just right, as if 
it was a book of perfect prose made from ice cream melting 
on a hot flimsy paper-plate covering apple-pie and coated 
with a layer of blueberries picked from the fields during a 
Michigan summer, and it was one of them days that lacks the 
dying-dog panting tongue of this southern heat, and as we 
moved further west I was sleeping within the darkness of the 
bus and everything was just like it should be. I was dreaming 
about being on the beach barefoot and the feeling you get 
from the cool air on a hot august day, and I was dreaming 
that’s all; I was dreaming about smiles and of teeth sweating 
with joy, and then I felt like a wave, and then the dream 
was… 

Well now I was opening my eyes and the bus started 
its motor after it stopped at a trucker station without me 
even knowing. I think it was the ignition that brought me 
back, and so rubbing my hands together to create friction 
because I was real cold we got off an exit ramp and as the 
bus jerked my head and slammed it into the window real 
hard the dream was over and I was back on the highway.  
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MORE THAN NOT HAPPY 
He was pissed. The driver wasn’t driving like his 

normal self. Something was wrong with him and then he 
got on the intercom and said “put your seatbelts on folks”…  

And you know something is wrong when you have to 
wear a seatbelt on the bus… because that doesn’t usually 
happen… and after he said that I was holding onto my 
backpack so it didn’t fall, and like turbulence on the road I 
was looking out the window as the bus was cutting over 
lanes like a ship caught in the tides, and He couldn’t choose 
which lane was best and was cutting off cars and Semi-trucks 
were honking. The bus was going over eighty miles an hour 
and I said “what’s going on man” and the bus driver said 
“we’re running behind schedule, have to make up for lost 
time so shut up Henry”. “Fine” I said, “Just be careful”. “I 
don’t need no back seat bus driver” and “Got it”…I said. 
“You better got it. No more words from you alright? I’m 
sick of your voice.”  

And after the driver said that to me I shut my mouth 
again and watched him while he kept driving like a maniac 
but once he passed one last big truck carrying horses the 
road was ours and so he pushed the bus to ninety and 
everything leveled out. Looking out the window I saw that 
nothing was behind us and this was our highway now… and 
what we did was simple…we just kept going, and it was the 
same as before… only this time the bus drove over the 
Mississippi River and then ended up in…I think… Dalhart 
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off for everything. Nothing came easy. I came 
from absolutely nothing.” 

New Rebels with New Causes  
 
After Dusty’s landlord gave him the 

boot, the same post graduate boot as I had 
received, well we had nowhere to go anymore. 
With that being the situation that road would 
be set out for in five or so days.  And yeah, 
course I was a’ going with em’. I mean, well, I 
had nothing else better to do.  

So in a couple of sunrises and sunsets 
I’m a’ sittin’ shotgun and running across this 
state of Michigan once again. Just a’ rolling 
out and around within them blue days, them 
mornings passed them farmer-markets and exit-
ramps and wide-open apple-fields next to the 
roaring highway, next to orchards and corn-
stocks and scarecrows and John Dear Tractors 
makin’ em’ a clearing for seedlings next to 
billboards under messages of America.  

In Just a’ few more turns of the clock 
I’ll be back on that speeding yellow concrete, 
that same ol potholed road, passing towns 
under bridges of freight-trains and 
locomotives creating sparks on tracks that 
stretch passed rivers, passed them eyes of 
those prisoners on work-release picking up 
disposable Styrofoam coffee-cups with metal 
spoke rods. 

Man oh man and in just a few more 
nights of twiddling these fingers everything 
will  be just ta’ smooth sailing under clouds 
and constellations of stars just like the 
moles on my back that when connected form the 
Big Dipper. Everything will be just a jingling 
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and a’ jangling some pocket change of the slot 
machine that is really only my life, and hell 
ya man, just like I always knew, well I’ll just 
ta’ be the one that’s the mover and the shaker 
and why, why go, why now, why now go? Because 
I have ta’.   

 
Soon and once again everythang’ and 

anythang’ will be a’ humming me right along to 
a traveling seasonal dream that sings me a 
ditty of love as I’m under those stars and just 
ta’ chewing on a toothpick before I fade away 
to sleep.  

Couple of days now and I’ll tell ya’, 
well then I’ll just a’ be singing the song of 
my dreams, humming my song, penning the notes 
of my Visions. 
 

Henry Oldfield Notebook, Left and 
found on a Greyhound Bus 
Observations of a man 
as he chases his own 

tale 
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Being an artist is 
strange 

…
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Typing some words about 
the future 

 

Here We Go 
 
Were such a romantic generation and we 

all still wanted to go out there like the 
beats and the hippies and yippee journalists 
of the past have already done.  

But so what if it’s already been done, I 
don’t think it was taken as far as it should 
have gone, as honest as it could be, and this 
is only about peace, right? And of course this 
is about writing, but most importantly, it’s 
about progressing humanity, right? Yes! 

And we’re creating new visions with 
what has been handed to us, and maybe it will 
be the same and not as original as the old, 
but were coming to your town with pens and 
flannels and jeans that our parents can’t fit 
into anymore. We’re bringing something back 
that was thought to be dead, a dream of the 

http://www.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.youtube.com%2Fwatch%3Fv%3DeLowijGc8Mg%26feature%3Dshare&h=HAQDKVjNSAQALsHTuv-aUa84WHEInJpcovMfmeTmK9505lQ
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He goes in the shop to grab him a cup, I 
walk over to the girl by the shade. So he was 
right, my heart was a racing. I had no 
yearning to succeed or fail in this pointless 
mating ritual. I still thought about ol gal, 
but with her so far away, separated by cities 
and obligations and youth I thought maybe it 
would be nice to meet a lovely local gal. I 
turned around. He was still inside juggling 
his coins, he takes forever to do anything, he 
talks and confuses people, but they always 
give him a smile in return. 

I’m looking at the newsstand; supposedly 
my mission is to talk to this dark-haired 
woman who was the symbol of my sexual desire, 
nothing else. I finally got up the nerve after 
reading the terribly obnoxious political 
headlines on the newspaper and started my 
approach again, all systems go. 

Now and now and one step yeah now I’m 
right about up to her, still no eye contact, 
she goes into her hoodie, into her pocket, and 
pulls out her cell phone, deflecting my how 
are you my name is so and so awkward hitting 
approach. I turn around, walk back to the 
newsstand and pick up a new york times; it 
reads: 
 
“The Great Recession Here to stay, Politicians 

gasp at numbers” 
 
 

TO BE CONTINUED… 
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Note: “As in my other works of fiction: All persons living and 

dead are purely coincidental, and should not be construed. No 

names have been changed in order to protect the innocent. 

Angels protect the innocent as a matter of Heavenly routine.” 

Kurt Vonnegut 

WHAT LOOKS SIMPLE FOR YOU IS AN 
ADVENTURE FOR ME 
 

PART 1 
Thankfully it’s cooled off a bit, cause 

dang I tell ya, these insects and their fangs, 
well they were getting out of control. I had 
so many bumps on my poor arms that I felt like 
I was going to be eaten’ alive. Man those bugs, 

I tell ya what…and yeah Oh thankfully it’s 
the end of august now and the fall is right 
around the corner and once again I’m falling 
in love with the woods and the country and 
its sweater weather. Today, Only three or five 
bites-lumps of reaction on my ankles and 
forehead and yeah always on my forehead and I 
need to grow my hair long again, only for 
protection from those little pests; those 
flying monsters that come out at night, and 
they’re  not cute I tell ya, they’re not loving, 

nope,  not one bit, especially when they suck 
from my blue long veins ingesting my blood 
from the hose that those mosquitos, man those 

Midwest mosquitos, well they’re  getting as big 
as humming-birds as the years go by.  
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Jack K is Beat in D-Town  
 
“Goddamn the whole crummy world” Jack Kerouac, 
Detroit Feb. 9. 1949 

 
Earl was right, and so what? So what if 

I didn’t hitch after all? I mean it’s not the 
fifties anymore. And so yeah, I took a random 
ride from Ann Arbor to Detroit, from a woman 
in her late thirties named Alicia and her 
younger boyfriend named Robert. I met them in 
a coffee-shop one day after I got fired from 
my job at this wine store for not caring 
enough, or so I was told. 

Reading this Jack Kerouac published 
notebook that the library had on the free-
cart I overheard them talking about going to 
Detroit, so well, I just asked them if they 
didn’t mind if I tagged along, just for the 
ride, you know, drop me off by the border of 
the United States and Canada, and then I was 
just going to walk around and try and 
actually hitch back to Ann Arbor. Ha.  

And of course they didn’t mind at all, 
so they picked me up in downtown Ann Arbor on 
a cold November day, a dark orange and 
brownish-yellow day that seemed like it 
wanted to snow but didn’t really know how to 
yet. 

So off to Detroit I just did what I did 
back then, I just sat in the back seat of some 
strangers car and read and watched the world, 
just listening and hardly talking (and I can 
talk a ton as many humans have told me) while 
the driver and their passenger listened to 
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The Lion Cub Kitten of King West 
 
And yeah, this one time I was in Key 

West, and sure, later that evening I would find 
myself drinking alone at 
the southernmost point of the United States, 
but first, well I was doing what I do best, 
and well yeah, oh how I twas just zoning out 

and scribbling stuff down. And this time, well 
the scribe was sketching the wild nature of 
the Lion Cub Kitten. 

 
Arriving at the last stretch of my 

American citizenship on a senior citizen bus I 
had to stay a couple of nights, and yeah, I 
was of course completely stranded, because 
well, the bus didn’t run again 

until Monday morning, and that dang bus was 
of course my only way to get back to the 
mainland. And yep, sure did, oh how I knew 
this was going to happen, and sometimes I 
think I must choose to be stranded er 
somethin’, cause well yeah, getting lost with 
no hope out sure does make for a much better 
unplanned adventure. 

When I got off of the coldest bus I’d 
ever been on it was strange and came out of 
nowhere when this old man gave me a pencil. 
I wasn’t sure why, but it was an old knob of a 
blue pencil that he said he had since he was 
around my age, and well, even if I didn’t know 
if he was nuts or something, well yeah, I 
shook his hand and said “thank you”.  
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pictures on that boat that I got kicked off of 
when I followed the lion cub kitten after he 
finally woke up from his dream world, and 

yeah, well that ship twas heading to Cuba. 
 

Ol Willow  
 
And down the street oh yeah, yep, right 

there, right down there is that same ol’ 
Willow. Down that same old road, just down 
from my Godmother’s house, three or four 
blocks away, on a street named Park; a street 
in a neighborhood that has stayed the same 
all these years, stayed the gosh-darn same 
since 1946.  

A home that was built with our 
Grandfather’s hands on a street in old photos 
where those old-men stood with our parents as 
children; those Papa’s, them Grand Daddies, 
them Old-Timing Men with suspenders next to 
their children who were all these kids with 
bobby-pins in their hair and blue-jeans on 
their legs and wide eyed glasses covering 
their lil tiny eyes, brown eyes-green eyes-
purple eyes, focused and dreamin’ eyes that 
were reflecting the Sun off from their golden-
yellow and dirty locked hairs.  

I’m told that this is a street when 
America still had dreams, and on this same old 
street my grandparents were happy, and maybe 
America for a moment was happy. And oh those 
old timers and their adopted children oh they 
were beaming; children who were the lost kids 
of forgotten immigrants; children with missin’ 
baby-teeth who were smiling for the photo and 



 27 
 
and everything, both dead and not yet born, 
can be found in the country-side where wild 
dogs bark in the night.  

This is a novel that doesn’t hide its 
teeth when it poses for a picture. Inside you 
will find pages and pages that are scattered 
with images and typing fingers and the music 
that I constantly hear with my candle-wax 
ears. Everything will happen fast, for if I 
stop I won’t be able to block out the clatter 
of the pin dropping sounds of the masses as 
they conduct the score that these words hum-

slang-sling across.   
Why now? Why bring words to our dark 

clicking ears? Who has the time? I believe I'm 
ready to tell you this great war story that 
has been created by so many bombs and so many 
generations and words and visions that have 
led up to the time and the country that we 
now often hopelessly stumble franticly around 
within. Everyone is in such a hurry, and 
maybe it’s for the fact that the looming 
honest death has been silenced by our right-
here-right-now- hit the siren and run world. 
The time is now, only now, and I’ve been told 
that I don’t know what I’m doing, that my 
prose aren’t ready, but I can only smile in 
disobedience, because this is what my 
traveling story is layered with: words in love 
with inspiration and the act of creation 
itself; an act of levitation, a peaceful and 
kind act of rebellion that dots the lines of 
our historical American past with the time 
that is now- now- NOW.  

Poor little people walk among the lands 
with their eyes down, so surprised when I ask 
them the simple question: "How are you today?"  



 41 
 
part are not saying anything, and I’m just 
listening to the guitar-opening beers-looking 
all around them up towards the sky, up there 
in the night where it’s so dark, some kind of 
plain and empty white type of darkness that 
you can’t really see the stars tonight, because 
there is a sheet of dust, a film of sorts 
blocking the view. 

“So you don’t want to hit that?” says 
the citizen of this new city that’s covered in 
new kinds of money. The Paper trail seem to 
lead here, and the thing is this: there are so 
many people who live here that tell me they’re 
not even from here, that they came to the city 
to get away I’m told, to grow they say, but 
everyone is here, so it seems as if nobody even 
moved. Walking around today I saw State plates 
from Maine-Oregon-Alaska-Florida, all over 
the United States, and I feel like I’m in the 
Middle East oil banking city of Dubai. I feel 
like I’m the only immigrant within a made-up 
heaven, within this rich utopia. 

And I’m broke, as if I’m an invisible spy 

from the money-less future. I’m just here. I’m 
just there. Now I’m here, and today is Friday 
and I swore it was Thursday, but it was 
Friday. I’m losing track of the days of the 
week again. Just another night, and tomorrow 
there will be another day, and I think I’m 
going to have to give my brain and my ideas to 
science for some capitalistic scratch. But 
yeah, I take a hit and pass it back and go off 
to the side, to try and search for the stars 
alone.  

And now I’m thinking of a number 
between 1 and 66. No I’m not. I’m thinking 


